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CHAPTER X

““ Still higher, still higher,”
Fan, with two bright
burning on her cheeks.
surely soon be at heaven's gate;
as yet another Rhine-threaded
valley opened out of the clouds
above her head.

The air was now getting cooler,
the sunlight paler, and the pines had
diminished in he river
brawled between great banks, like
any common shallow stream of our
lowlands. As the travellers still
ascended, the pines, now grown
dark and thick, were covered from
their roots as with a soft green fur
A chill touch of frost seemed to
come with the twilight ; winter had
gucceeded summer, pnight had
come after day

Snowy peaks began to rise around
them, and a few vivid A
appeared in the s After another
spell of almost benighted wande
ing in the ecerie magn
upper worid tney
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pass

“This i actly the gate o
heaven, my " said the signora,
““ but to me almost as welcome
at this mor 4

Shut up for a few hours
a little upper room, Fan
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Multitudes of peaks, grimly dark|

or glittering with white snow, filled
the horizon, and round and above
them the flashed with an
extraordinary brilliancy.

Fascinated with the beauty (
majesty of the scene the girl felt
that she could stay here for ever
““I do not want to go down into
the world any more,”’ she reflected
*“ No one me there, and this
place suits me exactly.” She did
not ask herself what sh d
here ; existence in such a reg
must be enough. 1t looked like
entrance int realms.
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afterwards the first sight of
had her brain witl
pictures of life and set the
blood tingling in her veins.

“ Now I am going to be happ
said the eignora. ‘‘Youth, j
hope, have all been frozen out of
me in colder climes;yet] am bring-
ing back my soul into the sunshine
of my native land.” And the
first sight of the blue mountains
she wept.

“1 am bringing my Italy an offer-
ing worthy of her acceptance,”’ she
continued, embracing Fanchea.
‘“ Here is a treasure which proves I
have not quite thrown away my
years. If 1 have failed to develop
my own genius, I have at least
found a substitute.”

Herr Harfenspieler nodded assent,
and bade their charioteer stop, and
all three travellers alighted and
sat by the roadside while the pro-
fessor produced his violin
poured forth one of his most im-
passioned reveries from its strings.

It was a greeting, he said, a

coloured

at

homage, a love-song to the land of |

music. The

tears

copious
gazing

gignora shed
and Fan stood by,
down into half-disclosed vistas of
Italy. Rich mountain  valleys
clustered with chestnut-trees, and

in the distance deep and exquisite |
hues glowing among the folds of |

the lower mountains, like the gems
from a half-open casket. The two
old people beside her
inspired. Would not Italy and
song be to her all they were to
them ? Must not her life be well
spent in devotion to the art they so
adored ?

Descending the strange
cagses down the mountain
alighting in lower and still
valleys, each one richer
the last in teeming
and luxuriant vegetation, Fanchea
dropped down out of the clouds into
italy. After some particularly
rugged descent, whose peril had
made the heart stop beating, and
the breath come hard, how sweet to

gides,
lower
than

see the stream again running placid- |

ly through the valley, the burnished
campanile glittering among the
trees. How pleasant to hear
shouts and laughter of the peasants
busy in the shady recesses
chestnut boughs, gathering in their
harvest of food. Chiavenna with its
yellow-green mantle of vines,
backed by deep blue mountain walls,
and illuminated by the flash of its
sunlit rivers was left behind at
last, and under the warm brooding
sunshine our friends sped along
through the flush and glory of the
gardens and fields of Lombardy.
The grasshoppers sang loud in the
graes, and a monstrous green one
perched on the driver’s shoulder.
Close to smiling embowered home-
steads the melons ripened in the
sun, and picturesque maldens, sun-

and |

seemed |

| bronzed,
| marbles, a

stair- |

fruit-trees |

the |

of the |

burned and dark-eyed, carried long |
baskets of fruit upon their backs. |
A draught of new-made wine, pro-
cured from the makers at a road- |
side cottage, gave the travellers

strength to press on and catch the

proceeding down the lake
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Established at Milan in
ments not far from the
Fanchea threw herself

musical studies awaiting her, yet
was allowed time to explore the
great city with its treasures. After
a siesta, well-earned by an indus
trious morning she and  her
guardian spent the afternoon
visiting the churches and galleries,
studying the glories of the Brera,
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Her heart accept

that had suddenly become

and she offered it, as if

the first time it had been offere

the Creator.

“1 did not do it,”’ she thought,
“I had no part in making it, but
the delight I have in it makes me
feel it entirely my own. And I
rejoice to lay it all at the feet of
God !’

She would rise with the very first
light, g0 as to have an hour to spend
in the cathedral before the work of
her morning began, and return to
her tas saturated to the very
finger-tips with the sweetness and
holiness that lurk, as lurks incense,
in this marvellous sanctuary. One

as

| morning, having finished her devo-

tions, she was wandering as usual
in half -solemn, half - fluttered
delight through the mazes of the
Duomo. Having got av into the
curved, marble-paved alley behind
the great altar, she stood, herself a
little in shadow, gazing at the three
gigantic eastern windows that fill
the apsis, and bhalf-dazed by the
flood of sunshine that came pouring
through their painted panes, casting
nyriads of ethereal jewels upon the
air and along the pavement.
Beyond this indescribable glory the
depths of the mighty Duomo |
retreated-into a rich and sombre
shade, out of which shone dark
yarm  yellow - white
cloud of transparent
crimson, and glimmers of gold.

Leaning against the wall, out of |
light, she saw a gentleman come |
round from the oth-r side of the |
choir, and pause, dazzled by the
splendour of the sunlit windows.
He walked forward into the light,
and then stood quite still. His
figure was tall and well-knit, and
had a certain manly grace, but
there was nothing about it to
remind Fanchea of anyone she had
ever known.  Her eyes rested on |
him for a moment ; she was pleased
to see another person smitten with |
the same enthusiasm that was
devouring herself. Another mo-
ment of quiet observation from her i
shadowy corner, and a qualm of |
strange emotion shook her heart. |
Surely something in that upraised
face was intimately familiar to
ner; the broad white brow, the
gerene grey eyes, were associated in
her mind with all that is beautiful
and good in existence. The light
crisp hair had become a darker
brown, the lower part of the face was
clothed with a still darker beard,
yet who in all the world could this
be but the friend of her childhood ;
a taller, more matured, more grace.
ful, more cultivated, an altogether
idealized, yet perfectly recognizable
Kevin!

| perfectly

| had been made to bring out

Fan’s first impulse was to utter
such a scream of joy as would have
startled the echoes of the might
Duomo, and to fling herself for-
ward into the light ; the next was to
stay quite still in her corner,
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young figure clothed in a
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No  unusual sight n
Milan ; and what was there about it
to suggest the idea of Fanchea ?
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pr rs. She thought of bare
whitewashed church of Killeevy, of
the islands lying in the sunshine,
the white birds flying off out over
the world, the story of the princess,
and Kevin's voice telling it to her.
The princess had received her prir

ad at her {

re; crowds were
cathedral
me a

to

stone walls.

full of
en any

2t

as

APTER

XXXI

DONNA

heard tl
mixture of
1 ered the old
mighty haunt was the theat
ver entered one
of seeing I'anchea, and never
I pair 1n eart

Tec
days

nen without :

his

lv‘mt
appearance
Fanchea had
se years receiving a
education in Italy, he must have
digscovered the fact, considering all
the inquiries he had made. Now
the idea that this might
prove to be the little singer of
Killeevy just presented itself to his
mind to be coldly put aside. He
had been too often beguiled by such
fancies, too often and too bitterly
disappointed to be able to tolerate
such vagaries of hope any more.
Yet he was not unwilling to pay
visit to the theatre. Music

ook for the r¢ of

lost one. all

musical

been

debutante

this
had always a powerful fascination
for him.

As they took their
friends had no expectation of a
brilliant entertainment; the vast
house seemed but imperfectly
lighted, and was still more im-
filled. They had not
thought of inquiring what the
opera was to be, and found it was
Lohengrin. They had all heard
Wagner’'s great opera’'in London,
and expected but little excitement

seats,

our

| from the long performance.

Mr. Honeywood grumbled a little,
but Kevin declared he was willing
to sit it out.

““The scenery,
will all be so bad,”
ious Thistleton, ‘‘even if the
debutante be equal to the part of

the accessories

| Elsa.”

The performance began. The
great crowd of chorus singers did
their duty well; the scenery was
better than might have been
expected. Evidently every
this
young debutante with eclat,
herself was a slight youthful figure
in white, with a mantle of

‘“A fair Elsa would have been
better,”” said Honeywood.

‘““She is fair enough, except her |

hair,”” said Kevin.

fair and pale.

‘“‘ Exceedingly

but she has none.

‘“ Probably we should see it if we
had a glass,” said Honeywcod. So
little had they intended visiting
theatres during their travels that
they had not thought of putting an
opera-glass among the baggage.
Of so little importance was their
present visit that they had for-
gotten the desirability of procuring
one.

‘““She turns her face too much
from the audience,” said Honey-
wood. ‘‘I can scarcely see what
ghe is like.”

At first sight of the slight, dark-
haired figure, Kevin had felt a
quiver of agitation for which he

| was

€ ies | well
said the fastid-
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Elsa |

dark |
| hair hanging upon her shoulders.

Actresses generally |
put a little colour on their cheeks, |

not unprepared. The
thought would oeceur to
**Should this be Fanchea?’
they spoke of her hair he had said,
‘“She is an Italian, of course. The
will get her a fair wig by-and-by, if
he proves worthy of it."”
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her brother Charles,

older, “‘the flower of the flock.” i
had been arranged that he should
go to College at Rome to study for
the priesthood. He had planned to
leave home two weeks from the
very day their mother died. How
well Mary remembered !

‘You must go, Charlie,” she had
ingisted. “‘Don’t think of me or of
the children. John will soon be old
enough to help. He is fourteen
now and «ur money securely in-
vested. All I shall have to do will
be to spead it.”” She
she had tried to smile as she added,
I shall not find that hard to do.”

Charles still remained troubled
and undecided. So she urged
further : ‘““Aunt Charlotte will be

weeks

behind me with all her kindness and |

good advice.
Charles had laughed at this.
knew how Aunt
to dispense her

He
Charlotte
loved wealth of

advice.

“‘Phil will always be a good friend, |

too, and a wise one, although he is
young,”’ she said earnestly, having

| entire confidence in the grave, kind-

ly man, her brother’s friend, who

was proving himself a tower of
strength to them all in their time of
trouble.

After much further discussion
and hesitation, Charles finally de-
cided that there was no reason why

| am

| sorry

he should not go at once to the semi- |

nary. Even now Mary shrank from
the remembrance of the desolate
weeks following his departure.
could never forget her lively old
aunt’s officious .goodness at that
time, nor the unobtrusive kindness
of her brother’s friend.

Then, by slow degrees, life be-
came easier. No later days had
ever been so hard, unless during
that one dreadful year when John,
a man grown disappointing to all
their hopes, had given himself up
to dissipation, that his death,
repentant, loving, and at peace
with God, had left only thankful-
ness.

The little girls became women in
seyenteen years, Laura married
and went West to live, and now
Julia was gone to devote her life,
with all its fair promise, to the only
Spouse perfect enough for the love
of her child-like but beautiful soul.
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dreariest of
lovers passed, arm
old man and womar
They had celebrated
wedding the week before
brothers ran down
followed at some little
their father, mothe:
little sisters. Mary
and she was alone! lere was
nothing to look forward to, no one
to plan for, and she was but th
three yearsold !

She did not notice the clang of
the door bell, but, hearing footsteps
presently, she turned quickly to

boys,

rty

| find Phil entering the room. Fore
remembered |

ing a smile she welcomed him.
Thank you very much for
she said—in spite of
her words were tremul
“you are always thoughtful
was like you to come tonight.”
I knew you would be lonely,”
said sympathetically.

“1’ll have to become accustomed
to that,” Mary faltered, and was
as soon as the words were
uttered

They sat down, and a long silence
followed. Mary tried to think of
something commonplace to say, but
could not. Phil tried to remember
some interesting news to tell her,

th
the

1

her-

self

but the sight of her piteous, pale |

face struck him dumb. When he
spoke it was to say what had been
in his mind a long time, though he
had not thought to utter it for
many a day.

“I have always hoped, Mary that
if it ever came to this”’

He broke off, and bending over
her continued softly :

“The children were always first
with you—I understand that. But
they are gone now. You are alone,

I have loved you long and tenderly. |

I ought not to trouble you tonight,
I had not meant to, but the words
rame in spite of me.”

Mary pressed her face in
hands for a moment. Then
looked up and smiled faintly.

“Idid try to put the children
first, Phil, but for years I—I've
loved you best, though I didn’t
know—I never guessed that you—’

Very tenderly she held out both
hands to him.

“I thought I was going to be so
lonely and all the while God had
this in store for me,” she said
goftly and happily. — Florence
Gilmore.
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order to carry

ject, ( established
authoritative and infallibl .
bunal which should guide men to a
knowledge of the truth
them from all error opp ) the
doctrines of salvation. Is it not
natural to suppose, before
entering upon a Scriptural exam-
ination of the fact, that He adopted,
with regard to the destructior
sin and the establishment of the
empire of virtue in the hearts of
method similar to that
which He adopted to establish the
reign of truth ? Did He leave the
manner of atoning for sin—the
manner of getting rid of it—to the
arbitrary will of every
sinner ? Did He leave the judg-
ment of the validity or invalidity of

‘h t
\ris

even

of

the conditions and dispositions for |
| efficacious
| arbitrary will of each sinner?

repentance to the same
Sacred Scripture itself gives the
answer to this question in a way
that leaves no room for doubt
Christ gave to His Apostles the full
and exclusive power of forgiving
)r retaining whatsoever sins might
be committed by men after bap-
This He did when, after hav-
ing laid down as a last resource to
reclaim an offending brother that
should tell the Church,
enjoined that if this sinning brother
would not hear the Church they
ghould let him be to them ag the
or the publican
xviii, 17.) And He added : "“Amen,
[ say to you, whatsoever you shall
bind upon earth shall be bound also
in Heaven: and whatsoever you
gshall loose upon earth shall be
loosed also in Heaven.” (Matt. xviii,
18.) The power of binding and
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