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I don't want you or your puddings!”
The children stared at one another
open - mouthed and terrified. Such
open cbullitions were unfamiliar to
them. But Mrs. Lovell by this time
was angry in turn. 1 willgo,” she said,
slowly, with suppressed wrath . her
voice, “and--1 will not come back
again. Willred, I can stand your vulgar .
violence no longer. 1 have made up
my mind I shall get a separation”

At dat precisz monment Hilda en -
tered.

“Get a separation, then, by all
means,” the father answered grimly. ;
“None ton» soon, I think' I've
known for months that was the only '
way out of it. And, now that you've
dragged your children in on purposc to ¢
hear openly what they must have
guessed long ago, there’s no reason
for delay. *For the children's sake,’
we always said ; but it’s better, afier
all, the children should know we had
parted by mutual consent than be ad-
mitted to sec us quarrelling like this.

For my part, I'm sick and tired of
the whole business. I shall go off to
the scaside—and get leisure at last to
tiush my ‘Greek and Etruscan Studies.”

** Mother, deas,” Halda said quietly, taking her mother’s
arm, ** come and let me st the pudding.”  For she guessed
what had happened. * Fathe:, you'll come, too.” She
seized his arm also.

Wiitred Lovell hesutated for a second. It was too abrupt
asurrender.  But Hildz's touch on his arm was soft, and
he loved his daughter. **Well, if you wish it, mv dear
child,” he saiud slowly, climbing down with an ill grace—
"thtaugh, of course, you arcaware it’s a degrading supersti-
unn.”

*Yes, dear, soitis. A relic of bartba--m. Come and
stir the pudding, and explain to us all you have found out
about it.”

ARRIVAL OF

Iv.

Lunch was a silent meal.  Wilfred Lovell ate savagely,
mused, and looked ploomy. His wife pretended to be
extremely busy with the children’s foo3d. The little ones
sat awe struck.  Oaly Hilda tried to keep up some hollow
sembilance of cheerfulness. But, deep in her own heart,
she was sadder than any of them She had a sorrow of
her own, What a terrible reveladion for that trustful
Percy !

After lunch, <he took her mather’s arm again with a
entle pressure, “Now, dearest,” she said soathingly, * you
must go up and get ready

“Gut ready — for what?”

*Way, you kanw, for Siznor VMetelli’s concert ”

= Sizaor Metell's conceri * 1'd forgntien all abaut st 1
can’t go ta-Ggay. My eyes are oo red, Hilda: I'm not fit
for . Your father's cruehty

“Thats hew vou spuak o my daughier abhut her
tather ! Wilfred Toovell interposed, Inaking up from the
Syeetator.

*Naw, papa, sou nustat’ Go o your dressing-ronm
and cet ready.  You must both of you come with me. Do
as I tell you, dear.  It"s the hea thing for all of us.”

Wilfred Lavell moved with reluctant steps tinwards the
deor.  * Very weil,” he said, gloomily. It won't be ior
long, that’s onc good thing  Assvonas this beastly Christ-
mas rubbish is over—"

Ve shall all sctile down again in aur places asusual ;
yes, dear, I hope so.  Now go and pur on ynur nice coat—
I won't stir out with ysu in that horrid old one: and,
mother dear, you must wear your grey.  It's the night thing
for a concert.”

With infinite difliculty she got them both off, and
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induced them to dress. * Then she sent for a four-wheeler,
and drove with them to the hall. * A par of lovers,”
indeed' Her heart sank wnen she thought how she
should ever break the doleful news to Percy.  For this time
she felt sure they really meant at.

As they were neaving the door, Wilfred Lovell broke the
silence in which they had all ndden. ** I do tius to please
you, Hilda, my child,” he said, lcoking across at her, “but
1 want you clearly to understand that the moment this silly
Christmas nonsense is finished and cleared away I intend
to take your mother’s advice and put an end to such scenes
by having a separation.” -

They catered the hall, Hilda trembling.  After they had
taken th=ir seaits, about the middie row, she glanced around
the room, on the look-out for Percy. A man would doubt-
less have failed to find him in so large an audience ; but
Hilda's quick cyes soon picked him out; he had managed
10 get a <peaal seat near the platiorm, no doubt from
Madame de Meza. It comforied the poor gitl to reflect
that, beinz a man, he would probably fail to perceive the
woubl: in her tace, and the hard look of anger in her
father's and mother's.  Men don't read these things like
women. Bu the discovery, after all, was mercly deferred.
Sanner or later, he must know, and then, what a paiaful
beginning for their engagement!

The sinzers came forward ani san3 their various pieces
Hilda harély heard them.  Thraugh a2 veil of meatal mist
vapue souads of sacred seny ca pe watted acrass the air to
her unheed pxear. She was wo fail of srouble 1o not'ce
them,  For winnths she had worn heeswlf out in trying to
smanth things dawn {or thase two whom she loved so
dearly —far she loved them hoth abike ; now the runture
had come, and there seemed no way out of the diffizulty
made by it

At lasy, after three ar {our performers had bean cheered
and retired, a hush fel upna the hall—a great hush of
expeeiation. S mohody rustled on tothe stage.  Madame
de Mezx swept furward, 1all, queenty, defiint.  Hilda raised
her eyes, and loaked upon the great singer.  The woman's
handsome face and big eyes somehow arrested her atten-
tion even then.  She Ianked so strangely sympathetic. For
a mnment Madame d= Meza paused, as the hall rang with
tedoubled applause at her appearance. Then she closed
the biy browa eyes; the nich lips moved silently  Shewas
praying, after her wont—psiaying with her old fashioned
New Enpland carnestness. When she raised her eyelids
again, she gazzd round the room as if in search of some-
thing. She was seeking her inspiration.  After a restless



