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“Her nrusical education is to be completed there,”
saicdl the signora. Herr Harfenspeiler has done good

worle in hLer; but the sun of Italy w111 be ueeded to

ripen her genius.’

“‘lu this there will be a pleasure for you, signora.
Is it lomg since you have seen your native land?”

“Ma,ny long years, Captain Wilderspin, These
elf locks of mme were pure gold in the ltalian sun-
shine. They have grown grey in your chiller atme-
sphere.  Alas! ne glow en earth will ever transmute
them dute gold again.”

As she spoke, the Jittle woman’s wisttul eyes,
~gaxing from under her deep brows encireled by their
Hll\'ely aurcole, saw, not the grey. glearning shafis
and howery undulatmm of the Hussex wleon\\rmd It
azure  monndains sulzolmdmg narrow, decp- mlm'cd
streets [ull of heavy shadows and yellow =unshine, in
whicle Twer own soul had walked, as a givl glovified
within and without by illusive dreans.

While they talked., Fan moved on a little apart:
hier haneds were linked behind ler back, her feel Trad
Matien into a dancing measurve, keeping time to a wild,
quaint gipsy song which she was =inging low Lo herself.
They were treading that nmossy, flower-spanuled open-
ing in ihe wood where she remembered laving been
found by Jord Wilderspiny and where she had suny
For him the gipsies’ tarantula. Fo her, who forgot
vnothing, all this magic space was haunted by the
Taces of wipstes, and echoing with their peculiar wmusic
which the birds Liad Tearned to meck. [ler late con-
versation, having made a slight vent for hahitually
=tlent thoughts, had wviven a ore than ordinary vivid-
ness fo ]N" memorles, and therefcre she broke oul
into the gipsy sonyr as she walked, till her walk became
adanee, |1Le a ghoat of the dance she had first Tearned
delivhtedly en Killeevy. and afterwards danced many
{i1es 1n ;,rni('t\', fear. =orvow, and expectation, while
stanning the crowd for a face that never appeared.
amidst the hurry dnd excitement of the gipsiex’ tent.
Captain Bupert watched her while he talked. notived
her singmyg and dancing like a person doing the same
in a dream, where the voice is kept from soaring and
the limbs from moving by an unaccountalde something
that is straggling against the will. 1Ter feet beat the
tirie, though with a feftered movement: Ler liand was
sonietimes raised to :hake the tambourine. or she
snapped her fingers softly. with a whisper of the raitle
of eastanets, After some time she dJdanced herself
egradually away out of sighi of her companions, and
they heard her Tantastic =ong break oul g¢leefully in
the distance, as if in the solitude of Nature the spell
had been broken and the wild music ot free [rom
her lreart.

The signora and Captain Ruperi stood still, and
looked at oue another while their converzation fagged
and died on their lips.

“Tt s piercing sweet,” waid the signova. “bui I
do mnot like it. That =sseng always =eems to me the
expression of sowmething wild iu her nature that is
warring against our efforts to train her for her fitting
carecer.  Wlhether it is the wild Trish styain that is
in lher blood, or whether it ix that she is Inoculated
witle gipsy's magie, T do not know.”

““There is certainly more of the bivd in that soul
than of the cumtatrice,”’ was the answer.

“T cannot bear it,” said the siguora, with a lcok
of passionate pain on her worn face, and puiting ber
fingers impatiently in her ears. Her anguish sprang
Trom a variely of causes, all converging curiol‘siv like
little knife-points towards her heart. The notes of the
vipsy song always beat upon certain old, unused, and
rusty stun;ﬁa within her. like “sweet hells jangled out
ol tune and harsh,”” making a claim for some truths
which she was unwilling to grant. Its rouand, relling
sweetness, its wayward whims and changes, its pre-
riug contentinent, and utter freedom from all rules
aud constraints, seemed to her always to sing of the
genius that is rvather suggestive than creative or in-
terpratative, and will rather work through leve and
gladness in dewy byways than come forth with any
message of itz own fo the listening world. That Fan

1ot telerate.

should live to be a mere cricket chirping on any mor:
tal’s hea,rthst.one,.-,was an .idear that the signora could
Thbre wag ” ho cteature -in- the univérse:
noble enough to absprb:ber music into his life. ~ Thal
such 2 state of thifigs' even ‘cught to be she was un::
willing to admit. And yet she knew too well that the
rusty “chord within her which would vibrate so agoniz-
cdly to Fan’s bird-like, love-laden nunbt.relsy, was the
maipspring of almost every woman's heart; and that
in Fav’s 16 was strung with gold, and throbbing mel-
lowly in tune.

Captain Rupert “looked on her emotion with sur-
prise.  ““Strange,” he said, “‘that music so enchanting
should give you nothing but pain.  And you whoe
are a musician, signora.’’

"L have told you the reasen partly,” replied she.
“This wild-wood singing makes me tremble for her
perseverance in the utterance and interpretation of
wore nehle strains, My own life, sir, has heen given
to art, offered as a handful of roses that shrivelled
inlo dust dn the giver's hand; and now my failure
his heen made a ped(‘sta] fer her success.  She shall not
turn into a mere thrush in the hedgerows; she wlho
was born for, and has been trained to give expression
Lo, the soul of multitudes!” R

Captain  Wilderspin listened to her impassioned
words disapprovingly.  ““There,” he said to himself,
“is the kind of person who would steal the posies from
a woman's life in order that the dried leaves of fame
may rustle on her brow!”  But he did not quite under-
stand the signora. Art was the rod of her enthusiasm,
and not fame. The latter she locked on as but the
aceidental accompaniment ol the success that is wit-
nezs {o the truth,

In the pause that followed the signora's speech
which Captain Wilderspin found so unlovely, Fan's
song  wound, cnrled, and  dived through the upper
aiv with a wilfulness that seemed resolved to escape out
of ma(‘h of the thought of both lsteners.

\]10”1(31 reason why I do not like it,”’ said the
signora, “is that it is the twin-song of another which
s a 111I\ between the child and the home which, T trust,
she way never see again. A return to that lowly and
uncivilised home could only result in the less of her
peaceo of mind.”’

1 agree with veu theve,” said Captain Wilder-
spin. ““What is that other song vou speak of 2"’

“A hymu, which is in itself very beautiful, form-
ing a contrast the most complete to the gipsy song.
She sigs it in her native Trish, and I own that listen-
ing to it my heart has been softened towards a people
whase peasantry could treasuve and enjoy such a gen
of religions melody and thought. But when I hear
Fan sing the * llymn of the Virgin Triumphant,’ I
[eel as if she were stealing away out of my restraining
arus tuto a region where the world can never follow
her.™

‘Have T heard her sing it ?”

“No; of late she has given it up, having seen
that it gives me pain: and only sings it in & crooning
way to herself, generally, when she thinks she is
alone. 1 believe she sings it as a sort of Incantation
to bring the spirits of her people around her, to call
iy the scenes of her childhood and the voices of those
she has lost.  When 1 hear her crooning so, it makes
me weep. So strange a thing is the human heart,
Captain Wilderspin : so sad a thing is life.”

Captain Rupert reflected that the worn-faced little
lady was rather flighty and inconsistent; and he felt
angry with her. She would place this creature so
cherished on a public stege, under the gaze of all the
eyes of a vulgar world. ““And she is fit for something
higher,” he insisted with himself. “‘Is she fit to be
a princess "7 thought Captain Rupert.

Af this moment Fan, whose song had ceased, ap-
peared at some distance, in a hollow among the trees,
flitting across the opening, with a bright look over
her shoulder in the direction of her friends. The bril-
liant face shome, the white dress glimmered, and she
was gone again, hidden hehind the greenery.

Ty sslle fit to he & pepress i thought Captain
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