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At the first notes of the hymn Kevin gazed at the
ofd mouk who Lad. just reappeared heside him, and the
monk gazed back at his companion with a slight pallor
on his withered check. ‘

“What is that music "’ asked Kevin, scarcely dar-
ing to credit the evidence of his own senses.

“1I ecannot say,” said the inonk, with a happy
smile flitting over his grave countenance; “‘but I have
often at night heard heavenly music resounding through
these ancient walls. Many saints have lived and died
here, signor, and it would not be wonderful if some-
times the angelic choirs should descend to praise God
in this now silent and deserted shrine. But I have
never before heard them in the daytime.”

) “That is no angel’s voice,” replied Kevin, ‘‘unless,
indeed, a womau may be an angel.’”’

And with these words, which rather shocked the
gaod ald mouk, he dashed away and left him.

As he hurried along the quadrangle, and threaded
ille passages that led to the Cloister of the Fountain,
the psalm of Killeevy, the hymn of his native moun-
taing, swelled fuller and clearer on his ear, and beat
more urgently on his heart. He followed the sound,
and, vuided by it drew neaver every mowment to the
singei.

<Al he thousht, what bewilchment (s this!”
remembering the night when the same voice, the sawme
strain, waking him out of his slesp, had hurried him
out into the midnight streets of Londou, enly to fade
away as le pursued it, and to lose itself in the noises
of the thoroughfare. *“Am 1 waking or sleeping? Has
an augel, indeed, descended out of the heavens to mock
me?’

But the voice did not grew fainter as he proceeded
on the contrary, it swelled richer, fuller, more soit
and sweet, and f{ollowing it he entered the Cloister of
the TFouutain—sa delicions, dreamy spot, a tangled
garden where tall plants and flowers grew in wild
Tuxuriance, in the centre the wide, white marble basin
of a fountain, its carveu urn crowned with the blossoms
of the cactus. Here and there a straight, reed-like
plant, covered with bleew, shot hirh above the rest,
and caught the broad sunlight that fell full upon this
wilderness of beauty aud the zame sunshine dyed to
a richer coral-color the seulptured arclies of terracotta
upon their light pilasters, which, springing from a low
wall around the garden. fermed (he shady red-roofed
alleys of the cloister.

With one hasty glance Kevin took in the entire
scene: the wild, green vavden, the light, fairy cloisters,
with their coral clow. and hivh above, scaring in the
clouds, the wonderinl cupola, circling upwards with its
airy galleries and spires aud its delicate varieties of tint.
But the voice he pursued «lid not come up out of the
fountain, nor did it de-cend {rom the heavens, Tt was
coming from a slight dark figure leaning over the wall
in a nook by one of the pillars, the head and shoulders
in the light, the dark draperies flowing back into the
shade, a young, upturned face, with wide, arch blue
eyes, audl a cloud of =oft curls over the forchead, 2
fatr and rosy face, as sweet, as saucy, almost ax childlike
as the face that had vanished frem his home one night,
and which he had been lenging for and dreaming of
ever since. It was not Elsa, it was not Fraucesca, but
it was the very little Fan lost [rom Kitleevy Mountam
long ago. )

With a slight spring she came to meet him, flying
with outsiretehied hands, and was caught in his arms.

“Oh, Fan!"’

“Oh, Kevin! is it you? [Is it really true?” Weep-
ing, langhing. stammering, clasping and unclasping
hands, they knew not how the first minutes passed over
their heads.

“My darling, my Fanchea, you are exactly the
same : but with what a dilference! [lalf a yard more
height, and all these black gauues: rut that is not, it ali.
What the half-blown rose is to the bud, that is what
you are to the little one of my memory. And, oh, my
darling, how beantiful, how lovely yon have grown!”

“Ilave |1 said Fauchea, delighted ; *'1 was afraid .
T might nel be ideo encugh o please you.

Keovin, do you know how changed you are? If I had
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two old people will have to be put in prison!

.not caugﬁb a glimpse of you and been able to piece you

together, and make you out Lo be really Kevin, I
should have been afraid to introduce myself to so ele-
gant a gentleman.’”” , o

“You saw me, then, before to-day—lately?”

““I saw you in the cathedral; and you passed me
in the cloisters a little time ago.”

““You let me go past; you did not speak to me!”’

“I had to get up my courage. T think I mever
could have spoken to you, except by singing. I thought,
‘he will remember my voice,” and I sang our hymn, I
knew if you wers within hearing it would bring you
to me."”’

“IHad I been dead, il would have called me out of
the grave,” said Kevin, and then broke into further
extravagances which it is unmecessary to record.

And thén, walking up and down the old cloister,
ltand in hand, like a pair of strayed children, whe had
tost each other in a wood, been frightened at the loneli-
ness, and found each other hefore the night came on,
they {old each othier their separate stories, of all that
had befallen them during the passing of those eight
eventful years. After that they were on the island
again togeiher, with the sea rolling in their ears and the
white birds circling albove their heads. Fan forgot that
she had sung upon a stage, and Kevin that he had
given poems to the world. They were boy and girl
again, on the rocks, amid the sea-foam, with Nature's
inimitable music ringing in their ears and in their
souls; till the sun began to burn redder on the cloister
roof, and Mamzelle came from out of the shadows
somewhere, in search of her charpe.

CHAPTER XXXI1IT--CONCLUSION.

“*So this is you, siv!” said Lord Wilderspin, glar-
ing at Kevin. “*You are the Kevin who has been keep-
ing us all in fear, holding a sword over our heads for
the last seven vears, obliging us to resort to dark plots
and heartless advertizements lest our little prima donna
should be snatched out of our fingers. And here you
come, confound you, just in time to destroy all our
prospects.”

“I am delighted to hear T gave you so much
trouble,”” said Kevin, smiling. ‘It would hardly have
been fair if the pain had been all on my side.”

“Tmpertinent rascal. You are as saucy as the
minx herself. Hallo, Fan, this fellow will beat you.””

“My lord,” =aid Fan, gravely, ‘T have promised
Terr Harfenspieler and Mamzelle. Kevin and I have
resolved that [ must not disappoint you. I will keep
the engagement that you made for me.”’

“You ghall de no such thing, you monkey. Those
I tell
vou you are as free as ajr, and shall do only what you
Please.  As for me, I am not the least disappointed.
I have known for a long time that you were only a
wild bird fit for a hedge, that you would never do to
sing in a eage. Now, I have already bought a hedge
for you in your own country, and you can fly off and
sing in il ax soon as you like !

ST don’t know what vou mean, sir,’
colorivg,

“I mean that T have leoked on you as my own
childd, that is all.  Every bird uneeds a bit of green
sod tosing on, and 1 have beught you a little bit of terri-
tory of your own, in the neighborhood of your beloved
Killeevy. Mind you have a room always ready for me,
for 1T mean lo pay you visits.”

“Lord Wilderspin,”’ said Kevin, '“we cannof ac-
cept 0 much.  You have already been only too generous
to Fanchea. We can never forget v

“Hold your longue, sir, and go on writing your
peetry, which by the way is extraordinarily good. T
tell you this girl has been my daughter for seven years,
and you mot only come and dare to come and take
her from me, but you presume to dictate to me as to
what T am to do for her. If yvou do not like her with
the fortune I cloose to give her, you can go and seek
a wife somewhere else.””

»

said Fan,

Su that night when “Lobengrin' was performed
at Milan saw Fanchea’s first -and.last. appeéarance upon ' -
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