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CHAPTER 1

[(HEME] T ALHIRELFEHERGE SN
EARKEXRENRBERENXB. RARE
B TEMBE S L hRERNE, 8%, BNE%
FExik. TRHRANESL, BFLXH, A
RREAG AHAE—RER, BFTHERHRR,
YERERTRRAMES NP B LML BHUR
Wi, ERAMBMEN R LRAXEREER
WEAE, SETRSMEAAZAFERENE
Wk, AORERARERRX N LA & XA F

Arthur! sat in the library of the theological seminary?®
- at Pisa®, looking through® a pile of manuscript sermons’.
It was a hot evening in June, and the windows stood wide

1. Arthur: ['a:82] A £, B@ Arthur Burton {'ba:tn], Fit%&
%5 Felice Rivarez, 45 the Gadfly. 2. the theological sem-~
inary: B, X B HBFLRFHEHFHITR EHLTORR,
3. Pisa: ['piiza} HFE, BARFIDEWR, WEIXFILGOL,
4. looking through: {740% 3, . manuscript sermons:
EHBHTR, -
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open, with the shutters half closed for coolness. The
Father Director, Clanon Montanelli’, paused a moment
in his writing to glance lovingly at the black head® bent
over the papers.

“Can’t you find it, carino® ? Never mind; I must re-
write the passage. Possibly it has got torn up®, and I have
kept you all this time for nothing.”

Montanelli’s voice was rather low, but full and reso-
nant, with a silvery purity of tone that gave to his speech
a peculiar charm. It was the voice of a born orator, rich
in possible modulations't. » When he spoke to Arthur its
note was always that of a caress.

“No, Padre'?, T must find it; I’m sure you put it here.
You will never make it the same by rewriting.”

Montanelli went on with his work. A sleepy cockchaf
er’® hummed drowsily outside the window, and the long,
melancholy call of a fruitseller echoed down the street:
“Fragola®s ! fragola !”

“‘On the Healing of the Leper’®; here it is,”” Arthur
came across the room with the velvet tread!® that always
exasperated the good folkV at home. He was a slender lit-
tle creature, more like an Italian in a sixteenth-century

6. The Father Director: father RJRX}RE=HEHITHIFWE;
director X B {E“MitBipr " B, 7. Canon Montanelli:
canon fEAIEMN LA #; Montanelli ZH+, Arthur
FARF, FERANIXREH, 8. the black head: KFEK
hodia). = 9. Carino: [B] (AR ZERN, KBHE
HETERARF, EFNMBSN, BEKIE D EH A K AR E

10. got torn up: WHFIE T, 11. rich in possible modula-
tions: BT, 3§ voice. 12, Padre: ['pa:dri] [#]
AL, RERFEN F AT, 13. cockchafer: & 5 F,
14. Fragola: [B &% T, 15. ‘On the Healing of the
Leper’: «2aMMHAUEA>, B RS RE, BHY AN MR
AL 16. the velvet tread: TKKHIZE, 17. the
good folk: FEE FHFMER K,
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bortrait than a middle-class English lad of the ’thirtiesté;
From the long eycbrows and sensitive mouth to the small
hands and feet, everything about him?® was too much chisels
led, overdelicate, Sitting still, he might have becn taken
for a very pretty girl masquerading in malé attire®®; but
when he moved, his lithe agility suggested 4 tamé panthef
without the claws.

“Is that really it ? What should I do without you;
Arthur ? 1 should always be losing my things. No, I ami
not going to write any more now. (Come out into the gar-
den, and T will help you with your work. What is the bit
you couldn’t understand ?

They went out into the still, shadowy cloister garden,
The seminary occupied the buildings of an old Dominican
monastery®!, and two hundred years ago the squaie court-
yard had been stiff and trim, and the rosemary and lavender
had grown in close-cut® bushes between the straight box
edgings®®. Now the white-robed monks who had tended
them were laid away?%, and forgotten; but the scented herbs
flowered still in the gracious midsummer evening, though no
man gathered their blossoms for simples?s any more. Tufts
of wild parsley and columbine filled the cracks between
the flagged footways, arid the well in the middle of the
courtyard was given up to ferns and matted stone-crop®,.

18. the 'thirties: Z-HER, XEH ALY LZ1FR, 19, every-
thing about him: b & F & — ¥ 4. 20, he might
.. male attire; MHBFRFLRANNBIMEEE RN XTLE R
21, an old Dominican monastery: MJjHI—Fi &% BEiREE
B, #XERREK AELAE" ., BRESORMZ—, +=H#
B HARFALH¥R (Domingo de Guzman, #)1170—1221)
B #1, 22, close-cut: ¥ B 5§ #Y, .23. between the
straight box edgings: TE(EHE) ZEK G ALK B 2dim].
24. were laid away: #iF3E 25. simples: #§%, 26. was
given up to ferns and matted stone-crop: il{r#%3E M-SR

HRRET, fern: Fifn; stone-crop: BRI,



The roses had run wild, and their straggling suckers trailed
across the paths; in the box borders flared great red poppies;-
tail foxgloves drooped above the tangled grasses; and the
old vine, untrained and barren of fruit, swayed from the
branches of the neglected medlar-tree, shaking a feafy head
with slow and sad persistence.

In one corner stood a huge summer-flowering magnolia,
a tower of dark foliage, splashed here and there with milk-
white blossoms??. A rough wooden bench had been placed
against the trunk; and on this Montanellisat down. Arthur
was studying philosophy at the university; and, coming to
a difficulty with a book?, had applied to “the Padre” for
an explanation of the point. Montanelli was a universal
encyclopaedia to him, though he had never been a pupil
of the seminary.

“I had better go now,” he said when the passage had
been cleared up®; “unless you want me for anything.”

“I don’t want to work any more, but I should like
you to stay a bit if you have time.”

“Oh, yes !” He leaned back against the tree-trunk
and looked up through the dusky branches at the first faint
stars glimmering in a quiet sky. The dreamy, mystical eyes,
deep blue under black lashes, were an inheritance from his
Cornish®* mother, and Montanelli turned his head away,
that he might not see them.

“You are looking tired, carins,” he said.

“I can’t help it.”’8! There was a weary sound in Ar-

27. a tower of ... blossoms: RBHIFH 4—BR--HE, B4R
BEALOMNTESE. 28. coming to a difficulty with a book:
FE—Z& B F b3 %A, 29. when the passage had been
cleared up' SIM—BREBPHLUS, clear up: BB GER).
30. Cornish: ['ko:nif] BFEK/REGHY, BEik/R (Cornwall) R ZE#
2 FR A — B, REMERAZE BEEREOYIGA (Celt).

31. 1 can’t help it: FRHME,
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thur’s voice, and the Padre noticed it at once,

“You should not have gone up to college so soon®;
you were tired out with sick-nursing®® and being up at night.
I ought to have insisted on your taking a thorough rest
before you left Leghorn34,.”

“*Oh, Padre, what’s the use of that ? I couldn’t stop
in that miserable house after mother died. Julia®* would
have driven me mad !”

Julia was his cldest step-brother’s wife, and a thorn in
his side®s,

“I should not have wished you to stay with your rela-
tives,” Montanelli answered gently. “I am sure it would
have been the worst possible thing for you. But I wish you
could have accepted the invitation of your English doctor
friend; if you had spent a month in his house you would
have been more fit to study.”

“No, Padre, I shouldn’t indeed?® ! The Warrens®®
are very good and kind, but they don't understand; and
then they are sorry for me—1I can see it in all their faces—
and they would try to console me, and talk about mother.
Gemma?® wouldn’t, of course; she always knew what not to
say, even when we were babies; but the others would.
And it isn’t only that »

“What is it then, my soni® ?”

32. You should not bave gone up to college so soon: AR
WEPAE L k%, 33 sicknursing: FPRA. X B 48
Arthur 75 {8 Bt 3¢ BT AT 1 B 3P, 34. Leghorn: [‘leg
'hom] BAFIBEEWANRD, HEKHEHBRI (Livorns),
35. Julia: ['dju:ljs] Arthur & X }FB&K 7 James Burton #)
= 36. a thorn in his side: F{ERMPE, a thorn
in one’s flesh (or side): [Ay 1 A KBRS, g 31
shouldr’t indeed = I shouldn’t accept the invitation indeed,
38. The Warrens: [‘worinz]. Arthur Wk, #%EE4 Warren
B—%, 39. Gemma: B Gemma Warren, XPtyLEA
2. WASREAR Jennifer ['dsenif], Bl ARIFZM R Com-
ma. 40, my son: REETF, RRIHGLHHIGEHHT,
&Gk my daughter,



Arthur pulled off some blossoms from a drooping fox-
glove stem and crushed them nervously in his hand.

“I can’t bear the town,” he began afiex a moment's
pause.

“There are the shops where she used to buy me toys
when I was a little thing, and the walk*' along the shore
where -I used to take her until she got too ill. Wherever
I go it’s the same thing*?; every market-girl*® comes up to
me with bunches of flowers—as if I wanted them now !
And there’s the churchyard—I had to get away; it made
me sick to see the places—"

He broke off and sat tearing the foxglove bells to picces.
The silence was so long and deep that he looked up, wonder-
ing why the Padre did not speak. It was growing dark
under the branches of the magnolia, and everything seemed
dim and indistinct; but there was light enough to show the
ghastly paleness of Montanelii’s face. He was bending his
head down, his right hand tightly clenched upon the edge
of the bench. Arthur lookcd away with a sense of awe-
struck wonderts. It was as though he had stepped unwit-
tingly on to holy ground!s.

“My God !” he thought; “how small and selfish I am
beside him ! If my trouble were his own he couldn’t feel
it more.”

Presently Montanelli raised his head and looked round.

41. walk: BUBI%RR, 42. Wherever I go it’s the same
thing: RieREDHE, BRFAFNER(NEERIEBEER
BEHHLRY). 43. marketgirl: 7RG ERBEHHARG
BIESIEHEM). 44. it made me sick to see the place:
FHINFP A T7 (FEE et B B E M) RERG L, 45. with
a sense of awe-struck wonder: FH - R BENERZR.
46. stepped unwittingly on to holy ground: T3¢ vk | X
T. XEHF Arthur 3} Montanelli #0485, REHMEH - -WHER
%, 47. he couldn’t feel it more: (it RAIRBE s T
.



“I won’t press you to go back there; at all events®®, just
now,” he said in his most caressing tone; “but you must
promisc me to take a thorough rest when your vacation be-
gins this summer. I think you had better get a holiday right
away froun the neighbourhood of Leghorn®. T can’t have
you breaking down in health.”

“Where shall you go when the seminary closes®,
Padre ?”

“I shall have to take the pupils into the hills, as usual,
and see them settled there. But by the middle of August
the subdirectors! will be back from his holiday. I shall try
to get up into the Alps*? for a little change. Will you come
with me ? 1 could take you for some long mountain ram-
bles, and you would like to study the Alpine’® mosses and
lichens. But perhaps it would be rather dull for you alone
with me ?”

“Padre ! Arthur - clasped his hands in what Julia
called his ‘demonsirative foreign way.”® “I would give
anything on earth to go away with you®s. Only—I am not
sure—"" He stopped.

“You don’t think Mr. Burton would allow it ?”

“He wouldn’t like it, of course, but he cou.. hardly
interfere. I am eighteen now and can do what I choose,
After all, he’s only my step-brother; I don’t see that I owe
him obedience®®. He was always unkind to mother.”

48. at all events: L&A, 49. right away from the
neighbourhood of Leghorn: ;EM ¥ ¥HX . right away from
KBV TR R 50. closes: #{E. 51. subdirec-

tor: GGR%BEH) BB, 52 the Alps: [=lps] FI/RERBRL
B 53. Alpine: ['zlpain] Bl/R 818G, 54. demon-
strative foreign way: Bi5sBasEIR L, 55. I would
give anything on earth to go away with you: FX/E 2 ¥ {1 BR
#i—i2#, would give anything to ...: oy TESHF
—47. 56. I don’t see that I owe him obedience: &R
B T4 —E BRABT T,



“But if he seriously ohjects, I think you had better not
defy his wishes; you may find your position at home made
much harder if- * )

“Not a bit harder !” Arthur broke in passionately.
“They always did hate me and always will—it doesn’t matter
what I do. Besides, how can James seriously object to my
going away with you—with my father confessor®? ?”

“He is a Protestant®®, remember. However, you had
better write to him, and we will wait to hear what he thinks.,
But you must not be impaticn‘t, my son; it matters just as
much what you do%?, whether people hate you or love you.”

The rebuke was so gently given that Arthur hardly
coloured under it. “Yes, I know,” he answered, sighing;
“but it is so difficult ”

“I was sorry you could not come to me on Tuesday
evening,” Mentanelli said, abruptly introducing a new
subject. “The Bishop of Arezzo® was here, and I should
have liked you to meet him*»

“I had promised one of the students to go to a meeting
at his lodgings, and they would have been expecting me.”

“What sort of meeting ?”

Arthur seemed embarrassed by the question. “It—
it was n-not a r-regular meeting,” he said with a nervous
little stammer. %A student had come from Genoa®l, and

he made a speech to us—a-a sort of—lecture.”
“What did he lecture about ?”

57. father confessor: iFH#EH42, 58. Protestant: F¥LE.
FRER SO R BT P AR EE SR kB Ik
Bl X# "R, X B Protestant —iigi#E Arthur 5
James 2 EEFHMBE LORR, —FRK, 59, it matters
just as much what you do: BEEMEFREMMA. I— A5k
i Arthur # @ it doesn’t matter what I do FHIER,

60. Arezzo: [o'rezou] B AREHFRERBRHX (Tuscany) — &,
61. Genoa: ['dzensua] X B Genova, ¥ Kk F|— i§# 4.
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Arthur hesitated. ‘““You won’t ask me his name, Padre,
will you? Because I promised—"

“l will ask you no questions at all, and if you have
promised secrecy’® of course you must not tell me; but I
think you can almost trust me by this time.”

“Padre, of course I can. He spoke about—us and our
duty to the people—and to—our own selves; and about—
what we might do to help »

“To help whom ?”

“The contodini®—and—"

“And ?»

“Italy.”

There was a long silence.

“Tell me, Arthur,” said Montanelli, turning to him and
speaking very gravely, “how long have you been thinking
about this ?”

“Since—last winter,”

“Before your mother’s death ? And did she know of
it ?”

“N-no. I—I didn’t care about it then.”

“And now you—care about it?”’

Arthur pulled another handful of bells off the foxglove.

“It was this way, Padre,” he began, with his eyes on the
ground. “When I was preparing for the entrance
examination last autumn, I got to know a good many of the
students; you remember ? Well, some of them began to
talk to me about—all these things, and lent me books. But
I didn’t care much about it; I always wanted to get home
quick to mother. You see, she was quite alone among them
all in that dungeon of a house®; and Julia’s tongue was
enough to kill her. Then, in the winter, when she got so

62. promised secrecy: XRRHETFAZE. 63. contadini:
[BIRE, 64. in that dungeon of a house: FEFSHAE—AR
WETE,



ill, I forgot all about the students and their books; and
then, you know, I left off coming to Pisa altogether®s. [
should have talked to mother if I had thought of it; but it
went right out of my head.” Then I found out that she was:

going to die You know, I was almost con.tantly with
her towards the end®®; often I would sit up the night, and:
Gemma Warren would come in the day to let me get tosleep..
Well, it was in those long nights; I got thinking about
the books and about what the students had said—and
wondering—whether they were right and—what—our Lord
would have said about it all.”

“Did you ask Him®? ?” Montanelli’s voice was not
quite steady.

“Often, Padre. Sometimes I have prayed to Him to
tell me what I must do, or to let me die with mother,
But I couldn’t find any answer.”

“And you never said a word to me. Arthur, I hoped
you could have trusted me.”

“Padre, you know I trust you! But there are some
things you can’t talk about to anyone. I—it seemed to me
that no one could help me—not even you or mother; I must
have my own answer straight from God. You see, it is for
all my life and all my soul®.”

Montanelli turned away and stared into the dusky
gloom of the magnolia branches. The twilight was so dim
that his figure had a shadowy look, like a dark ghost among
the darker boughs.

“And then ?” he asked slowly.

65. I left off coming to Pisa altogether: FHARAPRILLFER
T. leave off fE &1} %, 66. towards the end = towards
the end of her life: Fr{iiAriy BF - BINE (RS LR ATHI A0
BHFH), 67. Him: 3% our Lord, ERBk#S. 068. 1t
is for all my life and all my soul: X ZXAF)BEHY—FFEP
RAMKE, XE for (£ 5 T5 W



“And then—she died. You know, I had been up the
- last three nights with her——""

He broke off and paused a moment, but Montanclii
did not move,

“All those two days before they buried her,” Arthur
went on in a lower voice, *“I couldn’t think about anything.
Then, after the funeral, I was ill; you remember, I couldn’t
come to confession.”

‘Yes; I remember.”

“Well, in the night I got up and went into mother’s
room. It was all empty; there was only the great crucifix
in the alcove. And I thought perhaps God would help
me. I knelt down and waited—all night. And in the
morning when I came to my scnsts—-Padie, it isn’t any use;
Ican’t explain. I can’t tell you what I saw—I hardly know
myself. But I know that God has answered me, and that
I dare not disobey Him.”

For a moment they sat quite silent in the darkness.
Then Montanelli turned and laid his hand on Arthur’s
shoulder.

“My son,” he said: “God forbid that I should say**
He has not spoken to your soul. But remember your con-
dition when this thing happened, and do not take the fancies
of grief or illness for His solemn call’’, And if, indeed, it
has been His will to answer you out of the shadow of death™,
be sure that you put no false construction on His word™.
What is this thing you have it in your heart to do?® ?**

69. God forbid that I should say ...=May God prevent me
from saying ...t FRREFRMH--- 70. do not take the
fancies of grief or illness for His solemn call: RERF Ik
BRI IRNOB YR LEEFSE. 71. out of the
shadow of death: F3F A HE, 72. be sure that you
put no false _onstruction on His word: T R By 7 558415,
73. What is this thing you have it in your heart to do: #:0»
BERAEt 42



Arthur stood up and answered slowly, as though repeat-
ing a catechism™.

“To give up my life to Italy, to help in freeing her from
all this slavery and wretchedness, and in driving out the
Austrians™, that she may be a free republic, with no king
but Christs,”

“Arthur, think a moment what you are saying ! You
are not even an Italian?.”

*“That makes no difference; I am myself. I have seen
this thing, and I belong to it?.”

There was silence again.

“You spoke just now of what Christ would have
said * Montanelli began slowly; but Arthur interrupted
him:

“Christ said: ‘He that loseth his life for my sake shall
find it?.”

Montanelli leaned his arm against a branch, and shaded

his eyes with one hand.

“Sit down a moment, my son,” he said at last.

Arthur sat down, and the Padre took both his hands
in a strong and steady clasp.

“I cannot argue with you tonight,” he said; ‘this has
come upon me so suddenly?®—I had not thought—I must

74. catechism: Z2#y X%, 75. in driving out the
Austrians = help in driving out the Austrians: #FBh(ith)ER#
FIARZRE E, (FEE LRE, RARLTRETH ERE
5%%T.) 76. with no king but Christ: g EE, &H
FI, XH but BAR. EBe-e-- ZHN R, 77. You are
not even an [talian: {REZEFERENMEARAFIAR, (Arthur HR &
HEEEA, Arthur QEHENBEAFERH. ) 78 I have
seen this thing, and I belong to it: BB T FHENFR,
BT, this thing 33 F3¢ God has answered me. 79.
He that loseth his life for my sake shall find it: Yy R®RE
MARHBBIEL,  loscth = loses. -th, -cth: [H1EH. BH7
B, MARBFRESEZAKHAERALR, it 1§ life. 80. this has
come upon me so suddenly; X4 BT KZER T, come uponi
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have time to think it over. Later on we will talk more
definitely. But, for just now, I want you to remember one
thing, If you get into trouble over this, if you-——die, you
will break my heart.”

“Padre >

“No; let me finish what I have tosay. 1 told you once
that I have no one in the world but you. I think you do
not fully understand what that means. It is difficult when
one is 50 young; at your age I should not have understood.
Arthur, you are as my—as my—own son to me. Do you
see 7 You are the light of my eyes and the desire of my
heart. I would die to® keep you from making a false step
and ruining your life. But there is nothing I can do. I
don’t ask you to make any promises te me; I only ask you
to rcmember this, and to be careful. Think well before
you take an irrevocable step, for my sake, if not for the sake
of your mother in heaven.”

“I will think—and—Padre, pray for me, and for Italy.”

He knelt down in silence, and in silence Montanelli
laid his hand on the bent head. A moment later Arthur
rose, kissed the hand, and went softly away across the dewy
grass. Montanelli sat alone under the magnolia tree, look~
ing straight before him into the blackness.

“It is the vengeance of God that has fallen upon me,”
he thought, “as it fell upon David®?, 1, that have defiled
his sanctuary, and taken the Body of the Lord® into pollut.
ed hands#—he has been very patient with me, and now

81. I would die to ...: RRBFEHEL. e 82, as it fell
upon David: [EMMEESI A BS E—&. KX TREFH XSy
A, UBAE, ERECHETHH T BEEERRD, #
£—)LF. BEHRIRXENTHEH, HHED ERFEER. ©
Bifist. B Montanelli %5 Arthur 2 f 8.3, 47 Arthur,
CURiBE S fER D, 83. the Body of the Lord: X{k,
84. polluted hands: JiR&F, B Montanelli @F, PR i
Arthur ZHRE, JEHCHBREEZ S,



