
South that by a great effort she was moved to

Rome. There she took up her quarters in the

house of the Contessa Guerrini, who lavished on

her last days all that care and affection could

bestow,

Eleanor drove out once more towards the

Alban Hills; she looked once more on the slopes

of Marinata and the white crown of Monte Cavo ;

the Roman sunshine shed round her once more

its rich incomparable light. In December Man-

isty and Lucy were expected ; but a week before

they came she died.

A German Old Catholic priest journeyed from

a little town in Switzerland to her burial; and a

few days later the two beings she had loved stood

beside her grave. They had many and strong

reasons to remember her; but for one reason

above all others, for her wild flight to Torre

Amiata, the only selfish action of her whole life,

was she—at least, in Lucy's heart—through all

the years that followed, the more passionately,

the more tragically beloved.
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