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PART 1L

Sweetly gleama the brow of Dawn
Thro' night's sombre tresses;

And anon the copvent lawn
Yauthful life confesges :

With the licht step of & fawn
Clad iv snowy dresses,

Two by two the children pace
Walkiog haud in haod,
Towarnds the ancient markat-place
Where the little band,
Walting each with snbet fuoe
All sedately staad.

Till the ** Host' is bornealong
In the great procesdsion,
Aud the feehle and the strong,
Thronghauat the procession,
Nwift recalling desds of wrony
Make low-toned confessicu.

With 8 ebild oo either side
Sister Agues Kneeloth,

Aud a gladness, deep and wide,
Her pure spirit facieth:

Life’s sharp thoros are glorified
Where religion healeth.

Saddenly & startled ery
Reuds the childish throng,
And, with red and glazinr eyes,
Fiercely awseps along
A sighbt that would terrify
Even bruve and strung.

A mad dog.” nud right and left
Falls the erowd apart
Ail of reason ralf bereft
Save ine steady heart,
Straicht into toe narrow cleft
See her swiftly dart,

Right before her children stood,
With a calm, bricht eye,
*White her cheeks, but Srm her woud,
Grand ber wajesty
Aund the distance of a rood
Drew the creature nigh.

O he comes with lips that froth,
Apd eyes all a fdame.

Resnlute she standeth forth,
As be onwani canle,

Cauugbt ber long dark veil of cluth
Avud with steady aim

Threw it round him. Srm and st
Then tue ight heynn
Terrible from first to last
** Eseape wlile ye can !”
To them her jast urder past,
Ardthe children run.

But avon the sirife is o'er,
Sew the riven vail !
Bound around bis Moody jaw,
Kee bis breathing fail!
See the slecder banids ba tore
Ere she conld prevail!

Down she sank upon the gronad,
Nor their voices heeded,

As tbey rais’d her, cruwdicg rooud,
Aud for avswet pleaded ,

But, above ail other round.
Children's sobs exceedad.

And the bright browa of her aair
With red blood is stain'd,

And the lashes. lonz and tair,
And the lids bine-veined

Softly curtain the swoet vyes
Denth so switly elaim’d.

511l they lowly breathe ber name;
Tell with tears the otory ;

lu t ecity whence she came
People old and Loary

Tell the deed that wriught her fuige,
Aye, aud deatbless glory !

MAPLE LEAF.

The Profsssor's Darling.

AN ORIGINAL NOVEL,

CHAPTER XXI.
*THERE Wag A MORNING WHEN { LONGED Fok
FAME.' :

Montzreal.

Mr. Graem kept to his resolution of re-visit.
ing ltaly, going first to Germany aud Austria.

Herr Richter worked himself into a wonder-
ful state of excitement over Gracw’s advent, and
neglected all his pupils, sver: Stannie, for three
days, during which the old friends were never
apart. They are not likely ever to mect again,
as both are stay at-home birds ; so his pupils
magnanimously forgave him when he c-xp}ained
the extraordivary circumstances.

Madame Berg claimed hitn next.  He stayed
u fortnight at Altberg Schlvss, walking and
driving, and overlooking the building going on
at The Tower. Then he went to ltaly; but of
bia visit there he never spoke to any one. It
was more a pilgrimage to a shrine than an actual
visit, for al{ his old friends had left long ago.
There was no one to bid him weleome to the
once familiar place ; but the little grave amongst
the oleanders was still there. Any stray passer-
by, who might have chanced to glance in its
direction, would have seen only a common-
place elderly man kneeling beside a bhattered,
time-worn. wooden cross, the inscription ou
which had become illegible. But the spirit of
her whom still he niourned wax, perhaps, look
ingi down, and saw, aud understood.

frs. Mactavish has married her two eldest

daughters most satistactorily to parish ministers,
who revel in good manges and productive
glebes. Not very interesting men, if the truth

be told; but if their intellects are not of the
highest order, and their pulpit orations, though
very orthadox, insupportably dry, their posi-
tions are undoubled, and they mwake very kind

ordinary husbands; and what more should a
girl desire ?

Alice Hunter, or rether Mrs. Morton, would
shrug ber pretty shoulders if she could behold
the substantial furnishing of their respestive
manses ! .

Brussels carpets of the best quality ndorn the
tloors ; but patterns and colours ara chosen
with a view to futurity. Solid mahogany in
the diniug.room, covered with leather of the
saddest greeu complexion, which, being sacredly
shrouded in holland, will endure to the next
generation.  Dark blue sateen in the drmwing-
rooms, a good standing colour which cannot
fly, let it try ever so hard, tor the blinds in these
cherished rooms are never lified above four
times a year, .

S Evervthing is good and substantial,” Mrs.
Mactavish says, and she is right ; but beauty
and grace have been quite forgotten. The girls,
beinyg their mother's Auughters, are quite happy
sud contented, and make good wives, and are
unrivalled ie their parishes as housekeepers.

And new, with an humble s\m\ogy for having
s0 long neglected her, golden.-haired, blue-eyed
Stannie shall resume her place as principal per.
fermer ov our mimic stage.

» - - - - - - -

Herr Richter was conducting himself v s
somewhat remarkable manner.

He would sit at his piano for two or three
minutes, striking chords at random, and then
suddenly start to his feet, and execute s wild
measure upon the floor, which being highly
polished, it wasa wonder that he did not get a
tuwble.  He would then proceed to refresh his
inner man with copious draughts of strong
coflee, untlavoured by sugar or milk. After
which exhitarating potion he would resume his
slightly uncennected musical performances,
wnly 10 start up again spasmodically, and per-
form another series of gyrations. .

The little man, who was carefully attired in
his best marments, and decorated with all his
honours, was ovidently in a high state of ex-
citement.

A modest knwek at the door thrice repeated
was quite unheeded. A legion of soldiersmight
have hammered npon it with the stocks of their
wuskets, and he would liave been deaf o their
sound. The outsider’s patience giving way at
Inat, with a preliminary rattle of the handle, he
turned it amd entered. ]

Herr Richter looked up and reganded the in-
truder placidly, but otherwise took no notice of
him.

¢ Are vou ready ¥ asked Gordon Hunter.

He was dressed in the evening costumne, pe-
culiar to English gentlewen and waiters, but
the hideous insular dress assumed an alnmiost
classic gracefulness upon his splendid form.
His Ciamond studs gleumed in the lamp-light,
aud a tiny white rose-bod, half hidden in a
serap - of maiden-hair fern, omamented his
button-hole. He carried a pair of lavender
gloves in his hands, which he slowly drew on
a> he repeated his question.

** Ready ! Ah, yes, yes—quite ready—quite,
Shall we depart at once?  Are you ready !

17 Of course,” answered Gordon, in sur-
prise ; “‘ and the carriage ix waiting.”

¢ Herr Gorden,”—and the little man grasped
Gordon’s arm as he svake,—** Herr Gotdou, |

have looked forward to this night for two yeary

and tour months, snd it has come at last—-at
last.”

““ Others have looked forward to it as well,”
said Gonlon.  ** Mysell for instance, and——""

*“Yes, ves, 1 know,” interrupted the little
man, impatiently ; but it is comparatively
nothing to others; to me it is everything. It
is & battle lost or won. ltis a great tniumph
of urt and voeal caliure or it ix disgrace,
ignominy, failure, in 1he most deplorable
form ! People will say Carl Rickter is getting
old and stupid, that he can no longer train the
singers of the next generation. If Miss Hows
ruakes one little slip, one false inflection to-
night, 1 um a lost man from that moment."”

‘“You need not conjure up such disinal re-
suhs'; she will not disappoint you, Herr Rich-
ter.”

**1 know not,"” he answered, shaking his
head doletully, **The crowd may make her
nervous, and there are roval guests at the
Dacal Palace. A erowned King and his consort
will be with the Grand Duke and Dachess at
the concert to-night.”

““If thers were fifty kings sitting in a row
with their crowns on, it would not f[righten
her,” said Gordon, encouragingly ; **she has
confidence in herself.”

“ Alas, ne!” persisted Herr Richter, who
seemned determined to take as gloomy a view of
things as posaible,

_Gordon hurried him down-stairs to the car-
riage, and resigned himselt heroically, during
the short drive to the concert hall, to the
musical ditector’s prophecies of wutter failure
onlrStannie's part, and subsequent ruin to him-
self.

*“How eran you play to-nightt’ Gordon
asked. ¢ You are trembling like an aspen.”

*Ohi, that is nothing! When | hear the
music, } shall revive. It is for Fraslein—)ies
Ross | fear, She in——"'

Toe carriage stopping at that moment pre-
vented further zonfidences, and hoth gentlemen
stepped  out and ascended the stops of the
wusic hall, - ‘

‘“Here we shall part,” said Horr Richter.
“1 go this way,” indicating with a wave of
his arm a side.doar leading to the private offices.

Al right ; we shull mect aguin at the close
of the petformance,

——

The concert-room was flooded with light,
emanating from hundred of coucealod gas-jots
in tho roof. Gordon walked down the middle
passage which was spread with crimson carpet.
ing, bordered on each side by flowering shrubs,
and looked right and left for the.nul.nhar cor-
responding with the one upou his ticket. A
velvet-footed sttendant came to his aid, and
ushered him into a stall two rows from the or-
chestra.

« A little too uear the scene of aetion on or-
diuary oceasions,” he thought, * but all right
for to-night.”

He looked curiously at the plstform upon
which Stannie was to make her first appearance
professionally. Behind the footlights stretched
a sea of red carpet, on which wore two pianos,
a harp, and a music-stand.  [n the background,
tiers of flower-pots and shrubs were arranged
like a floral bank, reaching up to the ceiling.
To the right, overicoking the platform, was a
sort of alcove, screened li’wy purple velvet cur-
tains, surmounted by a crown. Thix was the
royval box, .

Although he concealed it, Gordon was, in
reality, almost as nervous as Herr Richter.

He had not seen Stapnie since his arrival,
decming it wiser to keep away until the ordeal
had been passed.

He had written to the Professor before he left
Cumrie, saying that he would telegraph the im-
pression produced as soon as the concert was
ended.

ft was only a tri!liuf thing, but a student
lodging opposite the little house in college
bounds, who was consuming the midnight oil,
observed that Vrofessor Neil was also very late
of retiring to rest that night; in fact, when
morning dawned his lamp was still burniug.

Gordon was to return to England the next
evening., Stapnie’s boxes were all standing
corded and labelled for Milan, to which city
Herr Bichler was to conduct her himself, and
give her in charge to a friend of his, with whaose
family she was to board while she remained
there.

Six mouths later she would return to Wirt-
stadt, and make her first appearance in the
opera, but the crucial test would be that night.

It was no ordinary concert, but one given
in honoeur of the betrothal of the Grand Duke's
daughter to a royal heir. Several of the tirst
performers in Germany had offered their ser.
Vices,

The place filled rapidly us the hour drew pear;
stalls, galleries, and passages were overflowing.

The orchestra commenced with an overture,
of which Gordon did not heur a single note.
This was followed by a durt from two celebrated
pianists ; then came a solo, sung by a canfalrics
whose fame was world-wide. A lovely woman,
with great dark eves, which had made fools of
half the men in Eurmpe, and whose dismonds
woald have served for a king’s ransom.

She came gracefully to the front, trailing her
pale blue veivet robes behind her, and smilingly
acknowledged the uproarious applause which
greeted her,

She was weil known in Wintdt, and had
been a J.-upil in the consereateire, She folded
her hauds, and staod waiting to begin, when an
tacident occurred to divert the attention of the
audience.

The velver cartains of the royal box were
drawn back, and the imperial party glided in,
and quickly ook their seats. ’}hr: Grand Duke
aud Duchess, and their royal visitors, followed
by the prospective sonlin-law and his fair in-
tended.

The whole royal party were known to be
musicians of no meun order, and it was a brave
thing to stand there, under their very eyes,
fronting a thonsand listeners in the foreground,
and sing a difficult air.

But the singer knew her own powers. She
threw a careless glance up at the august
stravgers, and commenced.

Gordon tremblad for Stannie as he listened
to her britliant execution. He wished that she
might be taken suddenly ill, and fn that way
beat a graceful vetreat, for who could compare
with the gifted artiste, whoe had ncknowlc({ged
only one hving rival —Madame Berg !

Poor Stanuvic! Her name was down on the
pro&:mmme for a simple German air. Herr
Richter was a wise maa, and kuew what would
touch the people’s hearts when he selectedit. She
cume in so softly that she was standing there
before Gordon knew it.

Being a stranger, the andience reserved their
plaudits watil they had tried her metal, But
mforle' than one voice murmured, * How beau-
tifal 1

Never before had Gordon realized how peor-
lessly lovely the girl from St. Breeda was,  She
wore a dress of white satin, which fell around in
plain flowing lines. Not a plait or frill hroke
its graceful outline. The bodice was cut square,
and ou her neck lay a diamond cross, the Pro-
fessor's last gift,

Her golden hair, which rippled low upon her
brow, was gethered upon a loose knot hehind,
and a water-lily nest’]ed against one shell.like
ear. .

Herr Richter's nervousness had all vanished,
ar, rather, he had left it behind bim in the
waiting.room, where the cantatrice had laugh-
ingly an instant before dosed him with more of
the potent cofles, and offered him her arm to the
pisno. : .

He touched the piano, and looked at his
pupil. * She turned hor head and smiled, thon
opened her lips und sang,

The nudicnco held their Yreath, and Hatened

as if they had heard an aogel,

———

The applause which had gone before was no.
thing in comparison with the thundors whiel
rang through the building whon she coased,

The Grand Duke-leant from his box, ang
fluvg & bouquet at her fest. Beofore she could
stoop to pick it up, well-nigh a hundred wor,
onme ﬂ{ing from all directions, until the Sl,ag(;
looked lika a flower-show gone mad. ’

Encores were not the order of the night, and
the people might have roared themselves hoarye
before Herr Richter wonld have allowed her 10
sing a bar more than he had previously arranged
But the Grand Duke ounce more leant from b,
box, aud shouted “ Encore I" so loudly, that the
people in the distant gallery heard” him, and
yelled ** Bravo—bravo !"

**You can't refuse royalty, good people 1" said
the ‘good-natured camtatrice. *““Go ou again
and give them something English to refreah
themn after 5o much ltalianand German. Never
mind what Richter says—* Home Sweet Home. *
or ‘The Last Rese ot Summer,' always driv;,.
them wild. Go,"—she added, imperatively, as
master and pupil still lingered, ~* go, or they
will scream the roof off 1" )

Herr Richter whispered something to her ay
they re-nppeared, and without the slightest
hesitation us she seated herself at the piaus, sh.
sang that grand English ballad which makes ap
echo in every heart. DPerhaps visions of her own
distant home lent pathos to her accents, as b
trilled out the simple words which brought tears
to mauy eyus, '

She had uot the coursge barn of vain glory
certainly ; but she possessed w much better g{f;
--the power of forgetting for the time that ok«
was singing to an audience. Every visage van.
ished into thin air, as her heart rushed inta tha
spirit of the meledy.  Carping crities and smil.
ing friends might be all around her, but she di
not know it.  She sany ou, regardless of kings
or peasants, secing nothing, knowing nothiug,
but the harmony of sound, which was her second
nature,

If Herr Richter danced before, he fuiriv
jumped when he was once more behind the
scenes,

“8he will do! The housr 1x rapturous ' *
he shouted.  * The fimt notes of her fame
have sounded ; to-morrow all Gerwary will t.
tulking of Fraulein—Miss Rows! Aeh, mot
Gott! | am a humble aud gratetul wman 1.
night.”

“ Hwinble vou are not,” said the cantatr..
toying with her jewelled fan, which sent ong
flashes of light vach time she waved at. Yo,
are ws Hfted up over this child’s suocess, av--u.
--well, as yon were aver mine, ten years ago. i
remember it well.  You were almost in convul.
sions for fear that 1 should faint, or choke, m
do some equally improbable thing,  1t’s a won.
der you did not make e as nervous as you wep-
yourself. T got on very well, but did not creat,
such a wild furore as Miss Hoss has done. Shake
handy with me, pretty ooe ' You are one of u..
now, and we must be friends, not rivals.”

1 hope [ shall never be anyone's rival,” said
Stanuie, holding out her hand.  “* Weall doas
well as we can, so why should we be crous bocaus-
another, perhaps, does a little better than our
beat.”

“* AL, why f--beeause it's human nature, }
speak genemlly, not individually, remombes
We bhate those who do better than ourselves, apil
would seratch out their eyes if we could.”

' Madame Berg can never have heen like
that,” said Stannie.

“No; but Lily is a rare woman. If every
second woman and third man had a touch of her
charity, the world would be a deal better than
itiv. | have had my own tantrums and fits of
Jealousy in my day, but have got over all that
sort of thing now. Aund sing you your sweete-t,
my dear, and don’t be apiteful when a new light
dazzles the crowd, 2 you have done to-uight.
Sue how ealmly I bear it1  To 'prove that t{;crr
is not one atom of malice in my bosom, let me
place this ring upon your finger. You will soon
get trinkety enough, but will, maybe, wear this
1 memory of to-night.”

The singer drew « broad band of silver, in
which was set a turquoise of immense size and
value, studided round with diamonds, from her
tinger ax she spoke,

* Pretty, isn't it she continued.
uot a presentation.
a month ago,”’

“ Thank you; Ishall wear it always,’
Stannie, holding up har hand to look at it.

** Adieu to you all. 1 have to lock in at twe
parties before I get any rost to-night.

T hro'wnm on her gable-lined mantle of crim-
son »atin, she gathered up her velvet skirts, and
went kumming gaily along the corridor,

*Is our carrisge heret Will you take me
home, Herr Richtor I asked Stanuie, turning
to him,

] caunot, Fraulein ; my duties hero are not
{l-;t. finished ; bat Mr. Hunter is waiting for you.

Vhen he hay seen you safely home he returus
for mo, nod we are to have suppor together at
his hatel." :

- That will be delightful! I'l not detain
him long.  Have yuu packed your things for
your journey 17 .. ‘

*“That oan be done in four spgonds. Wodo
do not start till five "z.m".- «Mius” Ross, are you
satisfied 1. Do you feel that hll Jourlabour has
not been for nought, and your money flung
away 1" i O

*“1 aw happier to.night,  Herr Richter, than
} haveever been in all my lifo. | would not
give up ny profeasion for anything on earth.”

Horr Richter's sallow countonance boamed with
delight, Lat hia heart was too full for sposch ;

s
I bought it myself in Paris

said



