have left him. Hia replies were vague !'nd j
general. On reaching the gate he Btood stiii
for a moment under the trees and half turned |
toward her. “ You don’s say anyling at out
the music ?” said she.

That’s because | am so stupid.
lost my head.
coherent idea.”
You are thinking of something else all
time.”

My brain is in a whirl.
ing of something else.”

Of what ?”

4 1’'m afraid to say.”
Mrs. Thornton was silent.

PITCHERY/MBIDGERY.

The Turning of ®Bbe Long,

Lane.

Long

I have

BY MONSIEUR DeMOULIN. ;
e I am not capable of a single

“ But I found out in Brandon the sad par-
ticulars of the final fate of the poor wife and
her unfortunate children.  They had been the
sent away or assisted away by this Potts to
America, and had all died either on the way
out or shortly after they had arrived, accord-
ing to the villagers. | did not tell them what
I knew, but left them to btlieve what they
chose. It seemed to me that they must have
received tliis-information from Potts himself,
who alone in that poor community would
have been able to trace the fortunes of the
unhappy emigrants.”

There was a long silence.

“1 have done all that 1| could,” sai
Despard, in a disconsolate tone, “ and | sup
pose nothing now lemains to be done. When
we hear again from Paolo there may be some
new information upon which we can act.”

“ And you can go back to your Byzantine
poets.”

“ Yes, if you will assist me.”

“You know | shall only be too happy.” B

“ And | shall be eternally grateful. You ?j?dlt clasped hers.
see, ae | told you before, there is a field of last
labor here for the lover of music which is like "« 0 “\vill not forget the music ?” said he
a new world. | will give you the grandest .« No.” ' ’
musical compositions that you have ever seen, MGobd-night »

I will let you have the old hymns of the He took her hand again i ;
. ; ) gain in both of his. As
saints who lived when Constantinople was the the light shone though the windows she saw

only civilized spot in Europe, and the Christ his face—a faoe full of longi
: - —a ging beyond words,
ians there were hurling back the Mohamme- and sadness unutterable.

dans. You shall sing the nobleBt songs that He let go her hand, and turning away, was

you have ever seen ?” . E 2
“ How—in Greek ? You muet teaoh me lost amidst the gloom. She waited till the

the alphabet then.”

“No; I will translate them ,for you. The
Greek hymns ara all in rhythmical prose, like
the Te Deum and the Gloria. A literal trane

Yes, | am think-

They entered

and in silence. Despard made one or two
efforts to stop, and then continued. At last
they reached tho door.

d pard stood, silently.
4Will you not come in ?”

4No. thank you,” said he dreamily.

rather too late, and 1 inust go.
night.”

He held out his hand.
and he took it.
stooped as though he wished to say some-
thing.

“It
Good

She offered hers

She said nothing. Nor
Despard seem able to say anything.

he let her hand go slowly and reluctantly.

went into the house.

On the following morning Despard
was walking along when he met her
lation can be sung as well as the originals suddenly at a corner of the etreet. He stopped
You will then enter into »he mind and spirit With a radiant face, and. shaking hands with
of the ancient Eastern church before the days her, for a moment was unable to speak.
of the schism. This was too much happiness,” he said

“Yes,” continued Despard, with an enthu at last. “ It is like a ray of light to a poor
siasm which he did not care to conceal, “ we captive when you burst upon me so suddenly.
will go together at this Bweet task, and we Whero are you going ?” .
will sing the Kath’ hekasten emeran, which ~#Oh, I’'m only going to do a little shop-
holds the same place in the Greek church that ping.” .
the Te Deum does in ours. We will chant I’m sure | wish that I could accompany
together the Golden of Canons, the grandest You to protectyou.”
song of *Christ is risen * that mortals ever %4 Well, why not ?* o
composed. Your heart and mine will beat % On the whole, I think that shopping is
together with one feeling at the sublime choral not my forte, and that my presence would not
strain.  Wo will siug the * Hymn of Victory * be essential.” .

We will go together over the songB of St He turned, however, and walked with her
Cosmas, St. Theophanos, and St. Theodore ~some distance, as far as the farthest shop in
St.  Gregory, St. Anatobus, and St thetown. They talked gayly and pleasantly
Andrew ef Crete shall inspire us ; and th* aboutthe fete. 4 You will not forget the
thoughts that have kindled the hearts of music,” said he on parting. 4 Will you oome
martyrs at the stake shall exalt our souls to next Mondav ? If you don’t | won't be re
heaven. But | have more than this. | have Sponsible for the consequences.”

some compositions of my own ; poor ones  * Thenyou mean to say, sir,thatyou expect
indeed, yet an effort in the right way. They me tocome alone ?” .

are a collection of those hymns of the Primi “ 1 did not hope for anything else.”

tive church which are contained in the New 4 Why, of course, you must call for me. If
Testament. | have tried to4set them to Youdo ﬂOt,l won’t go.
music. They are : *Worthy is the Lamb, ~ Despard’s eyes brightened.

4 Oh, then, since you allow me so sweeta
privilege, I will go and accompany you.”
4 1f you fail me | will stay at home,” said

4Unco Him that loves us,” 4Great and mar
velouB are Thy works,” and the *Trieagion
Yes, we will go together at this lofty and X
heavenly work, and | shall be able to gain  she, laughingly. .
new interpretation for your sympathy.” _He did not fail her, but at the appointed
Despard spoke with a vehement enthusiasm time went up to the Grange. Some strangers
that kindled his eyes witn unusual lustre and Were there, and Mrs. Thornton gave him a
spread a glow over his pale face. He looked look of deep disappointment. The strangers
like some devotee under a sudden inspiration. Wwere evidently going to spend the day, so
Mrs. Thornton caught all his enthusiasm ; Despard, after a short call, withdrew. Before
her eyes brightened, and her face also flushed he left, Mrs. Thornton absented herself on
with excitement. some pretext for a few moments, and as he
“ Whenever you are ready to lead me into quitted the room she went to the door with
that new world of music,” said she, “ 1 am him and gave him a note. .
ready to follow.” ~ He walked straight home, holding the note
4 Are you willing to begin next Mondry?” in his hands till he reached his study ; then
“ Yes, all my time is my own.” he locked himself in, opened the note, and
“ Then I will come for you.” read as follows : .
“ Then | will be waiting for you. 4Dear Mr Despard, How does it happen
way, are you engaged for to-night ?” that things turn out just as they ought not ?
4 No, why ?” | was so anxious to go \_Nlth you to tbe church
“ There is going to be a fete champetre. It to-day about our music. 1know my own
is a ridiculous thing for the Holby people to POWers; they are not contemptible; thoy
do ; but | have to goto play the patroness. are not uncultivated; they are simply, and
Mr. Thornton does not want to go.  Would wholly, and irretrievably commonplace. That
you sacrifice yourself to my necessities, and much I deem it my duty to inform you.
allow me your escort ?” #AThese wretched people, who have spoiled
4Would a thirsty man be willing to accept a @ day’s pleasure, dropped on me as
oooling draught 7 Baid Despard eagerly @ though they had come from the sky.

« i Thev leave on Thursday; morning- Come on
You open heaven before me. and ask m eiP Thursday © aiternoon. y“: you c?o not 1ol

AxrA§icelrémbled and he paused. never for_glve you. On that day give up your
“You never forget yourself,” said Mrs. manuscripts and books for music and the

Thornton, with slight agitation, looking away 0rgan, and allot some portioa of your time

as she spoke. to, Yours, T.T.”

“ 1 will be back at any hour you say.” On Thursday Despard called, and Mrs.

4You will do no such thing. Since you are Thornton was able to accompany him. The
here you must remain and dine, and then go church was an old one, and had one of the
with me. Do you suppose | would trust you ? pest organs in Walen. Despard was to play
Why, if I let you go, you might keep me wait and she to sing. He had his music ready,
ing a whole hour.” and the sheets were carefully and legibly

AWell, if your will is not law to Te  what written out from the precious old Greek
is ? Speak, and your servant obeys. To stay scores which he loved so dearly and prized so
will only add to my happiness.” highly.

“ Then let me make you happy by forcing  They began with the canon for Easter day
you to stay.” of St. John Dainancene, who, according to

Despard’s face showed his feelings, and to Despard, was’the beet of Eastern hymnints.
judge by its expression his language had not Mrs. Thornton’s voice wae rich and | ill.
been extravagant. As she came to the Resurrection Day it uok

The afternoon passed quietly. Dinner was up a tone of indescribable exultation, blend-
served up. Thornton came in and greeted ing with the triumph peal of the organ. Des-
Despard with his usual abstraction, leaving pard added his own voice, a deep, strong,
his wife to do the agreeable. After dinner, full toned basso, and their blended strains
as usual, he prepared fora nap, and Des bore aloft the sublimest of utterances, Christ
pard and Mrs. Thornton started for the js arisen! *
fete. Then followed a more mournful chant, full

It was to be in some gardens at the other of Badness and profound melancholy, the
end of Holby, along the shore. The towns- Last Kiss, the hymn of the dead, by the same
people had recently formed a park there, and poet.
this was one of the preliminaries to its for- =~ Then followed a sublimer strain, the
mal inauguration. The trees were hung hymn of St- Theodore on the Judgment,
with innumerable lamps of varied colors. where all the horrors of the day of doom are
There were bands of music, and triumphal set forth. The chant was commensurate
arches, and gay festoons, and wreaths of with the dread splendors of the theme. The
flowers, and everything that is usual at such a voices of the two Bingere blended in perfect
time. concord. The sounds which were thus wrought

On arriving,Despard assisted Mrs. Thornton out bore themselves through the vaulted
from the carriage and offered hie arm. She aisles, returning again to their own ears, im-
took it, but her hand rested so lightly on it parting to their own hearts something of the
that its touch was scarce perceptible» They awe with which imagination has enshrouded
walked around through the illuminated paths. the Day of days, and giving to their voices
Great crowds of people were there. All looked that sadened cadence which the sad spiritcan
with respectful pleasure at Mrs. Thornton convey to its material utterance.
and the Hector. Despard then produced some compositions

“ You ought to be glad that you have of his own, made after the manner of the
come,” said she. 4l See how these poor peo- Eastern chants, which he insisted were
ple feel it 1 We are not persons of very great the primitive songs of the early church.
consequence, yet our presence is marked and words were those fragments of hymns which
enjoyed. are imbedded in the text of the New Tesia-

AAIll places are alike to me,” answered ment. He ohose firet the song ot the angels,
Despard, 4 when | am with you. Still, there which was first sung by #4a great voice out of
are circumstances about this which will make heaven ”—idou he ekene tou Theou —Be-
ft forever memorable to me.” hold, the tabernacle of of God is with men !

“ Look at those lights,” exclaimed Mrs.  The chant was a marvellous one. It Bpoke
Thornton, suddenly, what varied colors ! ” of sorrow past, of grief stayed, of misery at an

4 Let n3 waik into that grottV ’said Dee- end forever, of tears dried, and a time when
pard, turning toward a cool, dark place which 4there shall be no more death, neither sorrow
lay before them. nor crying.” There was a gentle murmur in the

Here, at the end of the grotto, was a tree, flow of that solemn, soothing strain, which was
at the foot of which was a seat. They eat the sighing of the evening wind among the
down and staid for hours. In the distance hoary forest trees ; it soothed and comforted
the lights twinkled and musio arose. They it brought hope, and holy calm, and Bweet
said little, but listened to the confused mur- peace.
mur which in the pauses of the music came As Despard rose from the organ Mrs.
up from afar. Thornton looked at him with moistened eyes

Then they rose and walked back. Entering 41 do not know whether your songs brings
the principal path a great crowd streamed on oalm or unrest,” said she, sadly, 4but after
which they had to face. singing it | would wish to die.”

Deppard sighed. 4 You end 1,” said he,  4It is not the music, it is the words,
stooping low and speaking in a sad voice, answered Despard, #which bring before us a
* are compelled to go against the tide.” time when there shall be no sorrow or sigh

“ Shall we turn baok and go with it?” ing.”

We can not.” 4May such a time ever be?” murmured
Do you wish to turn aside ? she.

We cannot.. We must walk against the 4 That,” he replied, “ it is ours to aim aftsr.
tide, and against the rush of men. If we There is such a world. In that world all
turn aside there is nothing but darkness.” wrongs will be righted, friends will be reunited,

They walked on in silence till they reached and those severed here through all this
the gate. earthly life will be joined for evermore.”

“ The carriage has not come,” said Mrs.  Their eyes met. Their spirit lived and

By-dhe

Thornton. glowed in that ¢aze. It was Bad beyond ex-
' Do you prefer riding ?” pression, but each one held commune with
“ No.” the other in a mute intercourse, more elo-
“ It is not far. Will you walk ?” quent than words.

“ With pleasure.” Deapard’s whole frame trembled.4Will you

They walked on slowly. About half-way sing the Ave Maria ?” he asked, in a low,
they met the carriage. Mrs. Thornton or- scarce audible voice. Her head dropped. She
dered it back, saying that she would walk the gave a convulsive sign.
‘eest of the way.

They walked on slowly, saying so little never-forgotten dajs now past forever.
that at last Mrs. Thornton began to speak sane it here. We stood hand in hand.”
about the music which they had proposed to His voice faltered.
undertake. Despard’s enthusiasm eeemed to #4Sing,” he eaid, after a time.

“ | oan not.”

Despard sighed.
for | feel as though, if you
my'heart would break,

Do you believe that hearts can break ?

she asked but with indescribable pathos.

Despard looked at her mournfully, and said
not a word.

“ PerhapsJtis better not :
were to sing it

CHAPTER XXVI.

CLASPED hands.
Their singing went on.
They used to meet once a week and sing in
the church at the organ. Despard always

to the church.
any other time.

Yet he scarcely ever went at
A stronger connection and a

The lights were deeper familiarity arose between them, which moved.
streaming brightly from the window. Des- Yet was accompanied by a profound reverence that intense stillness in which the beating and

on Despard’s part, that never diminished, but
as the familiarity increased only grew more
tender and more devoted.

There were many things about their music
which he had to say to her. It constituted a
common bond between them on which they

revert. It formed a medium for the commu-

where they seemed to blend, even as their

At Voices blended, in a purer realm, free from earsin the sound of that one word.

the trouble of earth.

Amidst it all Despard had so muoh to tell
her about the nature of the Eastern music
that he wrote out a long letter, which he gave
her as thoy parted after an unusually lengthy
practice. Part of it was on the subject of
musio, and the rest of a different character.

The next time that they met she gave him
a note in response.

#4Dear Mr. Despard —Why am | not a
mortal reach. You tell me many things, and
never seem to imagine that they are all be-
yond me. You never seem to think that I
am hopelessly commonplace. You are kindin
doing what you do, but where is the good
where one is so stupid a3 | am ?

41 suppose you have given up visiting the
Grange forever. | don’t call your coming to
take me to the church visits. | suppose |
may as well give you up. It is as difficult to
get you here as if you were the Grand Lama
of Thibet.

4 Amidst all my stupidities |1 have two or
three ideas which may be used in our music,

if 1 can only put them in practice. Bear
with me, and deal gently with
“ Yours, despondingly. T.T.”

To this Despard replied in a note which he
gave her at their next meeting, calling her

Dear Seraph,” and signing himself4Grand
Lama.” After this they always called each
other by these names. Grand Lama was an
odd name, but it became the sweetest of
sounds to Despard eince it was uttered by
her lips—the sweetest, the most musical, and
the tenderest. As to himself he knew not
what to call this dear companion of his
youth, but the name Seraph came into use,
and grew to be associated with her, until at
last he never called her anything else.

Yet after this he used to go to the Grange
more frequently. He could not stay away.
His steps wandered there irresistibly. An
uncontrollable impulse forced him there. She
was always alone awaiting him, generally
with a sweet confusion of face and tenderness
of greeting which made him feel ready to fall
on his knees before her. How else could be
feel 7 Was she not aiways in his thoughts ?
Were not all his sleeping hours one long
dream of her? Were not all bis waking
thoughts filled with her radiant presence ?

4 How isitunder our control
To iuvo or notto love ?”

Did he know what it was that he felt for
her? He never thought. Enough that he
felt. And that feeling was one long agony of
intense longing and yearning after her. Had
not all his life been fihed by that one blight
image ?

Youth gave it to him.
not efface it. The

After years could
impress of her faoe was
upon his heart. Her voice was always in his
ears. Every word that she had ever spoken
to him was treasured up in his memory and
heart with an avarice of love which prevent-
ed any one word from even being forgotton.

At church and at home, during service and

Ant_of it_in the street or in the study, he saw
0y one face, ana heard only one voice.'

midst the bustle of committee meetings he
was conscious of her image—a sweet face
smiling on him, a tender voice saying
HAlLama.” Was there ever so musical and
so dear a word as 4Lama?” For him,
never.

The hunger of his longing grew stronger
every day. That strong, proud, eelf secluded
nature of his was most intense in all its feel-
ings, and dwelt with concentrated passion
upon this one object of its idolatry. He had
never had any other object but this one.

A happy boyhood passed in the society of
this sweet playmate, then a young girl of his
own age ; a happy boyhood here in Holby,
where they had always been inseparable,
waudering hand in hand along the shore or
over the hills ; a happy boyhood where she
was the one and oniy companion whom he
knew or cared for—this waB the sole legacy
of his early life—Leaving Holby he had left
her, but had never forgotten her. He had
carried with him the tender memory of this
bright being, and cherished his undoing
fondness, not knowing what fondness meant.
He had returned to find her married, and
severed from him forever, at least in this
life.  When he found that he had lost her he
began to understand how dear she was. All
life stood before him aimless, pointless, and
meaningless without lier. He came back,
but the old intercourse could not be renewed ;
she could not be his, and he could only live,
and love, and endure. Perhaps it would have
been wiser if he had at once left Holby and
sought out same other abode. But the dis-
covery of his love was gradual ; and when ho
knew that his love was so intense it was then
impossible to leave. To be near her, to
breathe the same air, to see her face occa*
sionally, to nurse his old memories, to hoard
up new rememberances of her words and
looks—theee now became the chief occupa-
tion of his hours of solitude, and the only
happiness left him in his life.

One day he went up with a stronger sense
of desola'ion in his heart than usual, going

The Up to see her in order to get consolation from g

the sight of her face and the sound of her
voice. Their former levity had given place
to a seriousness of manner which was very
different. A deep, intense joy shone in the
eyes of each at meeting, but that quick re-
partee and light badinage which they had
used of old had been dropped.

Musio was the one thing of which they
could speak without fear. Despard could
talk of his Byzantine poets, and the chants
of the Eastern Church, without being in dan-
ger of reawakening painful memories The
piano stood close by, and always afforded a
convenient mode of distracting attention
when it became too absorbed in one another.

For Mrs. Thornton did not repel him ; she
did not reBent his longing ; she did not seem
forgetful of what he so well remembered
How was it with her who had given her hand
to another ?

“ W hat she felt the while
Dare he thiuk

Yet there were times when he thought it
possible that she might feel aa he did. The
thought brought joy, but ii also brought fear.
For, if the struggle against this feeling need-
ed all the strength of his nature, what must
it oost her ? If she had such a struggle as
he, how could she endure it? Then, as he
considered this, he thought to himself that
he would rather she would not love him than
love bim at such a cost. He was willing to
sacrifice his own heart. He wished only to
adore her, and was content that she should
receive, and permit, and accept his adora-
tion, herself unmoved—a passionless divinity.

In their intercourse it was strange
how frequently there were long pauses
of perfect silence, during which nei-
ther spoke ft word. Sometimes each
sat looking at the floor; sometimes

He continued : We they looked at one another, as though they to me.
used to smg ic in the old days, the sweet, could read euch other’s thoughts, and by the entreated her to speak,

ample spiritual communion.
On one such occasion they etood by the
window looking out upon the lawn,but seeing

nothing in that abstracted gaze. Despard stood
facing her close to her. Her hand was hang-
ing by her side. He stooped and took that
little slender hand in his. Ashe did so he
trembled from head to foot. As he did so a
faint flush passed over his face. Her head
fell forward. Despard held her hand and ehe
did not withdraw it. Despard drew her
slightly toward him. She looked up into his
face with large, eloquent eyes, sad beyond all
description, yet speaking things which filled
his soul. He looked down upon her with
eyes that told her all that was in his heart.
She turned her head away.

Despard clung to her hand as though

the gate and walked up the avenue, slowly Went up to the Grange and accompanied her that hand were his life, his hope, his jov—

as that alone could save him from some abyss
of despair into which he was falling. His lips
In vain. No audible sound broke

throbbing of those two forlorn hearts could
be heard. His lips moved, but all sound died
away up«n them.

At last a stronger effort broke the silence.

MATeresa !”

It was a strange tone, a tone of longingun-

He held it long, and, half- could talk, and to which they could always utterable, a bone like that which a dying man

uses in calling before him one most dear. And

She felt the throbbing in his hand nion of soul—a lofvy, spiritual intercourse, all the pent-up feeling of years rushed forth

in concentrated energy, and was borne to her
She
looked up with the BaTta glance as before.

w 4Little playmate,” said he, in a tone of in-
finite-sweetnesB, #4have you ever forgotten
the old days? Do you remember when you
and | laet stood hand in hand ?”

His voice sounded like the utterance of
tears, as though, if he could have wept, he
would then have weptas no man wept before ;
but his eyes were dry through his manhood,
and all that tears can express were shown

sound of his footsteps had died away, and then seraph, endowed with musical powers beyond forth in his tone.

As he began to speak her head fell again.
Ae he ended ehe looked up as before. Her
lips moved. She whispered but one word :

“ Courtenay I’

She burst into a flood of tears and sank in-
to a chair. And Despard stood, not daring
leven to soothe her, for fear lestinthat vehem-
ent convulsion of hie boul ail his self-com-
mand should give way utterly.

At length Mrs. Thornton rose. “ Lama,”
said she, at last, in a low, sad voice, 4let us
go to the piano.”

AWill you sing the Ave Maria ?” he asked,
mournfully.

41 dare not,” she said, hastily.
thing but that.
Aniraam. ’

Then followed thoee words which tell in
lofty strains of a broken heart :

Cujus aiiimam gementem

Contristatam et flebentem
Pertransivit gladius !

“No, any
I will sing Rossini’s Cujus

Chapter XXVII.
JOURNAL OF TAOLO LANGHETTI.

When Mrs. Thornton saw Despard next
she showed him a short note which she had
just received from her brother, accompanying
his journal. Nearly two years had elapsed
since she had last heard from him.

His journal was written as before at long
intervals, and was aa follows:

Halifax, April 10, 1847.—I exist here, but
nothing more. Nothing is offered by this
small colonial town that can afford interest.
Life goes on monotonously. The officers and
their famines are what they are everywhere.
They are amiable and pleasant, and try to
get the beet out of life. The townspeople
are hospitable, and there is much refinement
among them.

But | live for the most partin a cottage
outside of the town, where | can be secluded
and free from observation. Near my house
is the Northweei Arm. | cross ii in a boat,
and am at once in savage wilderness. From
the summit of a hill, appropriately named
Mount Misery, I can look down upon this
citv which is bordered by such a wilderness.

The winter has passed since my last entry,
and nothing has occurred. | have learned to
sfeate. | went out on a noose-bunt with
Colonel Despard. The gigantic horns of a
moose which | killed are now over the door of
my studio. | have joined in some festivities,
and have done the honors of my house. It
is an old fashioned wooden structure which
tbey call the Priory.

OD'fciK) iV'into* iitx0 paoa<ui, an. Aprills now
here. In this country there is no spring.
Snow is yet on the ground. Wainter is trans-
formed gradually into summer. | must keep
up my fires till June, they Bay.

During the winter | have guarded my treas-
ure well. | took a house on purpose to have
a home for her. But her melancholy con
tinued, and the state of mind in which | found
her still endures. Will it ever change? |
gave out here that she was a relative who was
in ill health. But the winter has passed, and
she remains precisely the same. Can she
live on long in this mood ?

At length | have decided to try
for lier. The holy Sisterhood of mercy have
a convent here, where Bbe may find a higher
and purer atmosphere than any where else.
There | have placed her. | havetold nothing
of her etory. They thick she is in grief for
the death of friends. They have received her
with that warm sympathy and holy love which
it is the aim of their life to cherish.

O mater alma Christi carissima,
Te nuuc flagitant devota corda et ora,
Ora pro uobis!

August 5, 1847.—The summer goes on
pleasantly. A bracing climate, a cool sea
breeze, fishing and hunting in the forests,
sailing iu the harbor—these are the amuse
ments which one can find if he has the leis-
ure.

She has been among the sisterhood of mercy
for Bote months. The deep calm of that
holy retreat has soothed her, but only this
much that her melancholy has not lessened,
but grown more placid. She is in the midst
of those whose thoughts are habitually

directed to that world which  ehe
longs after. The home from which she has
been exciled is the desire of their hearts.

They aim after that place for which ehe longs
with so deep a longing.  There Is sympathy
in all those hearts with one another. She
hears in their chants and prayers those hopes
and desires, and theee are but the utterances
of what she feels.

Here they sing the matchless Rhythm of
ernard de Morlaix, and in these words she
finds the highest expression that human
words can give of tho thoughts and deeires of
her soul. They tell me that the first time
they Bang it, as they came to this paesage
she burst into tears and sank down almost
senseless :

O bonapatrial lumina sobria to speculantur,

Adtua uominasobria lumina collacrimantur :

Esttua menti pecCoris uuctis, cura doloris

Conciplentibus aethera mentibus ignis amoris.

November 17.—The winter must soon be
here again.

My treasure is well guarded by the Holy
Sisterhood.  They revere her and look upon
her as a saint. Thoy tell me wonderful
things about her which have sunk into my
soul. They think that ehe is another Saint
Cecilia, or rather Saint Teresa, tho Saint of
Love and Longing.

She told them once that she was not a
Catholic, but that any form of worship was
sweet and precious to her—most of all, the
lofty utterances of the prayers and hymns of
the church. She would not listen to dogmaB,
but eays that God wishes only love and
praise.  Yet ehe joins in all their rites, and
in this House, where love is chiefly adored,
ahe surpasses all in the deep love of her
heart.

January 2, 1848.—I have eeen her for the
first time in many months.  She smiled. |
never saw her smile before, except once in
the ship, when I told my name and made her
mother take my place in tne cabin.

She smiled. Is w-s as if an angel from
heaven had smiled on me. Do | not believe
that she is one ?

They all say that she is unchanged. Her
sadness has no abatement. On that meet-
ing she made an effort for my eake to stoop
Perhaps she saw how my very soul
So she spoke of the

We mere gaze of their earnest eyes could hold Sisterhood, and said aho loved them all. |

asked her if she was happier here than at my
house. She eaid “ No.” | did not know
whether to feel rejoiced or sorrowful. Then

she told me something which has filled me
with wonder ever since. s, qut.
. . . dastic ignito

She asked me if | had been making in- . .
quiries about her family, fori had said that Fo,r,BO Isaiah had been exalted t,"_.l he_
I'would. | told her that | had. Sho asked heard the louage o/ heaven, the music of
what | had heard. | hesitated fora moment, thesﬁeraphma._ init dored hrined
and at last, seeing that she was superior to againe'inmr%y r:z)lbgley'borpeyhgrs%rlef 'asert]usefglrge
any sorrow or bereavement, | told her all % ’ AN
about the sad fate of her brother Louis, which E'ntd tl?ﬂg“‘t?h%nd ﬁtesmloef bhegror:)d r?”tﬁ);‘t)reslsz;g:d
your old friend Courtenay Despard had com- bu wi ug . w . P
municated to his uncle here. She listened Petween ub a gulf as wide as that which sep-

; : : arates the mortal from the immortal.
\I/;/llt;ort:]teerga?(t;on, and at last, looking earnest- On that evening she was with me in the

#He is not dead 1” parlor which looks out upon tho Northweet

I stood amazed. | had seen the very news- M- The moon shone down there, the dark,
papers which contained an account of his '0CkY hills on the opposite side rose in heavy
death. | had read the letters of Courtenay \r/nvasses. Tbe servants were away in the city.
Despard, which showed how painstaking his € were afone. . : .
search had been. Had he not traveled to Ah, my Cremona 1if a material instru-
every place where he could hear anything of ment were ever able to utter forth sounds to
the Brandons ? Had he not written at the which immortals might listen, thou best gift

) f my father, thou canst utter them !

very outset wherever he could hope to hear [ ' g
any){hing ? I did not know what tg say. You are pale,” Baid she, for she was al-

For Louie Brandon is known to have fallen Ways kindly and affectionate as a mother with
overboard from the ship Java during a tre- ﬁ\c(h'ld* ats_aglyuard;?n ar;gel Wf'th ht's ward.
mendous monsoon, several hundred miles ou art j.ale. ou alwaye torgot yoursel
away from any land. How could lie possibly for others, and now you suffer anxiety fq’r me.
have escaped death ? The captain, whom Do you suffer. | have my consolations.
Courtenay Despard found out and questioned, | did not make any reply, but took my Cre-
said he threw over a hen coop and a pail, Mona and sought to lift up all my soul to a
Theee could not save him. Despard also in- level with here, to that lofty realm where her
quired for months from every ship that spirit ever wandered, that Bo | mlghtnot be
arrived from those parts, but could learn comfortless. She started at the first tone
nothing. The nAxt ship tHat came from New that | struck forth, and looked at me with her

South Wales foundered off the coast of Africa. Ife_irgg, ee:"rn_e’st Eyes. dl found (TyNown ﬁaze
Three passengers escaped to Sierra Leone, [1Xed on hel’s rapt and entranced. Now there
and thence to England.  Despard learned came at last the inepiration Bo longed for, so
their names, but they were not Brandon. Soughtfor. It came from where her very
The information which one of them, named SQul looked forth into mine, out of the glory
Wheeler, gave to the ship-owners afforded Of Ner lustress, spiritual eyes. They grew
no hope of his having been found by any ship, brighter with an almost immortal radiance,
even if it had been possible. It was simply and all my heart rose up till it seemed ready
impossible, however, for the Falcon did not g)el?]l:rstm the frenzy of that inspired mo-
gizsrdﬂ:ielIsgnognvtvhhserﬁadpglg:)elzlgandon fell over Now | felt the spirit of prophesy, | felt the

All these things | knew and they came to afflatus of the inspired sibyl or seer, and the
my mind. She did not notice my emotion, voice of music which for a lifetime | had
but atter a pause she looked at me again with sought to utter forth now at last sounded as |
the same earnestness, and said, longed that it should sound.

&My brother Frank is not dead.” | exulted in tbat sound. | knew that at

Thi« surprised me as much as the other. laet 1 had caught the tone, and from her. |

4 Are you sure ?” said | reverently. knew its meaning and exulted, as the poet or

41 am.” the musician must always exult when some

“ How did you learn this ?  All who have idea sublimer than any which ho has ever
inquired say that both of your brothers are known is wafted over his upturned spiritual
dead.”

A They told me,” said she, 4many times.
They said that my brothers had not come
among them to their own place, as they
would have had to come if they had left the
earth.”

She spoke solemnly and with mysterioue
emphasis. | said nothing, for | knew not
what to Bay.

On going home and thinking over this, | saw

Mundacor meum, ao labia maa, Onmipotens
De.us, qui labia Isame prophstae, calculo mun-

She shared my exultation. There came
over her face swiftly, like the lightning flash,
an expression of surprise and joy. So the
face of the exile lightens up at the throbbing
of his heart, when, in some foreign land, he
suddenly and unexpectedly hears the sound
of his own language.

So hie eyes Ight up, and his heart beats
faster, and even amidst the very longing of
that she believed herself to have the power of NiS soul after home, the desire after that
communicating with the departed. | did home_ls_appeased by these its most hallowed
not know whether this intelligence, which associations. )
ehe believed she had received, had been gain- _ AAnd the full meaning of that eloquent gaze
ed in her trance, or whether she thought that ©Of hers as her boul looked into mine became
she had recent interviews with those on high. all apparent to me. 4 Speak on,” it said ;
I went to see her again, and asked this. She % Bound on, Q.h strains of the language of
told me that once since her recovery she bad MY home 1 ikbheard so long, now heard at
fallen into that state, and had bee«, as she
called it, 4m her home.”

I ventured to ask her more about what she
considered a communion with the departed.
She tried to speak, but looked like one who
could not find words. It was still the same
as before. She has in her mind thoughts
which can not be expressed by any human
language. She will not be able to express
them till such a language is obtained Yet
she gave me one idea, whioh has been in my
mind ever since.

She eaid that the language of those among
whom ehe haa been iias nothing on earth
which iB like it except music. If our music
could be developed to an indefinite extent it
might at last begin to resemble it. Yet she
said that she sometimes heard strains here in
the Holy Mass which reminded her of that
language, and might be intelligible to an
immortal.

This is the idea which ehe imparted to me,
and | have thought of it ever since.
August 23.—Great things have happened.

I knew that | was comprehended. Now all
the feelings of the melancholy month« came
rushing over my heart, and all the holiest
ideas which had animated my life cuwe
thronging into my mind, bursting forth into
tones, as though of their own accord, invol-
untarily, as words come forth in a dream.

40h thou,” | said, in that language which
my own lips could not utter—#oh thou whom
t saved from the tomb, the life to which I
restored thee is irksome but there remains a
life to which at last thou shalt attain.

4 0h thou,” I said, “whose spirit moves
among the immortals, | am mortal yet im-
mortal ! My soul seeks commune with them.
| yearn after that communion. Life here on
earth ie not more dear to me than to thee.
Help me to rise above it. Thou hast been
on high, show me too the way.

4.0h thou,” | said, 4who hast .seen things
ineffable, impart to me thy confidence. Let
me know thy secret. Receive me as the
companion of thy soul. Shut not thyself
up in solitude. Listen, | can speak thy

When | last wrote | had gained language.
the idea oi transforming music into 4 Attend,” | cried, 4 for it is not for no-
a language. The thought came to me thing that the Divine One has sent thee back.

that I, who thirst fo* music*and love it and Live not these mortal days in loneliness and
cherlslr it abore all things—to whom it is in uselessness. Regard thy fellow-morfcals
an hourly comfort and solace —that | might and seek to bless them. Thou haa learned
rise to utter forth to her sonnds which she the mystery of the highest. Let me be thine
might hear. | had already seen enough of interpreter. All that thou hast learned I will
her spiritual tone to know what sympathies communicate to man.
and emotions might best be acted upon. | 4 liige up,” | cried,44to happiness and to
saw her eeveral times, so as to stimulate my- labor. Behold 11 give thee a purpose in life.
self to a higher and purer exercise of what Blend thy soul with mine, and let me utter
ever genius | may have. thy thoughts so that men shall hear and un-
| was encouraged by the thought that from derstand. For | know that the highest truth
my earliest childhood, as | began to learn to of highest Heaven means nothing more than
epeak so | began to learn to sing. As | love. Gather up all thy love, let it flow forth
learned to read printed type so | read printed to thy fellowmen. This shall be at once the
music. The thoughts of composers in music labor and the consolation of thy life.”
thus became as legible to me as those of com Now all this, and much more—far more—
poeers in words. So all my life my know Wwas expressed in ihe tones that flowed from
ledge has widened, and with that knowledge my Cremona. It was all my heart. | came
my love has increased. This has been my forth. It was apprehended by her. | saw
one aim in life—my joy my delight. Thus it, and | exulted. Her eyes dilated more
it came to pass that at last, when alone with widely—my words were not unworthy of her
my Cremona, | could utter my own thoughts, hearing. I was then able to tell something
and pour forth every feeling that was in my which could rouse her from her stupor. Oh,
heart. This was a language with me. | Music! Divine Music! What power thou
spoke it, yet there was no one who could hast over the soul ! )
understand it fully. Only one had | ever  There came over her face an expression
met with to whom 1 told this besides your which | never eaw before; one of peace
self—she could accompany me—she could ineffable—the peace that passeth understand-
understand and follow me wherever 1 led. ing. Ah me !l seemed to draw her to my-
I could speak this language to her, and she self. For she rose and walked toward me.
could hear and comprehend. This one was And a great oalm came over my own soul.
my Bice. My Cremona spoke of peaoe—soft, sweet
Now that she had told me this I grasped and deep ; the profound peace that dwelleth
at the thought. Never before had the idea in the soul whioh has its hope in frution.
entered my mind of trying upon her the The tone widened into sweet modulation—
effect of my music. | had given it up for sweet beyond all expression.
her sake while ehe was with me, not liking to She was so close that she almost touched
cause any sound to disturb her rapt and me. Her eyes were still fixed on mine. Tears
melancholy mood were there, but not tears of sorrow. Her
But now | began to understand how it face was eo close to mine that my strength

was with her. She had learned the lan |eft me. My aims dropped downward. The
guage of the highest places and had heard music was over.

the New Song. She Btood far above me  gpapeiq oui; her hand to me. | caught it
and if she could not understand my musio ; )

in both of mine, and wet it with my tears.

4 Paolo,” said ehe, m a voice of musical
ne ; 4Paolo, you are already one cf us.
You speak our language.

“ You have taught me something which
flows from love—duty. Yes, wo will labor
together ; and they who live on high will
learn even iu their radiant homo to envy us
poor mortals.”

| said not a word, but knelt ; and holding
her hand still, I looked up at her in grateful
adoration.

it would be from the same reason that
grown man can not comprehend the words to
of a lisping, stammering child. She had that-
language in its fullness. I had it only in i$8
crudest rudiments.

VAjNow Bice learned my words and followed
me. She knew ray utterance. | was
master - ehe the disciple. But here was one
who could lead me. | would be the follower
and deciple. From her | could learn more
tban in all my life I could ever discover by

m);tov\\/lvr;sunarsnsilr?éerjt?]fef?é%re to strugale to . November 28.—For the last three months |
LS - 99 have lived in heaven. She is changed. Music
overcome the lisping,stammering utterance of has reconciled her to exile. Sh9 has found

my purely earthly music ; to gain from her
some knowledge of the mood of that holier, g?fh\g'?ohgirf:ks' though weakly, the language

heavenly expression, so that at last 1 might We hold together through this divine me-
be able in some degree to speak to this exile dium a Ioftygspiritual in%ercourse. | learn
the language of the home which sbe .loved from her of that starry world in which for a
that we, by holding commune in this language, brief time she was permitted to dwell.  Her

might rise together to a higher spiritual realm, seraphi f
Y ; > - phic thoughts have become communi-
and that she in her solitude might receive at cated to me. 1have made them my own,

Ieassé Slorgfoggzgg'a%g' her to come back and and all my spirit has risen to a higher alti-
stay with me ogam. She consented at once.

Before that memorable evening | purified
my heart by fasting and prayer. 1 was like
one who was seeking to ascend into heaven to
take part in that celestial communion, to join
in the new song, the music of the angels.

By fasting and prayer | sought to ascend,
and to find thoughts and fit utterance for those
thoughts. 1 looked upon my office assimilar
to that of the holy prophets of old. | felt
that | had a power of utterance if the Divine
One would only inspire.

| fasted and prayed that so I might reduce
this grosser material frame, and sharpen ana
quicken ever nerve, and stimulate every fibre
of the brain. So alone could I most nearly
approach to the commune of spirits. Thus
had those and prophets of old done when they
had entered upon the search after this com«
munion, and they had received their reward,
even the visitation of angels and the vision of __ Love endures through the ages, but at laet
the blessed. triumphs.  The chief agent of his triumph is

A prophet—yes—now, in these days, it is Athene. She represents Wiedom, which, by
left for the prophet to utter forth his inspira- ite life and increase, at lost dethrones the
tion by no other way than that of music. God of Vengeance and enthrones the God of

Sol fasted and prayed. | took up the LOVe .
words from the holy priesthood, and | said,  FOr Bo the world goes on ; and thus it shall
as they say ; be that Human Understanding, which I have

So | have at last received that revelation
for which I longed, and the divine thoughts
with which she has inspired me | will make
known to the world. How ? Description is
inadequate, but it iB enough to eay that | have
decided upon an opera as the best mode of
making known these ideps.

I have resorted to one of those classical
themes which, though as old as civilization,
are yet ever new, because they are the truth.

My opera is on the theme of Prometheus.
It refers to Prometheus Delivered. My idea
is derived from her. Prometheus represents
Divine Love—since he is the god who suffers
unendurable agonies through his love for
man. Zeus represents the old austere god of
tbe sects and creeds—the gloomy God of
Vengeance—the stern—the inexorable—the
ruel.

personified under Athene, will at last exalt
Divine Love over all, and cast aside its olden
adoration of Divine Vengeance.

| am trying to give to my opera the severe
simplicity of the classical form, yet at the
same time to prevede it all with the warm
atmosphere of love in its widest sense. 1$
opens with a chorus of seraphim. Prome-
theus laments ; but the chief part is that of
Athene. On that | have exhausted myself.

But where can | get a voice that can ade-
quately render my thoughts—our thoughts ?
Whe*) is Bice ? She alone has this voice ;
she alone bas the power of catching and ab-
sorbing into her own mind the Idoae which 1

form ; and, with it all, sho alone can express
them. [ would wander over the eartn to find
her. But perhaps Bito is in a luxurious

home, where her associates would not listen
to such a proposal.

Patience ! perhaps Bice may at laet bring
her marvelous voice to my aid.

Decamber 15.—Every day our communion
has grown more exalted. She breathes upon
me the atmosphere of that radiant world, and
fills my soul with rapture. | lived in a sub-
lime enthusiasm. We hold intercourse by
means of music. We stand upon a higher
plane than that of commen men. She has
raised me there, and has made me to be a
partaker in her thoughts.

Now | begin to understand something of
the radiant world to which sho was once for
a brief time borne. 1 know her lost joys ; I
share in her longings. In me, asin her,
there is a deepunquenchable thirst after thoee
glories that are present there. All here
BeeTe poor and mean. No matjrial pleasure
can for a moment allure.

My Cremona is my voice. It expresses all
things for me. Ah, sweet companion of my
boul’s ilight 1my Guide, my Guardian Angel,
my Inspirer 1 had ever before two mortals
while on earth a lot like ours? Who else
besides us in this life ever learned the joys of
pure spiritual o mmunion ? We rise on high
together. Our aouls are borne up in com-
pany. When we hold commune we cease to
be mortals.

My Opera is finished. The radiancy of that
Divme Love which haainundated all the being
of Edith has been impaited to me in some
measure sufficient to enable me to breathe
forth to human ears t">nes which have been
caught from immortal voices. She has given
me ideas. | have made them audible and in-
telligible to men.

I have had one performance of my work,
or rather our work, for it all is hers. Hera
are the thoughts, mine is only the expression.

| sought out a place of solitude in which 1
might perform undisturbed and without in-
terruption the theme which | have tried to
unfold.

Opposite my house is a wild, rocky shore
covered with the primeval woods. Here in
one place there rises a barren rock, perfectly
bare of vendure, which is called Mount
Misery. | chose this place as the epot where
I might give my rehereal.

Here, as we stood under the moon, |

thought her a spirit with a mortal lover. 1
lecognized the full meaning of the sublime
legend of Muma and Egeria. T”e mortal as-
pires in purity of heart, and the immortal
comes down and aesiets and responds to his
aspirations.
*~0ur souls vibrated in unison to the express
mon of heavenly thoughts. We threw our*
pelves into the rapmre of the hour.
y8We trembled, we thrilled, til at laet frail
mortal nature couid scarcely endure the in-
tensity of that perfect joy.

So we came to the end. The end is a cho-
rus of angele. They sing the divinest of songs
that is written in Holy Revelation. All the
Glory of that song reaches its climax in the
last strain :

4 And God shall nvipe away all tears from their
eyes |”

We wept together. But we dried our tears
and went home musing on that “ tearless
eternity ” whioh lies before us.

Morning is dawning as | write, and all the
feeling of my soul can be expressed in one
word, ihe sublimebt cf all words, which is in-
telligible to many of different languages and
different races. | will end with this :

4 Alleluia 17

Chapter XXVIII

THIS MUST END. & I ~

The note which accompanied Langhelti’s
Journal was as follows :

“ Halifax, December 18, 1848.

“ Theresoula mia DolcisBma,—I send you
my journal, sorolla carisiwa. | have been
silent for a long time. Forgive me. | have
been sad and in affbtion. But affliotion has
turned to joy. and I have learned things un-
known before.

*4Teresina mia, | am coming back to Eng-
land immediately. You may expect to see
me at any time during the next three months.
She will be with me ; but so sensitive is

she—eo strange would she be to you—
that I do not know whether it will be
well for you to see her or not. | dare not

let her be exposed to the gaze of any one
unknown to her. Yet, sweetest sorellina,
perhaps | may be able to tell her that
| have a dearest sister, whose heart is love,
whose nature is noble, and who could treat,
her with tenderest care.

41 intend to offer my opera to the world at

London. | will be my own impresario. Yet
| want one thing, and that ie a Voice. Oh
for a Voice like that of Bice ! But it isidle

to wi&h for her.

“ Never have | heard any voice like hers,
my Teresina.  God grant that I may find
her !

#Expect soon and suidenly to see your
most loving brother, P aolo.”

Mrs. Thornton showed this note to Des-
pard the next time they met. He had read
the journal in the meantime.

4 So he is coming back ?”

“ Yes.”

4 And with this marvelous girl ?”

MYes.”

“ She seems to me like a spirit.”

4 And to me.”

W Paolo’s own nature is so lofty and spirit-
ual that one like her is intelligible to him.
Happy is it for her that he found her.”

4 Paolo is more spiritual than human
He has no materialism. He is spiritual. |
am of the earth, earthy ; but my brotheris a
spirit imprisoned, who chafes at his bonds
and longe to be free. And think what Paolo
has done for her in his sublime devotion I”

41 know others who would do as much,”
said Despard, in a voice that seemed full of
tears ; 41 know others, who, like him, would
go to the grave to rescue the one they loved,

and make ail life one long devotion. |
kr.ow others,” be continued, 4lwho
would gl dly die, if by djing they
could gain what he has won—the pos-

session of the one they love. Ah, me ! Paolo
is happy and blessed beyond all men4 Be-"
tween him and her there is no insuperable
barrier, no gnlf as deep as death.” N

Despard Bpoke impetuously, but suddenly
checked himeelf.

“ | received,” said he “by the last mail a
letter from my uncle in Halifax. He is or*
dered off to the Cape of Good Hope. | wrote
him a very long time ago, as | told you, ask-
ing him to tell me without rtserve all that ha
knew about my father’s death. | told him
plainly that there was a mystery about it
which | WHsdetermined to solve. | reproach-
ed him for keepiug it secret from me, and
reminded him that | was now a mature man,
and that he had no right nor any reason to
maintain any further secrecy. | insisted on
knowing all, no matter what it might be.

241 received his letter by the last mail.
Here it i3; ” and he handed it to her. #4Read
it *vhen you get home. | have written a few
words to you, little playmate, also. He has
told me ail. Did you know this before ?”

AYes, Lama,” said Mrs. Thornton, with a
look of sorrowful sympathy.

4 You knew all my father’s fate ?”

“ Yes, Lama.”

4 And you kept it secret?”

#AYes, Lama. How could | bear to tell you
and give you pain ?”

Her voice trembled as she spoke. Des«
pard looked at her wish an indescribable ex-
pression.

(to BE CONTINUED.)



