
26 WHEN VALMOND

Harry, Harry, can't youthe chance

!

see f

"Harry was her husband. Ah, what a

fislierman was he !

" said Parpon, nodding.

" What did she mean by doing 'big things' ?

"

he added.

"How do I know?" .she asked fretfully.

"But Monsieur Valmond seems to me like

her, just the same."

" Monsieur Valmond is a great man," said

Parpon slowly.

" You know ! " she cried ;
" you know ! Oh,

tell me, what is he? Who is he? Where
does he come from ? Why is he here ? How
long will he stay? Tell me, how long will

he stay ? " She caught fluttexingly at Parpon 's

shoulder.

"You remember what I sang the other

night ? " he asked.

'' Yes, yes," she answered quickly. " Oh,
how beautiful it was! Ah, Pardon, why
don't you sing for us oftener, and all the

world would love you, and—

"

"I don't love the world," he retorted

gruffly; "and I'll sing for the devil" (fhe

rib


