. TAuvrepay, Juuy 3, 1919,

- Pan—or the unknown sister who ha.ci a.saumed
personality in his mind. %
) When morning appeared, however, and' ooking
rourid Lo saw that the pleasure-takers of the night
had vanished, and thal quite ancther order of beings
-fjled the streets, he felt suddenly conscious of what a
'stra.nge appearauce he should present in a lady’s morn-
ing room, in his evening dress, and with his pale and
jaded face. ILe must refurn to the Jhotel and make
himself presentable, deferring his visit to a proper
hour of the day.

«~ Carrying out this intention, he dressed, break-
fasted, and tried to vest a little, but could not. The
time scemed to lag wonderfully. At last he made up
Lis mind that the mowment had come when he might
legitimately relieve his suspense. Setting out again, he
paused bhefore the house in front of which he had paced
throughout the night.

“"I'he Wignora Francesca? Does sho live here?”

“Yes," sald the scrvant. She lhad been there,
but she was gone.

“Tmpossible "' cried Kevin, with a sense of some
overwhelming fatality.

“Oh, yes, gone. She and her lady friend left very
early this morning for the country. 'The signorina
suftered much from fatigne lately, and tha departure
was plaaned for the carliest mowent after the per-
formance.™

“"Where have they gone? When will they return 7"

“They have not left their address. They wished
to be unmolested for a few days to come.”’

“For a few days?”’

“After that they will write here for their letters.
The pentleman ecan call in about a week, when we
shall he happy to give him the address.”

“One move word. Have you any l(lf‘d. of what
part of the country they have pone to? ‘

“Somewhere between this and Pavia, T Dbelieve.
More T do not know.”

Meantime Fan had passed through her preat irial
in the most trivmphanty manner, giving eutire satisfac-
tion to Lier guardians. The success of her Jéhut was
unguestioned, and already she had received the offer
of a first-rate engagement to sing in Paris.  But beflore
this matter had been fully dizcussed, before Lord Wil-
derspin and Herr Harfeuaplelm had met on the day
after the performance, early in the cool of the m(nnlm‘
following that exciting evening, Fan and the signora
had stolen away from the city to a little Couutry re-
treat that had been prepared for them. At Fauchea's
earnest request, arrangements had been made for this
hasty ﬁlght after her pubhc appearance, She had been
living in a fever of excitement for some time before
the event; as the day approached, she had felt wore
and more unwillinguess to appear on the stage, and
her success had been beught by a tremendous effort
at self—conquest.

“'Leb us get away the mement il is over,” ¢h2 had
implored the signora; “away Inte the green country.
away from all the erowds of faves, where we shall wot
know whether T have failed or succeeded.”

She hiad mot told the signora that part of her
excitement was due to the fact that she expected to
see Kevin amoung the audience. She felt that until
the great trial was over, she could not speak on the
subject of her mecting with lher childhood’s friend.
She was already devoured by more excitement than
she well knew how to master: and felt that to speak,
or even to think, much of Kevin would he to give way
and break down. Nevertheless she had hoped to sce
him on the terrible night, and she had not seen him.
Her friends, Lord Wilderspin and err Harfenspieler,
had seen hlm, recognisimg him through his compauion,
whom they knew ; and each bad bh,m]\ed IHeaven that
Fanchea had been left in ignorance of his presence in
Milan. They were also pleased that her request had
been acceded to, and that she would at once be removed
from the likelihood of & meeting with him.

“He is really a dlstmgunhed -looking young man,”’
sald Lord Wilderspin. "My mind misgives me for
keeping them apart.’” :

-.tln:; T believe, yoii#’ action has produced” not}img but

goud to both. A -

"I .hope so,” said the old lord, who, somehow, 'of
late—ever since he had seen her eyes so red with crying—
had begun to think that Fan was not the sort of crea-
ture to be happy on a stage, and that home was the
best place for a woman, after all. As for his own
hobby, had he not ridden it to his heart’s content? He
Lad proved his discrimination in discovering a first-rate
voice, and forcing all good judges, as well as the publie,
to acknowledge that it was so. She had the world
now at her feet, if only she would choose to live for the
world.

But the old musician teck o different view of the
case. 1le had labored, vot for the gratification of a
whim, but that art wmight be glorified through hia
means.  So far from being content with the result,
and willing to turn frowm this achieved success, because
the crowd had approved his work, he saw himself now
only on the first step towards attaining his desire. The
long, brilliant career which he saw opening before his
pupil could alone repay him for the eflorts of the last
seven years, and that she should pursue it every step
of the way, ever imiproving, ripening, gathering fresh
power as she went, and pouring out the riches of her
maturity and experience on the altar of art, for the
mcrease and exaltation of its worship, was the burning
desire of his soul. e turned away from Lord Wilder-
spin with an impatient frown, as his lordship’s eves
kept flitting vestlessly from Tlsa on the stage to Kevin
sitting wrapped 1o his corner among the audience. -

“By Jove, 1 think he recognises her!” mutiered
his lordship: and Herr Ilarfenspieler could bear it no
longer, but went off to mount guard and prevent the
possibility of Kevin's sudden appearance behind the
scenes, te hurry her away the moment the performance
was aver.

ITe had already planued to send her off carly the
next morning to the country retreat he had chosen
for her, and to keep her there till her strength might
e restored, and till Kevin should have left Milan.
Fan, sadly disappointed that Kevin had not crossed her
path again, had almost persnaded herself that it was
in a dream she had seen him walk through the cath-
edral.  She felt toc tired to oppose Herr Harfenspieler,
and dared net claim the sympathy of any of the people
around her, As vhe travelled by the sigmora’s side
towards their temporary heome near Pavia, she could
only pray and hope that Providence would take up her
cause, and again bring her friend to her side.

They found their country hiding-place a little
house wrapped in vines and roses; and that evening
Fan wandeved about the garden pondering deeply on
the strange chances of life. Tlow noble, how good
Kevin had locked: just as her dreams had so often .
pictured him to her! And then her thoughts went -
back to thelr distant island, so distant both as to time
and place, to the birds, to his mother’s house, to Kil-
leevy Mountam. She remembered Killeevy as she had
seen 1t last, with the moon overhanging the cliffs, the
ocean ; the lighted gzipsy tents, the red shine glowing
cut of the shadows under the crown of the hill from
hearthstones of humble though dearly-loved homes.

Only eight years ago, and yet what a lifetime it
seemed to Fan. What a wonderful Fate it was that
had withdrawn them both from that lowly peasant
life, to educate and place them in a completely differ-
ent sphere in the world. That they uever could be
peasants on Killeevy Mountain again she knew too
well : but they could visit, and cherish, and love those
who had long ago been good to them there.

Her whole past life lay lLefore her as upon one
curious page, and musing over it she easily behew:d
herself a child again.

“‘Aud is this indeed melittle Irish me—the per-
son who has been singing, not to a gipsy’s crowd, but
to a world of great people in a theatre in Italy, who
has been promised fame, success, wealth, such as few
ever attain to? Ah, how will Keviu.ever bélieve ib-?
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