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the man who lay dying just bayond the
rtition, and who, during their whola
married life, had pever shown her any
affsction, but who, on the contrary, had
vreated her with & coldness that swounted
ab times almoat Lo brutality ? .

s Mother! Mother I' eried Henari again,
advancing and shaking her hand. ‘' While
there'slifa thare's bope.”

*Hopa!" she repeated. *‘Hopa?! There
is no such thing as hope for us. Heaven
knows that it ie not of myeell, but of yon
that I think. How will you, who have been
byought ap as you have, bear—' .

Suddenly she atapped, wnd, suatching
away her hand, which hed rested paasively
in Henri'a olaup, sha burst iato & borrible
mirthtoss langh, whick twede bath her
listeners ehiver,

*There, there I she said. *1don't know
what 1 am saying. 1t is so sndden, Henri,
yout konow—so rudden—aeo sudden,

As she spole, sho caught up her heavy
train in ome hand, and waving che other
vacantly, aha tottered, rathar thoo walked,
from tha study, and ir another moment,
the door of ber own apartment, across tha
hall, wan heard lo clase.

* Poor woman ! Paor woman I eaid the
doctar, *ehe la completely anstrung, There
is no csuse for anxiety, my boy ; It ls bus
natural that it ahould be so, The shock
has proved tao much for her.’

All that evening, as Heori sat by the
bedside of his [ather, who had again lapsed
into unconacicusneae, his brain was like a
kaleidoscope, in thaconstant shifting of hia
thoughts from one thing tn another, Hin
lave for Marcelle, her ncceptance of that
love, Madama Charteris’ conacnt, the Baron
Chevrial and his newly made bride, his
father'a sudden seizure, all these cthings
crarsed wnd recrossed each other in a sort
of fantastical denco throneh bis wearied
head ; but the thing that troubled him the
moay and to which he returoed again and
again, without obtaining ony eatisfactory
solution,was hia mothet's strange behaviouar.
It was imposaible that hiz Earher's endden
coizure could ba the cause of it ; she had
long ceased to feel any affection for him,
and, aithouzh, ae the docter bhad said, it
wae undoubtedly s great shock to bor, that
wauld oot in itself account for her extraor-
dinary emotion.

Worn out with valn epeculation, Heori at
Iast threw himaell down on the sofe, leaving
the ductor and Francois to watch breide the
pick bed, and soon, overcome by the varied
emotions of the day, fell into & deep
elumber.

About three o'clock in the morning he
war roused by the doctor. A decided
change for the worsa bad taken place.
Madame de Tarpy, locking much more
composed, stood nesr the head of the
bed, Henri went to her side, and together
they awaited the approach of the mysterioun
angal.

Monsiear de 'Targy never recovered con-
sciousness, bub, as the firat rays of the
rising sun gilded the waking worid, he
breathad his lmat, dying, aa he had lived,
unloving and unloved. If it be troe that
a man‘s place 1n thia world is measared by
the void he leaves bebind him, it would be
dilﬂiculb to diacovar the benefit of this man's
lite,

CHAFTER 1M
THE DE TARGY'S BALL

“Tux apartment, cu premisr, No. 67 Avenue
de ' Alma, near the Arc do Triomphe, was
ablaze with light; carrisge after carrlage
load of Iadies in wonderfully concvoted
maneea of satin, tulle, snd lace, with their
artendant cavaliere in blsck coats and
white cravats, wa» deposited beneath the
red and while striped mwnibg stretched
acrose the eidewalk ; burets of muric flosted
now and then down from the windows, and
sll wae gayety and laughter. For, to.
night, Monsisur and Madame Henri de
Targy were giving & erand ball to cele-
brate their return to the world, after two
years of mourning.

The event was one of more than urual in-
terest, mareover, 88 it was young Madame
de Tarpy's debut in Parizian mociety. Rince
her marriage, which had been solemnised
very quistly sbout six months after the
death of her hueband's father, she had
lived in the country, reeiog no society be.
yond the few {amilies in the neighbourhuad,
and Dr, Chesnel, an old friend of the De
Targys. At Iaat, howaver, the period of
mourning was terminated, and, 8% the
specisl request of Madame de Targy the
elder, the family had returned to Daris,
and ths young wife was to assume the
place in rociety to which her husband's
wealth and position entitled her.

Rumours of her exceeding beanty had
rosched the metropolir, in apite of her
soclusion at Seinte Rache, and it was
whispered that Julianl, the lamous tenor of
the Italfana, bad declared her voice to bm
phanomenal, All this was sufficient to
cauee considerabls curiosity to see her, and
there wera very few rogrets to tho invita-
tiona to ths ball.

1o one of the sntechambera leading from
vhe grand salon were pathered together
<wo or throo of the jeuncase dorec of the gay

capital, irreproachably attired from the
tips of their patent-leather ahoea to the
crown of their carefully bruehed heade.
Coe, & younyg lallaw of not mors than two-
and-tweoLy, but with the blase look, real
or aflected, of & man of filty who had com-
pletaly exhaunted life, reclined with haif-
closed eyeain a low srm-chair, while his
companions applavded with cries of
*frava! Brava!' & duo, which had jost
baen sung in the next room, by the mistress
of tha house and her teacher, Signor
Julfani.

*That was reslly adeoirable,” anid one,
ae the applause died away. *Very gond,
quite remarkuble. The little weman has
much talent, has she noy, Tirandel '

The ona addrossad aa Tirandel opensd
his evee, atared for a moment at the
speaker, and then, an if the sfart to speak
was really too much for him, wmade & feeble
motion of the head in token of assent.

*Tirandel ' indignently ejaeunlated hia
friend, whose nome was Laubanars, and
who wae a successful youny broker on the
Bouree, *How can yom be ro apathetic
when ench music ie going on* Huava you
no souk ¥

"Soult drawled Tirandel, without
moving a muecle or in the slightest degree
altering his comfortable position. Don't
know, Have a body,’

Laubanere langhed.

¢ Well, at all events, yoar body is in &
very bad attivude for a ball, you know ’

*Tired |' and the tone of his voice was in
asccordance with his worde,

“Bab, tell me,' said Lanbanere, approach-
ing and leaning cver the back of his chair,
' how happens it that yon once more shed
the light of your countenance upon
society

* Must go samewhero,’

* You have the ciub,’

' Bores me, Stopped emoking,'

' Poor fellow ! Bot I eay, Tirandel.’

Tirandel moved slightly, and thea said,
with as moch impatience as his lazinens,
resl or assumed, would allow him to ex.
hibit :

*Don’t yell! Nerves,'

* But, my dear fellow, you don't know
what you are miering. Tha rooma are full
of pretty women, I assure you.’

“All the same to me.'

*Hear him, Vsumartin,’ laughed Lau-
banere, turning to a third young man, whao
had approached to listen to the colloguy.
* Did you aver eee puch a fellow ¥

Vaumartin waes evidently not a man to
have much eympathy with Tirandel's lack-
adaisical wire, if pire they waore. He was
one of thore mien, by no meana infrequent
in gociety, who have eprung from no one
knowa where and who by posh and wire-
puiling have managed to oblain a foothold
and keep it.

* What ig the matter with you, Tirandel T
he asked, in & voice as TReping as a raw.

* Biage! Wornkout!' murmured Tirandel,
eoltly,

*The devil! Doo't you do snyching for

-

* Trying water pure.”

* Hae it dooe yau sny good ¥

Tirandel shrugged his shoulders, or rather
made s weak movement that was meant to
be a shrug.
* *Not much, evidently,” snid Vaumartin.

* Think I'm a little better.”

Both bis companions roared.

*Great heaven !' exclaiwell Laubanere.
N "\’hlb muat you have been befare you tried
it

*How wre you, Laubanere T said a volce
from the doct-way. * Gocd-evening, Mon-
gienr Vaumartin.’

Lwubaners started, and turning, bowed
obeequionsaly,

*Good-evening, baran,’ he replied, in
vesponse to the =salutation of the pew-
caomer,

Ve have already canght a glimpse of
Baron Chevrial at the church door in
Suinte Roche, bub ib the last two years, be
has alterod somewhsv mnd not for the
better. Eis tace ia thioner, and the chesks,
in mpite of their rather too brilliant colour-
ing, look sunken. The little eyes, beneath
the caretolly pencilled brows, are dull and
tishy, mand below them are putfed ridges
which no art can conceal, Hiw hair, bow-
ever, in quite as thick and black as ever.
It haa long been » matter of hot discuesion
iy ¢club and boudoiz whether the baron’s
chavelure is due to natare or & very skilful
wig-maker, but the question haa never yot
been satisfectorily solved,

The baren advanced into the room, dang-
ling in ooe hand & monocle, wtteched by &
thin gold chsin to the lapel of his veat, and
stroking with the othet his elender
moustache which was waxed lnte two wtitl
points aod turned straight up from the
corners of his mouth—a mouth, by the
way, which would oot have met with
favoor fram physiognomists, Lhe upper lip
beaing thin snd bloodless, and the lower
I.:nvy. protruding, and of a deep purplish

ue.

Every detall of his dress was perfection.
The cut of his evening coat, with its ringls
wardenia in the button-hole, was s model,
and the set of the white espanss of his
shirt {ront, Besu Brumme! or the Uount d'

Orsay, bad thosa worthies lived io these
days, would bave snvied.

"How are you, dear boy " said the
baron, addressing young Tirandel with a
familiar pab on the shoulder, ae il the
young man had been one of his own eon-
TR poOEATIoNn,

'You are Iate, baron,’ observed Lau-
banere, dalerantially.

Haron Chevrisl was one of the kings of
tha Bourss, and it behoved ths young
broker to courn hia favour.

“Yas, yes. I wan detained at the opera :
behind the arenes, dien enlendu,’ with a aly
wink and an unctious chuckle. * But what
hae been poing on here? Wham were they
applauding s8 I came up the stairs ¥

* The mistress of the house, Madame de
Targy,’ replled Laubaners, "who has been
vinging with Julisoi.'

* With Juliani, tha tenor ?'

“Yen'

*AhY wan the baron's answer, but there
waa a world of dissgreesble innuendo in the
long drawn out monpayliable.

Laubanere and Vaumartin lsugbed ae in
duty hound. The old relatione of patron
mnd client atill axist in these tnodern days,
though perhape lese openly than in an.
tiguity,

Apg for Tirandel, for the firat time during
the evening, he whowed soma signa of in-
tellizence. An exrpréesion of disguat st the
baron's implication awept over his hand.
some fape, and he said in a way which
eshowad that beneath all his laziness and in-
ditferenee, there lurked the instincts of a
gentleman.

‘ Madame da Targy bears a spotiess repu-
tation, Juliani has bean giving ber
leasona.’

*Qh 1" retorted Chevrial, with a half-
sneer, * Behold pur friend, Tirandel, in a
new sharagier, that of knight-errant.
\Yell, al! I can eay iy, that I envy Maneieur
Juliani.’!

*I muat tell you, iny dear baron,’ inter-
rupted Laubanera, quickly, “ that Madame
Chevrial accom panied them charmingly.’

*My wi‘e? remarked Chevrial. indiffar
ently. * That does not astonish me ; she ia
a very fine planist, wy wite, She posressen
all accomplishments. But, tell me,' with
more animation, * Hee Madame de largy
any talent ! 1 have never heard her.'

* ¥ea, much talent.'

*Of the tirat order, my dear baron, of the
tiret order I’ declared Vaumartin, 'A saporb
voice ! That young woman hae & bundred
thenzand france in her throab.

Thie opinion was announced ip the tone
of s prisat of Apolio, delivering an orscle,
which there is no gainsaying, Monsipur
Veuwmartin believed that if you only spesk
[eudiy and authoritatively sncugh, the ma-
jority of people will licten to you end accept
what you say s trxth, and he carriea this
belief intn all the ectiona of his life,

Bat he found now, as he had on more
than one previous occasion, the baron an
exception to the majority.

*A hundred thousand francs in the
throat — bah ' wae Chevrial’a compre-
henaive comment,

‘I aseare you, baron,
very well." replied Vauwmartin.
great artist.’

‘I'he baron smiled in pitying diednin,

'Yee, in a drawing-room,’ he said,
sweetly., *I1 have po doubt ol it. Itislike
society amateursa playing a comedy; io
private, it iz charming, but. oo the stage
of & theatre, it would be something quite
different.”

‘Yes, indeed, barom, that is troe,' re-
merked Loubenere, who wae always only
t0o ready.to spree with the man of euccess.

Bob Vaumartin wae too self opinionated
ko relinquish the point, and, berides, he
rarely had dealinga on the Boures.

*1 beg to ditfer with yeu, gentlemsn,’ he
peteinted. *You can believe me or not, as
you like, bat, no later than night befors
last I heard, in & parlour, some society
peaple play cne of e Mussat's plecer. and
I aaeurs you that those ladies and gentle-
men, simple amateurs as they ware, would
not have been out of place !

At tha Theatre - Francais, I suppose,
dear boy,’ interrupted the baron. " Is that
what you were going to say '

Vanmartin hesitated a moment.

* Well, yen, he eaid, boldly, determined
not to abate ab Inch of his poeitien, ' cer-
tainly, at the Theatre-Francais.'

Even Tirandel laurhed b this.

* Well,” said the baron, ' whether the has
& voice for the mtage or m veice lfor the
parlor, the little woman is devilish pretty.
She has s figure which would tempt an
ancharite."

And wdjusting his monocle, with & hand
which & ciose cbserver would have per-
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c¢eived wun just the leaat little bit tremu-
loue, the baran csat upon the lady under
disgumssion, who was standing juat beyond
tha arched door-way, such a look as & Satyr
wmight have bent opon & nymph be had die-
covered bathing in pomo woodlend atresmn.

* Really, it is incredible," he murmured,
‘how she apposls to my imapination.'

‘The youny mistrasa of the house, sccom-
panied by hali-s dazen of her vueats,
among whom were her aunt, Madams Char-
terls, and our aid Iriend, Doctor Cheenel,
entered the room.

Yery lovely was Marcells in a Worth
wown of eilver tiswue and & white satin
train  embroidered with golden lilliea.
Upon her arm and neck, ns poliched as
wmarble, glonmed diamonds and mapphires,
and shove therippling maseea of ber bronze-
bued hair was poisod mn exquisite, jowolled
butterfly,

The excitemont had Auslied her dalicately
moulded cheels, and lant an additonsl
brightness to her dark hrown oyes.

After seknowledging the salutes of the
four gentlamen, whoes conversation we
have boen listening to, rhe turned to her
aant, and paid, amilingly, svidently in re-
py tozome remark jont mads :

*Then vou really think that I have made
progresa ¥

‘ Prodigions, my dear, prodigious,’ res
plied Mudame Charteris, whose more than
plump tigure was tightly comprersed in &
rargeons costume of scarlet and black, and
whose good-bumoured face besined with
pleasure at the cuccees ot her niece.  * Your
voice is paw aimply perfection.’

‘*You really made tne shed tears,' ob-
eerved Madame de Luce, a pretty young
womaty, whose elderly huesband had con-
eiderately died a fow yeurs before and leit
her in possassion of an atmple income.

* ¥You have the golden vaice of Pabti,’
snid Vaumarting, in hie loud voice.

'AVith a augpearicn of Nilsson, besides,’
added the baron, bowing low with his most
fascinating air,

Marcella emiled and blashed with grati-
tied vanity.

*Ob, gentlemen,' she eaid, * you are really
too good,’

Baron Chevrial raised hir little eyes to
her fresh, flower like face with a look of un-
disguized admiration, which had in it
aomething indeecribably repulsive.

With sn involuntary toovement, Dr,
Chesnel, who caught the lock, rtepped be-
tween them, hiding Marcelie from the
roue's baneful puze, and said, almost allec.
tionately !

¢ My dear little fady, you have given your
old friend great pleasure, and made him
vary proud of you,’

* My dear doctor,” waid Marcelle, emiling
innocently up ab him, *1 saw your good,
kind face before me, and that gave me con-

tidence. It is the first time, you know,
that 1 have sung in public. ' Buy,' ehe
continued, turning to & tall, handeomie

Italisn, who had enterod the room with
her and atill vtood by her side, *you, Signor
Jdulinni, to whom [ owo all, say nothing.’

' Ah, mwadats,” replied the Italisn, in &
rich, welodiows voice, 'l o uoder the
ppell, like everyone elae,’

* Buy,' proceeded Mareclle, *it ia really
to you that all thees delightful complimente
should be nddres«ed, to you, who have doue
e the extreme honor 10 give moe leasons.’

* Oh, the honor,' anawered Signur Juliani,
with g lsugh, and & graceful, deprecating
wave of the hand,

*1s it really true, Sigoor Juliani,' aeked
Vaompartin, * that you intend to leave Parie
a8 they say.

*Oh! no ! exclsimed Madame Charteris
mand Madame de Luce in concert, *Oh!
no ! o ! Signor Juliani.’

'L repret to eay, ladies,’ replied the
tchor, 'that such is my ultimate intention.”

" But that is too bad, quite too bLad,’
pouted Madaue de Luce.

* 1t ie frightful, frightful,' said Madane
Charteris, *You sre a horrid man, Mon-
nieur ¥Vaumartin !’ Then, as that gentle-
man did not seem to hear her, * Monsieur
Vaumartin " she repeated, * will you pive
me your arm to the eupper-room?

ob overdelighted, Veumartin started to
obey her requert, und, ws he possed the
baron, he whivpered in disgust ¢

“This is the fi'teenth woman I have
taken into supper this evening,”

*You aro 8o amiuble and so handspnie,’
murmured the baron, hypogriticaily.

At this moment the straine of m wultz
floated in from the salon, and Marcelle
eaid to Tirandel, who hod beun standing e
little mpurt from the rest, glonmy snd
wilent.

* Don’t you dance, Mensisur Tirandel 7'

The youth of two-and-twenty, who was

nd, al AL L LT P

. Nt
1Y wlh e,




