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“Flowers of the
Valley.,”

MABEL HOWARD,
OF THE LYRIC.

CHAPTER XVIIL
THE NEW SINGER.
~“But you will let me help Yyou,

} ‘Mabel?” he pleaded, limping to her
“1f you

. and crouching at her feet.

¢ ¥mew how happy it would make me! |

: Happy? I should be the proudest and |
i happlest creature in London, Do; you
can pay me back!”
Iris laid her hand—it trembled—up-
'on his head and smoothed the fair,
piTky halr,
. “No, Paul; I can’t do that! What
‘ and she forced a laugh, “a great,
. strong girl live upon the h‘ard-earned%
|« wages » She paused, for his faee
. had grown white.

'

#I'know I sam not worthy to offer
it to you,” he stammerad. “You and I
" are so different!” |
; “Werthy?” she said. “You are a i
.'prince, Paul! Different? Yes, I should
{'think we were; you are a mueician |
{ «who will some day be great and fam-
“ous, while I am just a useless crea-
! ‘{ture who cannot earn her own living.
“And you will not let me help you?”
: "he said, almoest piteously.

She shook her head.

“No, Paul,” she replied, gently; “not
’ that way! You have helped me already.

You have been a good and true friend!

~What should I have done, where should

I have heen, without you? But not
! that you! Paul, I couldn’t! No! But,
i Paul, notwithstanding your gruesome
! picture, I am afraid it will have to
| come to the needlework!”

“There must be some other way,”

! he said, sadly and anxiously,
“There may be,” assented Iris,
cheerfully, though hen heart ached un-
{ der the load of apprehension, “but I
' ean’t think of amy. Never mind. Don't
1¢t us talk about it any more this even-
{ ing. See! I'm.spoiling your practice!

Go on, and let me hear something

more of the new opera!”

He took up the violin reluctantly
and commenced to play.

“It is poor stuff{” he exclaimed, pre-
sently.

“What?”’ said Iris, for she had
scarcely been listening, and her
thoughts had wandered off to her own

' troubles.
“It is poor stuff!’” he repeated, with
i gentle contempt. “You know the plot,
i Mabel?" He had told Iris, but she had
| forgotten it. “The heroine is a poor
girl’ who is really the daughter of &

prince, and she is agcused of heing a

witch, and put in prison, and the young
man helps her to escape, anq marries
her, and he is the king of a neighbor-
ing estate in disguise. This is the song
she sings in prison. I've got to accom-

| pany it on my violin. It ought to be a
very good song under such circum-
stances, oughtn’t it? But this is it!”
and he played it.

“It is not very grand,” said Iris,

“No!” he assented; “that is what
Miss Alfrede says.”

“Who is Miss' Alfrede?” said Iris.

“Our leading lady,” he replied. “She
always takes the parts of the heroine.
She is very pretty, and has a nice
voice, but she knows no more of music
than—that that chair.”

“And it ought to know a great deal,
seeing that it has heard you play so
often, Paul.”

He smiled.

“'How beautifully you say -those
things, Mabel. No one but a lady could
say them sq sweetly.”

“And no one but a born courtier
could pay such handsome compliments,
Paul! But I'don’t think much of the
lady’s song, as you say.” ]

t

“No!” he said, musingly. “Now see!

Suppose she were to sing something
like this!” and: shouldering his vio-
lin, he played an exquisite air, so
plaintive and thrilling that Iris leaned
forward and listened breathlessly.

“Oh, Paul, how beautiful! Where did
you get that?”

«I don’t know,” he said, simply. “It
came to me while I was playing the
other.”

“You composed it?' she said, in an
intense voice. “Paul, what did I say?
You- are a great musician!”

“You like it? I wish Miss Alfrede
were going to sing it instead of the
other,”

Iris rose and took the score from
the music stand, and hummed it over.

“Now, play your own,” she said. al-
most imperativel¥. .

He did so.

“Again!” she sald, and, as he began
to play, she opened her lips and sang
the air. She sang-well within herseif,
indeed, quite softly and easily; hut the
boy’s amazement was visible in his
face, and in the quivering of his bow.
It was only with a great effort that
he could -continue playing. When the
song was finished he lowered his vio-
lin and stood regarding her, pale and
panting.

“Makel!” he exclajimed.

Iris’'lcoked at him calmly.

“Well, Paul?”’

“Mabel! You can sing like that!
Why—why—you have the voice of an
angel! You take in needlework! who
can sing like that! Oh, why—why
didn’t you sing to me before?’ and he
limped toward her, his musician’'s eyes
all aglow, his face flushed.

Iris looked at him woenderingly, and
half-ashamed at his enthusiasm.

“I've had no heart for singing, Paul;
besides, it is not so very wonderful.”

“Not so very wonderful! But I say
it is!” he retorted. “Why, there isn’t
such another voice in London! And
you sang it by ear, without hesitation,
without a false note! Oh, Mabel, you
have called me, in joke, a great music-
ian; I say, 40 all se%us soberness,
that you are a great stnger!”™ ™

“Nonsense!” said Iris. “It is your
friendship that makes you say so,
Paul!”

“No!” the poor boy almost shouted:
“It is not! Friendship has nothing to
do with it! I would tell the truth if I
hated you as well as I—I—like you!
Mabel, you hgve a voice which is
sweeter and grander than anything I
have ever heard, and I have heard
gome of the best! Sing—sing again!
Anything!”

“To please you, then, only,” sald
Iris; and, with a litle tremor, for the
boy’s praise and enthusiasm had af-
fected her, she went to the piano and
sang one of her old songs.

The air, the words, brought back the
old days at the Revels so distinetly
that the tears gathered ih her eyes,
and she faltered once or twice; but at
the end of it she found Paul by her
side, his thin hands clasped on her
arm, his eyes wet with tears.

“Oh, beautiful, beautiful!” he cried,
brokenly. “Oh, Mabel, and you never
told me! You kept it from me!”

“I—I—did not know. Aren't you mis-
taken, Paul?” she said, doubtfully.

“Mistaken?” he cried, in a shrill tre-
ble; “I mistaken? I tell you I have
heard some of the best voices in Lon-
don, and none, none like yours, not
one-half so  sweet and powerful!
Mabel, if you like you can be as rich
and famous as a girl could dream of!”

“I?” said Iris, amazed.

“Yes!” he responded, with feverish
eagerness. “To hear you .sing as you
have sung to me, a poor cripple, the
world would flock in its thousands! It
would cheer you till it was hoarse,
pour its gold into your lap by the
handfuls! It would go crazed, mad,
over you! Mabel, you have the world
at your feet, and I”"—he stopped and
put his hand to his throat—*“I, the
poor, crippled boy, have found you!”

Iris sat and loeked at and listenmed
to him in amazement, overwhelmed by
his enthusiasm. ”
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Orange Lily is a certain relief
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{man!” and he smiled; - "~ *_

{ of the genus homo

{ter of the room, which his well-cloth- |
||| ed. bejeweled presence seemed to Al

‘Mf?o you think of the new o
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“Yost® he exclaimed, impink up]
and down the room; “I. Paul Foster,
have foind the great singer of the pre-
sent day. T ‘shall never be anything
Detter than the third violin ‘at the |4
Lyric; but you will be the Queen of
Song!—famous and important; and
the world will say: ‘He, Paul Foster,/
found her and gave her to us!’”

«“Nonsense!” said Iris, trying to
laugh, “What do you mean, Papl?

“What do 1 mean?” he repeated, ex-]
citedly. “I mean that you must get an
engagement, at once, I will get it for |
you. They will listen to me, small and
crippled as I am, for they know I knew
a voice when I hear it! You must get
an engagement, not at the Lyric—at
the Opera itself! And all the world
will come and hear you, and go away |
to sing your praises——" he stopped |
for ‘want of breath, and at an expres-
sion which Had come into Iris’ face. -

It was an expression of shrinking so
Tintense as to be almost one of horror.
| “On, Paul!” she breathed. '

“What is the matter?’ he exclaim-
t ed; “what have I said?”
| Iris was silent. Through her mind |
{ flashed her mother's history, Her mo-
' ther had been a great singer, and her
greatness and her fame had heen her
ruin, and Iris’ alse, Could she follew
in that mother’s footsteps? Besides, if
she went on the stage, would not IHer-
en Coverdale find her—would not the
story of her shame bhecome public?

“What is the matter?”’ he demanded
again, excitedly. 7

For him, the born artist, the mean!
and narrow rqoom had resolved itself
into the crowded theatre, and Mn his
mipd’s eye he saw the girl, the lady,
he adored with an adoration like to
that of a devotee, the ohject of an ap-
plauding crowd, famous, encrowned,
the Queen of Songs! He cdnld not un-
derstand her hesitation, bher evident
shrinking.

“Why de you look like that, Mabel ?"
he said, pale and excited. “Do you
think that what I tell you is not true?
It is true! I will stake my soul on its
truth! Let me speak to Mr. Stapleson,
the manager of the Lyric——"

“No, no!” she said, white to the
lips; “I-could not, Paul”—she went on,
gently, for his face had fallen—*"don’t
think me ungrateful, but what vou
say could never be! I—I could not sing
at a theatre. Don’'t ask me why, it is
too sad a story, and—and there are
other reasons. I could not sing to the
public; but,™~sghe added, sweetly, “I'll
sing to you. Take your violin, and let
me sing that song of yours again, and
see, I'll play it on the piano at the
same time.”

He stared at her.

“And you have only heard it once! |:
Heavens!” g

She motioned to him to begin, and
he commenced.

Stimulated by the praise he had giv-
en her, she, as was only natural, ex-
erted herself to the utmost, and- gang
.as if her heart, her. life, wers\in‘the
song, They had reached about the mid-
dle of it when the door opened and
Mrg. Barker appeared.

8he was followed closely by a mid-
dle-aged man, dressed in the height of
the prevailing fashion, and wearing/a
white beaver hat.

Mrs. Barker was about to announce
their presence in a loud voice, for
Panl’s and Iris’ backs were turned to-
ward her; but the man held up his
hand warningly, and, gently pushing
her back, closed the door and leaned
against it.~ .

He stood perfectly motionless for a
moment; then, after he had looked at
Iris, he took off his hat.

When the song had finished, Paul
broke into fresh raptures.

“Oh, it is magnificent!” he exclaim-
ed. “Never, never. have I heard any-
thing like it, Oh, Mabgl, Mabel! all the
world is at your feet, and you can
hesitate!”

“Bravo! bravo!” cried the stranger.

They both turned hastily, and Paul
exclaimed, in 3 tone of surprise and”
confusion: '

“Mr. Stapleson!” B

The stranger waved his hat, and the
diamond ringe, with which his soft,
fat hand was liberally furnished, flash-
ed. y

“How do you do, Paul?” he -said,
“Hope I don't intrude?”’ ¢

Paul bowed, and stammered out
something. :

“This is Mr. Stapleson,” he said to
Iris. 3 X ]
Mr. Stapleson bowed and waved hig
hat.

“Paul’s sister, I persume?” he said,
but in a very different tone to that
which he had used to Paul, {ar, as Iris
rose and ‘stood calm and self-possess-
ed, the manager, a man of the world,
saw at a glance that -he was in the
presence of a lady.

“No, no.” put in Paul, quickly; “she
is mot my sister; she is Miss Howard
~Miss Mabel Howard!”

-” “Charmied - to make Miss -Howard’s
acquaintance!” said the manager, with
another bow. “Sorry to intriide.at such
a time, but business is business, Miss
Howard, and I am, alas! 8 business|

|
|
|

v He’wWas fat and pompous,’ and” his|
smile-was selt- ed and unctuous,
‘but it: was good-natured and pleasant;
:and Iris, whoshad. never met ‘this kind |
. “T've coms a¢'an awkward time, Tm |

“But, I've come on business. Well,
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Stanfield’s
Mixed Underwear

These are the garments you
will need for the coming cold
weather. We have them: in all
sizes.

Per Garment

1.98, 2.25, 2.75

°
Men’s Sweater Coats
With high roll collar, fancy
collar and striped frent, in Blue,
Grey, Brown and several.other
mixtures. " |

Each, 149 .

» : Ak N
e “ \

Men’s Heavy

Winter Caps

Made from finest grades of
English Tweeds and Worsted;
fitted with strong bib and knit-
ted ear bands; in Brown, Grey
and Navy.

1.98 to 2.25
Men’s Dress Gloves

Brown Capeskin
Gloves, stitched
with outside seams,
that always give a
stylish .as -well as
neat. appearance,

* .Here are excellent
values indeed.- *

Per Pair, 2.98

.| buyer. Come in Early.

\

them with' straight brims and turned-ofi-the-face brims; all going at less

- heavy - weight, suitable for

-making children’s dresses.

Murphy’s Good Things

Smagh go the prices! - Our Opening Charge breaks them down. Here are
a few of the many opportunities our Store offers right now to. the thrifty

Smart: Plaid
Suitings
More popular than ever.
A plaid skirt with a jacket
of plain colored material, be
it Dark Blue, Brown or
Green, makes a very sty-
lish - ¢ostume, Here are
plaids, -large and small, in
colors gay.or sober. Long
wearing materials.

~ Per Yard, 49¢

New Hand Mirrors

A poor mirror is worse
These

give clear, true reflections.

than none at all HOSlel'y

Colors: - Green, Brown,
Navy and Black. Justin, a
beautiful line of Heavy
Wool Cashmere,
the prettiest shades ever
shown in the city.

Per Pair, 98¢ to 1.59

It is not often that Mirrors
of this quality are offered
at so low a price.

Fach, 98¢\ ..

FALL AND WINTER MILLINERY
Charming Hats in new styles going at less than half price, - We have

than half price to clear.

Each, 2.98
Quilt Cotton

33 ins. wide. Splendid
patterns, white grounds
with blue and pink stripes.
This Cotton is very service-
able for many uses.

Per Yard, 45¢.

I

Quilt Cotton - Colored Velvet

- Very pretty patterns, ex-

tra large pieces, of a nice Brown, Green, Red, Navy

covering quilts, rugs and and Black; nice soft goods,

28 ins. wide.

Per Yard, 1.20

Felt Bedroom
Slippers

Of brightly colored felt
with - pom-pom to match.
They will be doubly attrac-
tive if chosen’in the same
color as your kimono. Many
women will purehase sever-
al pairs for gift-giving.

Per Pair, 2.75

This Cottonis a snap at this
low price.

Per Pound, 49c

Soﬁ Collars

Time was when Soft Col-
" lars were comfortable and
nothing more. Theéese new
- Collars are much more than
that—they’re as good look-
- ing gs stiff ones, and they
iuxl?ly cut laundry bills in
alf.

L - ‘Each, 25¢

'

Hand Towels

. Small  Towels, suitable
for wash_cloths, cup towels,

ete.

Each, 10c

Stamped Cushions
‘beautiful patteins. We also

;ormg these cushions.

s

% Men’s-
Fine Hese

All-Wool Cash-
mere, knitted
a from soft all-
¢ wool yarns, in
plain wave with
snug fitting rib
top.

Artsyl Rope Silk

Rope Floss Beldings, de-
-pendable brand of - fibre
si}kﬁ'in a  full range gf
shades.

Per Slip, 10¢

19 x 17 inches, in many

have a full llne_"bf silks for

~

B

““Each, %¢

| ‘:_-’Cu'ﬂcur'a»

7

er Pair, 125
| Coales!

some - of |

Ladles’ Underwear
Two-Piece Garments.

These well cut-garments give
| slender figure. lines with no un-
necessary material at-the waist,
Fashionedoto -fit snugly at the
ankle; heavily or slightly fleeced,
perfectly ‘finished .in every de-
tail and moderately priced.

Per Garment, 98¢

The Popular Tam
of Beaver Plush

Very popular” Beaver Plush
Tam so much in favor with mis-
sies or youhg womefi; made of
imitation Beaver Plush’: nice full
crown trimmed.  at right side
with a pretfy Beave.rrPom-pom.
Looks very smart on the head,
and  very popular at present.
Comes in natural Beaver colsr
(Sand).

Each 1.19 to 4.25

lntants\.Knit_led'qulees

Knit-: from . many.: colored
yarns; in-clese -and open stitch,
with “fancy ‘edgings—and heavy
goles; trimmed with colored rib-
bon ties._

' Per Pai\r;‘69¢

- Women's'
Flanpelette Gowns

Here is a new showing of

those good quality ‘Flannelette

Gowns which have: found such

%or \g:h ++Our. .. customers.
Ong - sbyles’ -are

wﬁtl??geubh yokes; # - - Gowns
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