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THE PROFESSOR’S SECRET

I.

A Jew gilcams of sunshine stole playiully into the
large, cheerful music-room and threw their dreamy sha-
dows on a while marble bust of Beethoven that stood
on the elegant Chickering in the corner. Signor Fran-
cesco Bottini had been busy most of the aflernoon, and
there, at his table, he sti1ll sat, pouring over the manu-
scripts ol a new Hequiem Mass which he had just com-
pleted. His eyes had a satisfied look in them and deep
in his heart he knew that he had written his master-
piece, something that would at least ring itself into
the ears of the musical critics.

Presently he rose and walked to the window and,
brushing back the heavy damask curtains, his eyes wan-
dered down into the busy, throbbing street, pulsating
with Irfe. Dear old St. Patrick’s across the street look-
ed radiant in her twilight glory and over the distant,
lone, blue hills the sun was throwing his last, bright
shafts of light. Without, everything was bright and
cheerful, but within the heart of the old proiessor all
was dark and desolate. As he siood there one could not
help but admire him—this son of vine-clad, sunny Italy.
He was not very tall, in years about sixty, and there
was a bold sweep of Puiness 1n his appearance. His hair
was black as the raven and it somehow intensified the
golden tint of his complexion. On his face were written
earnestness, refinement, and great depth of character.
It was a face of marvellous sweetness and great gentle-
ness, and yet there was a latent sadness in ihose dark,
fiery, dancing eves whose secret no one could understand,
much less fathom.

Fer a moment Signor Bettini sighed heavily  and,
{turning, walked over and sat down at his pilano. His
eyes were moist and hig fingers trembled as they moved
slowly over the cold, ivory keys. He was playing the
' Miserere '—the heart-song of Verdi, his fellow-couniry-
man and teacher—and the sad, plaintive tones seetned to
find an echo in his lonely soul. The tender air that
followed was sweet and stirring. It also seemed to ap-
peal strongly te the Signor's present feelings and several
large tcars rolled down his cheeks.

{ Hoxrfense ! ' he whispered tenderly. ¢ Hortense! O
Blessed Jesu, have mercy or her soul !’

There was a rap at the door and suddenly a well-
dressed young Italian entered. 1t was Angelico, the
proiessor's trusty office-boy, and his voice had a ring of
freshness 1n it when he said :

¢ Signor, Mademoiselle Laporte !’

The old man read the perfumed card and exclaimed :
‘ Please show the young lady upstairs, Angelico.’

The deor closed gently and in a few moments opened
again. ‘I am dehighted to see you, Signor,’ came from
the handsome young woman as she enfered the siudy,
gowned in a simple dress of black. ' But you arc not
well—you look—'

1 am pretty well, Felice,” interrupted the professor.

* '"Tis true I look somewhat strange—but that is nothing,
child. You sec T am so troubled and worried with my
new Mass and this accounts for it. But, pardon me,
how are vou, Felice? I have missed you in my study.
you were aiways so bright and cheerful.’

The solt deep eyes—blue as the sea—suddenly opened
and the young woman replied somewhat nervously : ‘I
am not well, Signor. There is a wound deep in my
heart that time alone can heal. Since God, in His wis-
dom, took Ilortense away from us, our home has been
empty. With her went 1ts brightest sunbeam, 1ts purest
flower, and its highest and noblest inspiration. Six
monthks have gone by since 1hat sad day, and dear old
mother's heart will never he the same again. To-day
mother asked me to open the piano. It was ihe first
time for many days. I sang for her, and when I turned
she was smiling. It was the first smile I had seen on
mother's face 1 all these long, weary months—and, oh,
it made my heart so glad. Then she came over and paut
her hand on my shoulder and saidr ‘' Felice, my child,
you must call and see Signor Boftini and arrange with
tum for your singing lessons. The house is empty since
Hortense sings no more. I miss her in the parlor, In
the cathedral, in the concert hall—here, there, every-
where~-and I want You te take her place’ Signor, will
vou then for mother’s sake, for Hortense's sake, take an
interest in me ?’

" Certainly, Felice,” answered the dear old musician.
' For your mother’s sake, for Hortense’s sake, I will do
anything. There are pgreat possibilities in your voice,
my child, and 1 know you will succeed because you work
diligently. Only to-day 1 met Father Q'Brien and he
regretted that Hortense's place had not yet been filled
in the choir. ‘* The pure, innocent soul,’’ he said, ‘‘how

weo have missed her | But God knew best. He heard
her voice. It was clear and penetrating like a lark’s
and He called her to sing His praises in that heavenly
choir, whose sweetness surpasses all understanding.’’
Felice ! the position is open. Work hard and you may
fill your dead sister's place.’

When Felice Laporte was gone Signhor Bottini heaved
a sigh of reliel. The young girl had not surmised, in fact
drd not know, that the very memtion of Hortenge's name
was extremely painful to him and recalled many precious
memeries that echoed through the sacred aisies oi the
past. He walked to the window, the day was getting
dark, and down in the streets the newshoys were busy.
Then he stirred the fire in the grate and for 4 long time
watched the fiames leaping wildly in their mad endeavor
to get away up the chimney. Then he sank into an arm-
chair and, burying his face in his hands, whispered under
his breath :

‘ You may fill your dead sister’s place. Ah, yes, you
may, but there is one place your voice cah never reach,
Felice. It is the audience-chamber of my heart, and when
Hortense, bright bird, stopped singing, 1 closed its doors
upon the cold world forever,’

D ]

1I.

Mademoiselle Hortense Laporte, though young in
years, had been a power in her native city. Everywhere
she was heralded as a musical prodigy--a born artist—
anit her sweel, cultivated voice stamped her at once as
one of the leading prima donnas. Signor Botfini was
proud of his talented pupil and wrote an opera especial-
ly for her, in which she [airly electrified her aundiences
with her marvellous soprano voice. She had many rich
triumphs, yet, withal, hers was the sell-same, unassum-
ing, heautilul, Christian character, that wom its way
night into the heart of everyone. She was loved by all
classes of people and the poor of many cities were pleas-
ed Lo call her their queen of song, because she had re-
peatediy given so much of her income and services to
lighten their burdens. But in the height of her glory she
was stricken down with the fever, while watching at the
bedside of her widowed mother, and alas, never reco-
vered [rom her attack. Her death was regretted every-
where, and especially in her native city, and none felt
her loss more keenly than Signor Bottini. Often. he
would say 6 limsell : ¢ Since Hortense has gone out of
my lhife, 1 ieel so lonely. My nights are restless and my
days are sunless.’ Then he would mutter Ioving words
and ask Guod to bless, his, lost one with eternpl sunshine
and happiness.

The days were gefting longer, and, with his many
puplls and choir rehearsals, Bottinl was an overworked
man. The members of the 3. Patrick’'s Choir were
sumply delighted with the new Requiem Mass, abd all
were diligently preparing their respective parts. Felice,
too, was putting her whole soul inte her music, and
Signer Boliini was more than pleased with his new ‘1'en-
fant adorable,’ for she was, without doubt, the most
promising cof his many pupils.

One day she came to his cosy studio for her lesson
and expressed her delight at finding the Signor in better
spirits. * Ah, Signor,’ she said, ‘I am delighted to find
you so happy. Do you know, I oifen used to wonder
why the heart of my old prolessor should be always so
sad.’

Signor Botlini raised himsell in his chair, straight
as an arrow, and said, with much feeling: ‘ Felice, my
past has many tender memories.’

When the lesson was over Signhor Bottini rose from
the piano and complained of being dizzy. IIe walked a
few sleps, a strange, wild look crept into his face; he
totlered from side to side, then staggered and fell to the
floer with a heavy crash. Felice uttered a wild cry and
Angelico, upon hearing the noise, quickly ran upstairs.

* Whai 15 the matter, Mademoiselle 7’ he gasped.

' The Signor has fainted. 1 am afraid he is dying,’
eried Felice, distractediy. * Hun for the priest and the
doctor ! Quick, Angelico! There’s not a moment to
tose ! Run for your very life.’

Felice, poor girl, was trembling like & leaf. She tried
to arousc the poor man, but, alas, it was uvseless. Father
('Brien and Dr. McCabe arrived in a few minutes and
Lifted the dying man to the couch.

¢ Is there any danger to life, Doctor ? ' asked . the
good priest somewhat nervously, aiter a few minutes,

* Yes, the poor fellow is in a serious condition,” an-
swered the doctor. ¢ He has sustained a paralytic stroke
—hemorrhage into the brain., See, his lelt arm is para-
Iysed 1’

7 ‘ Left arm paralysed ! ' shrieked Felice. ¢ Oh, my
God ! The poor Signor—the poor Signor !’ and she
wepl convulsively. . i

There was some talk later of taking him to the hos-
pital, but Feliee interposed. 'If he must die, Father,’
she pleaded, let it be here where ke has livad over 40
years of his life~-here, in this very room, surrounded on
all sides by his books. Let it be here in the light ol
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