
boudoir, where, by ber own desire, she ïa to that other bill that mau so far off now, et
be left until toummoned fortheiw song& Mies I JAdy Bý&th«TipeIg, where Colonel Deoring

PettingW bas bad but one flurried moment wm her devoted slave, and ahe came upon
with ber. 1 that never-to-be-férgotteu mue between her
It will be even worse than .1 thought' buaband and Camilla Routh. A chül, creep-
she exclaime, in a Panic of nervous appreben- inq makes her ahiver in the perfuu»d
sion9 6 there in an Engliahmau coming, some- wirmth as ahe rocalla it ; nome of the shame,
body very great, a nobleman, 1 belleve. and I the pain, the anger, the haated feeling of
wiah he waa safely back la hie own country. th" night returne to ber.

He if comijag with the Colbarts-he in their And yet it in as a dream, now---a bad
guests while in Xàew York. It was bad dream, timt mi over and gone. That life in
enough before, grx--)dnen knows ; it will be at au ead forever. There is no longer a

dreadfui - dreadfui to have to siug before Dolores, Lady Valentine--only a Mn.
him. Trillon, who teaches for a sawy, and walke

Dolores laugha. the New York atreeta in àhabby dresoes,
6 1 do not see why. Let us hope the and lives in a Poky five-roomed. fiat, &"

nobleman à no musical critic. What his piays Mm Blanche Pettingill'a aocompani-
name meula fur se mach per wght. That life bu

' There is ma calling,' cries the,,'é'xèitàMe cume and gone like a dream, and ahe in quit*
Miss Pettingit L ' I ý% ish - I wish ma content-or tries ham to think sho is-to

wouldn't insist upon my singiag, but ahe dou let life go on indifferently like thie.
and I know-1 feel 1 éùall break down and The »ng ends, and with no diustrom
disgrace myself forev.-r. breakdowo. Thom in a sof c mupmur of

She flies away and Dolores atttles down for thanks and Pleam», and Blanche breathee
a quiet hour or two over a new book. The again But the r«pite in only for a
swelling music floats up to ber. sounds of moment.
laughter and gay voices reach ber now and Il Here ia---2
then, but the story she reade absorbe ber pre- Dolores dom not catch the nazne,ýl0et in
sen tly, and when at last the memage oomes the last vibrating chorde Îhe a brikee, but a

that it is time to go down, ahe starts upsur- liatter goes &fi at once through the little
prised to, fiad it so, latç. circle behind ber.

6 And von need not go through the crowd. I Oh!' cries Blanche, with a gasp of very
ed rooin,'aayis Miss Pettir-gill'a maid who r«J borror. 6 it je the E aglishman and ras 1

cornes from ber, " although'with an honest Now 1 know she will make me sing again l'
admiring glance at the crisp nev dreu and Dolores half laugha at the angu" of the
ornaments, and golden uu rled hair and tone, the tmgic terror of the looki and peeps

flower face 6 there is not e lady down there wità oonsiderable carimity through her
i.hat looks prettier thau you, Mrs. Trülou. leafy screen. She sees coming down the
I cm take vou right to, the piano without long, brilliant room Mm PetùngiU in her
Paesing among the people at &IL' diamonde and moire antique, on the arm of

'Yeis,'Mrs. Trillon says, that will be à tall, dark gentleman. who does not look in
boat.' i the least hke an Engluhman. And as ahe

They'go, and manage to make their way 1 looks the room qùne round, the gas-lights
almost uanoticed to where the big Steinway ziaeh ou% and blind, ber, a mist comes before

14tandis. Tail ahrubs, and a ver bower of her eyes. her beart absolutaly stop@ bestime
ferne and lufty planta, almoet completely i For the man on whone arm. Mm Pettingill
screen the inétrument and the performer. leans, the Englich nobleman' coming
Blanche cornes up m a flutter of apprebenaion etraight to where ahe site, is-Sir Vane Val.
andi nervou-sness.

From where ahe site Dolores eau see far
down the dazzlinu vista of light, and flowers, CELAPTER XI*

and thronged rooms, herseff invm'ible.
Courage she whispers, brightly ]FOR à,

imagine we are alone, and it in our daily
music lesson.

Sne atrikes the firat chord of the sym. She site for one- di=Y Moment nt=»&
phony, and Mtu Blanche7 bumte into song. bewildered, mogl*Slm& Her butband l-

A little group follows the boire@@ and and here!-drawing nearer, hie head 'a
listens, to her sonéz- Dolores glances through litde bea% Ibrt«aiiv to what hie hosteu in

ber vervart bower as she Pýsys, thiuîLUqp Of1 Mying, wità acm»Udng of a bored look in hie
other nighIa and scen« ùke*this in far-off î sallovr, diiutàâed fam 1

lands, when ahe waa queen of the revela. Of 1 She holde hu brmt]4 =1 éta pzing, hold
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