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THE COURIER.

after excitement.  But Tradutorri bolds
buck her suffering within herse'f; che
sullers as the flish ard blood women of
ber ceotury suffer. 3he is intense
witbout being emotiopal. She takes
this geat aoguish of hers and
fayr it in = tomb snd rolls =
wicne before the door snd walls
it up. You wonder that cne woman's
theart csn hold & griel so great. It is
ahis etiflcd pain that wiiogs your heart
when you hear her, that gives you the
Wmgression of herrible reality. It is
dhaia, too, of which she in slowly dying
o

Hee, in all great impersonation there
are twosteges. Ouoe io which object is
the generation of emotional power: to
produce from oce's own brain & whirl-
wind that will sweep the commonplaces
«f th world away from the caked scul®
of wen and women acd leave them de-
Seoreless and stemmge to sach other. The
othir is the conservation of all this
emotiopal energ) ; to bind the whirlwind
down wi hin oone's straining heart, 1o
ool the teare of many burning in ooe’s
«)o; and yet not weep, to hold all these
chaotic faces still and silent within one's
wsedt watil out of this tempest of pain and
pesion there speaks the still, small
woios unto the eoul of man. This is the
the sy of “repression.” Thi is cla-sical
art, art exalted, art dziried. Agd of all
th : mighty artists of her time Traiutorri
iis the only woman who bas given us art
Bike this. And now she is dying of it,
dhey say.

Nanelte was undoing Madame's ehoes.
#4he bad put the mail silently on the
wrriting desk. Sbe bad not given it to
ther beforo the performance as there wus
wooeol thore blue letters from Madame's
busband, written 10 an uosteady hand
with the postmark of Monte Carlo,
which always made Madame weep snd
were always answered by large drafis.
“There was also snother from Madame's
fittle crippled daughter hidden away in
a cravent in Italy.

“] will see to my letters presently,
Naoette. With me news is generally bad
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news. [ wish tospeak with you to-night.
We leave New York in two daye,and the
glaoncesof this signor statuesque of yours
is more than I can endure. I feel a
veritable mere Capulet.”

“Hus be dared to look impertinently at
Madame? [ will see that this is
.w!.

“You think that you could be really
happy with this man, Nanette?”

Nanette was sitting upon the floor
with the flowers from Madame's corsage
in ber lap. Bherested her sharp little
chin on her band.

“Is aoy one really bappy, Madame?
Baut this I know, that I could endure to
be very unbhappyalways 1o be with him.’
Her saucy little French face grew grave
and ber lips trembled.

Madame Tradutorri took her hand
tenderly.

Then if vou feel like that I have noth-
iog to ssy. How strange this should
come to you, Nanette; it never has to
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me. Listen: Your mother and I were
friends once wken we both sang in
the chorus in a miserable little theatre
in Naples. She sang quite as well as I
then, and she wus a handsome girl and
her future looked brighter than mine.
But somehow in the strange lottery of
art I roze and she went under with the
wheel. She had youth, beauty, vigor,
but was one of the countless thousands
who fail. When 1 found her years afrer-
ward, dying in a charity hoepital in
Paris, I took you from her. You were
ecarcely ten years old then. [If you had
sung I should have given you the be:t
instruction; as it was 1 was only able to
save you from that most borrible of
fates, the chorus. 1ou have been with
me g0 long. Through all my troubles
you were the one person who did not
change toward me. You bhave become
indispensable to me, but [ am no longer
so to you. I bhave inquired as to the
reputation of this sigror of jours
from the proeprie'ors of the house
and I fiod it excellent. Ah, Nacette,did
you really think 1 could stand between
yoy end happinese? You have been a
good girl, Nanette. You have stayed
| with me when we did not stop at hotels
like thie one, and when your wages were
oot paid you for weeks together.”

“Madame, it is you who bave been
good! Always givipg and giviog to a
poor girl like me with no voice at all.
You kpow that I would cot leave you
for any thing in the world but this.”

“Are you sure you can be happy so?
Think what it means! No more music,
DO more great parsobagee, DO more
plunges from winter to tummer in a
single night, no more Russia, no more
l Parie, no more 1taly. Justa little house
| somewhere in & strange country with a
man who may have faults of his own,
and perhaps little childrbn growing up
about you to be cared for always. You
have been usad to changes and money
and excitement, and those habits of life
ure hard torhanoge, my girl.”

“Madame, you know how it is. One
sees much and stops at the best hotels
and goes to the best milliners—and yet
one ie not happy, but a etranger always.
That ie, | mean™—

“Yee, 1 know too well what you mean.
Don’t spoil it now you have said it. And
yet one is not bappy! You will ‘not be
lonley, you think, all alone in this big
strange cily, so far from ou: world?®”

“Alone! Why, Madame, Arturo is
here!™

Tradutorri looked wistfully at her
shining face.

“How strange that this should come
to you, Nanette. Be very happy in it,
dear. Let nothing come between you
| and it; po desire, no ambition. It is not
given to everyone. There are women
who wear crowns who would give them
J for an bour ol it.”

“0, Madame. if I could bat ses you
happy before I leave you.”

“Hush, we will not speak of that,
When the fiowers thrown me in my
youth ehall live again, or when the dead
crater of my own mountain shall be red
once more—then, pcrhaps. Now go and
tell your lover that the Jdragon has re-
nounced her prey.”

“Madam, I rebel against this loveless
life of yours! You shall b happy
Surely with so much elss you should at.
least have that.”

Tradutc ripulled up from her dress-
ing case the last great opera written in
Europe which had been sent her to
originate the title role.

“You see this, Nanette? When I be-
gan life, between me and this lay every-
thing dear in life—every love, every
human hope. I have had to bury what,
lsy between. It is the same thing floriste
do when thsy cut away all the buds
that one flower msy blossom with the
strength of all. God is a very merciless
sitist, and when he works out his pur-
poees in the flesh his chisel does not falter.
But no more of this, my child. Go find
your lover. I shall undress alone tn-
night. I must g-t used to it. Good
pight, my dear. You are the last of
them al', the last of all who have brought
warmth into mv lif=. You must let me
kiss you to night. No, not that way—
on the lips. Such a bappy face to-night
Nane te. May it b=so always!”

After Naneite was gone Madame put
ber head down oun the dressing case and
wept, those lonely taars of utter wretch-
edness that a homesick girl sheds at
school. And yet upon her brow shown
the coronet that the nations had given
her when they called her queen.—From
the Home Magazine.
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