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pointing to the portrait of Beethoven. My efforts
have passed into the works of others; my soul has been
only uttered by others’ lips. I shall die unknown,
and be buried obscurely; but I would rather wield this
in a garrel”’—touching his bow—*than have it changed
into the sceptre of a princo. ” Yet 1 am not mad.”’

"1 have shaved your feeling too much to doubt
you,” sald the signora. “‘My youth was oue long pas-
sion of langing to create the beautiful. Life broke my
tools and langhed at my folly: and yet there is some-
thing dwelling witii me for all that which binds up the
sorest’ wounds of a broken spivit.  Art has allowed mie
to live in her house, though her dearest tasks have
been given elsewhere. | have tricd to remember that
‘they also serve who only stand and wait.’ The long
patience, the readiness to do if called, the meekness
forced upon oue at being always passed over—these
must shelter one from the charge of waste. The joy
at seeing others do, takes the place of feverish- desives
for =160 One grows coutent Lo glean where others bear
the sheaves: if unly the barvest be someliow gathered
17, :
My owy thought,” satd Here Harfenspieler, ©ex-
pressed i womanty words, Lot us put it lnto music !

Again he touched the violin, and wonderful strains
poured frem st feverish, hurried, Impassioned, then
yearning and wistful, and at last dylng away in noles
whisperine of peace.

U Now,” he said, when he had finished, “‘we are
gowng to do something, you and 1. something that shall
e proved worth the doing.  This pirl who stands
betweon us s rieh material to werk upon.  There is
@ quality in the voice which ¥ lhave never kuown
equalled.  Tn it is contained something that once heard
never can be fovgotten.  She will give expression and
form Lo the noblest conceptions of the great masters.
Not only are her notes ravishing, but she has a broad
inteiligence. a rich imagination, and fortunately also
the pure, vigorous physique which will make her per-
fect istress of ber artistic powers.”

“You sum up her qualities exactly as | have done
mys=elf,” said the siguora.

“1 know. To vou be the honor of the first dis-
covery. More yel can vou do. more than educating
and cherisling her, and helping to make her the
queen of song who = one dav o conquer the world,
T wonld beg you te keep her noble and simple as she is.
Let no petty concelt creep into her feminine brain:
amuse her with no trashy novels and romances: let
her know nothing but of the higher, purer literature:
cultivate her hieart to thull only to the real, the most
genuine, and unaffected sovrows of life, to the purest
and hoitest affections.  People call me an enthusiast,
but I kuow to whoin 1 am talking at this moment.””

At this point Fan came in, {resh and glewing, out
of the evening dews of the garden, bringing a nosegay
for her master’s bulton-hole, and a rose for the iy~
nora’s bosont.

““Fhis is the prelude to our song,” said the ilar-
feuspreler with one of his ravified smiles, as the little
fingers fixed the bt of Lloom close to his shirt-frills:
and. with a glow still in his dark, deep-set eves, he
touched the first note of “With Verdure Clad.™

Later. when the sipnora and her charge had retired
for the night, Loard Wilderspin, with a peculiar look,
half comic and half dismayed, and with several glances
all round from uunder his white brows, as if he feared
eyes in the curtains, or ears in the pictures on the
walls, drew a [olded newspaper from his pocket and
tapped it with his finger.

“I have something to show vou here,” he saud.
“‘Read this advertisement. Well, s that intended for
us?’”’

It was Kevin's advertissement, which had been so
cavefully worded by Mr. Honeywood. Herr Harlen-
spieler read it, and a flame shot cut of his eyes.

“Meiu Gott. !’ he murmured. “*8hall we be forced
to give up this fair enterprise?”

“IMush ! said Lis lordship, with a grimace.
"Don't let ue talk about it here? or the words will

float up through all the ceilings to that pair of little

an advertiseinent.”’

hare’s ears, and we shall have her performing La Son-
nambula before her time.  She would be down upen
us in ller bare feel in a trice, imploring to be packed
up in this newspaper on the spot, and sent off by post
to advertiser. The night 15 fine; let us take a turn
outside.”

“We are like a pair of wicked old couspirators
plotting away somebody’s 1ife,” said Lord Wilderspin,
striding along between the high hedges, and pulling
his hat over his eyes.

“Seriously,” said Tlerr 1larfenspieler, ‘‘do you
nean to give up the child or not?”

"I do pot,” suid his lordship, stopping short,
“There, the sky hos neb fallen upon me!”

“Aund yet—it seems cruel Lo take no notice of such

“Now Jisten Lo me, m=in Ilerr. You are a
musician, and all you musicians, poets, artists, and
vour kin, are hound to be sentimentalists according
to both Nature and Art: but i am unone of your raca.
I may be a gentleman, and therein lies the bond be-
tween us, but b am by nature a marvander, a revolu-
tionist, o turner-upside- down  of things in general, a
whinandulger, a faucey-monger: and as arbitrary as
a three-tailed Lashaw. A1l this you know as well as 1.
Now Lam not doing a bad act in Lringing up this little
peasani-born genius Lo her true vocation, but hang
me if I am gomy to have a troon of Irish bog-trotters
runuing afier us all the time the thing is going on.
It these Tow connestions of hers were blood relations—
were her own fanuly 1 don’t know how I should get
out of the matter. It this Kevin were her brother, or
father, or if she were old enough to have a lover and
he were that worthy, 1 suppose I should feel bound
te mterview’ Lhe fellow : hui as she 1s nothing te him
or his 1 shall beg lrave to remain in my meodest ob-
seurtty.  Tel him dig his potatoes, and cut his turf,
and Jeave the clild {o the good fortune that has
dropped upen her.” '

“You do net wean to Ignore
persisted Terr Havlenspleler.

“Confound it, o 1 suppose 1
ithing.”

“Write, and tell them as much as you please; and
make ferms for keeping her unumolested.”

“My {riend, you do nol know these Irish! They
have hearts ax big as copper kettles, and value money
na more than sand where their affections are con-
cerned . You kuow the creature that sang for us an
lhowr aro and = now curled up in her pillows with her
blue eyes shut as fast as vonder convelvell.  Could
vou have looked in Fau's eves before she went to bed
and offered her a hright sovereign to forget her night-
prayer for Kevin? You could not do it. And they
are all ‘tavred with the same stick,” to use a vulgar
proverb which vour musical ears have probably never
beard before.  Children every ove of them in faith and
love- all honor to them for it™-—and the lord lifted
kix hat from hix bald head—"'but still T am not going
to have them spoiling my plans with their cushia
marefrrevs and Lheir wlinlus !

Herv Uarfenspicler had nothing more to say. He
felt it best to let the whimsical nobleman work out his
own klea, and put it into words without help from
hin.

“You do not ask me what T.am going to do?”’

“L am waiting to hear.”’

“1 think of answering the advertisement with an-
other in which [ shall give enough information to allay
anxiety on the girl’s account. 1 shall also hold out a
bepe of futnre meeting, but give the people to under-
stand that there is Lo be no communication with her at
present, That is the best plan T can hit upon.”

“And how will vou satisfy the child herself as
lime goes on 7’

“By impressing upen ber that in following my
plans obediently she will benefit her friends in the
end. She is fully convinced that I am constantly
making inquiries about them, and she will go on ex-
pecting every day to see them walking in, till gradually
the vivid desire for them fades away. T have no doubt

this altogether?’’
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