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CHAPTER L

IT was sunsat on the Lake of Geneva. Mont
Blanc was ablaze with glory. Colours which
seemed too bright for earth, and which varied
avary mﬂmantﬂﬁk& the hues of a kaleidoscops,
the scene, till it became paradisiacal,
and you almost ﬂﬂhﬂd that the golden gates

d open and it you into the presence of

Eng]mh family group was gathered in the
of the C!In.t-taullg‘c:l;?I ﬁuml, gmlt contained
tyu.l] a lady, the summer of whose life was
'rm'gmgon the sutumnal. Leady Sarah Mowbra
was 4 WwoIman, tnlllmdmu \jestic, Wi
fine blue eyes, mﬂhmrwhmhhad beanblmk
as the raven's wing. At first sight her presence
awed you, but the moment that you heard her
kindly woice, and felt the charm of her
manner, you began to love her. Her eldest

daughter, Margaret, was the image of herself, only
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that her eyes were dark, and her fi had the
gylph - ]ikaF proportions of earl g':'li;ﬂmmhmd.

er hair was of & rich brown, with golden lights
in it when it caught the sun, and a cluster of
heavy curls fell behind from a tortoise-shell comb,
Her sister, Guendolen, was short and plump, with
light hazal eyes and hair to mateh. She wore a
wavy fringe over her forchead, which imparted a
certain like grace to a countenance which
would have otherwise startled you by its prema-
ture astuteness,

A gﬂnﬂ&man was in attendance, who claimed
kinship with these fair ladies. Being the orphan
gon of & favourits eousin, St. John Munro had
always been treated by Lady Sarah with the
utmoet kindnegs ; and {m hﬂ.lfhﬂ&'ll aecustomed
in his youth to spend his holidays at Lancaster
Court, which was a few miles from London.

* How glorious ! oxclaimed Margaret, tummhg
tﬂhermglt}mr, while her eyes were suffused wi
tears. ‘I wish Emily was ; 1 canmot think
what makes her so late.’

‘Haven't you enough beauty to satisfy even
you for the present ?* asked St. John, withdraw-
ing his eyes from the splendid view to fix them
on the girl whom he addressed.

‘I always like to have those whom I most love
to ghare my enjoyment,’ she replied.

A sort of w crossed the marble brow or
St. John, his eye flashed a glance of reproach at
R s il

¢ ays dislike the superlative ;

‘Are j"glfl Jjealous of Eﬂy before you have
seen her ¥ mischievously inquired Guendolen.
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£4 Like M-&mﬂﬂr T would reign,
And T would reign alone,’ "

was the pla retort of St. John, as his eye again
rested wﬂhfuliuk of conscious power on fhﬂ now
blu Margaret.

At this moment the door ed and the
walter announced— Lord and Fitzalan.'

The first of these visitors was & man of statel
presence, MmMAD older than his beantif

sister, around wE the ladies gathered with

nﬁ'ecuonata CATESRER,

‘What has made you so late ¥ inquired the
hostess, as she took the arm of her newly arrived
guest, and led the way to the supper-room.

‘To tell you:the truth, he rgghed,fl had a
curiosity to hear the Roman Catholic Bishop
preach at your cathedral He iz certainly a
wonderful man. My little sister hers wants to
malkes his acquaintances,”

g:rShB mnﬁlydﬂ ti'mht;amidlﬂd Sarah.
‘ We expect the honour o presence here to-
INOTTOW evening, to meet & fow frignds, and you
must both come.’

The invitation was accepted with abam:mrﬁ
look of ﬂmﬂa from Ehml s blue eyes, w
was not lost on the ub&erml: St. John,

‘Whoever has listened to the eloquence
of Monseigneur Mermillod, will be able to under-
stand the effect which his discourse, delivered
with the most glowi m&t::_ducad upon the
enthusiastic mu:ld of Misa Fi She had been
bruught , like her brother, in the cold philo-

h]y nitarisnism. Her intellect had been

y cultivated, but the religions impulses of
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her ardent nature had never found a vent, On
this particular Sunday evening, Monseigneur
Mermillod had chosen for his subject—The
Mystery of the Adorable Trinity. It was like the
aurora of a new life to Emily. The vision of the
Godhead flashed upon her soul with a splendour
that was almoat intolerable, The e genera-
tion of the Most High God, ¢ still begetting, still
begotten, still His own perfections seeing,’ sub-
dued her intelligence and captivated her heart.
But her emotion was so deep, that not even to
Adrian, her beloved, her adored brother, eould
il;a unbosom herself as yet, even if she could

ve expectad thy, which was v far
from henl:l; the l::g:l PaH]s]rlnrdshiP’a mﬁ-ﬁgﬁmﬁc
prejudices were too notorious.

e gty

CHAPTER II

It was a happy partE; that assembled at the
Clarence Hotel on the following evening. There
were several visitors, and a murmur of suppressed
admiration went round the room when Miss
Fitzalan entered on the arm of her brother. She
was simply sttired in white tarlatane, and her
tresses of pale gold were artistically braided.
Her countenance was so full of soul that it could
not fail to interest the most ordinary spectator.
When the Bishop of Gencva was announced a
flush of the deepest carnation suffused her cheek.
Margaret was standing next to her, and said :
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‘ Monseigneur, it me to present my special
friend, Miss Fitzuﬁm’ .75

He took her hand with one of his beaming
smiles, and expressed his pleasure at making her
acquaintance. He was quite the life of the party.
Lord Fitzalan, whose powers of conversation were
usually great, was more than commonly silent.
Towards the close of the evening the young
people strolled into the garden. Emily alone re-
mained in the drawing-room. It happened that
the Bishop was particularly intﬂmteg in looki
over some choica illuminations which Lady 3
had just completed. A sorvant entered on some
particular errand to the hostess, who, with a
E:meefu] apology, requested Miss Fitzalan to take

or place in entertaining her Right Reverend
t until her retorn. Emily was generally
ﬁzﬁngumhed for the perfect ease of her manner
in society, but on this ocecasion it seemed to
desert her; she became fluzhed, and then pale as
death, while the taper fingers of her beautiful
hands unconsciously pulled to ﬁeﬂm the bUUﬂnﬁt
which adorned her corsage. Monseigneur Mer-
1:::11'.{:1";5[5"L saw her mnbatmamanhma:;ld t it pro-
ceeded from something deeper shyness, He
soemed to be obsorving the pieturs bﬁfm him,
and remarked, without looking at her :

* Lady Sarah, without intending it, has given
to this onna the features and the expression
of Miss Mowbray.’

‘Yes,' said Emily, ‘it is true; then after a
pause she added, ‘That notion of a Divine
maternity seems to be a source of great consola-
tion to Catholics,’



