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to the leg end his horse is twice wounded. 
The Light estftliy is rapidly fading from 
sight in smoke and dust far down to the 
front ; the connection has been irreparably 
sundered ; shall he further imperil Me 
troops, or shall he not? He has decided.

“They have sacrificed the Light Brigade; 
they shall not the Heavy if I can help it 1”

And beck they ride ont of the taking 
cross-fire from the heights, to count their 
losses, to wonder how the battle rages down 
the valley, and to be ready to cover the 
retreat.

But will there be any. retreat ? Does it 
seem possible that any remnants of the gay 
brigaoe that has just disappeared in yonder 
battery smoke will ever make their way 
back? Even if tiiey break away from the 
Russian cavalry Cow can they hope to run 
the gauntlet of rear and cross batteries T 
Think of those rapidly served 
the Causeway Heights and 
Fedtoukine Hills 1 It i

Lord
the
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JuDoa Ross, in hie address to tiSe Grand 
Jury at Cobonrg Assises, expressed Me 
opinion that the result of the extension of 
the franchise was to give the right to vote 

without education or ability 
dent to enable them to exercise their right 
intelligently» and consequently they were 
susceptible to corrupt influences, and lent 
themselves the more readily to the 
sion of illegal acts.

11 That’s a very neat turnout,” said the 
young woman’s father as Augustus sped 
from the door.

to
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that anything can survive such a storm of
iron.

Bat Jsbrokritsky is not to be permitted 
to complete the work of slaughter from the 
Fedionktoe Hills.

Far up the valley that brave Frenchman, 
General Morris, with his magnificent Chas
seurs d'Afrique, looks down on the advance 
of the Light Brigade. Generous admiration 
changea to horror as he sees it charge 

betweeff'the Russian hat*
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if *
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straight down 
tories. He perceives that a terrible blunder 
has been made ; he will do what he can to 
minimize its effect. He is a man of prompt 
decision. Jabrokritsky’s batteries, doing 
snob deadly execution, must be silenced ; 
and he will silence them. He orders the 
gallant D’AllonviUe and the “ Travellers ” 
to attack.

Bringing forward the right shoulder the 
regiment moves off at a quick pace, 
wheels to the right and sweeps down upon 
the flank of the nearest battery. Veterans 
are there. The Russian artillerymen quickly 
limber up and dash off, while Jabrokritaky 
himself leads np a strong force to prevent 
D’AllonviUe from carrying off the guns.' 
But D’Altonville’s work is done ; the recall
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is sounded, and he retires. And, thanks to 
the noble Frenchman’s welVtiraed attack, 
the murderous batteries of the Fedionktoe

kmHills, #Mch inflicted so much injury on our 
cavalry in their advance, are silent daring 
their retreat.

And such a retreat 1 Lance thrusts and 
sabre strokes may be parried or evaded ; 
not so the plunging shot, the hail of 
musket balls and the whirring fragmente 
of shell.1 And yet the efforts of Liprandi’s 
gunners are to some extent a cover for the 
i et resting cavalry, protecting them from 
pursuit by the Russian squadrons. But 
the brave boys have sore hearts. Sadly 
they ride ever bodies of dead comrades. 
Mounted men, sorely wounded, cling to 
their horses, and others not so fortunate 
struggle along on foot or, exhausted and weak 
from Toes of blood, lie down to be speared to 
death and stripped by the implacable 
Cossacks. Brave fellows give np their 
mounts to wounded comrades and walk be
side them. And all the time Liprandi’s 
gunners on the Causeway Heights do their 
worst. Would that Lord Lucan had had 
General Morris’ foresight 1 Bat, hark I a 
British cheer ! And out of the smoke of the 
fray, Lord Paget, bringing up the rear of 
the stragglers.. «merger to be warmly 
greeted by Lord Cardigan and fellow sur-
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It has been a pregnant twenty minutes I 
Dearly has glory been purchased. The 

13th Light Dragoons muster only ten men 1 
Examination shows that we have lost 113 
killed ; 134 wounded ; 15 un wounded
prisoners, and that 475 horses were killed 
and 42 wounded. We have lost many offi
cers. And what have we gained ?

Ah 1 it was splendid ! “ Tes,” says the
sage French general, Bosquet, “It Uf 
splendid ; but it is not war r

“ What did you mean, sir,” says Lord 
Raglan, by attacking a battery in front, 
contrary to all the usages of war, and the 
customs of the service !”

“ My Lord,” replies Cardigan, “ I hope 
you will not blame me, for I received the 
order to attack from my superior officer to 
front of the troops.” ^

And so the Charge of the Light Brigade— 
brought about by a most deplorable blunder 
—has become, by reason of the bravery of 
the officers and men. engaged, enshrined in 
history, to shed lustre on British arms and 
to live as an example of daring and devotion 
to duty ; while, notwithstanding his nnfor- 
I mate severance from his men—which none 
regretted more than he—Lord Cardigan is 
conceded to fully deserve Ms commanding 
officer’s high encomium :

“ He was as brave as a lion ! ”

6 Packs of Cards FREE.
One pack May I. O. U. Home ; 1 pack Escort 

fine pack Flirtation : one pack Hold to the 
Light ; one pack Our Sofa Just Holds Two. One 
sample book full of Noveltioe, all free, if you 
send 6c. silver for postage. A. W. KINNt.Y 
•• I. L, Yarmouth, ft. a.

ARMSTRONG’S CART,

THE 'ARMSTRONG J 
ELLIPTIC SPRING CART

N21

With spring easy back, the greatest advantage
buggy, combined with the low cost and*light 
and handy travelling conveniences of a two 
wheeler. Ask for this cart. It will please you. 
J. B. ARMSTRONG MANUFACTURING CO.

(Limited.) Guelph, Canada, 
(Please mention this paper when writing.)

DE LAVAL CREAM SEPARATORS,
(Hand and Steam Power.)

Carter’s Famous Rennet Extract,
Cheese and Butter Color,

Babcock Milk Testers,
Dairy Utensils, Eto.

Wholesale Agent for Canada.
WILSON, 

Produce Commission Merchant, 
Please mention thial 88 SL Peter Street
paper when writing. / Montreal.

Masquettk.

MeCellem’s Rheumatic Repellent
Is carefully prepared by W. A. McCollom, 
druggist, Tileonbnrg. Sold at wholesale in 
Montreal, Toronto, Hamilton, London, 
Winnipeg and by retail druggists generally. 
When not obtainable Mr. McOollom prepays

?

single express on receipt of price, $1.00 per 
bottle, or 6 for $5.00.

AGENTS WRITE TO US *The Longest Wards,
Here are the nine longest words in the 
iglish language at the present writing : 
SuticonstitutTonalist.
Philoprogenitiveness.
Incomprehensibility. 
Disproportionableness. 
Honormcibilitudinity. /

pedes trianisticaL 
ibatantionableneas.

For particulars and terms. If you want to „ 
make money, now is your time. If you are 
handling any line that does not bring you in 
big money, drop it and engage with us, and 
success is sure.

En

William Briggs, 
Toronto, OutVeloci 

Transi 
Proant i tion subs tationis t. 
A n thropophagener ian. MICHIGAN USDS FOB SALE.

Acre.°£'ÆSeH"'SF:î
prim ranging from $**£ $5 per sore. Thee, 
lands are close to enterprising new towns, 
churches, schools, eto., and will be sold on mo* 6 
favorable terms. Apnly to a

R. M. PIERCE, West Bay City. •
Or to

J. W. CURTIS, Whittemore, -Mich 
Please mention this paper when writing.

Note.—Our readers having spare time on 
their hands cannot do better than take up 
an agency for the Domininion Silver Co’y, 
Read their advertisement.

Omitted the Function.
“ My wife has sent me around to thrash 

the society editor,” he announced,, as he 
entered the editorial rooms.

“ What's the trouble !” asked the chief.
“ In writing op her dinner 

night he neglected to call 
That calls for blood, 
on the villain !”

and ball last 
it a function. 
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The body of George Reynold, a stone- 
mason, was found in the raceway in front of 
Meldrom, Devidnon k Co’s, mill, Peter boro’, 
yesterday. It is supposed he fell in ftooi-

The director of Warner’s Observatory, in 
Rochester, has succeeded in obtaining an 

photograph of the eight-tailed 
comet that is creating wonder in the aetron-
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,1» the flreotlon of the ArababU Redoubt, 

object, views me strange oonanot as a graveSheCesS. m

of «..obi. 2âfi-riMi254r7tiwbri8^io2yooltM« towrad Bdratave. » Thé Rom is awmkeoing. The eon, on out

-Mrad it, na- futfTth, ^ to bta
rod. book .gun. Now ^ , A. the brigbd. sdranora the iteod 

they rail the roll end ooont tSeooet of the torn, ihort end gallop. toward the Une, 
•oUoraoent whioh na long rath.mrattal hewing the horribly manned Nolan, left 
■plrit wanna the buatt mit ehaU reflect head on rein and sword um uplifted. A* he 
itnpranMbta glory on Brfttahkrau. neats n. hi, bind, drop^ uid from the lip.

r-Mm,” ray, the Intrepid Oudigm u of the ghratiy rider oomra . .hriek so weird,

fault of mine.” , , the heights Lord Raglan and ataff look
“Never mind. My Ix>rd 1 we are ready to down upon as with wonder and alarm, 

go again I ” Liprandl sees us too. Never for a
Tea ; brilliant as was the chaîne, great does he suspect that our goal is the Coesaok 

ae must be its moral effects, and deserving battery. He has rightly judged Lord 
of praise as are the gallant fellows who RagWe intentions, and he expects us to 
mane it, it was, nevertheless, a stupendous bring forwaid the left shoulder and move 
blunder. the Arabtabia Redoubt, flo sure is he that

the recapture of the guns is our object that 
he withdraws his infantry beyond No. 2 
Redoubt and forms hollow squares to with
stand our expected attack. What an oppor- 
tuity Lord Lucan’s blunder has lost 1 

The Light Brigade has now fairly entered 
the Valley of Slaughter. * Down the 
in our front tear solid shot which crash 
through our ranks, and from right apd left 
slopes a hellish hail df shell, roend shot» 
grape,canister and mttskèt balls sweeps men 
andhorsee before it. Dead horses eo down 
to obstruct our progress ; wounded horses 
plunge about wildly, with horribly human 
screams, crushing wounded riders and break
ing our ranks. On ! On ! ! Before ns the 
battery in fall play ; behind us a trail of 
dead and mangled horses and men I Follow 
the white stockinged charger, men I Cardi
gan points the way 1

Eighty yards yet I OrabA l / Every gun 
in the Coesaok battery belches forth its 
metal vomit 1 The carnage is horrible. 
The chestnut charger and rider are safe, but 
cruel desolation is wrought in onr line. Men 
and hersee mingle in a welter of confusion, 
and the missiles whioh have mangled and 
dismembered them hurtle on to do farther 
destruction in the supporting lines. Many 
officers go down. Oapt. Oldham of the 13th, 
Cept. Goad, Cornet Montgomery, Capti 
Winter, Lieut. Thomson and many others 
are never seen afterward. But it ta the 
last salvo. Extricating themselves from the 
floundering mass of disabled and writhing 
horses and men the fifty or sixty survivots 
of the first line plunge after their leader 
into the battery smoke.

Sabres in the air now, men 1 Bravely you 
have run the gauntlet of Death down the 
valley, without a chance to strike able 
At them now ! Remember your slain com
rades I The second and third lines, in 
diminished echelon, are here. Swabs and 
ramrods are dropped. Down go the Cossack 
gunners, spitted through or with deft 
skulls, or they crawl beneath the gun car-; 
riages for shelter ! Many an artilleryman’s 

ite will weep for this day’s work I 
On past the guns sweeps Gapt. Morris, 

with a score of survivors of the 17th 
Lancers, which he drives straight at the 
halted souadrons of Russian horse. Down 
go the Muscovite spears, and in an instant 
the gay Lancers are buried deep in their 
ranks. Morris rides at the squadron leader 
and, point on, transfixes him with his 
sword. Unlucky thrust ! The very death
blow to hie enemy pihione him to the body, 
from which he cannot witîsémw hes eworo,' 
and he is held by the wrist-knot until, 
struck down by sabers and lances, he is 
made a prisoner. Lieut. Chadwick, too is 
severely wounded and falls into the hands 
of the enemy. Well is it for them that 
officers are near at hand ! Unrestrained by 
officers the Cossacks have a way of saving 
trouble with prisoners.

Where is Lotd Cardigan !
Shooting through the 

advance of Hie men, Cardigan 
self alone in the presence of solid phalanxes 
of Russian oavalry, who attempt to sur
round and capture him. He parries their 
lance thrusts until almost unnorsed

t

Let me take^the reader oversr th ground.

Yonder is th» North Valley stretching 
away in front. On the left is the Fedtoukine 
Hills, occupied by Jsbrokritsky with 8 bat
talions. 4 squadrons and 14 guns. On onr 
right is the Causeway Height», held by 

with his strong force of infantry

a fall mile and a half down the valley 
where, behind a Don Coesaok battery of 12 
pieces, they stand massed, probably count
ing their losses in the recent engagement 
with Scarlett’s Heavies. The enemy has the 
valley covered from either side and one end 
by artillery, infantry and oavalry.

His line on the Causeway Heights, how
ever, is weak. Scarlett’s attack has caused 
the retirement of his horse and at the re
doubts captured by him yesterday he would 
be iU able to withstand an attack. Lord 
Raglan from the Headquarters Hill sees his 
opportunity, as it cannot be seen from the 
valley or the lower slopes, and he deter
mines to make the attempt to recapture the 
redoubts and save the guns. He is not 
given to placing too much faith in oavalry.
He has been awaiting the appearance of 

age’s and Oathcartfs Divisions of In
fantry, but the latter is tardy. What he 
does must be done soon If it is to effect his 
purpose. The Russian flank may be easily 
turned ; he will appeal to the cavalry.

October 25th, 1854, will be a great day in 
the annals of cavalry. The men were early 
under arms. Just as they were about to be 
dismissed for breakfast they received the 
order to advance. Their haversacks were 
empty. The Heavy Brigade won glory on 
empty stomachs ; ft is the Light Brigade's 
turn now. Right under their eves on the 
slopes of the Chersonese the brilliant dash 

the Heavies was made, while they were 
compelled to stand with sheathed sabres 
and curse the orders which doomed them to 
inaction. But their work is out out for 
them now I Soon Captain Morris who has 
just implored in vain that Cardigan would 
allow him to lead hie regiment to the sup
port of the Heavies, may give his charger 
the rein and revel in the carnage of a veri
table Valley of Death 1 

Down from Headquarters Heights comes 
an aide with a despatch from Lord Raglan :

“ Cavalry to advance and take advantage of 
any opportunity to recover the heights. They 
will be supported by the infantry who have 
been ordered to advance on two fronts.”

Brief enough, explicit enough, it 
but Lord Luoan fails to grasp its meaning 
or its urgency. He cannot see the whom 
field as can his chief ; 
bend the object of the 
Heavies to await the arrival of the infantry 
he advances across the valley with the Light 
Brigade, and there he halts them and waits 
—and waits.

Every field glass on Headquarters Hill is 
tun ed on the cavalry on the right slope of 
the valley. Lord Raglan cannot know that 
his order has been misconstrued—that instead 
of advancing on the enemy and looking to 
the infantry for support, Luoan is waiting 
to support the infantry with hie cavalry.
To the Commander-in-Chief his inaction is 
inexplicable, provoking ; it invites disaster, 
and that disaster—the loss of the guns—the 
very one the order was intended to pre'
Even now, unseen by Lucan, but in full 
view of the staff on Headquarters Heights,
Liprandi’s artillerymen move forward with 
horses and lasso tackle to carry off the 
captured ordnance. Over half an hour has
passed since Luoan received the “ third , „ .......
.-der” i why dora not h. adynnoo Branwhll. remnant, of the brigade are

Lord Raglan's patience is exhausted. & "gawd in tenthly unequal struggle, with 
Calling Quartermaster General Atray h? detachments of the enemy . uavalry. Morn, 

dictates a new order. To whom shall ft be handfol of Lancer, hare drive, in the Rue- 
entrusted ? Nolan I Nolan, the brilliant, nan line, bat are aoon compelled to retreat 
drahingaide.de camp of Airey. The daring and]haw their way through a flanking body 
young oavalry enthusiast seize, the impor- of Coarack spearmen. While the Conflict 
tant paper, and at break neck speed tear, with the oavalry rage., th. Ru» move, np 
down the slope. He he. been ch.8ng et artillery team, to attempt to rave the gone. 
Lord Lnoan’e inaction and, what he con- He i. not to be permitted to do eo unop. 
naive, to bo, wilful dUobedience of the P»=<1 A «alUnt l ttle Mud oomporad of 
« third order “ of the Commanding Officer, men from the 18th Light Dragoon, and 17th 
and he burn, with eagernera and anger as off.™ desperate and bloody remet-
he bring, hi. .toed to it. haunches Before once, until Brlgwje Major M.yow order, a 
Lord Clean, salutes, and prêtante the chargaon the cavalry in th. rear. Nor to the 
“ fourth order.” 7et- 11U> “n*“™,‘Dd 4tb

Sitting in hie raddle in front ot the troop. I-W Dragoooi are among the artillerymen, 
Lord Lucan read, the order : «ittlng. aUshiog. thrusting. Valoronaÿ

Russians strive to save the Czar s 
Determinedly their assailants 

struggle for possession. Cornet Edward 
Warwioke Hunt actually dismounts and 
attempts to unhitch a Russian team I The 
carnage is hideous I Mild-mannered and 
ordinarily tender-hearted men become very 
fiends of slaughter ! Sabres drip, and men 
are bespattered with core ! Ah !, it is 
horrible enough ! But the 
the batteiy ; they even disable some guns 
in the rear, whioh the enemy is in the act 
of removing ! Well done, Paget 1

ndred yards beyond the batterv 
Col. Shewell, with the remnants of the 8th 
Hussars, finds himself 
with squadrons of Russian horse on thiee 
sides
minutes—minutes which were hour long to 
him. Just as he is joined by Mayow and 
his fifteen Lancers he descries three 
squadrons of Russians moving swiftly down 
and forming front toward -the Russian rear.

does he know their object I They 
intend to cat off his retreat ! “ Right
about—Wheel !” and the 70 horsemen are 
hurled at the three squadrons forming in 
the valley. The struggle is brief ; the loss 
small, and melting away before the 
onslaught the Russian horsemen are soon 
seeking safety on the higher slopès. And' 
our little band, joined, by Capt. Jenyns 
with a few survivors of the 13«h Light 
Dragoons, begins the retreat up the Death

Coif Douglas, with a little body of the 
11th Hussars, Jias been pursuing the enemy 
far down the Vqjley, toward the aqueduct, 
but now he is pressed back by a strong 
force of cavalry. The 4th Dragoons, in 
broken formation, jnst out of the struggle 
for the battery, come up at the critical 
moment, and Lord Paget, self-possessed as 
if on the parade ground, grasps the situation 
at a glance. The little group of 70 Dra
goons and Hussars are within 40 yards of a 
compact body of attacking Russian horse ! 
“ If you don’t front, my boys, we are 
done !” Timely appeal ! Close in the 
stragglers ; narrow tne front ! The Rus
sians know what that formation means ; 
they have learned to look for much from 
ont- oavalry. They hesitate ; they halt ; 
and the danger is past.

But what is that body of troops 
left roar ! Our own 17th ! Oh, »o J -, 

y times the strtngth of our 17th 
before to-day’s fatal lolly. Lieut. Roger
Palmer has sharp eyes, and well he knows 
the headgear of the 
Jeropkine’e three squadrons, who, seeing 
onr plight, have moved down from the 
Traotir Road to intercept us and ont off onr 
retreat. Well may Lord Paget say : “ We 
are in a devil of a fix !” Minutes are 
precious ; but in great crises men think 
quickly. Lord Paget sees the value of in
stant action, and he rises to the 

about!” and 
by a few stragglers from the 

line we begin the retreat along the 
death-strewn trail Throe squadrons deep 
the Russians form in out path. Does ft 

t annihilation ! It loons like it. As 
Lord Pagety ittle troop approaches Jerop- 

swingwhack the right shoulder and 
wheels hie squadrons halfback to attack it 
on the flank at the moment of passing. 
The manœuvre is tactically good, but rather

Cambrld

w !

of

he does not compre- 
order. Leaving the

far in
finds him-

then gallops back through the battery. 
Where are his men ! Through the smoke 
he sees little groups and stragglers of the 
13th Light Dragoons ahd 17th Lancers 

ng up the vally, and giving his horse 
i he follows them. And this mistake 
ragrtil uf Cardigan’s life—that he 

should have retira) and left a single man of 
his command fighting behind him !

the rein 
is the

the
“ Lord Raglan wishes the cavalry to advance 

rapidly to the front and try ltol prevent the 
enemy carrying away the guns. Troop of horse 
artillery may accompany. French cavalry is 
on your left. Immediate.—Airky.”

ordnance.

There is nothing obscure in the order. 
Lord Lucan looks at the young aide. Is 

a look of authority assumed, of im
patience, or of contempt on his handsome 
flushed face. Airey signed the order ; 
Airey’s aide bore it. Lord Lucan has been 
inclined to credit Airey with originating 
orders whioh he only transmits. Having in 
mind the Coesaok battery a mile and.a half 
down an artillery-swept valley, he jumps at 
the conclusion that the order is a blunder, 
and, forgetful of hie position, forgetful of 
the presence of the aide, he rails at the 
commanding officer and his strst gy. Little 
wonder that the young captain is shocked ! 
Little wonder that he answers an angry 
interrogatory in less respectful tone than he 
should use towards a superior officer :

“ Lord Raglan’s orders are that the 
brigade should attack immediately.”

“ Attack, sir ! Attack what, 
guns!”

“ There, my lord, is your enemy ; there 
are your guns I ”

The scorn (pi words, the no lees scornful 
gesture by which Nolan indicates the 
locality of the captured guns on the Cause- 

Heights, should under ordinary field 
discipline bring swift punishment. Does 
Lord Lacan place Nolan under arrest ! 
he. He accepts Nolan’s taunting words as 
an explanation of the order, his scornful 
gesture as a direction, and assumes it to be 
not a direction toward the Arabtabia 
Redoubt, but toward the Cossack battery, 
backed by Ryioffs squadrons, away down 
tiie North Valley. He hesitates no longer. 
1R will order the Light Brigade into that 
onl-de-sao of death !

Lord Cardigan is no coward, bat he re
ceives the oraer with unfeigned surprise :

“ Certainly, sir ; but allow me to point 
ont that the Russians have a battery in the 

and rifle-

that
brave lads hold

Four hu

without orders and

3 him. He has waited several

Well
iy.
sir! What

way

Not

valley in onr front, and batteries 
men on each flank. ’

“ I cannot help that ; it is Lord Raglan’s 
positive ordei that the Light Brigade attack 
immediately.”

There is no misunderstanding on Lord 
Cardigan’s part. He realizes the aérions- 

of the work he has to do ; he has 
pointed ont that obedience means the sacri
fice of the brigade. Now the reasoning man 
gives way to the soldier. He has bat one 
duty—to obey.

“ The brigade will advance !”
Every man in hie place I There is 

motion in the brigade. Men and horses 
feel there is warm work coming. " 
the front ! Captain Oldham’s 13th Light 

Capt. Morris’ 17th Lancera 
way. Col. Douglas dresses up 

the 11th Hussars, Lord Cardigan’s troops, 
to form the second line. Lord George Paget’s 
4th Light Dragoons and Col. Bhewell’e 8 th 
Hussars fell in as the third line. The brigade 
is ready.

Fifteen or twenty yards 
centre of his first fine Lord Cardigan, at
tired in the uniform of the 11th Hussars and 
resplendent in gold laoe, bestrides his 
white stockinged chestnut charger. He is 
a leader who leads I “ The brigade will 
advance.” And with their commanding

It is

Dragoons and 
wiUleBd the

“ Throes
joined 
first 1

in advance of the

kins

f

ÜMâwlïit

r
Then he laid bet down tenderly on the 

pillow, and olorad Mr ay— and trifled her 
hand, orer the orneffix on Mr brraat The

it, and would not draw down the blind. 
CHAPTER XXXLX. 

innwtBD.
For the next two or throe weeks the story

ofOsrlo and Anita was in every one’s mouth; 
the aoooupt of Oomerio’a vengeance, and the 
alarming news of brigandage in the very 
environs of Naples, created something Tike 
a panio, while, as to Dooati’a share & the 

, opinions were divided. Some called 
hero, some a fool, others remarked 
Uy that in any case the affeir would 

be a goml advertisement for him, and that 
now, at any rate, he might be expected to

Merlino, when he named all, made 
scarcely any comment on what

him a

had Jmp*
ns merely wound up tne affairs of 

pony, and announced hie retirement 
from the position nfimpreeairo. Only in re
gard toOrni did he show any sign of feeling.

“YouTTbe kind to the child, Veil” he 
said, as he bade his brother-in-law good
bye. “ I shall stay in America for a few 
years till this scandal has had time to fade 
In people’s minds. But you’ll go to school 
ang we that Gigi is all right, now and then; 
wen’tyou!”

“ He shall be like my own child I” said 
Carlo, wrnrmly. His holidays shall always

People were surprised that the new bary^ 
tone fulfilled hie engagement at the San 
Carlo that summer. Some called him cold
blooded, others called him brave and honor
able, and both those who praised and those 
who blamed flocked to hear him. He went 
hie way,as ever, with straightforward sim
plicity, thinking of the past with thankful
ness and of the future with eager hope.

“ Carina,” he said, one afternoon, as he 
sat beside Francesca in the familiar old

pened.
hisooi

whioh had sweet memories for 
them both—“ Carina, hero is work enough 
for me for months to come—offers of engage- 

te all over Europe. Piale wishes to 
know whioh of them we are pleased to 
aooept.”

“ We ! ” she said, smiling and blushing.
“ Yon do not think I could go 

you ! ” he exclaimed. ” You mil 
me away 'alone ! ”

“ No,” she said, with deepening color ; 
“ I don’t think you would take enough care 
of yourself.”

“ Darling 1 ” he said, drawing her toward 
him, “ why should we wait any longer T Let 
ns be married quietly while Mr. Britton and 
Clare are still here. ”

“ But they are only here for another 
week,” said Francesca.

“.Èbbenef ” said Carlo, with a world of 
epression in his tone.

“ How could 1 be ready !” she faltered. 
“ A wedding takes a great deal of prepara
tion—certainly Flora’s did. I must at least 
have a dress that is fit for your eyes to look

“ If you want to dress to please me, I 
will tell you what to wear,” he said, smil
ing. “ Wear that white dress like a baby’s 
—the one you wore on the night of oar 
betrothal.”

“ That old nainsook !” she cried. “ Why, 
Carlo, it is more fit for the rag-bag than for 
a wedding !”

He maae one of his expressive Neapolitan

I should like nothing else so well, and 
you will see it will wash and get up in two 
days’ time, and look as good as new. Oh, I 
am very learned 
assure you.”

She smiled and nestled close to him.
“ I will wear anything to please you, 

tnio caro / And, after all, we don’t want 
to be thinking of new dresses just now. 
AU I want is to go away from everything 
else for a little while—away with you. 
Let us go somewhere among the 
where there are no people 
papers—nothing but just we two by our- 
eelvee !”

He kissed her white forehead.
“ Garina,” he said, thoughtfully, “ if one 

did not believe success to be a sort of sacra
ment it would frighten one.”

tihe mused over the old definition in the 
prayer-book, and caught hie meaning.

“ They said at Merlebank it was i__1__
knight-errantry,” she replied ; “ but 1 
think they changed their minds when they 
saw the smile on Nita’s face after all was 
over. Do you remember what she said 
about those days on the yacht ! It made 
me cry, for I never saw till then how fearful 
temptation must be.”

“ She conquered and is at rest !” said 
Carlo, steadying his voice with an effort. 
“ Father Crutoforo told me he never knew 

young who has so little clinging to 
It is as she would have wished.”

For some time he was grave and silent ; 
his mind was full of Nita’s sad story.

“ Does it not seem to you more than 
three years,” he said, at length, “ since we 
last sat here together like this ! To me it 
seems like a lifetime.”

“ And, oh, Carlo,” said Francesca, ding
ing to him, “ I don’t know how it is—but, 
though so many sad things have come be
tween. I can’t help feeling happier even 
than long ago ! I thought I couldn’t be 
happier than I was when you first told me 
you loved me, here in this summer-house— 
but now, Carlo !—now ”

without

in such matters now, I

mountains, 
and no newe-

Ufe.*°

So, one day in the following week, Fran
cesca put on the old white arose and her 
confirmation veil, and Kate twined orange 
blossom and myrtle into a wreath, and 
Sibyl and Gigi gathered the prettiest white 
flowers thew could find in the garden, and 
with infinite pains made them up into a vary 
original bridal bouquet. Then every one at 
Casa Bella drove into Naples, where Carlo 
awaited them with Enrico Ritter at his 
side ; and presently, with Piale, Marioni, 
old Florestano, and Sardoni and his wife for 
spectators, the two lovers were quietly 
married.

“/After all,” said Captain Britton, when 
the bride and bridegroom had driven away, 
“though I suppose a voice like that must 
be used, yet I snail always think that Carlo 
deserved to be something better than a

“My dear sir,” exclaimed Piale, vehe
mently, “ the life of a good singer is one 
perpetual course of self-denial ! And, I as
sure you, we, too, have had our heroes. 
Must a whole profession be despised because 
some of those engaged in it are not all they 

When a man like 7should be! 
sent to us, for heaven’s sake let us keep 
him, and say, as in duty bound, 'Deo 
Gratiah ! ’ ”

[tub end.]

Donati

There seems to be a wide difference be
tween the aims of the French Anarchists 
and Socialists, although by many they are 
viewed as similar organizations. In France 
yesterday the Socialists distributed their 
election programme of a paternalistic but 
strictly constitutional movement. Its arti
cles are substantially as follows :

1. Establishment of school canteens at which 
children may obtain, at reduced cost, meat 
lunches between morn log and afternoon classes.

2. Establishment of maternity hospitals and 
asylums tor aged persons and invalid working-

3. Eight hours in public contracts.
4. Labor exchange.
6. ^oppression of taxes on articles of food.
6. Exemption from personal taxes for all citi

zens paying small house rents and heavier 
taxes for those paying higher rates. Proper 
sanitation and repairs of tenements.

7. The placing of the unemployed by munici-
Tf Establishment of a gratuitous medical 
service and pharmacies with reduced prices.

8. Free public baths and lavatories.
10. Sanitariums for children of laborers at the 

expense of the commune.
11. Legal advice free of cost in the actions in 

which laboring men are interested.
12. Remuneration of municipal offl „ 1.1__

cub down to the maximum pay of laboring men, 
so that the latter may not be excluded in future 
from the administration of the commune.

IS. Workingmenactingasarbitratorsbetween 
employer ana employed To be paid.

if. Publication of a bulletin of the decisions 
rendered by the council.

ce holders

—We sometimes hear a great orator ex
claim : “ As far as the east is from the 
west” The east and the west are not far 
apart. In feet, they meet at every point. 
The west is just as far east as the east is. 
Galveston New».

WHO IT WAS.
“ Tommy, said the teacher calmly,

" Courage take, your duty do:
If you know who broke the window, 

Tell—I shall not punish you."
" Sure of that I " asked Tommy sharply, 

“ Why, of course," came the reply.
“ Well —and Tommy moved off slowly 

Towards the doorway-" it was I! •
—The best platform speaker in England 

is said to be the widow of thelatoPoet 
master General Fawcett.

-The__
International Congress at Brussels from the 
14th to the 19th of September, 1892, to 
whioh is to be annexed an international 
exposition of instruments and apparatus 
laung to these two branches of medicine
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lidil pale aft death,
aiftottndoa or i 
Before the

walk.
!” she sobbed ; yon have

dinging to him, in that firot minute of 
rapture she forgot all ebe ) bet a second 
glanoe at his face reminded her of Nita, 
For he bore the look of a man who has 
pawed through terrible suffering, 
much he knew of Oomerio’e plot 
nettolL

“Oarlino,” she said, tenderly, “try and 
prepare yourself far what I have to to 
yon.”

to her impossible, 
or Mr. Britton oonld 

cover enough from the shook to 
frame a olrarfd*,». twt ta» tM room, 
bed nut bareheaded out into tM
as sürSM'ttS

of torturing karri Mr heart, aba Tit ran 
like the wind. Carlo wa. in tetriM. danger, 
but Me mighty* rave him. TM

^^r^^ÆaZ
noon, and ban not Mon heard of airan. The

In the meantime, Oomfrio, little thinking 
of the turn affairs had taken, was making 
his arrangements with the utmost calmness 
and deliberation. First of all, he went to 
Brancaleone’s agent, who lived in one of 
the worst quarters of Naples. Here he de
posited the white handkerchief*-jsrhich had 
been the token decided on, ana the little

rdelsgr
at feet It

6 —James Whitcomb RUey.

' à BARITONE’S DEVOTION ; and how 
Me oonld

OR A TAM OF 8UNNT IT ALT.

•till for 
“Mr£

The place had been stn 
some minutes. Niootohadl
and now lay on the floor __
card-players had finished their gsme^anfl 
seemed to think it was not worth while 
to begin another before the event of the 
evening came off; one swarthy, black- 
bearded fellow shuffled the cards, the others 
lounged at ease, watching the prisoner

When aKength a voioe in the distance 
spoke the password, everyone present 
started slightly. Catlo drew himself up to 
his fall height and looked steadily toward 
the dark archway ; Brancaleone rose, and, 
with one hand on hie victim and the knife 
in the other, glanced over his shoulder, 
ready either to strike or to forbear ; 
Lionbruno dropped his cross, Mid glanced 
in great agitation from the archway to the 
prisoner, and back again to the archway. 
The footsteps drew nearer ; the messenger 
suddenly turned the corner and emerged 
into sight ; the torch light feU on the token 
in his band—was it white or red ! With a 
gasp of relief, Lionbruno sprung forward and 
seized the handkerchief, waving it joyfully 
in the air ; while the messenger advanced 
and handed a sealed packet to the chief, 
who at once sheathed his knife and turned

“ You are free, signor,” he said, gravelv. 
*' Nitei. ruined I I have failed !" thought

I am prepared,” be raid, in the voioe qf 
owe whose wrak ta onr—raw who knew.
that M Me taitad.

- Who caa Mv. met yon a. early ! Oh, 
Orale, we have tried to take rare other, bat 
■he to dying. She hue been 01 ever «nee
^ that Nita is here with

you ! that she is safe !” he cried, eager hope 
dawning in his eyes. Then, ae she told him 
all, a light, such as she had never before 
eeen, shone in his face.

“ God haa been very good to ne,” he said

In a very few words he told her what 
had happened to him ; and then, while she 
went to prepare Nita for his coming, he 
stayed below, receiving the warm-hearted 
greetings of the captain, giving him a brief

packet of notes for the payment of the 
brigand chief. Then he gave his final orders 
about the carriage which was to take them 
oùt of Naples ; and afterward, finding that 
he had yet some time to spare on his hands, 
he went into a cafe, where, to fortify him
self for the excitement of the evening, 
he called for a bottle of champagne.

Sauntering out of the cafe, and still mus
ing over his good fortune, he 
startled when a passer-by thrust a note into, 
hie hand and walked rapidly on. He paused 
to read it under a street-lamp. It ran as

and thanking him with tears in hie eyes for 
having sheltered hie sister. Somehow the 
old patronizing tone disappeared altogether 
from the captain’s voioe as he straggled to

Do you thank os for what we have 
done !” he exclaimed, with a ohocking sen
sation in his throat, and forfeiting alto
gether to fear what people would say, for
getting even to regret the connection with 
the stage. “ I wish it oonld have been 
more. 1 wish I had stood by yon in the 
past, Carlo.” t

As he thought of the ^insults he had 
heaped on the Italian years ago, the color 
mounted to his temples, and he would have 
given all in hie power to have had over 
again the opportunity which he had wasted.

Bat before anything had passed between 
them Francesca came to summon Carlo to 
the sick-room, and not sorry to be free from 
the captain’s qu 
he followed her

was a Utile

“ Signor Comerio, be warned by a friend, 
and fly from Naples at once. Yon are in 
danger of being arrested,”

Though capable, in order to gratify him
self, of a certain amount of rash daring, 
Comerio was at heart a coward. He had a 
friend connected with the police forge, and 
did not doubt for a moment that thef'lyarn- 
ing came from him. He knew that he had 
not a moment to lose. Still the ~:rr 
hatred of being baffled in hie plans induced 
him to risk a call at Palazzo Forth There 

yet a chance that they might be able to 
fly together ; and now that all was known, 
he risked Uttle more by making his final 
attempt. Breathlÿfely >e made his way 
through the dusky courtyard and up the 
long stone staircase. To his surprise the 
door at the top was open. He stole in and 
opened the door to the aute-room, calling 
Anita in a low voice. He went into the 
sala, but that, too was empty and deserted. 
He knocked at the door of the bedroom ; 
that, also, was tenantlese. Then, with a 
faint suspicion dawning in his mind that 
Nita had played him false, he ground his 
teeth together, and flung open the 

remaining doors In the 
suite. Possibly she was with the child. 
Snatching up a lamp from a table in the 
passage, he went into the room to make 
quite sure that she was not tthere—looked 
with a sort of dumb rage at Donqti’s vari
ous possessions which were strewn about— 
then walked up to the bed where Gigi lay 
sleeping, with both arms flung up on the 
pillow above his head, and hie ruddy brown 
little face the picture of sturdy peacefulness. 
Comerio shook him by the shoulder.

“ Where is your mother, child ! ” ** 
in a voioe that terrified Gigi. “ Can’t you 
speak !” he reiterated. “ Where is your 
mother ! ” «n

“ I don’t know ! ” sobbed the child.
“ Accidente ! she has played me false ! ” 

cried Comerio.
Then, suddenly holding his breath, he 

paused to listen. Undoubtedly men’s voices 
and footsteps were approaching. Darting 
to the door he drew the bolt, then rushed 
across to the window, flung it open, leaped 
out on the balcony, and disappeared in the 
darkness.

Gigi’s first impulse was to draw the bed
clothes over his head and sob for very ter
ror, but some recollection of Carlo checked 
him, and summoning up all his courage, 
scrambled out of bed, unbolted the door, 
and ran out into the passage, calling now 
for Carlo, now for his mothei.

Strange men whom he had never seen be
fore were marching in and out of the rooms ; 
whether to run to them or from them he 
hardly knew.

“ Here is a child !” exclaimed one of the 
detectives, picking him up in his arms. 
“ Tell us, little one, who is in the house !”

“ Signor Comerio !” sobbed Gigi.
i,Santo diavolo / where !” exclaimed the

Carlo.
The sharpest pang he had ever had to 

bear shot through him ; and, without a 
word, he fell to the ground.
' “ Diavolo /”’ exclaimed the chief. “ I 

ve often seen a prisoner overcome on 
hearing his death-sentence, but never yet 
on getting his reprieve !”

CHAPTER XXXVII.
AT PALAZZO FORTI.

h.

estions and congratulations, 
upstairs into a bed-room 

which he knew must be her own. It 
touched him to think that Nita should be in 
this place, of all others, with its indescriba
ble air of purity and peace and safety, with 
its English comforts, with its girlish orna
ments and pictures. The bed stood facing 
the window, with its white mosquito- 
curtans drawn back, but he could not see 
Anita, for Father Cristoforo was bending

“ My daughter,” the old man was saying, 
in his gentle, soothing vbioe, “ be comforted. 
Our prayers are heard. Try to take this 
joy calmly, and as a pledge of your for-

On that Monday evening, after Carlo 
had started* for Casa Bella, Nita dined 
alone, Gigi hovering round, and always 
ready to accept promiscuous mouthfuls off 
her plate like a pet dog. When the child 
had gone to bed she sat down to the piano, 

ngera roaming over the keys, aniplay- 
ing a sort of subdued accompaniment to her 
reverie.

“ I am going to turn over a new leaf,” 
she thought to herself ; “ it is, after all, 
rather pleasant tô be good, and not so hard 
as I thought. I have enjoyed these days 
on the yacht with the Brittons ; it was not 
half so dull as I expected. There was 
something so peaceful and quiet about it. 
I think I’m tired of being naughty. Now 
I’ll be like Carlo ; that will be a novelty.”

She was interrupted by the entrance of 
the servant with a visitor’s card. Hplding 
out her hand for it carelessly, she glanced 
down at the name and saw that it was 
^ merio’e. A terrible fear seized on her.

Say I do not receive to-night. I am 
engaged—not well !” she exclaimed breath
lessly.

The servant retired, but in another minute 
back still bearing the card, on which

Then he quietly drew back, and looking 
with loving reverence at hie old pupil, 
signed to him to take his place.

One glanoe at Anita’s worn, wearv face 
showed Carlo that she was dying. He took 
both her outstretched hands in 
bending down, kissed her again and again. 
She was dying, but yet it was the sense 
that she was safe which outweighed all else.

For a long time perfect silence reigned in 
the room, then Nita spoke faintly.

“ Why I liked the yacht,” she said, half- 
dreamily, “ was because you were all so 
good—there was no temptation. I wanted 
to be good—only it was always too hard.”

Worn out, exhausted and fearful, she had 
none of that natural clinging to life which 
Carlo had so lately felt.

“ I never understood that till now;” she 
said, glancing at the crucifix whioh Father 
Cristoforo held on the other side of the bed. 
“ But now I see it all ; it is you 
made me see it, Carlino.”.

His eyes filled with glad tears, and again 
he kissed her reverently.

“ You will keep to the stage still,” she 
said, after a time. “ Let me at least feel 
that I have done that much for the profes
sion. I’ve been no credit to it myself, but 
you, Carlino, you went into it for my sake, 
and they will respect you. You will not 
leave the stage !”

“ No,” he said, turning his thoughts to 
the future with an effort ; V I shall not 
leave it.”

“ I should have liked to sing with you 
once more,” she murmured, dreamily. 
“ When you hold me like that, it makes 
me feel like Gilda. I tried to put you out 
the last timewe sang that scene—it was at 
New York, don’t you remember ; the night 
of Sardoni’e benefit, and .1 was cross be
cause my white satin had got some paint on

Con

Comerio had penciled a few words :
“ You must see me on a matter of life and 

death !”
Nita’s color came and went, but to refuse 

now seemed to her impossible, and the next 
minute she was alone with her lover. Yet, 
after all, did she love him or hate him ? Of 
one thing only she was conscious—that with 

and that over 
influen

ng only she was com 
all her heart she feared him, a 
her he had some strange deadly

ow can you dare to come here !” she 
passionately. “ Did I not toll you I 

k to you again ”

that have
’"'«hef “ How can

would never s 
Comerio sm 
“ I come because I love

:
he

you,” he replied ; 
“ because I knew you would not keep to 
your threat ; because, happen what may, I 
will never give you up. I have waited for 
you all these years, Nita, but» now 3 ou will 
be irftue.”

“ Never !” she cried vehemently ; and, 
with a glowing sense of terror, she tried to 
pass him and reach the door.

“ Do not speak too hastily,” he said, in
tercepting her ; “ you are altogether in my 
powvr. Your brother has thwarted me for 
long ; now it is my turn. If you wish him 
to (Us, to be «ordered for your sake, you 
will refuse to oome with me. If you wish 
to save him yes will leave Naples with me 
to-night ; we will fly to Australia and begin 
o*r new life there P

“ Oh, it isn’t true !” sobbed Nita ; “ it 
can’t be true ! Carlo could never be in yonr 
power !”

“ Not true ?” said Comerio, with a mock
ing laugh. “ It is as'true as the gospel. Do 
you think the Pozzuoli road is so much 
frequented that I couldn’t have him way
laid ? 1 tell you hie fate rests in your hands. 
Now choose !”

“ You must be a fiend !” sobbed Nita. 
“ Only a fiend could make such a plan !”

“ A fiend or a lover,” said Comerio. 
“ All is fair in love and war, Nita, and I 
love you—I love you—and I will have you. 
You shall not deny me !”

Again the old subtle influence crept over 
pool Nita’s tempest-tossed heart ; It needed 
only half an hour of Comerio’» impassioned 
pleading to break down all her resolutions. 
After all, her life was hard*au<L weary, and 

tdfcusband rough and overbearing, add good- 
- ness was dull, and this scheme was excit

ing ; besides, it would save Carlo—Carlo, 
whom she really loved. Yes, she would 

m at all costs ; she, too, would be 
irificinc—she would give up every- 

e him from death, 
over very quickly—thediepi.ti, 

the struggle, the promise—then once more 
#he was alone, with but a few hours to 
make all her arrangements for her flight, 
for Comerio had promised that a carriage 
should be in waiting for her at 12 o’clock, 
and had hastened off to see that all his 
plans were in working or 1er. He had 
absolute confidence in hie own power over 
her, whioh was indeed great ; but there was 
another Power which he had forgotten to 

0 account—a Power which could 
be laid hold of, and shut np with 

• Carlo in the brigands’ retreat, than the 
wind.

“ He shall not die for 
Nits to herself

Gigi pointed in the direction of the room.
“ Through the window,” he said, with a 

rush of tears.
For all answer, the man tossed him on to 

the bed as though he had been an India- 
rubber ball, and leaped out on the balcony, 
while the rest rushed down-stairs to cut 
the retreat below.

But thbir (efforts were useless ; Comerio 
had got the start of them, and, with dark
ness to favor him, found little difficulty in 
making his escape from Naples.

While the Neapolitan po 
searching high and low for 
steaming down the Mediterra 
that never again cot 
in Italy, and baffled 
bis revenge.

“ If only I had had time 
Brancaleono’a 1
token for the re ,_______
reflected.

But the white handkerchief remained 
just as he had left it with the sealed packet 
of notes, and the true love had triumpned 
over the false.

At Casa Bella all was confusion, and 
afterward, those fearful hours seemed to 
Francesca like a long, hideous nightmare. 
She had vague recollections of returning 
from the telegraph office, and seeing Clare 
and Kate bending over Nita’s prostrate 
figure ; of a discussion with her father and 
Unde George as to whether she should drive 
in to Naples with them or not ; of reaching 
Palazzo Forti in the dead of night, and find
ing poor little Gigi sobbing ana shivering ; 
of driving home with him on her knee, and 
feeling a sort of comfort in folding her arms 
round him and letting him talk on in his 
happy ignorance ; then, of two fearful nights 
ana days, while all Naples was searched, 
and not the slightest elew as to Carlo’s 
whereabouts could be discovered. In the 
meantime Nita lay in the guest chamber, 
and many times each day both priest and 

passed in and out.
ny do those men come so dreffly 

often ?” asked Gigi, one day, turning to his 
friend and playfellow, Sibyl, and forgetting 
for a minute the sham tight which was 
going on between his two boxes of tin 
soldiers.

“ Why, Dino says your mother is dying,” 
said Sibyl, her eyes dilating. ” But, ob, 
Gigi, perhaps I oughtn’t to have said any
thing ! Don’t toll the others I told yon ! ”
“But she can’t,” said Gigi, emphatically, 

“ not until Unde Carlo comes back.”
And so, while the elders of the household 

lived through their terrible agony of sus
pense, the two children, who were much 
thrown together, and left to their own 

_ a those days, kept their 
eel as children do, and waited gravely for 
Carlo’s return.

it.”
i “ My daughter,” said Father Cristoforo, 
gently, “ yon will wear yourself out with 
talking.”

matter ! ” she said, with a little 
impatient motion of the hand, 
d) ing—I shall die as I please. V 
Gigi ? Let me say good-bye to GigL

Francesca slipped out of the room and 
went to find the cnild, bringing him in jdst 
as he was, in his lijjtle night-shirt, and with 
his hair all rough and disordered. She had 
told him that his mother was very ill. and 
that he must be quiet ; but in the glad sur
prise of seeing Carlo he forgot all else, and 
with a rapturous shout of “ zio caro / ” 
sprung toward the bed. Carlo took him in 
hie arms, trying to quiet him with kisses, 
and Nita watched them sadly.

“ Well, it is natural enough he should 
,carc for you and not for me,” she said, wist
fully. “ I never liked to be troubled with 
him.”

“ No, no,” said Çarlo, quickly ; “ he 
loves you, it is only that he does not under
stand illness. "

And putting the ohi|d on the bed, he 
laid the little, tat, brown hands in between 
the cold, white ones. Gigi looked at hie 
mother with wandering eyes.

“ Do you think he wUl have a voice ?” 
she asked. “ He surely will sin 
he wilL But don’t let Merlino 
to him, promise to care for him always.”

“ Always,” said Carlo. “ For your sake.”
And Franceses bent down and kissed her, 

while the child, aware now that something 
was wrong, listened wistfully.

“ I have been a bad wif«V 
“ and a bad sister, and a bad 
Gigi—my Gigi—yoffmust not grow 
Be good, cartno—be good !”

“ Yes, mamma,” said Gigi, simply.
With a sob she raised herself and caught 

him in her arms, but once more deadly 
faintness crept over her, and she fell back

Where is

lice were still 
him, he was 

m, knowing 
to set footuld he dare 

both in his love and in

to go again to 
agent, and change the white 
•ed. I could bear all else !” he

thimg to sav 
It was all

g—I hope 
do unkind

moaned Nita,
mother. Oh, 

like me !take into 
no more

“ Wsake!” sobbed 
save him by 

yielding. And yet—yet it is what he would 
say was wrong ; he would call it doing evil 

good might come. Oh ! what am T 
do ! Why did I ever see Comerio ?”

She was like a poor, terrified bird in a 
cage, flying now to this tide, now to that, 
but meeting always with hard, impassable 
bars. The temptation to escape from her 
distasteful life into a life that was new and 
untried was terrible. And yet, as in sick 

her past, there shone 
out in it always one bright light. A hundred 
little details of Carlo’s care for her flashed 
back into her mind ; scenes rose up before 
her in the green-room, at rehearsals, in 
desolate lodgings, on tedious journeys ; and 
always he was there as her helper, the one 
perfectly reliable man in her world.

In wild excitement she sprung to her 
feet. Comerio, in the heat of the moment, 
bad let something fall about the Pozzuoli 
road ? Why should she not rush to Casa 
Bella and prevent her brother’s return, and 
save him from the attack that had been 
planned ? What gave her strength for thi» 
desperate resolution she hardly knew, but 
the thought itself seemed to lend her 
wings. She rushed to her bedroom, 
snatched up a cloak and bonnet, drew a veil 
over her face, and, without even pausing to 
close the door of the house behind her, crept 
down the long stone staircase. The eon- 
cierge was reading La Oarnpana as she 
glided past his littie office ; he was so much 
absorbed that he never even saw her.

And now she was actually in the street, 
and, for the first time since her resolution 
hadUAbecn made, a feeling of fear and 
perplexity overwhelmed her, her brain 
seemed to reeL “ Holy Virgin protect 

and walked on mindly, 
to form any clear plan of 

aotiog. All at once she caught sight of a 
disengaged carriage, and signed to the 
driver to stop. He looked at her sus- 

but she was far too miserable to

lor my 1 
VI willU unconscious.

Francesca took Gigi away to Sibyl, and 
by the time she was able to return Anita had 
revived. Father Cristoforo had thrown the 
window wide open ; Francesca stole quietly 
across the room and stood beside it, listen
ing now to the old priest’s hushed voice, 
now to the birds in the garden below ; the 
sun had risen, and sea, and trees, and houses 
glowed in the roeeate light, contrasting 
strangely with the scene within. When 
the last offices were ended there was a long 
pause, broken at length by Anita’s faint

“ Why are the footlights out!” she 
asked, impatiently.

“ Because the sun has risen,” replied 
Carlo, smoothing back the fringe of dark 
hair from her cold forehead.

“ I can’t see,” she said, with a Uttle 
shudder.

Then after a minute, losing o 
of the present, she sang just 
breath a little snatch from “ Faust : ”

“ O del del angel! Immortal !
- Deh nji guidate con voi laseu."

There was something inexpressibly touch
ing in the fairt yet still beautiful voice ; 
Carlo s breast heaved and his eves grew dim. 
Evidently she was wandering—fancying 
herself back once more in the old life.

“ Well ! it Is over,” she murmured, “and 
I’m tired—ite a long opera! How cold it 
is lying on this draughty stage ! But Carlo 
will be waiting with my cloak, he always 
thinks of me, though lam so cross to him.” 
Then, her voice ruing to a cry, “Carline 
Carlino! oome back ! O God! I have 
killed him—my sin has killed him.”

here, Nita, does to yon,” he re
plied, bending ever her, while Father Cris
toforo held the crucifix to her lips.

She earns back to the present, and grew

that

recoil she looked at

devices in own ooun-

CHAPTER XXXVIIL
AT CASA BELLA.

Early on the Thursday morning Captain 
Britton was roused from a short and uneasy 
sleep on the sofa in his study by the sound 
of voices on the staircase. He rose 
quickly, remembering that Francesca had 
taken Miss Claremont’s place in the sick
room, and that he had promised to be at 
hand in case anything was needed.

“ How is Madame Merlino ?” he asked,
going ont into the hall, where Franzoni. 
the doctor, was just taking np his hat and 
cloak. -

“ Better for the time,” repUed the doc
tor, “ but I doubt if she wtil last much 
longer ; the shock has been too much for 
her, and this suspense is the very worst 
thing. She has inherited her mother’s cm- 
stitutio», you see, and whan the heart is in 
question such a strain is killing work.”

Francesco moved away from the speakers 
that she might hide her tear». A lamp 
whioh had burned for many hours stood on

“lam
me !” she sobbed, 
too much terrified

traSd H outvote

b some little trivial household matter to

the
ft1* You see I never understood till you 

showed me,”she whispered. “Oh, Carlo, 
yon have borne for met”

He held her more eloeely. “Don’t yon 
understand that I love you f’he said. . 

“Yeti wish that-I too—had loved 1”

attend to, and findingit, as meet women do, 
a relief in trouble.

Captain Britton went out with the doctor, 
not sorry to escape for a few minutes from 
the hardened atmosphere of his own hones ;

piciously, b 
resent that.

“ Drive to Pozzuoti,” she said ; “ to Casa 
Bella."

The man, however, grumbled. It wasV
»*'fe
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