10 THE CRITIC.

A BUNCH OF VIOLETS.

(Continued.)

1
wanner forcod into their consultation, and, thougl Tam playing a roly,
which suits mo vory ill, I ennnot help being nmused by it and laughing wnd
suggeating 4 the rest,
8o your hidsome friond is comiug to Madao Cronheln’s concort
Olive says, on our way back to Carleton Street,
“ How do you know 1" T ask carolessly.
 He snild #0 just now, Hois coming with the Rollestonr, Do you

1 am coming into the house as he passes out, unedd e never <o much s
lovks at me o ~ee whethier I mean to take any uotice of him vr not. So .
that he hias himself vistually put an end to vur sequnintanee, know T faney he is an admirer of Katic's——1 saw their ‘heads very closs 1.

Of course 1 feel mortified, though he may possibly think it was my wish 4101 over thoso niuts of Dor's ™ .
that wo should ignore that introduction at the Rollestous’.  Unt L krow that " © " g0t Tike the suggestion : it voxes moe all the evening, while
it was not my wish, and that I would have bo.wcd to him this time if I had - Lico my concert music, '\b\'hiln 1 5it in wmy pet chair ovor the fire, rending the
got the chance, and his looking in that determined way over my head wnkes , latest «'lisputclws from Woodlmy and \';\ltundon, while I muso, my feet on
wo feel very augry. lHewever I do not encounter him ugain in  Carlotont | h0 fopder, and “ Probation * halt-open on wy kuee.  Mr. Baxter has heen
Strect or anywhere else for more than a week, and, though Mrs, Waunchope U3 1 Saidio all the ovenine s he must have left the door opou, for | cw
tells me that he is more at home than he used to bo, sud working hard at | o Jim whistling a har of 4 sony now aud thon, sometimes singing it m 4

his picture, 1 grndually _1'u|got lu’s rudeness and my own folly, in bu y pre-! desultory kind of way. Ouce, when 1 pau-o to listen, my door Leing alsy
parations for Madame Crouhclw’s coucert, which is to take placo on the

i M PO u somer 1 know 2
evening of the twoenty-firsl.  Lam to sing twice, first the ¢ Jewel Song ™' i, Lean distivguish the words of a sung 1 kuo
from ¢ Faust,” thon Blumenthal’s ¢ Bend of the River.! The selection is”
Maduwo Cronhelm’s ; but both songs are old fricuds of mine and old favor- -
ites. Hurr von Konig tells mo I had better have an cnewr voady, unless 1
care to vepuat thuse two 3 but 1 tell him laughingly that that would bea .
very unlucky thing to du, to prepare an encos beforchand. _ 3 .
On the day before the coucert, Elinor and Olive Deane exall for mo to gu . Unly Lo kiud,  Spoak to e speak!

with them o the Rollestons'—not to an * At Home” there, but merely t0° 1 Jisten till the sony is cuded, and then I closo the door softly aud av
pay a visit to the girls. They aro to give a fancy ball ely in April, sud  back to thoe fire, laughing. 1 know at least of whom ho is thinking ; those
wo amuse ourselvea with portfolios of sketches of national and faucy dresses, ¢ wero the very words he had said to me this afternoou—* Speak (o wr
sitting in tho great handsome somber eity drawing-room, with 1ts balconies Why won't you speak to me?” The old spivit of mischief prompts me to sit
durkened by tlowering plants-—tive or six girls altogether, with two kindred - Jown to the piano and sing somethiug that might seem liko ~u answer ; but
spirits in tho shape of Fied Deane and Crauford Rolleston, whoare quite a3 he disastrous consequences of my former folly are tov recont 10 encourage
good on the subject of ladies' dress as ourselves me to transgress a secoud time,

Kativ and Crautord Rolleston and 1 are studyivg @ celored privt of an . s B 7
Alsacian together, and [ am saying how pretty the black velvet cap would | ft i5 the ovening of Madame Cronhielw’s coircort, which is iudeed o
look un & bloude head like Olive’s, when two people como into the roum | of w conrereazione than a concort, the performers mixing among the sudiene
whom I, seureely looking up, aml even then seurcely seeing them iu the i when not actually required on the rie 'd platform at the upper eud of the
dusk, supposed 1o be Jack Lolleston and his Lrother-in-daw Captain Iivg- room, where the grand piano and violins ana *.uioncello are located, and a
sley—one of tham I kuow o bo Jack. ‘They stroll over to a group at one: hum of talk filling up the intorvais between tho songs and concerted pieces,
of the windows—0live and Poppy and Susic Lolleston and I think vo: Weall enjoy it, baving so many friends among both performers and audience,
sore about them, till Ciauford says suddenly— g, though most of Madame Cronhelm's pupils take part in the choruses

“ That artist over there vught to mako u sketeh for you, Katie—somethivg | ouly, they are pleased to appear iu public in any capacity —il £0 exclusives
original, you know. Anythingoriginal wouid be so much more interesting | reunion can_ be called public af all.
than those old hackneyed natioual costumes—everybody i3 tived to death of My “ Jowel "’ soug is among the first ou the progmmme; and, whenl
thew. 1sav, Gerard, couldn’t you iuvent sumething newer than a Swiss | have sung it, and when Herr vou Kouig has complimonted mie on what he
peasant or & sirandiiee 7 1is pleased tocall the delicate grace of my vocalism, and called my veice

The woment ho says < Gernrd 1 look up.  Mr. Baxter s crussing the s «qraly celestical,” [ make my way down to the Rollostons, whom 1 se
room slowly : in another mowent he hax shaken hands with  Katie, and is{ uroaped at a little distanco from tho Llaze of light which makes a dasding
looking half inquiringly , half deprecatingly, at me.  Here is the opportunity | center of the stage.  Hut, beforo I can reach thew, moving slowly througa
1 have been longing for, and yet some stmugo perversity nmkes mo look | the dense erowd, with my long black satin skirt in one hand and my fann
steadily in auother direction, #s though 1 saw him not. the other, Gerard Baxter appears, I know not from what coign of vantage,

1 am not wmuch of 1 hand at figures,” Mr. Baxter says without any |ard offers me his ann.
pause of surprise, or avger, or cmbarassment.  ““ 1 never put them into 1y l * Allow me to make way for you,” he says, smiling, “aud allow moto
pictures if 1 can help it, and, when 1 do, I leave them us much as possible | congrtulate you on having ¢ brought down the house.”

{0 the imagination. But I dare say 1 might suggest somo chamcters, and i O, don't geu dlatter mo,” 1 laugh, shrugging my shoulders.
then you could find vut the dress they must wear.-or invent it.” * Why Jo you empimsize theyou'?’

“(h, do” Kativ exelaims. waking ruom for him on the cttomun beside *¢ Because 1t seotns unnatural for you to pay compliments.”
her, and not observing that ho and 1, whow she had seen daneing together, < [ paid you a cowplimont ouce, snd you misunderstood it,” he sis
had taken uo notice of each vther. * That will he delightful ;" wou'v it,  more gravely. ¢ Perhapa 1 may find some safer road 1o your favor thautha
Alliel” .+ Have you forgiven me yet for my stupidity 7'

“Yery,” 1 say shortly, aud tnn to ¢ maufurd Rolieston, «who however is “ Lonyg ago,” I answer frankly.  * Let us forget all about a picce of folly
listening to Mr. axter, and not tu me. for which I am sorry, aud of which 1 am heartily ashamed.”

24 We must take a Jesson Niom the notable Hanuah Woolly,” he ways, “ ] am ready to forget all you do not wish me to remomber,” he rejoins
laughing, as he sinks into the place Katie has watle for hum. * Dow’t you . at once.
remember what <he sayx in her book, printed in 1681, and quoted by | And then, instead of finding mysell’ near to tho Roltestous, I lind mrsd
Charles Lamb: ‘Let all ingenious women have regand, when they wotk any . sitting on a chair near a cool bunk of ferns and exotics with Mr. Baxy
image, to work it aright.  First let it be drawn well, and then observe the | standing bohind me, listening to a girl with o wagpilicent coutralto voke
dircctions which are given by kpowing men. 1do assure you I never|singing the “Clang of the Wooden Shoon.”
worked any story, or singlo per<on, with 1t informing mysell both of the

I listen iike oue iv a dream. 1 know shat ho is there, stauding neare
vieago and habit, as followeth.  If you work Jupiter, he wust have long Fin his somber evening raiment, and that 1 am happy, with a strange w-

curled black hair.a purple garment trimmed with gold, and sitling upou = I accountable sense of hajpspiness, which I could not analyze oven if T wosk,

1 Jrrae

“Whe turn uway when I draw nesr?
AViy colid to day 3 Once 1 waa dear,
‘P'hien thy heart stirved and flushed thy brow !
Never a wond welcomos me now
Speak to tne—wpeak ! Bo wy hioart heand,
Or will it break for one kind word ? -
Novow to bind, no pledge I seck,
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golden throue, with yelluw clouds about him."

“ How did xhe ¢ inforin herself”’ of that 1" Katie} . 2hs.
“ That"s what always puzsled me,” Gemrd Baxte says gravely.
“ It is that which makes it all so deliciou=
pocts for chamcters—¢ Maua Muller * for instanee—
* Maud Muller all the summer day
1aked the meadow sweet with him™?™

Su they chatier and faugh, while T turn over the sketches on my lap in

sulky silence.  Suddeuly Katie goes to vite end of the roow for a book aud { studying for public exhibition too.”
aud fur a wowent we 1wo are left aloue on -
the great ottoman, with nuthing but the space of une empty  velvet triavgle |

Crauford to 2 table fur auother:

hetween us,
 Speak tume,” hie says suddenly, in @ halfwhisper, hondivyg bis head
to look intu my face. * Why woen't you speak to me 1"
But I luok at my pictures stubboraly, feeling that pow it is my turn tu
make myself unpleasant—il 1 can.
“What have 1 done that you should send me to Coventry like this 2”
Even if 1 had been inclined, 1 have no timo {o answer him.

Wustmtions together, Ratie's brown head very near Gerard Basler's dark
one, whije Crauford takes up his old position closco to me.

Why don't you guitothe:
she is goiug to Italy to finish her musical education.”

Ratie has !
come Iaek with a volume of Tenny=n in her hand, Crauford with Dors’s . occasion seems to warranl.  ** { hope to heaven you will never do it™
splendid “ Daute ™ and in another woment they are all portug over tho !

I am thus ina | dcpends upon it what am I to doi”

“ 1o you like her zinging 1" he asks, when the song is ended.
“ Sho has a very puro contrlto voice. Her voico is Dbatter thay b
method of singing. Doun't you thivk sv{” .

“Yes. 1 havo heard people say that sheis studying for the stage, 1bs

“ No I have heard. 1 think she is quite right. Such avoice as hers vy
never meant to ‘rust unburnished, not to shinnin use.”™
“ Or yoursl” he questions a Jittle wistfully. ¢ They tell we youm

Who could have told himse? The idea aruses wo o much that 14
uot imnediately advise him to the contrary. R

“ Aud if 1 am," 1 say, laughing, ** do you uot think that Lawm righti
puttivg tho talent which lias been given e tu some practical use "

* 1f you have 3o othor means of livelihvod—yes.”

“ You do not approve of singing on the staget”

1 do not care to think of your doing it."

“ But ono 2an do it, aud yet—"

“ { hepo you will never do it,” he interupts, with more passion than i

“ But I must do it I I say, willfully encouraging the idea which
somnchow or uthor scoins to have taken into his head. *“ If my daily
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