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‘ot One Forgotten.

CHAFTER. IV, - -
“had in Naples, in 1884, - The newspapers of all
landa tesied with the story of its horrors, Tho
cholera wulked abroad like o destroying demon;
under its withering touch ecores of peopls, young
and._'o‘ld.‘":urbpp:f down in the, streets to die,
The; fcll " diseass,- d (
ueglect and sanitary pracautions, asined on the
city with awful rapidity, and worse even than
the plagu~ was- the unreasoning but upiversal
nic. . The never-to-be-forgotten heroism of
ing Humbert had 1ts effect on the more edu.
ea.tes classes, but among the low Neapolitan
populace, abject fear, valgar superstition and
utter selfishness reigned eupreme. One case
may Rerve as an example to many others, A
fishermao, well known in the place, a hand-
eome and popular young. fellow, was sel
while worling in his bosr, with the first aymp-
toms cf. cholera. He wsas carried to Dis
.mother’s house. The old woman, & vil-
lainoas-looking hag, watched the little pro-
.gession as it approached her dwelliog, and
+§3king ia the situation at once, she ebut and
barricaded her door, .
“Saotissima Madonna!” she yelled shrilly
through a hslf-opened window. Leave bin
in the strest, the abandoned, misernble one!
The ungrateful pig! He would bring the plegue
to his own hard-werking, honeat mother ! Holy
Jos=ph ! who would have children? Leave hun
La tlo svreer, I tell you!” ) . .
It was useless to expostulate with this femi-
gine seara-crow ; ber san was, happily for him-
gelf, un~onscious, and alter some more wrang-
ling he was laid down oo her doorstep, where
he shorily afterwards expired, his y being

e inortis .
Th- beatin the city was intense. The eky
wa3 a Lnening dome of brilliaocy, the Bay was
‘gtill a- « plttering sheet of glass. A thin
column of smoks iwsuing from  the crater of
Vesnvius incrensed the jmpression of an all-
-pervading, though impercaptible ring of fire,
-gthat -ecemed to surroand the place. No birds
gang i1 the late evemng, when the nightingales

born of dirt’ and criminal I

pointed:to his:-throat, and-made an effort to

-tha heat was eulphurons and imtease, 1 foued a'
fow ncared-looking men ‘standing simlessly
abont, to whom I explained the boy’s case, and
‘appealed for assistance. They ail hung back—
none of them would accompany me, not even
for the gold I offered. Cursing’ their cowardice,
hurried on'in search of s physioian, an
fonnd oue at last, n sallow Frenchman, who
lintened with obvious reluctance to my accouns
o: the condition in which I had left the little
fruit-zeller, and at the end shook his head de-
cisively, and refuszd to move. )

*Heo is as good as dead,” hs nbserved, with
enld brevity.  *‘ Bettar call at the house of the
Miser,t’:eordm; the brethren will fetch his

bod{‘eh .
*What ! I cried, “you will nob try if you
can sava him?” My 4 °
The Frenchman bowed with satirical suavity.
* Monsienr must pardon me ! My own health
would bs seriously evdasgered by touching a
cholera corpse. low me to wish wmouansieur
the good day !”
And hecdisappeared, -shutting his door in my
face, I was thoroughly exasperated, and thaugh’
the heat and the foetid odor of the sun-baked
streets made me feel faint and sick, I forgot a'l
danver for myaelf as I stood in the plague-
sirisken city, wondering wha* I should do next
to obtain succor. A grave, kicd voice saluted
my ear,

“You seek aid, my son 2
I looked up. A tall monk, whose cowl partly
concealed his pale but resolute features, stovd
at oy side—one of those heroes who, tor the
love of Chuist, came forth at that terrible time,
and faced the pestilence fearlessly, whe:e the
blatans boasters of no_religion scurried away
like frigtutened hares from_the very scont of
darger, I greeted him with an obeisence, snd
explained my errand,
'L will go at once,” he eaid, with an azcent of
ity in his voice. “Bat I fear the worst. I

speak, but vainly. © Then he'crouched down in,
- | thegrass end writhed in torsurelike s bunted:

| animal wouuded to the deatb.’ Ilefthim, and
-Every one knows what kind of summer we ‘walked on rapidly’; reaching the barbor, where:

‘here at all; for I aw on the banks of .a '{ropical
river where huge palos grow wild, and .drowey
alligators lia-ssleep in the 8un.,” Their large
jaws are open —their amall eyes glitter greenly.:
A light bont glides over the silent water—in it
T beshold the erect hthe figars of an Indian.
"His . features. aro strangely #imilar to~ thoae

of Guido. He draws s Jong thin. shining
blade . of steel - a8 he - ‘approaches.
Brave - fellow ! — ha ~ means to - attack

single-handed the oruel creatures who lie in wait
for him on the muliry shore. He rprings to
land—I watch bim with a weird Iascmation,
e passes the alligalora—he seems nob to be
aware of their pressnce—be comes with swift,
unhesitating steps to me—it is 7 whom he seeka
—it is in my heart that he plunges the cold
steel dogger, and draws it out agan dnppmi
with blvod! Once—twice—thrice !—and yet

cannot die! I writhe—I moan in bitter
anguish! . Then something dark comes between
me and the glarivk sun~—something cool snd
shadowy, sgainst which I filog mdyse1§ dexpair
ingly. Two dark eyes look steadily into mine,
and s vcice apeaks : g

“ Be calm, my son, be calm. Commend thy-
self to Christ !~ Lo
Tt is my friend the. monk. I racoguize him
gladly. He has returned from his errand of
mercy. Thourh I can scarcely speak, I hear
nuyself agking for news of the boy. The holy
man crosses hims:1f- davoutly,

 May his yourg 80ul rest in peace! I found
him dead.” . .

I am dreamily astonished at this, Dead—
8o soon ? I cannot vodaratand this ; and T dnit
off again into astats of confused imaginicgs.
As T luok back now to that time, I fina I have
no specially distinst recollection of whab alter-
wards happened tome, Iknow I aufferedintente,
intolarable pain—thet Iwasliterally tortured on
arack0fexcruci ating anguish—aund that through
all tbe delirium of my senses, I heard a muffld,
melancholy wound liks a chant or prayer. I have
aniden that I alwo heard the tinkle of the bell
that accompanies the Hoat, but my brain rieled
moze wildly with each moment, aod I cannot

ave remedies with me; I may not be too
late.)!

“I wili mccompany you,” I said eagerly.

in my swdess broke out in a bubbling torrent
-of me:v 1y, balf joyous, half melancholy. Up
on that wooded height where I dwelt it was
-gomparatively cool. g.‘[ took all precautions ne-
.cemiary to prevent the contagion from attacking
our hrusehold ; in fact, I would have left the
-neighborhuod altogother, had I not known that
baaty flight from an infested diatrict often car-
ries witn 1% the possibility of claser coatact
with the diseasa. My wife, besides, was not
nervous—I think very beautiful women seldom
are. ‘heir superb vanitv is an excellent shield
-to rep-l pestilence; it does away with the prin-
.cipal element of danger—fesr. As for oor
Stella, a toddlinr mito of two years old, abe
-wa3 o healthy child, for whom neither her
.mother or myself entertsined thn least anxiety.
Guido Ferrari camn and stayed with us, and
while the cholera, like a sharp scythe, mowed
.down the diri-loving Nrapolitans by bundrecs,
wa three, with a small retioue of eervants,
gone of whom were aver permitted to visit the
city, lived on the tarinazcous food and distillea
-water, ba:hed rezulacly, rose and retired early,
and enjoyed the mosb perfect health. .
Amobg her masy other attractions my wife
was gifted with a beautiful and well-traioed
voice. Sheaang with exquisite expression. sod
many an avening when Guido and myself sat
smokmg in the garden, after little Stella had
gone to bed, Nins would ravish our ears with
the music of her nightingale notes. singing song
after song, quaint storncllt and ritornelli,—songs
-of the people full of wild and passionate beauty.
In thesa Guido would often jow her, his full
baritona chiming in with her delicate ard clear
soprano os the fall of a fountaia with the thrill
of & bird, Ican hear those two voices now ;
their united melody still ringa mockiogly in my
ears ; the heavy perfume uf orangs blossom,
- rningled with myrtle, floats towards me 1n the
air 3 the vellow moon burns round aand full in
the dense blue sky, like the King of Thule’s
oblet of guld flusg jnto & deep sea, and again
f behold thoss two heads leaning together, the

. oue fair, the other dark ; my wite, my friend—

- those two whose lives were & million timea
-dearer than my own. Ahl they were hnq v
.dnys—days of self-delusion always ara. We
are never grateful encugh to the candid persons
who wake wa from our drenms—yet auch are
io truth our best friends, coull we but reslize
it. .
Anpust was the most terrible of all ths tum
mer wonths in Naples, Tha cholera increased
with frightful steadiness, and the piop’e seemed
to be literally mad with terror, Somw of them,
geized with o wild spirit of defiarce, plunged
into rrzies of vica and intemperance with a
reckless disrepard of the copsequences, One
.of thess frantic vovels took pince at
a wellknown eafé. Eight young men,
accompanid by eight girls of temork-
.able beauty, arrived, and ordered a pri-
wate roon, where they were served with a
-sumptunus repast. At 116 close one of the party
raised hiz glass ond proposed, ¢ Success to the
Chulera 1" The toaat waa received with riotoas
-shouts of applanas, an1 all drank iv with deliri-
ons laughter.  That vory nignt every one of the
revellere died 1n bo-rible agany ; their bodies
a8 usual, were thruss into flimey coffing apd
buried onc on top of another ia a hole hastily
dug for the puipose. Diemal stories like these
reached us every day, but we were not lno‘rb.xd-
1y impressed Dy them. Stella was o living
c{arm ageinat pestilente ; ber innocent playful.
mess and p attls kept ns amuzed and employed,
and surrounded us with an atmosphers thit was
physically and ment.alle' wholerome.
Sne morning—oue of the very hottest morn-
fngs of that scorching month—L awoke at nn
earii-r hour than usual, A suggestion of pes-
.sible cuoluess in the air tempted me to rise and
.gtroll through the garden. My wite elept
.soundly at my side, I dremed softly, without
disturbing her. As I was about to leavs the
room somo instinct made me turn back to look
-at her once more. How lovely she was! she
smiled in her aleep! My heart beat as I gazed
—+ahe bnd been mine for three years—mine
.only !—and my passionate admiration and love
of her bad increased in proportion to that length
of time. I rnised one of the scattered golden
‘locks thuat lay shining like a sunbeam on the
pillow aod kissed it tenderly. Then—all un-
.conscious of my fate—I left her,
A faint breeze greeted me as I saunteved
slow along the garden walks,—a breath of wind
.gearcn strong enough fo f}utber the leaves, yet
it had a salt savour in it thal was refren‘nng
alter the tropical heat of the past night. I was
at that time absorbed in the stndy of Plato,
and as I walked, my mind occupied itself with
many high problems and deep questions sug-
.gested by that great teacher. Lost i a tram
of profound yet pleasaat thought I strayed on
furcher than I intended, and found myself at
“fast in & bye-psth, lovg disused by our house.
hold,~—a winding foobway leading downwards
.in the direction of the harbor. It was shady
.and caol, sad I followed the road almosb uzcon-
sciously, until I caught a glimpse of masts and
white sails gleaming through the leafsge of the
over-arching trees. I was then about to retrace
-my iteps, when I was startled by a sudden
sound, . It was a low moan of intense pain,—a
emothered ory that geemmed to bes wrueg from
-gome animsl 1n torture, I turned in the direo
tion whence it came, and saw lying {aee down
warde on the grass, o boy—a little fruit ssller
-of elaven or twelve years of age, His basket of
~waras stood beside bim, a tempting pile of
peaches, grapes, powmegranates and melons—
Ylovely, but dangerouseatinz in cholera times, I
gouched the Jad on the shoulder,
<€ What ails you *” I agked. -He twisted hiw-
self convuleively and turned his faco towa: :
mtg,i-a,bsautiful ‘fage, though livid with aa-
sh. -
g"u‘l‘The plague, signor,” he moanad: “the
lague | Keep away from- me, . for the love of
d! Iamdying!"

" T hesitater. For myself I had no fear. But
" my. wife—my cbild—for their sakes it was neces-
' aary ta be prudent, Yet I could not leave this

hi

-poor hoy-unaesisted. I resolved to go che har

“bor in search of.medical’ aid. ~With this idea in

‘*my\mind Ispoke.cheerfully, = . - .
*Courage, my " boy," I -eaid; !‘do notlose

*‘One would not let a dog die_unaided, much
less this poor 1ad, who seems friendless.”

The monk looked at me attentively as we
walked on togetber.

“You pre residiog infNoples ? " he asked,

I gave him my name, which he knew by
repute, and desc:ibed the porition of my Villa.
“Up oun that beight we enjoy perfecthealth,”
1 added. * I cannot understand ths pavie that
prevails in the city, The plague is fostered by
such cowardice.”

“Of course ! " he answered calmly, “‘But
what will you? The people hera love plessure.
Tieir heprts are set solely on this life  When
desa’h, comton to all, enters their midst they
are like babes scared by s dark shadow. Rali-
ginn itself’—here he sighed deep!y—* has no
hold upon them.”

“But you, myz father,” I begap, and stopped
abruptly, conscious of a sharp throbbiog pain
in my temples.

“1,” he answered gravely “‘am the servant
of Chri:t. As such, the plague has no terrors
for me. Unworthy as Iam, for my Master's
eake I am ready—nay. willing—t> face all
deaths,”

He apoke frmly, yet withnsut arrogance. I
looked at him in u cestain admiration, aud was
about to speak, when a curivus dizziness over-
came me, and 1 caught at bis arm to save
myself from falling. 'Lhe strent rocked like a
ship at men, and the skies whirled rousd me
in circleaof blue fire. The feeling slowly passed,
zn I heard the monk’s voice, asthough 1t were
2 long way off, asking me anxiously what was
the matter. I forced s amile,

*'It is the heay, I think,” 1said, infeshle
tones like those of o very sged man. Iam faing
—piddy. You bad best leave me here—see to
the boy. Oh, my God

This last exclamation was wrong out of me by
sheer anguish. My limbs refused to support
me, and a pang, cold and bitter a8 though nak.
ed steel had been thrust through my body,
caused mo to sink down upon the pavementin a
kind of convulsion. The tall and sinewy menk,
without a moment’s hesitation, dragged ms up
and half carried, half led me into a kind of
auberge, or restaurant for the poorer classes.
Here he placed me in & recumbent position on
one of the woodsn benches, and called up the
proprietor of the place, a man to whom he
seemed to be well known. Thoogh suffering
acutely I was conaciovs, and could hear and see
everything that passed. . .

* Attend to hum well, Pietro—it is therich
Count Fabio Romaoi. Thou wilt not lo:cly
thy pains. I will retarn within an hour.”

¥ The Connt Romani ! Santissima Madonna !
He has caughb the plugne !”

© Theu fool !" exclaimed the monk, fiercely.
** How cyust thou telt 7 A stroke of the sun is
not the p'ague, thou coward! Seeto him, or
by St. Peter and the keyva thers shall bs no
place for thee in Heaven 1" .

The trembling innkeeper looked terrified at
thia menace, and submissively approached me
with pillows, which he placed under my Lead.
The monk, meanwhile, held aglass to my lips
contnining soms medicinal nixturo, which I
swallowed mechanically. . .

** Reet here, my sun,” he said, addressing me
in scothing tones, **These people are grod-
natured. I will but hasten to the boy for whom
you sought assistaace—:n less than an hour I
will be with you agaia.”

I laid o detaining haud on hisarm.

‘! Stay,” I murmured fecbly, ** let me know
the wnrat, Is thia the plague?’

“I hope not!" he raplied compassionately.
“But what if it be? You areyoung and strong
enoufh to fight against it without fear.”

*Y have no fear,” I said. °‘Bat, father,
promise mo one thing—send no word of my ill-
nesa to my wife—swear it! Even if Tamun-
counscious—dead—swear that I shall not be taken
to the Villa. Swear it! I caanob rest till I
have your word. .

*I'swear it most willingly, my son,” ha an-
awered solemnly. By all I hold sacred, T wiil
respect your ‘wishes,”

I was infinitely relieved —the safety of those
I loved was assured—and I thanked him by a
mute gesture. I was too weak to say more.
Ho disappeared, and my brain wandered into &
chaos of strange fancies. Let me try to resol=e
these delusions. I plainly ses the interior of
the common room where I lie. There is the
timid inkeeper—has polishes his glasses and
bottles, casting ever and anon a ecared glanca
in my direction. Groups of men look in at the
door, and, seeing me, hurry away. I observd
all this—I koow where I am—yet I awm also
climbing the steep passes of an Alpme gorge—
the cold smow is at- my feet—I hear the rush
and rosr of a thonusand torrents. A crimson
cloud floats above the summit’of a white glacier
—it parts asunder gradually, and 1 its
bright centre a face smiles forth! “Nioa! m
love, my wife, my soul 1" I eryaloud. Istrate
out my arms—I clasp hex]—bah!it is this
good rogue of an inkeepar whn holds me in his
masty embrace | I struggle with kim fiercely—
pantingly.

¢ Fool 1” I shriek in his ear. ** Let me go to
her ~her lipa pout for kisses—let me go !”

Ancther man advancot and seizes me 3 he and
the innkeepar forced me back on the pillows—
they overcome me, and the utter 1ncapaocity of
a terrible exhaustion steals away my sirength,
I cease to struggle, Pietro and hia asistant
look down uponr me,

*¢¢ ;2 morto /" they whisper one to the other.

T bear them and smiie. Dead? NotI! The
scorching aunlight streams through the open
duar vl the inn—thae thirsty fliea bozz with per-
sisient Joudaese—fome voizes arve singing ' La
t"atu di Amalfi"—1 can Jistioguish the words—

‘¢ Chiagnaro la mis sventura
Si non tvorne chill, Rosella
! Ty d'Amslfi la chil bella,
Tu na Fasa ai pe me !
Viens, vid, regins mia,
- Viene, curre a chisto cora
O non ¢'d'no-aciore - .
Non o’ atells comm’a te I"*
a true #ong,- Nina mim/.. *“Non a'e’

That is
*aArpophilac soug W the Neup_uu‘:au‘aiaseot.
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be certain of shis, I remember sbricking out
after what seemed un eternity of pain, ‘* Not
to tae Villa! no, no, nnot there! ¥on shall
not ‘gake me—my cusse on him who disobeys
meo !

T remember then a fearful sensation, as of
being dragged into_a deep whirlpool, from
whence I stratched up sappsaliog hands
and eyes to the monk who steod
above me—I caught a drowning glimpse of a
silver crucifix glittering before my gnze, and at
lnss, with one Lougd cry tor help, I sank—down—
down ! into an abyss of black night and noth-
ingness !

There followed a long, drowsy time of still-
ness and shadow. I ssemed o bave fallen
in some deep well of delicious ab-
livion snd obscarity. Dreaml-ke images
atill flited before my fancs—these were at firat
undefinable, but after & while they took more
certain shape. _Stronge fluttering creatures
hoveredfabout me—lonely eyes atared at me
from & visible deep wloom; long white bony
fingers grasping ab nothing made signy to me of
warning or menace. Then,—very graduaily,
there dawned upon my senae of vision a clondy
red mist like a stormy sunset, and from the
middle of the blaodlike haze a huge black Hand
descended towards me., It pounced upon my
chest—it grasped my throat in its monstrous
cluteh, and held me dcwn with a weight of
iron. I struggled violently—I etrove to ery
out, but that terrific pressure took from me all
power of utterance, I twisted myselt to right
and left in an endeavor to eecape—but my
tyrant of the sable Hand had bound me in on
all sides, Yet I coatinued to wrestle with the
cruel oprosiog force that strove to overwhelm
me—littlea by little—nch by inch—so! at
last ! Onse more struggle—victory! I woke!
Merciful God! Where wag 1? In wbat bor-
rible atmosphete—in what dense darkness?
Slowly, as my senses returned 1o e, I remem-
bered my recent illngss. The monk-—the man
Pietro—~whera were they? What had_they
donetome ? By degrees Irealiz dthat I was
Iying siraight down upon my beck—the couch
was surely very hard. Why bad they taken
the pillows from under my head ? A _pricking
gensation darted through my veine—I felt my
own hands curiously—th-y were warm, and
my pulse beat strongly, theugh fitfully. ‘But
whnt was this that tundered my breathing?
Air—air ! I must have air! I put up my
hands—horror | They struck aganss s bard,
opposing substanca cloie atove me, Quick ns
lightning then the troth’ flashed upon my
m'nd! I had been buried—buried alive ;—
this wcoden prison that inclosed me was
a coffin ! A frenzy surpassing that of
an inturiated tiger took swift posasssion of me
—with hands and nails I tore and seratched at
the accureed boards—with all the force of my
shoulders and arms I toiled to wrench open the
closed 'id! DIy efforta ware fruitless! I grew
more fercciously mad with jage acd terror.
How ensy were ull deaths compared to one like
this ! I was suffocating—I felt my eyes start
from their sockets—hlood sprang from my
mouth and nostrils—and jey drops of sweat
trickled from my forehead. I paueed, garping for
breath, Then, suddenly nervi:g myself for
one mere wild effort, I hurled my limbs with
all the force of sgony and desperation ngainst
one side of my narrow prison. It cracked—it
split nsunder!—and then—a new and horrid
foar beset me, ond I crouched back paning
heavily. If—if I were buried in the ground—
so ran my ghastly thoughts—of what uee to
bresk open the coffin and leb in_the mould—
the damp wormy mould, rich with the
bones of the dead—the peaetraling mould
that would choke up my mouth and
eyes, and seal me into'silence for ever! My
mind quailed at this idea—my brain tottered on
the verge of madness ! I laughed—think of it !
—and my laugh sounded in my own esrs like
the last xattle in the shroat of a dyiog man.
Bus I cou!d breathe more easily—even in the
stupefaction of my fears—I was conacious of
air. Yes! the blessed air bad rushed in
somehew, Ravived and encouraged a3 I recog-
nized this fact, I felt with both hauds #ill
found the crevice I had made, and, thea with
frontic haste aund strength 1 pulled and
dragged ac the wood, tall suddenly vhe whole
side of the coffin gave way, and I was able to
force up the lid. [ stretched nut my arme—no
weight of earth impeded theic movements—I
felt nothing but air—empty uir. Vieldiog to
my first strong impulse, [ leaped ouf of the
hateful box, and fell—f=11 same little distance,
bruising my hunds and knees on what seeman
to be = stone pavement. Something weighty
fell also with a dull crashing tkud close to
me. The darknmess was impenetrable. Bub
there was breathing room, and the atmos-
phere was cool and refreshing, With some pain
and difficulty I raised myssif to a sitting posi-
tion where I had fallen. My limbs were stiff
and cramped ag well as wounded, and T shiver-
ed as with strong ague. Bub my eenscs were
clear—the tangled chsin of my disordered
thooghts becams even and oonnected—my pre-
vious mad excitement gradually calmed snd I
began to consider my condition. X hed cer-
tainly been buried alive—there was no doubt of
that. Intense pain had, I supposed,
itself into = long trance of unconscionsness—the
people of the inn where I had been taken ill
had st ouce believed me to be dead of cholera,
and with the pame-stricken, indecent haste,.
common iun all Italy, especially at a time
of plague, had thruat me 1into one of
those flimsy coffins which wera then being
Naples—mere shells
of thin dea), nailed together with clumay hurry
and fear., But how I blessed their wretched
conatruction ! Had I teen Iaid in o stronger
casket, who knows if even the most desperute
frenzy of my strengih m:fbt not have proved
unavailing! I shuddered at the thought, Yeb
the question remsined—Where was I? I re-
viewed my case . from all points, and for
some time could arrive at no uatwefactory
copclusion. Stay, though ! I remembered thab
T had told the munk my name; hoknaw
thas I wes the cnly desasndsnt of the rich
Romani family. Whatfollowed? Why, natur-
ally, the goed. father had uulE done what hig
daty zolled upon him to do. He'hsd eeen me
inthe vault.of  my ancestors—the gieat

i . P , o ,

‘but-1 cannot ;understand thow 'he .comes to be’

resolved |

e

:the ore probabls~ib eeemed:“The . Romani
svault!. Its.forbiddiog glcom had tercitied me
a8 a'lad when I followed. my father's coffin to
the atone niche assigned to'it, and I had turned
my eyes away in shuddering pain when I was
told to ook at the heavy csken casket hung
with =~ tattered ~ velvet, and orpamenced
with tarnished silver, which contained: all
that was. loft of my mother, who  died
young., "I had felt eick .avd faint and
cold, and had only recovered mymelf'when I
stood out again in the free air with the blug
dome of heaven high above me. Andnuow I
was shut in ;l_m same vault—a prisoner—with
what hope ot é:cape? I reflected. The entrance
to the vault, I remembered, was barred by a
beavy door of closely-twisted iron—irom thence
& flight of ateep stepes lead dowuwards—down-
wards to where in all probability I now was,
Suppose I could in the dense darkness feel my
way to those sieps and climb up to that dor—
of whatavail? It was locked—nay, barrad—
ond it was situated in a remote part of
the hurial ground, there was no liketihood of
even the keeper of the cemetery passiog by it
for days—perhaps not for weeks. Then must L
starve ? Or die of thirst ? Torturad by these
imsginings, I rose up from the pavement and
stood erect. My feet were bare and the cold’
stona on which I stood chilled me to the mar-
row. It was fortunate for me, I thought, that
they bnd buried me ss a cholera orpse—they
hed left me balf clothed for fear of infection,
That is, I had my flaanel shirt on-and my uwal
walking trousers. bSomething was thers, too,
round my uneck ; I felt it, and as I did so a flood
of awret and sorrowful memories ruched over
me, It wus a Blight cold chain, and on it hung
& locket vongainmg the portraits ot my wile
and child, I drewit out in the darkness; 1
covered it with passioaste kisses and tears—tbe
firat I had shed since my death-like trauce—
tears scalding and bitter welled into rmy eyes-
Lifs was worth Lving while Nina's sumile
lightened the world ! I resolved to fight for ex-
istence, no matter what dire horrors should be
yet in store for me. Nina—my love—my beau-
tiful one

Her fuce gleamed out upon me in the pes-
tilant gloom of the ckarnel-houss; her eyes
keckoned me—ber young airthful eyes that were
now, I felt sure, drowned in weeping for my
supposed death. I seemed to see my tender-
hesrted darling sobbing alone in the empty
silence of the room that had witneassd a thou-
sand embraccs b-tween herself and me; her
lovely hair dishevelled ; her sweeb face pale
and bagggard with she bitteroess of grief !
Baby Steila, too, no_doubt she would wonder,
poor innecent ! why Idid not come to awing her
as usual under the oravge boughs. And Guido
—brave and true frinnd! I thought of him
with tenderness. I felt I knew how deep and
lasting would be his honest regret for my loss.

; ﬂble,‘abuo u

plase of death “and”darkness; with:mouldering
corpees for. companions! ' I- rémaived on'my:
knees, my face. buried .in my hands.’ I forced:
myself into comparative ‘calmness, andstrove
to_ preserve the equilibrium''¢f my. distracted
mind. Xush{ What exquisite far-off floating
voice of cheer was that? Iraisea my head and
‘listened, entrane-d! - - .- N .
w8 Jug, jog, jug! lodola, lodola! thril-lil-L
sweet, sweet, sweet ! : - ’
.71t was.'n nightiogale. - Familiar, delicious,
angel-thronted bird | How!I blessed thee in that
dark hour of despair ! How I praised God:for
thios innocent existence! How I sprang up
and laughed and wept for joy, as, all uncon-
scious of me, thou didst shake out a shower of
pearly warbl'ngs on the breust of the soothed
air{ Heavenly messenger of coneolation!. ..
even now L think ot thee with tenderness—for
thy sweet sake all birds possess me as their
worshipper ; humanity has grown hidesus in
my sight, but the singing-life of the woods and
bills, . . . hcw pure, how fresh! . . .
the nearest thing to happiness on this side
heaven! . .

A rush of atrength and coursge invigorated
me. A new idenentared my brzin. I deter-
mined to follow the vaice of the mightingale.
It sang on sweetly, encouragingly,—and I began
afresh my journayings through the darkuess. I
fancied that the Lird was perched on one of the
trees outside the entrance of the vault, and that
if I trird to get within closer hemiing of its
voice, I shuuld most likely be thus guided to
the vary ataircase I had been so paivfolly sesk-
iog. I stumbled along slowly. I fels feeble.
and my limbs shook under me. This time
no‘hiay impeded my progress; the nightin-
gale’s hquid notes floated uearer and nearer,
and hope, almosy exbausted, sprang up again in
my heart. I was scarcely conscious of my owa
movements. I seemed to be drawn along like
one in n dream by the golden thread of the
bird’s sweet singiog. Allat ooce I caught my
foot against a stons and fell forward with some
force, but I felt no pein—my limbs were too
nu_mf) to be rensible of any fresh suffering. I
raired my beavy, aching eyes in the darkness;
as I did so I uttered an exclamation of thanks-
giving. A slender atream of moonlight, no
thicker than the stem of an arrow, slanted
downwards towards me, and showed me that I
had at last reached the spos I snught—in fact I
had fallen upon the lowest step of the stone
stairway. I conld not distinguish the entrance
door of the vault, but I knew that it must be at
the rummit of the steep ascent, I was too
weary to move further just then. I lay still
where I was, starivg ot vhe solitary moin-ray,
aud fistening to the mightingale, whose raptur.
ous melodies now ravg out upon my ears with
full distinctness, Omnc!/ The barsh-toned bell
I had heard before clanged forth tke hour. It
would soon be morping ; I resolved to rest till

Oh, I would leave no means of escape untried ;
I would find rome way out_of shis grim vault|
How overjoyed they would all be to see me
again—to know that I was not dead after oll!
What & welcome I should receive! How Nina
would nestle into my arms; how my little child
would cling to me ; how Grido would clasp me
by the hand ! I smiled as I pictnred the scenn
of rejoicing at the dear old Villa—the happy
lf-nolnie sn;ac:iﬁed by perfect friendship and faith-
ul love !

A deep hollow sound booming suddenly on
my ears startled me—one! two! three! I
counted the strokes up to twelve. It was some
thurch bell tolling the hour. My pleasing
fancies dispersed—I again faced the dreary
reality of oy position. Twelhvec’clock ! Mid-
day or midnight? Icou!d nottell, I began
to calcnlate, It was early moroing when I had
been taken ill—nol much past eight when I
met the monk and sought his assistance for the
poor little fruit seller who had afterall porished
alone in hia snfferiogs. Now supposing my ill-
ness had lasted some hours, I might have fallen
into atranoe,—died,—as those sround me had
theught, somewhere about ncon. In that case
they would csrtainly have buried me with as
litile delay as possible,—before sunset at all
evenia. 'Thinking these poiats one by one, I
came to the conclusion that the bell I
had just beard must have struck midnight—
the midnizht of the very day of my burial I
shivered ;—a kind of nervous dread stole over
me., I havealways bzen physically courageous,
but at the eame time, in spite of my education,
I am somewhat superstitioas —what Neapolitan
is not? it runs inthe Southern blood. And
there was something unutterably fearful in the
sound of that midnight bell clangiog harshly oz
the earsof amac pentupalive in a funeral
vault with the decaying bodies of hia ancestors
cless within reach of his hand! I tried to
conquer my feelicgs—zto summon up my for-
titude. I endeavored to remscn out the Lest
method of escape. Iresolved tu feel my way,
if possible, to the steps of the vault, and with
this 1aea in my mind I put out my bands andbe-
gan to move along slowly and with the utmoat
care. What was that? Iatopped; I listened;
the blood curdled in my veine; A shrill cry,
piercing, prolonged and melancholy, echve
through the hollow arches of 10y tomb, A cold
perspiration broke out all over my body—my
heart beat so Joudly that I could hear it thump-
ing againay my ribs, Again—again—that weird
shriek, followed by whirr and Hap of wings. I
breathed again,

*Tp is an owl,” I eaid to myself, ashamed of
my tesra; “a poor innocent bird—t conipaninn
and watcher of the dead, and therefore ita
voice is full of sorrowful lamentation—hat it ia
harmless,” and I crept on with increased esu-
tion. Suddenly out of the deunss darkness
there 1tared twe large yellow eyes, glittering
with fendish huoger and cruelsy. For amo-
ment I was startled, and stepped back; the
creatur g flew at 1ne with the ferocity of a tiger-
cat! Itought with the horrible thing in all
directions ; 16 wheeled round my head, it
pounced towards my face, is brat me wlith ite
large wings — wings_ thab could feel
bus not ses; the yellow cyes alone shone
in the thick gloom like ths eyes of
gome vindictive demoun! I struck at it right
and left—the revolting combas lastea some
moments—I grew sick and dizzy, yet I battled
on recklessly. At last, thank Heaven! the
hure owl waa vaoquished ; it fluttered back-
wards apd downwards, apparently exbausted,
giviog one wild screech of baffied fury, s ite
lsmp-like eyes disappeared in the darknese,
Breathlese, but not subdued—every nerve 1n my
body quivering with excitement,~I pursued
my way, as I thovght, towards the stone stair-
case, feeling the air with my catastreched hsnda
ax-1 groped along. Ina little while I met with
an obstruction—it was hard and cold—a satone
wall, surely? I feltit up and down and found
a hollow in it,—was this the firat step of the
gbair ? I wondered; it seemed very high.
touched it cautionsly—enddenly I canie in con-
tact with something soft- and clammy to the
touch like moss or wet velvet. Fibgering this
with a kind of repulsion, I soon traced outhe
oblong shape of a coffin.  Curiously eacugh, I
was affscted wuch by the discovery. 1 found
my:elf monotonously counting the bits of raised
metal which served, as 1 judged, for it orna-
mentat.on. Eight bits lengthwise—and the soft
wet stuff between—four bits acroes ; then a
pang shot throngh me, and I drow my hand
awny quickly, as I considered—whosc coffin ia
this? My father’s? O was I thus pluckiuq.
like a man in delirium, s the tragments of ve
vet on that combrous oaken casket wherein sy
the sacred ashes of my mother’s perished
beauty ! I roused myaelf from the apathy into
which I had fallen, All the paina I had taken
to find my way through the vault were wasted ;
I was lost in the protound gloom, and knew not
where to turn. The horror of my eituation pre-
gented itsslf to me with redoubled force. 1be-
gaa to ke tormented with thirst. I fell oumy
kuees and groaned aloud.

- #God of infinite meroy I” I cried, *“Savionr
of the world ! By the souls of the sacred dead
whom Thou hast in Thy boly keeping, have
pity upon me! O my mother! if indeed thine
encthly remains sre near me—think of me,
sweet apgel in that heaven .wlers thy apirit
dwalls at rest—plead for meand save me, or let
‘me die now and be tortured no mors 1 *

{ ‘uttered thess words aloud, and the sound

s

then. Utterly worn out in body and mind, I
Iaid my head down upon the cold stones as
readily as if they had been the softest cushions,
and in a few moments forgot all my miseries in
& profound sleep.

I must have slumbered for some time, when I
was suddenly awakened by a suffucating sensa-
tion of faintness and nanasea, accompanied by a
sharp pain on my peck as though some creature
were stinging me. I put myhand op to the
place. . . . (od! ehall I ever torget
the feel of the Thing my tremblicg fingers
closed upon! It was fostened in my
flesh—a winged, clammy, breathicg horror !
It clung to me with a lcathly persistency
that nearly drove me fraatic, and wild with dis-
gust and terror I screamed aloud ! . . I
closed both handa convulsively upon its fat, soft
body,—I literally tore it from my flesh and
flung it as far back as I could 1ato the interior
blackness of the vault. Xor a time I believe I
was indeed mad . . . the echoes rang
with the piercing ebrieks that I could pot re-
strain ! Silent at last through sheer exhaustion
Iglared about me. The moonbeam bad van-
ished ; in1ts place lay & rhaft of pale grey light,
by wtich I could easily distioguish the whols
length of the staiicase, and the closed
gateway at its summit. I rushed up.-the ascent
with sho feverish haste of a mnadman—I
grasped the iron gratiog with both hands and
ahook it fiercely.. It was firm a8 o rock, locked
fast. I called for help. Utter silence answered
me. I peered through the closely twisted bars,
1 saw the grase, the diocping boughs of trees,
u.t_:d straight before- my line of visicn, a little
piecs of the blessed sky, apal-tinted and faintly
blushing with the consciousness of the approach-
ing sunrise, X drank in the sweet fresh nir; o
long trailing branch of the wild grape vine bung
near me ; 1ts leaves wera covered thickly with
dew. I squeezed sne haud through the grating
and gathered a few of tkese green nicraele
of coolness—I ate them greedily They
seemed to me more delicious than anything L
had ever tasted ; they relieved the burning
fever of wmy parched ihroat and tongue. The
glimp:e of the trees and the sky soothed and
calmed me, There was a gentle twittering of
awaking birds; my nightingale had ceased
sicging. .

Lbepan to recover slowly from my nervous
terrors; and leaning ageinst the gloomy arch of
my charnel: houss I took cournge to glance back-
ward down the steep stairway up which IThad
aprudg with such furious precipitation. Some-
thing white lay in o corner on the seventh atep
from -the top. Curious to see what it was,
I descended cautiovaly, and with rome reluct-
ance ; i was the half of & thick waxen taper
such sre as used in the Catholic ritval at the
burial of the dead. No doubt it had been
thrown down there by eome careless scolyte, to-
save himself the troubls of carryicg it aftar the
service had ended. I locked at it meditatively.
If Xonly had a hght! I plunged my hends
hslf abstractedlyinto the pockets of my trousers
—something jiogled ! Truly they had buried
me in haste, My purse, a small bunch of
keys, my card-case—one by ooce I drew
them out and examined them surprisedly
—~they locked eo familiar, and withal
s» strange! I searched again; and this
time found something of real value to one in my
condition—a small box ef wax vestas. Now,
had shey left me my cigar-case? No, that was
gone. 1t was a valuable silver one—no doubtthe
mouk, who attended my supposcd last moments,
had taken it, together with my watch and chain,
to my wife, Well,I conld not smoke, but I conid
strike m light. And there was tbe funesral
taper ready for use. The sun had not yet
risen. I must certainly wait till broad day
before I oould hope to_attract by my shouts
any stray person who miglht pa.s through the
cemetery. Meanwhile, a fauntastic idea sug-
geated itaelf, I would go and look at my own
coffin ! Why not2 Ibwonld bs s novel experi-
ence. The senso of fear had entirely deserted
me ; the posiession of that box of matches was
guflicient to endow me with absolute hardibood.
I picked up the church candle and lit it ; ibgave
at first a feeble flicker, but afterwnrds burnt
with a clear and steady Hame, Shading it with
one hand from the draught, 1 gave o parting
glance at the fair daylight that pesped smiling-
ly in through my prisun door, and then went
down~down again into the dismal place where
I bad pass:d the night in such indescribable
horror. : . ‘

Numbera of lizards glided away from my- feet
as 1 desoended the steps, and when the flate of
my torch penetrated the darkness I heard a
azurrying of wings mingled with various hirsing
vounds and wild cries. I knew now—none bet-
ter—what . weird and abominable things had
habitation in this storehouse of the dead, but L
felt I could defy them all, armed with the lighs
I carried. The way -thag had reemed
a0 long in ths dense gloom was brief and
easy, and I socon - found myself at the
scAne of my unexpected awakenng from tlesp,
Phe sc'ual body. of the vault was tquare-
sbaped, like a emall room inclosed within high
walls,—walls which were scooped out 1n various
places 5o a8 to form niches in which the narrow
cosketa containing the bones of all the departed
mebers of the Komani family were placed one
abave the other like sv many bales of goods ar--
ranged evenly on thu shelves of ~an ordinary
‘warehouse, : Theld the candle hish above my
tioad end. looked abatit me ‘with & morbid in-
teresh; ~L: soen paiceived what I sought—ay.
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haps Jaid it upon my. iy e e
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me; it h
no. doubt, when- I hm?ﬁiﬁjiﬂﬁ"ﬂ"“““’
through the boards that inclosed me I{ ‘i‘!
and kissedit reverently—TX resolvid that f oo i
met the holy father again, I would tall 111 ever 1
story, and, 8s & proof ot its truth, reator, ltm l?y
this cross, which he wonld be sure to'raeeoo oy
Had_they pnt my name op the coﬁn.lizdn'}"j
wondered. -Yes, there it was—Dpsinted on th
wood in coarse, black letters, * Fanro Royax
~—then followed the date of my birth; the
short patm lnseription, stating “taat I hag ;' H
:i ?jho era tin Augusé: 15, 1;884. hat wag yl::l
erday—ounly yesterday ! ;
a cfuturydsine}l; then. ¥ ? . seemed h Bavelived
turned to look at my father’ i
The velvet on his c-ffin yhunge;r:::: sittl: E{ elac_e a
mouldering remnanta—bus it was not 5o uttes ll v
damp-destroyed and worm-enten as the eoal: {1
and indistinguisbable material that stil) o) .
to the massive oaken chest where 8he 1a _ux’:Jg
from whoee avms I had reeeived my ﬁr{g o
brace—she in whore lovinis eyes I had fires e&
held the wotld! I knew by asortof instinet that;
1t wnust bave been with the fraye agments on
her coffin that wmy fingers had idly played
in the darkness. I counted, ns befors, tig gits
nf metal—eight hits leng!hwise, a-nd’fourbus
across—and on my father's clise cusket there
were ten silver plates lengthwive and five
acros, My poor little mother! T thought of
her pictare—it hung in my library at lLoma:
the pictura of & young, rmiling dnrk-haired
beauty, whoee delicate tint was as thog of a
Fegcl_: ripening i the summer smn, A) that
oveliness bad decayed into—what? T shud
dered involuutarily—then I knelt humbly before
those two rad hollows in the cold stome, and
implored the blessing of the dead and guﬁe be-
lqved ones to whom, while they lived, my wel-
farebad been dear. While f occupied this
kneeling position the flame of mny torch fel) di-
rectly on some small object that glittered with
remarkable lustre, I weut to examineit s it
was o jowelled pendant compozed of one la;:ge
pear-snaped pearl, set round with fine rose
brillianta ! Surprised a¢ this discovery, I
looked about tn see where such a valuable éem
could possibly have cone from. I then noticed
au ususually large coffin _lying sideways on the
¢round ; it appesred as if it bad failen sudden-
Iy snd with force, for » number of loose stones
and mortar had been sprinkled near it. Holding
the light close tothe ground, I observed that o
niche exactly below the onme in which I had
been laid was empty, and that a considerable
portion of the wall there was broken away.
then remembered that when'I had sprung so-
deeply out of my narrow kox I hed heard:
romething fall with o crash beside me. This.
was the thing, then—this leng coffin, big cnough
to contain & man seven feet high and broad in-
proportion. What pigantic ancestor had I ir--
:eve:;n*l{ tt;ihlsl';ot'cilg.;ed ?—and waa it from a skele-
on throat that the race jewel 1 held in
had been accidentally aJhaken? my hand

My curiosity was excited, and I bent close to
examine the lid of this funeral chest, There-
was no nams on it—no mark of any sort, save-
one—a dagger roughly painted in red. Hers
was a mystery ! Tresolced to penetrate it, I
set up my candle in a little crevice of one of the
empty piches, and laid tha pearl and diamord:
pendant beside it, thus disembarrassing myaself”
of all encumbrance.. The huga coffer lay on ita
side, as I have #nid; its uppermost coroer
was splintered; I applied both hands- to.
the work ot breakin further asunder
hese already split portions. As I did-soa
eathern pouch or bag rclled out at my feet, I
Dpicke1 it up and opened it—it was fuil of gold
ieces ! Mory excited than ever. I seized &
arge pointed slone,.and by the aid of this ox--
temporized instrument, together with the torce
of my own arms, bande, and feet, I managed,
after some ten minutes’ hard labor, to break

open the mysterious casket

When I bad accomplished this deed I stared’
at the result like a man stupefied. Nomoul--
dering ‘hocror met my gaze—no blanched or
decsying brnes ; nogrinoing skull wmocked mo
with its hollow eye-sucksts, I looked upona
treasure worthy of an emperor’s envy. The big
coffin was literally lined and packed with incal--
culable wealth. Fifty large lenthern bngs tied
with conrse cord iav uppermost; more than
half of these were crammed with gold coios,
the rest were fullof priceless gema—necklaces,.
tiaras, bracelets, watches, chaine, and other:
articles of fominine adornment ware mingled
with loose precious stones—dinmonds, rubies,
emeralds and opals, some of unusual size and
lustre, some uncut, and some all ready for the
jeweller’s eetting, Beneath these bags were
packed a number of pieces of »ilk, velvet, and
cloth of gold, each piece being. wrapped:
by itself in a sors of ocil-skin, strong
ly perfumed with camphor and- other
spicre,  Thers were also three  lengtha.
of old lace, fine as gossawmer, of matchless ar-
tistic dexigo, in perfect condition. .Among these-
materisls lay twa large trays of sclid gold work-
manship, 1008t exquiritely engraved and orna-
mented, aizo four gold drinking cups, of quaint
and massive consruction.  Other valuable and
curious triflea shere were, such as an ivory
ntatuette of Psyche on a silver pedestal, a waiat-
band of coins linked together, a painted fan
with o handle g6t in amver and turquoise, a fine.
steel -dagger in a jeweled sbeath, and a mirror
framed in old pearls. Last, but not leass, at
tha very bottom of the chest, lay rolls upon
rolls of paper money amounting to some mii-
lions of francs—in all far Aurpaseieg:what I had
myself formerly enjoyed from my own revenues..
I plunged my bands deep in the laathern bags 3:
I fiogered the rich materinls; all this treasare
was mine/ I had found it in mw own bnrial
vault. . . . . . I hadgurely the (ight to
coneider it a8 my property ? I began to consider
—how could it have been placed there without:
my knowledge? The answer to this guestion
occurred to me at once. Berigands I' Of qourse I—
what a fool X was not to bave thought of them.
bef:re ; the dagger painted on the lid of the
chest should bave guided me to the solution of
the mystery. A red dagger was the racognized
sign-manual of a bold and dangerona brigand
named Carmelo Neri, who, with his reckless
gsng, haunted the vicinity of Palermo.

So 't ” T thought. *‘Thix1s caaof your bright
ideus, my cut-throat Oarmelo.! Cunuingrogue !
you calgulated well,—you thought thas nope
wonld disturb the dead, much less break open a
coffin in search of gold. Admirably planned,
my Carmelo ! But this time you must play a
losing game ! A supposed dead man coming to
lifeagaindeserves somethingfor higitrouble, and I
should be fool not to accept the goods the geds
and the robbera provide. Anill-gotten hosrd
of wealth, no doubt ; bub better in my hands
than in yours, friend Carmelo 2"

And I meditated for some minutes on this
straoge nffair, If, indeed—end I saw noreason
to-doubs it—1I had chanced to find sume of the
apoils of the redoubtable Neri, this greas chest
must have been brought over by sea from
Palermo. Probably four stout rascals had car-
ried the supposed coffin in amock eelemn pro-
cession, under the pretence of its containing
the bidy of a dead comrade. These thieyes
have a bigh-genee of bumor, Yeb the question .
remained to be solved,—How had: they gained
access to my ancestral vault, uniess by means of
a falss key ? . ‘ .

Allat once I was left in daxrknese, My candle
wen$ out ag shough blown upon by-a gust of
sir. T bhad wy matcher, and of courrs could
casily light it again, but I was puzzed to
imagine the cause of its sudden extinction, I
lovked abunt me in tbe temporary gloom and
4aw, to 1y surprise, a ray of Light nroceeding
from & ocyve* of phe very niche where I'had
fixed the. candle between two 'stones, I ap-
-proached ard put iroy:hand:to the place;—a
sirong draugbt blew .through n hole arge

-anough %0 admis the;pasasge of three flogers.

- quickly re-lit my tarch, and.examining . this
hole and. the:back: of the nicha-.rtten-ively.

nf my: wailing voice 1inging through.the romiza.
‘imohes of .the vault'was sirange ‘and.. full  of
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. There it wosin a niche some five feet. from
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fourd ‘that i_g_@ti blocks of granitain thie wall j




