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broad hand on Fan's cool, rounded brow, “‘is uot here
to play bul to work.”

-The signora was a litlle startled by his fierce
manner, but when she saw the arch smile with which
Fanchea met his glaring eyes, she caught the cue to
his character at once. -~

“My lord,” she said, in her earnest, ewmnotional
way, ‘‘this dream of yours was miue first. 1 had only
the will; you have the power.”

“Thank heaven, theu, madam, that we have come
together,”” said his lovdship. “DBelween will and power,
we shall, to use a vulgar proverb, either ‘make a spoon,
or spoil 2 horn.”  But mind, 1 waru yvou; the making
wiil be mine, the spoiling yaurs. 1 never do anything
wrong : so don't hmagine it.”"  And with a scowl and
a low bow he left {them.

This first greeting of the old lord’s to the signora
was a [t introduction {o the intercourse that was to
exist between them.  His quizzical temper and her
intensity clashed together straungely sowmetimes, but did
not exactly jar, for he had feeling enough to appreciate
a uature wiich he nevertheless delighted 1o startle,
and she bad sufficient humor Lo relish the roughuess
ancd wneonventiopality which covered a generous heart.
The ald lord recognized daily the delicacy and refine-
merd. of her nature, something of which he had dis-
cerned at the first mowment under the shabby cloak of
the little grev woman jusi arvived al the end of her
Journev.  And there never was any oppressive formality
hetween them.  Mamzelle was too much the child of
genius not (o feel that m her owno personality she
carries the key of entrance iuto any circle above or
below her: and though said key might b rather rusty
for want of use. =till the possession of it enabled her to
feel at houme in the atwosphere of Tord Wilderspin's
drawing-roon.

When she had time Lo look around. she discovered
that wothing could suit hev better than this place.
The beauty of the old howse, the storied furnifure and
adornments, the choice contents of the picture-gallery,
the musical atmesphere which she was to breathe, the
vigits of Herr Havfenspieler, whom she was {o assist
in the tuition of the child : all these conditions of her
existence were o perfeet that, true to her faculty of
sulffering, she bevan 1o feel oppressed by their charm.

My dear,”" she said to Fano 1 shall die of all
this delightfulness if T do not escape from it.”

This was saud with so agonised a ook that Fanchea
was alarmed.

SOh, you are not voing to leave mwe " she eried.

CNo, Wy love. never. Hat | have vot leave from
his lol‘dshipvto fit up oue of the empty rooms in my
own way. There are the things T brought with wme.
you know: and 1 will Irve 1n my own nest, and only
come cut into the splendor when 1 leel wmyseli able to
bear it.”’

Ifer new life was inaugurated on the first evening
when IMery ITarfenspicler camme, and all the actors m
the little deama that was beginning met at dinner.
The thought of meeting the grsat musician agitated
her wueh more than the praspect of encounteving his
lordship had done. She prepared for the oceasion with
sotie solemnity, and appeaved attived in o very antique
brocade which had belonged io her mother. a much
larger woman, and tratled behind her, and i her dear
old black Tace mantilla, worn Jong age in the ltaliau
city of her youth and drewmns.  Under this her loose
gold and silver hiair shimmered strangely, and made
one at a distance ask if she were child, angel, or witch.
ITer worn face, with its deep lines of pain and passion,
ity frequent wistful, almost infantile expressioms, and
its wandering lights of genius, was very striking to
ileir Havfenspieler, who at anee recognised a good ally
and a kindred spirit.  As they clasped hands they
soeted to know that they were Tirolher and sister in
what the world would call misfortune, each having
found life a louneliness, and given up all that is com-
fortable and pleasant for a solitary and never-fading
dreant,

The man who had found happiness in varieties of

dreams which always faded, o dissaived ois  inlo

“

another, stood over them and glowered at them in
satisfaclion from uuder his shaggy brows. He had
brought them here together that out of their ruins he
night build a fair temple for his own contentment
and the delight of the world. As they stood talking,
cacl with & hand on Fauchea’s shoulder, the old lord
strode about, laughing grimly to himself.

“With this trie,”" ke said ; “‘on this triangle, T will
make such wusic as all Burope shall run to Lear I’

And as these eager guardians hovered about tha
slender slip of humanity, with her black head and
crimson ribbouos, her deep-shaded eyes and pomegranate
cheeks, casting their spells, of woven paces and of
waving hands, around ler, Kevin himself, had he been
able to see, might have surely been content with her
state.  She herself fell a decp wonder at finding that
she wias the object of so much attention from such
learned and iravelled people, and listened with interest
to their eonversation.

“Madam.”” said Jterr Tlarfenspieler, “‘allow me as
a musician {o pay a tribute in the name of my country
to the musical genius of your beautiful lIand.”

AL s said the sigrova, “‘we niay well feel a
mutual svmpathy. Your couniry contains the intellect:
of music, and wmine, perhaps, the soul”

“And mine deserves some praise for producing
that noble strain, “The roast beef of old England,’ i
Lreke in Lord Wilderspin., Let me reming you that
dimuver lhas been anneunced.”

After dinner the old lord had a smoke and forty
winks in his smoking-room. while the musician, who
conld not bear tobacco. drank coffee and tuned his
violin, and talked with {he =itnora in the music-room.

“Towas born in Verona.”' said the signora, in
answer o a guestion.

“And Iin Nuremberg.” said Merr Harfenspieler,
touching his most delicate sirimg with a loving finger.
L know vonr Verona. What a dream! That is why
vour face veminds me of the angels in Fra Angelico’s
pretures,”” he added, blimtly. T am no flatterer, and
you may not be heavenly for aught [ know: but I have
seen vou blowing a trumpet iv one of the Paradisaical
visions ol the angelic master.””

Twang  went a deep chord across the vielin
and a silent sob echoed it in the signora’s heart.

S That was sald lovg ago,”" she said ; “*but it is like
a sorry old jest to liear it now.”

CWhy 7 Angels wmav get worn faces for a time,
perhaps  through  wearving after the good in some
human soul. When that soul s won their wrinkles
probably disappear.  Whatever is intrinsically pood
and beautiful remains a perpetual fact, and never can
re destroyed : it #s onlv whatl is ugly, wrong, discord-
ant, that is  failure and wnegation. What is time?
Ach— -1 Alusic will never cease.””

Hereupon a burst of delicious melody swept
throngh the guiet and darkening roow ; and noiselessly
the signora wept. -

Cduliet was born in your Verona,’” continued the
old professor, lTaying down his bow; “‘and Juliet is a
fact. thougl she never was elothed in flesh and blooad.
The deep ved vose that comes ecvery June is a fact,
thougtr ecach time it sheds its leaves we can searcely
Lelieve 1 ever was, or ever will return. Beethoven’s
“Dead March’ is a reality thab sUH beguiles us loving-
ly to the grave, while the sad, solemu, mysterious eyes
that luok down en us yonder from the wall are closed
for ever.  So. why should not the face of an anpel with
a2 lute remain -an angel's face, even though Time has
written a score across i, Tt me talk my own way.
[ do not often get a histener hike you.”

It i pleasant {o me to listen,” said the signora.
“Life does not scem so wasted when one gebs rid of
the idea of success and tatlure.””

“Phet for failure !’ =ald the larfenspieler, snap-
ping his wiry fingers. “‘Give me the beautiful, the
true, and pain with its reverse. When the height is
missed. the depth is found ; true, but when the abyss
is touched, there is the rebound which sends us higher
than we otherwise could have reached. Fist! I will
) I have made no name Jike him,)t
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