
CHAPTER 111.
One dayabout eight months after the conversation recorded

abevethe Rev.Mother wasmetby Sister Angela, whohanded her a
newspaper,whichBhesaidMrs Griffith hadsent over as itcontained
1somethingthatremindedherofRosie.'

'Iwonderwhat it can be about,1said the elder nun. 'Poor
RoueIIam bo glad she is tohavean opening at last. Itwasup-
hill workallalong,but Here Scheren is indomitable, and now she
is tosingto arealLondon audience There is nodoubtbutthat she
willbeasuccesi

—
if she is not too nervous. We must pray that she

mayhavecourage to-night, Sister.'
'We neednot feat for her,Mother. She has been so good and

braveunder disappointments that surely she won't break down at
the firstbid for fame. Inher letter this morning she seems quite
courageousover it. See,shehas markedjtheparagraph. Ishall read
it aloud.'

The following is what Bhe read:
'Our readers are already acquainted with the pathetic and

romantic story ofMajor Denison— howseventeen yearsBince he was
oneof anexpeditionsent to subdue a rebellious tribe in Central
Africa

—
how his party had a disastrous engagement with a large

numberof theMaghidi
—

how he wasleft for dead on the field by
his comrades

—
how he wasnot deadbutonly severelywounded,and,

being found by the Maghidi, was by them nursed back to health,
only tobe kept in chains till two months ago,when he was dis-
coveredand liberatedby someEnglish soldiers who had penetrated
into thatdistant territory. The public press has been fullof theaffair, yet the saddest part of it yet remains to be told.

■
'Seventeenyearsago, MajorDenison, thoughheir tohisuncle's

largeestate in Wales
—

of which,by the way,he has now entered
intopossession

—
hadnothingbuthis pay to liveon Yet two years

previouslyhehad married thebeautiful butpennilessdaughter of a
brotherofficer, Captain Langton

—
a proceeding which very much

incensedhis uncle against him.'However, the young couple managed to liveon their Blender
inoome. Afterayeara daughter was born to them. Shewascalled
Rose Agatha. Soonafter this event Mrs. Denison's father died, and
besideshim she hadnoblood relations. A year laterher husband'sregiment was ordered to Africa. He wroteher encouraging letters
during thetwo monthsbeforehe fell into thehands of theMaghidi.
We canimagine her stateof mind onreadingher husband'sname in
the liet of the killed. What became of her afterwards? No one
knows. Since his return toEngland Major Denison has instituted
allpossibleinquiriesasto the whereabouts of his wife and child,
butno traceof them can be discovered. The ownerof thehouse in
which Mrs.Denison lodgedup to the time of the official announce-
mentof his death is still alive,butshe has noidea where the lady
went. She remembers well her passionatesorrow on receiving the
sadnews. Bheleft thehouse aboutaweek later,andhas neversince
been heard of

'As Mrs. Denison was quite young at the time and perfectly
healthy, it was but natural for her husband to expect that she
would be still alive,and that their daughter, who would be now
about nineteen, should also still be living. Yet advertising and
extensive inquirieshave failed in bringing anything to light. Hehadmore thanonceheard her say in jest that if anythinghappened
to him ehe would try to make a living on the stage, for she
possessedacharming and carefully trained contralto voice. It is
his conviction that she badput that project into execution,andhe
is interviewing theatrical managers and others with the idea of
gettingsome clueof her whereabouts. All in vain,however,up to
the present;yet he does not despair of ultimate success, for pro-
bably Mrs Denison would have takenan assumed name.

'If ehe lives it is strange that she has not lighted on some
account of her husband's almost miraculous return, for thenews-
papers have been full of the wonderful event. Certainly we think
Major Deniaon may be assured of the sympathy of the public.
After many yearsof bondage and suffering he has returned to his
native land, only to find those whom he yearned for gone,perhaps
dead. His family estates, which for several years havebeen in the
possessionof a more) distant heir, arenow surrendered to him, but
wife and daughter are not there to phar#them with him. We
sincerely hope his efforts willbe eventually crownel withsuccess

—
a hope in which we are confident all true men and womenwill
join.''Mother,'cried Sister Agatha, palewith excitement,'could it
be that this Major Denison is Rome's father ? But he is! Don't
youremember themark on her clothes, " Ilosie D." ?''Yes,'answered theRev.Mother with conviction. 'Itcertainly
looks quite probable;but we must not be too hasty. There is one
strongproof, however

—
the miniature in Rosie's locket, whichcan

only be that of her father. If the paper had only published a
portraitof him.''Yes, but you forget how changed he musfe-be after such a
lapse of time. It does not give his Christian name, Mother ?"From Harry toIsabel

"
was engravedon the locket, youknow.''No, whatapity. Butthat's anotherof our proofs, Sister,and

another still in the eventof his wife's name being Isabel. And
Mrs.Griffith would be able to confirm or otherwise his description
of her appearance.'

.' What doyou intend doing,Mother? Will you write tohim
andsend him toRoaie ?''Idon't think that wouldbe wise,for Rosie's sake at least. It
might upset her now,at the beginning of what promises to be a

CHAPTER IV.
In a private sitting-room in the G Hotel two men were

seated.
It was a tender evening in April, and the warm sunshine

streamed into the apartment,lighting up clearly the features of its
1occupants. The face of the elder

—
or apparently elder

—
man was

good to look on, for it was a noble one. A pair of flashing,dark
eyes,which for all theirgleaminghad a touchof intense gravity in
their depths,illumined a strong,manly face, to which a finely-cut
mouth, though concealed in part by agrey beard and moustache,
gave an air of additionalstrength. The skin, tanned to a deep
brown, spoke of long residence in a southern clime. A man of
tall and powerful build,yet hestruck one as being prematurely
aged.

His companionhadan unmistakablemilitary cut, and looked
someyearsyounger.

'I'll tell you what, Denison,' the latter remarkedaftersome
moments of silence, 'you are wearing yourself out over this
business. Itwould be just as well tolet it rest for a little while.
Hereyou are,andsinceyou touchedEnglish soil youhaven'tgiven
yourself a moment'srelaxation.''RelaxationI

'repeated the Major. 'Imust do my duty first.
IfIcouldevenbe sure that Isabel and theohildwere dead it would
be better than this suspense.''Yes,but these detectiveswillunearthitall sooner or later,and
there is no earthly reason why you must spend all your time and
energy onit too. Tell you what,'as a new thought struck him,'just come with me to the L Hall to-night. There's to be a
high-class concert,anda debutantewhois said to havea wonderful
voice. Youcan't have lost allyour oldlove formusic''No,Ihavenot lost it,Meredith,thoughIhadlittleopportunity
of indulging itamong the Maghidi, unless their battlesongs could
be called music'— with agrim smile

'
ButIthoughtofcalling on

Ferrer this evening toseeif hehas got any clue.'
llf hehad he would let you know quick enough. So you've

just got tocome withme;there'sno gettingout of it.'
Major Denison smiled resignedly.'Well, if your're so bent onhauling meoff,IsupposeImust

go, bo that settlesit.''That's right,1 rejoined Colonel Meredith,asherose and took
uphis hat.

'Well,Ihave to dine at the club. Ishall callround
foryouat eight.'

♥Verywell. Ishall be ready then.'
Major Denison wasas goodashis word. His friend found him

waiting for him at theappointedhour. Itwasmerely topleasethe
Colonelthathe hadconsentedtogo totheentertainment, andnot from
any pleasure he expected to derive from it, though possibly the
musicmight have the effectof divertinghis mind from his troubles.
Yet the moment he entered the hall a strangeexhilaration filled
him and his spirits rose so high thathe marvelledat himself. All
his senses were possessedbya vague feeling of expectancyfor which
he could in no wise account. They had chanced on good places,
near the stage yet witha view of the hall. Itwas withunwonted
interest the Major looked at his surroundings. Henoticedthat the
audience was a largeand fashionable one.

Butpresently the orchestra commenced playing and he gavehis
whole attention to listening He fell into araptand dreamymood,
drinking in to the full the long-unknownpleasure of music. Ina
dim way he was concious that someone wasplaying apreludeon
the piano. All at once the clear flute-like notesof a girl's voice
fell on his ears. He closed his eyes the better to enjoy the song

—
anold English melody well known tohim inMb younger days. It
brought back tender memories of his youth. And the voice, was
it familiar too ? Where in theby-gone yearshadbe heard justsuch
notes as these1 He must look at the singer presently, he told
himself;she had three or four verses tosing yet. He mußt enjoy
them to theutmost, then he would pick out her name on thepro-
gramme and fix her face onhis mind.

But he was rudely awakened from his spell of luxurious
lethargy by anudge anda quick exclamation from Meredith:'Isay,Denison. dolook atthatgirl. She is your living image.''What girl ? Where ?

' questioned theMajor, blinking his eyes
to accustom them to the electric light.'

Why, the singer, of course. Inever saw such a striking
resemblance. The girl is surely yourdaughter.'

Major Denison started violently, and then gazed with eager
eyesat thegirlish figure on the stage a few yardsbeforehim.

Clothed in some clinging white material,her lovelydark face
illumined by the elated look which the knowledge of success
alone can bring, can this beautiful, stately girl be our old friend
Rosie1 Yes, fame has come to her atlast. She realises it with a
throbof delight as,her song ended,the wholehouse bursts into a
storm of applause. The stage iiliterally covered with flowers,and
cries of 'encore' ring from every part of the ball. She sees Bhe
must give it, sobowinglow she begins a lively Irish ballad.

Allher nervousness has vanished with thefear of failure. Her
eyes are dancing with delight, and she ventures to look at the
audience for the first time.

Her gaze falls on the faceof a man seated just beneathher,
and rests there. His eyes,strained and eager,catch hers andhold
them asif by magnetism.

A feeling of vague bewildermentseizes thegirl which makeß it
impossible for her to withdrawher eyes. Mecbanioallyshesings on
to the last verse, her gaze still locked,as it were, in that of the
man.
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brilliant career. ButIshallwrite tosay T may be able to tellhim
somethingof his wife and child if he gives me his own andhis
wife's Christian oames and inquiring: if he had ever givenher a
locket containingaportraitof himself. Ifhe answerssatisfactorily
IshallgivehimBosie's address.'

The storyteller.

THE SINGER'S CHILD.
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