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PREFACE

THE characters in this book—the author’s first attempt at
novel-writing—are, with a single exception, “ of imagina-
tion all compact.” The author can, however, claim some
familiarity with the scenes in which they live their fancied
lives ; and she has endeavored to make themn think and feel
and act in some kind of harmony with surroundings which
are, in certain essential features, out of the beaten path of
fiction. The central figure of the dramatis persone took
shape in her mind while it was under the influence of
Religion’s grandest shrine in the heart of Catholic Christen-
dom. She is sadly conscious that her achievement does
not fulfil her aspiration. She knows, notwithstanding the
kind encouragement of too indulgent friends, that her work
is far from faultless. She can only plead that this is the
first child of her invention and hopes that, with all its
shortcomings, it may have the good fortune to please that
unfailing friend of the unknown and struggling writer,
the courteous and benevolent reader.

WINDSOR Hoter, MONTREAL, Sept. 3rd, 1889.
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A DAUGHTER OF ST. PETER'S,

CHAPTER L

THE night before Vane Hamilton sailed for Europe,
he went to Delmonico’s, to have, as he supposed, his
last dinner in New York for some years at least.
Owing to the recent death of his father, whom he
dearly loved, and who was the last link that bound
him to his native land, he was in no mood for invit-
ing a hilarious send-off, so he said good-bye to his
friends as he met them during his week of prepara-
tion for his departure.

His friends were all “men about town,” and old
college companions; he was one of them, but not of
them, so to speak, as many sad incidents in his life of
twenty-seven years had taken the glint of boyish
spirits out of him; while his contemporaries still
flashed with it, and some with an added glow. He
knew very well the effect of a proper send-off by
“chums,” so the hour of his departure or even the
g day he had not named.

As he sat twisting his closed hands, and observing
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them absently as he did so, no thought of what ex-
pressive hands they were entered his mind, He was
unconscious of the “sweetness and strength” a hand
can denote ; he thought only of his almost solitary
position in thre world—how different every thing
might have been if Clarice had lived and Naomi had
been better loved and understood, while it was in
their power to make the poor girl happy, and of his
dear dead father and the lovely young mother he
could scarcely remember, and whom his father never

could forget.

Vane Hamilton was a strikingly handsome young
man, but to tell what made him so would be puz-
zling ; his fine, deep-set grey eyes or splendid teeth

~—the two striking features of his face.

There was a vivid intellectuality about him—a
refinement and strength which make men handsome
without any regularity of feature or perfection of form.
He sighed as he removed his clbows from the table,
and took his watch--held by a black ribbon—frem
his pocket, saying to himself, “ Well, after all thisisa
dull way of spending the last few hours I have in
New York.” With all his indescribable air of being
perfectly at home——a trait which American ‘men
possess more than those of any other nation,——he
was supremely sad and dull, and ready to welcome
any friend who might come in at the door he was

facing.
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A DAUGHTER OF ST. PETER’S.

/hat ex He did not look down the room on the same side

He was :
' 2 hand jolly-looking young man reading the ‘Sporting

as he himself sat, or he would have seen a large, fair,

. Times,” eagerly devouring the last race news, and
solitary y gerly ® Y ?

y thing
omi had

. was in ; : .
d of his ‘ At last he lifted his eyes from the paper, glanced

indicating his satisfaction or disappointment by the
sudden snapping way he would jerk the paper

between his hands, or smile audibly.

ther he about him, then rose hastily, and speaking to the
)

. nevbl waiter at his table, crossed the room, and with both
e

hands outstretched and a beaming countenance he

warmly gcrasped Vane Hamilton’s, and in a heart
e young y 1Y [ R Y’

be puz- . .
14 teeth “How'do, old chum? Didn’t know you were in
i

loud voice exclaimed :

town !”

; “How are you, Curtis? only came last night,”
him—a st

andsome
, of form.
he table,
yn—Ifrom
1 thisisa

have in
of being
;an men

said Vane.

“Is it true that you are going to make an ass of
yourself and go to Europe to study art ? " said Curtis.

“I'm going to study art,” said Hamilton, “or I
think I am. I hope I won’'t be making an ass of
myself by so doing,” and he laughed.

“Let me modify that expression by saying that
you'se a donkey if you leave New York for art or any-
Hon g thing else.”

All the time Curtis was speaking he stood with
his hands on the back of the chair opposite to Vane.
Suddenly Vane exclaimed :

welcome
)r he was



A DAUGHTER OF ST. PETER’S.

“ Excuse me, Curtis, for not asking you to sit
down. Do dine with me, like a good fellow. I'm
quite alone, you see, old boy.”

Then in a sad tone he continued :

¢“In fact, Curtis, I am all alone in the world now.
I don’t believe I have a relation.”

“You have the satisfaction of not being a poor
orphan,” said Curtis, as he sat upon the chair he had
been leaning against.

“Money isn’t everything, Curtis!”

“It isn’t, eh ! Well, I just wish I had all I wanted
or all you have, and I woulan’t be lonely very long.”

““Why, what would you do. You could’nt buy
friends,—relations I mean,” said Vane smiling.

“ Relations be d d! Who wants relations?
They pluck you bare every time; I only feel sure of
the gold in my #zeet/z while I am alive and can bite !
Do you really want to know what I would doif I
were you?”

“Yes, tell me,” said Vane.

“Well,” said Curtis; “I’d have a house in Fifth
Avenue, and do the intellectual up in fine style ; have
reunions for all fads—literature, art, science, and all
that; paint everything in dim @sthetic colors,” and
have virtuous loveliness worship at my shrine—that's
if I were you, Then I'd have elegant apartments
elsewhere, where the ‘sound of revelry by night’
would be heard, where less virtuous loveliness would
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be at my feet—an idyl of wine and women, a paint-
ing of bright carmine. Oh, I'd make things hum—
yes hum!” said Curtis, smacking his lips.

>u to sit

ow.

“’Pon my word, Curtis, it’s almost a pity you have

el how not more money.”

‘“ Almost! you say ; well, 'tis quite a pity you have
¢ & oot so much! Going abroad to study art! Bah! why
o i had should you study art? Just stay at home and get
some poor devil of an artist fellow to do the work
for you-—draw the outlines and all that, and you just

fill up with the paint, as the girls do, with only the

I wanted j A ;
foran solid colors on all the beautiful embroidered things

ry long.

IS their dainty hands make for us. Then get some

d’'nt buy

impecunious art critic to give you a good blow-off
and your fortune’s made, in art. You could then be
a man about town in high feather—a tip-top masker
and no mistake—a splendid artist! A great catch!
A millionaire and a deuced good fellow! Art be

ng.
relations ?
el sure of
can bite!
1d doifI

d——" exclaimed Curtis with great vehemence.
The listener’s face changed from a look of amuse-
ment to one of astonishment, but he replied quite

e in Fifth
pleasantly :

.yle; have
it “If I were younger and more impressible, your

flattery and word painting would fix me in the firma-
ment of New York life. But it’s too late, I sail to-

e, and all
slors, and
ne—that’s
morrow. I am not after money or fame; I love the
partments 5 . .

brush for pastime and pleasure, and in following my

ight’ ¥ : y
by nigh whim, why, if fame follows it, I won’t say it nay ; but

iess would
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I could not prostitute so noble an art to win such

doubtful fame as you speak of.”

“I don’t suppose you could. YouknowI am apt
to speak at random,” said Curtis, looking rather
ashamed, and his fair face flushing @ deep red, then he
continued :

“Ireally think you are a fool for your pains though ;
if you would leave out that art-studying business, I'd
forgive you, and if you were not a human iceberg,
you'd stay and taste the sweets of lifc; or you'd just
go abroad to get rid of some of your surplus cash,
have a good time and blow off steam. But you won’t
do anything—you'll come back just what you have
always been, marble-ice!”

“Do you think, Curtis, I've lived twenty-six years

and never tasted the sweets of life, as you say? I

suppose you mean love.” His face lost its sad
expression.

“Yes, I do. Isthata fact? Do tell me all about
it,” said Curtis, as he placed his elbows on the table,
and ran his hands into his plentiful crop of fair hair.

“ Oh, ’twas short and sweet. ‘Things violent last

not,” you know. My love was violent; so was my

adored. It was five years ago; she was big and fair,
and softly sweet. I was twenty-one, three years
younger than she and her willing slave, as pliable as
warm putty. I thought I could die for her; but when

the dear old governor took ill, and his reason was tot-

cour
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win such tering and no one but I could balance it, as it were, I
found myself between two fires, Either my father

[ am apt | or my fair Dulcinea must be given ap; with her the
g rather B parting would be temporary, but with my poor father
, then he it would be a last farewell, as his malady was beyond
cure. When I told her I must go to Cotsmore, shz

.though ; flew in a passion—a perfect fury— and said I must
iness, I'd not leave New York—you know my father was at our
iceberg, country house up the Hudson—if I did she would
ou'd just have nothing more to do with me; I must not go!
lus cash, The season had just begun, and I was counted upon
rou won't as her escort. I spokeofanimmediate marriage, and
sou have we could both go and cheer and nurse the dear old
father; she darted a look of murder at me, and said

six years such bitter words, Iasked her todecide whatI should
1 say? I do. She counted on my former meekness and slavery,

its sad and early the next morning sent me a note saying:
8 If I left New York she would not see me again ; if

all about I preferred my father to her I might go, and forever ;
‘he table, I left for Cotsmore, and telegraphed to her from the
fair hair. next station that I was on my way to my father.
olent last @@ Farewell. Soended my dream of young love. Quite
\ was my a pretty story, isn’tit ?” said Hamilton.

- and fair, “Left no scar, eh?” asked Curtis.

ee 'years “Not atrace! Sincethen I have woo'd and almost
pliable as wedded art. ‘Some day I may win fame.’”

but when “A truce to your art and fame. Why do you
n was tot- want to leave such a fair land as this? There is no
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country in the world where such pleasure can be had.
The glorious climate, the genial men, and lovely
women! Why, there are no women in the world to
compare to ours in beauty and intelligence—and in
goodness, too, I guess,” said Curtis,

“You are a better judge than I. To me they will
always be a puzzle—one of the mysteries.”

“Mysteries! Ah, yes, T really will acknowledge
woman a mystery—about the only one science can-
not fathom. You don’t think there are any others
beyond the reach of science, do you ?”

He turned a quick glance at Vane. There wasa
slight curl of scorn on Hamilton’s lips, but, with a
pleasant and halfamused smile, he replied:

“Of course I do; mysteries in nature since the
world began, and as great and unfathomable now as
at the creation.”

In surprise, Curtis replied :

“You seem a little off, Hamilton. \ Where’s your
broad intelligence? What is a mystery in nature?”

Vane Hamilton gave an amused little laugh as he
thought of the righteous claim Curtis might lay to the
long ears of a certain animal of the equine family.
but he quietly replied:

“Why, the milk in the cocoa-nut, two flowers on
one stem of different colors—perhaps different shape ;

to me, the sweet pea is a study,

“ With wings of gentle flush o’er delicate white.”
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“Who can tell how the deep purple, pure white and

ibe had. : ; !

| lovely delicate pink became so harmoniously mingled upon
the same small bud, and the pungent delicious fra-

world to

grance added? And here, look at this,” as he
broke an almond apart, finding two kernels inside.

—and in

; “How came this one to be double? No, no,
they will

science will never solve such mysteries. I am fond
owledge of the mysterious—of Hermann and the black art

even—but the study of a blade of grass is as great
nce can-

y others a secret as the land beyond the sky, where the little

child who has passed into it is wiser than the greatest

scholar living.”
re wasa

b, widis There was a pause, and then Curtis said :

“Well, by Jove, Hamilton, I have never thought
about such things. I buy a bunch of flowers, take a

ince the

thoughtless sniff of their perfume, and pass them on
! now as

to some girl, and that is the end of it, unless I sayto
myself, ‘well, old fellow, there goes another V. or X.
’ Sometimes it is both with an E between them. Now
e's your ; X
b that you are opening my eyes to what  an ignoramus

1ature ? ” : »
zh as he ’Irlam: I'm ﬂfore ;fm‘y thar;r :ve; to have y}(l)u go.
1y to the 1€n resuming nis gay oit-han manner, € con-

fanitly: tinued : “Well, if you don’ distinguish yourself in

art, the least you can do is to bring home a live
duchess, and show those blooming English duffers
swers on )
1t shape ; who carry off so many of our fine women, that you
can turn the tables on them.”

He gave 2 giy laagh as Vane revlied *
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“And slight the fair, intelligent, and perhaps—as
you say—good women of New York. Whatare you
thinking about ?” and Hamilton echoed the laugh.

“Oh, well, be happy, and God speed you on your
way,” said Curtis, as he rose to go, putting out his
hand to Hamilton.

The latter held it while he said: “Good bye, old
fellow; spend your time while I'm gone solving
mysteries which science has no power over—the
meaning of a woman’s glance ; the inrush of a pleas-
ing emotion ; the outflow of mingled thoughts; the
why of an unbidden hope; the coloring of the sea
shells and pebbles, The—well—the milk in the
cocoa-nut! Oh, you'll find plenty to think about
besides the bright eyes and soft voices of lovely
women, Ta! Ta!” and they parted. Hamilton
feeling better for the gaiety of Curtis’s manner, and
Curtis the better of Vane’'s common sense, and hav-
ing something besides horse-racing and questionable

amusements to think about.

CHAPTER IL

TWENTY years before my story opened, Hudson
Hamilton’s fair young wife died in giving birth to a

daughter; leaving three young children. Vane, just

six and Clarige, four years of age, werg both pretty,

and
kind.
cacri
w
to o1
whor
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haps—as winsome children, but the infant, for whom the lovely

r ¢ ious i
tare you young mother rendered up her precious life, was a

he laugh plain, timid, shrinking child, who, before she could

as seemed to feel herself a living rep i\
on your reason, seemed to fe g reproact

3 aut Bk She cost her father so much of love, and happiness,
>
and life that he would not look at the child for
months, and then when he could no longer miss see-
bye, old
: ing her sometimes, he never gave her more than pass-
: solving g

ing notice, while he lavished all his affections on the
wer—the

' a pleas- two elder children.
rhts; the
f the sea
¢ in the
1k about

of lovely

Little Naomi was given to the care of a colored
nurse, who was kind to the child and fond of her,
and, until she was twelve years old, most of her time
was spent with her nurse, even after she had begun to
take lessons from a daily governess.

Clarice at sixteen was the image of what her

Tamilton

L i beautiful mother had been at that age, and her
ner, i

nd Ho increasing likeness to Helen Vane made Hudson

2 Hamilton more than worship the child of his dead
stionable
love. Vane was his right hand, and father and son
were the world to each other.

Poor little Naomi adored both Clarice and Vane,
and to the sad little sister they were surreptitiously
kind, for they knew the father never forgave her the

cacrifice of their mother.
Hudson

: When Clarice was eighteen she was to be married
sirth to a

; ; to one of whom father and brother approved, one
ane, just
whom she dearly loved.

h pretty,
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The engagement had been announced, the wedding
day set, and a bright future in sight ; a brilliant match
and a happy life were in store for Clarice Hamilton
and Oscar Rivers, when the hand of a mightier than
man was raised to order otherwise,

A grand ball was given in honor of the girl who
was soon to be a bride, at which Clarice caught cold,
and on the day when she was to be wedded she died.
Hudson Hamilton was completly unmanned. Deeper
sorrow was never known than that which hung in a
thick black cloud over that lovely home, Vane was
full of anxiety for his father as well as of grief at the
loss of his dearly loved sister. No one seemed to
think of poor Naomi, whose heart was broken. She
went about silently, with colorless cheeks and lips
and dry eyes——an image of mute despair—until after
the funeral.

When all was over and the body taken from her,
she sank down in a dead swoon in the darkened
drawing-room, on the very spot where the coffin
of Clarice had rested, and never recovered conscious-
ness until she lay dying two wecks afterwards; then
she pressed Vane’s hand, saying, in a faint whisper:

“ My heart is broken, Vane, Ask Papa to.forgive
me for living this long, for ever having lived at all.”

Death closed her eyes upon a world that to her
young life had but rarely brought happiness. After
death there came over her features the smile that
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\ Clarice had in life when in her happiest moods; the

only time she had ever the least look of her sister.

When Hudson Hamilton saw that look of Clarice,
he was seized with remorse, and loaded himself with
self-reproach.  He had not known this child in life,
as it were, and now to find there was in her a trace
of his dead wife and Clarice drove him frantic. Vane
would not tell his father of Naomi’s dying message ;
it would have killed him,

Hudson Hamilton saw Vane's pale cheeks and
sunken eyes, and, fearing another calamity might
befall him in the loss of his son, made him take rooms
in New York, while he closed their city house and
retired to Cotsmore on the banks of the Hudson.

Vane was given carte blanche to draw what money
he wanted, and told to enjoy himself as much as he
could ; that the moment his father wanted him he
would be sent for. The sad young heir to a million
proved an easy prey to the designing fortune-hunter ;
for Madge Warlock, who was the veteran of four
seasons, was just such a belle as to make a lad of

twenty-one proud of so great a conquest.

Each Sunday he spent with his father who was
aging fast : his memory was going; his thoughts
were wandering, and his hair bleaching ; but he
would not let Vane remain with him, nor would he
return to New York with his son.

Vane was not idle in New York ; he was spending
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his days in a neat little studio attached to his apart-
ments, and his evenings were devoted to Madge,

About three months’ time was spent in this way,
when the telegram came from his father’s valet call-
ing him home to Cotsmore, His father's mind was
on the wrong side of the balance, Vane could plainly
see, and his health was fast failing.

Hudson Hamilton was a man of strong fibre, and
with breaking heart, tottering mind and weakening
body he fought for four years against the avenger
Death, with his good and loyal son ever at his side
to cheer his rational moments and soothe his obscure

ones, : 4
At last the fatal blow fell, and Vane was left alone

in the world.

The days of his deepest sorrow, the moments of
his wildest despair, the time of his stony anguish
had to be borne alone. Even Madge’s selfish regard
and false smiles would have been a solace in his woe.
There was no one whom he had gathered to himself
in love, in these years spent in caring for his father;
no woman to give sweet and gentle sympathy. There
was the true salt of men’s regret, but not the balm of
woman'’s gentle pathos,
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aind was
I plainly 8 THE feelings with which one enters Rome are differ-

ent from those with which any other city is approached,
bre, and What a tumult fills the breast as one nears the
:akening Eternal City! It seems like an ecstacy—a plunge
avenger into bewilderment. Oh, how strange and yet how
his side famiiiar it is to those who, from childhood, have
i obscure pored over the pictured scenes of the city set upon

seven hills—the Coliseum, the Forums, the Capitol
2ft alone B .nd St. Peter’'s! Ah! St. Peter’s, the vast, the beau-

tiful, the grand ! One expects to see its dome rising

nents of to the sky, but in that disappointment awaits the
anguish  ' visitor ; for so large and outspreading is the dome of
1 regard St. Peter’s, that it looks from the distance as though
his woe. 5 it were the dome of the whole city. 'Tis only when

himself one enters the glorious Basilica that its magnificence

s father; & is understood, and usually St. Peter’s is the first

There 88 monument of the great city to which the stranger is
balm of [ attracted.

But Vane Hamilton had a strange feeling about

the Cathedral, and left it until almost the last, He

wanted the feeling of Rome to take full possession of

him before he passed the portals of its grandest

edifice.
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He wandered through the Forums ; scanned every

nook of the Palatine, letting his imagination run
wild in picturing the life of the Casars, t!e tragedies,

g { AR be as!
romances and comedies of their day, the exquisite &

and s
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refinement of their revenge. A certain Roman em-

press wept when she heard the eloquent pleadings of
an innocent man before the tribunal of the Emperor,
but whispered to the Emperor not to let the prisoner
escape with his life for she wanted his land. One
banquets a rival, and when the feast is in its highest

flood of pleasure, the gentle shower of violets and

; ; ; ) : the w
roses begins to fall, and continues until the rival is

smothered to death. turnec

: i the gr
These scenes come to one’s mind when the spot is o

vlaitad, of col

Then that strange Campagna, with an outline as fh, the

level as the sea, and its carpet of brown earth so soft he Sus

; : for an

and fine that a peasant’s cart-wheels, moving over it, .

bowec
He

the he

the cc

fill the space between earth and sky with a dun
colored cloud of dust!

The first Sunday Vane spent in Rome he went to
the Pincio to hear the band play and see the beauty

. him, ¢
of the town. All were strangers to him, but never- o

awe tl
aBt T
Sile

ing uj

theless he followed the motley crowd to hear the
singing of the nuns in the Trinitd de’ Monti.

Those sweet, sad, despairing voices—how memory
recalls every note ! ;
The singing over, Vane Hamilton returned to his g

hotel, saying to himself:
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“To-morrow I shall go to St. Peter’'s—what can it
be that drags me there and then holds me back? I
can't understand this conflict of emotions, I'd really
be ashemed to tell anyone I've been so long in Rome
and so often to the Coliseum and never to St. Peter’s.
My fate must be awaiting me there.”

He had already obtained permission to copy a
Guido in the Villa Borghese, and had not scen the
interior of St. Peter’s,

Next day, as Vane Hamilton passed through the
noble court with its splashing fountains, and reached
the wide flight of steps in front of the Basilica, he
turned his back upon the entrance, and looked down
the grand approach to the church. The half-circles
of columns on either side, with the fountains flashing
in the sunbeams, gave him a thrill of delight, and as
he turned again to enter the church, he involuntarily
for an instant bent his knee upon the top step and
bowed his head.

He rose and walked quickly to the right. Lifting
the heavy padded curtain he entered, and moving to
the centre, stood looking in awe and wonder about
him, a wonder that increases with each visit, an
awe that grows upon one. Then he said to himself:
¢ St. Peter's at last!”

Silently he made a circle of the great edifice, look-
ing up into the mighty dome, and at the figures of

gigantic size which by thcir great height are dimin-
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ished, so that the pen in the hand of St. Luke, which
is seven feet long, locks of ordinary size. The
cupola is magnificent, enchanting, soul-expanding,
and reveals the sublimity of the immortal architect,
who was great for any age. Vane started at the left
from the entrance, and paused at each of the chapels,

monuments and statues—-those chapels which would

serve as independent churches, so large and splendid

are they. Even their magnitude does not make one
realize the full extent of the great Basilica. One
must look at an ordinary human creature, standing
alone in one of the vast aisles or in proximity to
statue or monument, to realize the amplitude of the
whole.

Vane was enchanted. “ My daily walk must be
here,” said he, as he came upon the bronze statue of
St. Peter, set upon a pedestal so high that only a
woman of good height can reach to kiss the toe, now
reduced to a mere scale from the touch of generations
of devotees,

At sight of this, Vane revolted and wonderea that

such a figure could excite so much devotion. He re-
called almost with incredulity that, at sight of it, a
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