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: . , T .emi U ‘oo, that I am|admitted. I raised my hat as I entsred,-and ha; it i §
the Marquis makes bo objection, T shall not, | for the first time. Great Hoavan ! shall 1 ever ;f.dv?-h;aﬁgd,’::d DO e e o are best | walked bareheadod through s long, " cold | mothars,  Whatever p [RETOY . of

VENDETTA ;

—OR—
The Story of One Forgotten.

CHAPTER.XXV.—Continued. :
. Si Ferzari then flung away the
unfo?tl\l:?mhe:gfriﬁ::omo with go much force that
he full in a heap on the psvement and broke his
laateca to pieces. Theloksi,' man &et \apna; :lrllt:lsg

itilul groaniog, ‘bus ths Signor cared, 1
?(;rlt‘ltuﬁwhe '5::.5 wad, I think, * Get tobed!’
he cried, ‘angdslscp—uluaptill youdie! Tell your
istress when yon ses ber thas I came to kall
her! My curse upan this house and sl who
dwellinit!’ .And with that he ran so quickly
ghrough the garden into the bigh road that I
had some troudlu to foitow him. There after
walking unsteadily fgl; a few paces, he sudde:ly

fell down, senseiess. .

eVix;):;ﬁz: poused. ¢ Wel),” I gaid, *‘what

hap~ened next ?” .
v Fecellenza. I could wot leave him there

without aid. drew my cloak weil up to my
miouth and pulled my bat down over my
eyes so that he could not recognise
me, Then I took water from a fountain close
by aod dashed it on his face. He soon came to
himself, and, takiog me for o strauger, thanked
we for my assistence, sayicg that he had had
a sudden snock. He then drank qreedlly from
the fruntain and went on his way."

4 You fotlowed ” . .

“ Yaa, Bscellenzs,—at & little distance. He
next visited a2 common tavern inone of the back
airects of the city and came out with two
men. They were well dressed—they had
the air of gentlemen epoiled by bad fortune.
The S‘gnor talked with them for some time—
be seemed much excited, I could not hear
what they said except'at the end, when these
two atrangers consented to appear as seconds
for Signor Ferrari, nnd they at once left him,
£ come atraight to this hotel, Aond they are
arrived, for 1 saw them through a half-apened
door a8 1 came ip, talkiog to the Marquis
D’Avencourt.’ .

*Well ! " I said, * and what of Signor Fer-
rari when he was left alone by bis two friends?”

** There is not much more to tell, Eccellenza,

He went up the little hill to hisown studio, and

1 noticed that he walked like a very old man
with bis head bent. Once he etopped and
shook his fist in the air aa thongh threatening
some one, He let himself in at his door
with a private key—and I saw him no more. I
fslt that he would not come out again for some
time. And as I moved away to return hers, I
keard a sounad sas of terrible weeping."”

* Aud that is all, Visoenzo ?"

¢ That is all, Eccellenza.” .

I was silent. There was suvmething in the
simple narration that touchel me, thongh I re-
mained a3 determinately relentless as ever.
Aiter o few moments I said,

“Youhave done well, Viacenzo. You are
aware how grcaely this young man has insulted
me—and that his injurious treatment can only
be wiped out in one way. That way is already
arrasged. Ycu can eet out those pistols you
cleaned.”

Vincenzo obeyed—Dbut as he lifted the heavy
cage of weapons aud set them on the table, he
venturei to remark timidly,

d e '}‘hc Eccellenza knows it is now Christmas-
ay 2"

** T am ruite aware of the fact,” I said, some-
whab frigialy. :

Ia nowise drunted, he went on, *'Coming

. bagck just now I ruw the big Nicolo—the Iccel-

Rat you must promise not 50 mterrapb any of
the groeeedings by s0 much as an exclama-
tion.
He promised readily, and when I joized the
I\;n.rc}uis he followed, carryiog my case of
netols, .

i Heo can bs trusted, I suppose?” asked
D'Avencours, glancing keenly st him while
shakine hands cordially with me.

T, the death {® I replied laughinely. * He
will break his heart if he ia not allowed to
bind up my wounds " .

“T see" you are m.good spirits, Conte,” re-

marked Captain Freccla ay we took our seats
in the ocurriege. *‘It is always the way
with the man who is in the right. Ferrari, [
fear, is not quite so comfortable,”
And he proffered me a cigar, which I accept-
ed. Just a3 we were about to start the fat land-
lord of the hotel rushed towards us, and layiog
hoid of the carriage coor—** Kccelleza,” he ob-
served in & confidontial whisper, *‘of course this
is ouly a matter of coffee and glorias? They
will be ready for you all on your raturn,
Iknow—I understand!” Ard he smiled and
nodded a great many times, and laid his finger
knowingly on the side of his nore. We laughed
heartily, assuring him that his perepicuity was
wonderful, sand he stood on the bread steps in
high good humor, watching us as our vehicle
1umbled heavil{y AWaY.

“ Evidently,” I remarked, ** he doas not con-
sider a duel o8 n serions affair.
#Not he!” replied Frecca “He has
known of too many sham fights to be
able to understand a real one, ’ Avencourt
knows something about that too, though he
always killshis man. Butvery oftenitis suflicient
to scratch one another with the sword-point so
a4 to draw & quarter of a drop of blood, and
aoonor ia satistied. 'Lben the coffee and glorias
are brought, as suggested by our friend the
landlord. .

It is a ridiculous age,” suid the Marquis,
taking his cigar from his mouth, and compla-
cently surveying bis small, suple white bhand,
“thoroughly ridiculous, but I determined it
should never make a fool of wme. You se¢, my
daar Conte, nowndays & duel is very frequently
decided with swords rather than pistols, and why?
Becanse cowards fancy it is much more difhi-
cult to kull with the sword. But not at all.
Long ago I mads up my mind that no_man
should continue to live who dared to insult
me. I therefore studied sword-play as an art.
And I assure you it is » simple matter to kill
with the sword—remarkably eimple. My op-
ponents are astonished at the ease with which I
despatch them ! .

Freccia laughed. **De Hamal is a pupil of
yours, Marque, is he not?”

1 regret to say, yes! He is marvellously
clumsy. I have often earnestly requested him
to eat bis sword rather than handle it so bour-
ishly, Vet ho kLills his men, too, but n a
butcher-like way—totally without grace or re-
finement. £ ehould say he was about on a par
with our two associate#, Ferrari’s seconds.”

I rousad myself from a reverie into which I
had fallen.

*‘“What men are they ?” I inquired.

‘“One calls himsslf the Capitano Ciabatti,
the other Cavaliere Daursi, at your service,”
answered Freccia indifferently. “ Good swesr-
ers both and hard drinkers—g£lled with stock-
phrases, such as * our distinguished dear friend,
Kerrari,” * weongs which can only be wip=d out
by blied’—all bimbast and  braggadoeia !
These fellows would ag soon be on one side as
the other.”

He resumed his smoking, and we all three

lenza has dubtiess seen him often?—he ixu
vinegrower, and they say he is the largest man
in Naples—three monsha siuce he nea:ly killed
his brothher—eblene ! To nizht thas aame big
Nicolo is drinking Chiaoti with that samae
brother, and buth shouted after mne as I passed,
‘flola ! Viucenzo Finma ! all is well between
us, be:auss it is the bleased Christ's birth-
day.”” Viocenz) stuppel and regarded me
wistfully.

“Well 1" I said calinly, ** what bas the big
Nieolo or his broth-r to d» with me?”

My valet hesitated—looked up—then down—
finally he said simply, *‘ May the saiuts pre-
gerve the Eccellenzu from all harm 1 ”

1 smiled gravely, * Thank you, my frisnd.
I understand what you mean. HHuwve no fear
forme. 1 nm now going tolie down and rest
till five o’clock or thareabouts, and I adviseyou
to doths same. At that time yon can bring ine
some coff:e.”

JAnd 1 nodded kindly to him as I left
him and entered my sleeping apartmeut, where
I throw mysell on the bad, dressed as
I wis. I had no iantention of eleeping; my
mind was too dedply eogrossed with all I had
goune throuzh. I could enter intc Guido's feel-
ings—had I not suffered .23 he was now suffer-
ing ?—nay ! more than ha—for he, at_any rate,
would not be burisd alive | I should take care
of that ! 1le would not have to endure the
agony of breaking loose from the celd grasp of
the grave to come back to life to find his name
slandered, and his vacant place filled up by a
usurper. Do what I would, I conldinot torture
him as much as I myself had been
tortured. That was o pity—death, sudden and
alinost priol-es, ssemed too good for him,
I beld up wy hundin the half-lightand watched
it cloa:ly to s2eif it trenbled ever go slightly.
No ! it was steady as 8 rock—I felt T waa sure
of myaim. I would not fire at his heart, I
thought—but just sbove 1t—Ffor I had to remem-
ber ons thing—he inust live lung enough to re-
cogaise me bafore he died. That was the
stiog [rererved for bis last moments. Thesick
dreams that had bowildered my birain when I
was taken ill at the auberge recurred tome, I
remembered the lithe figure, so like Guidp,
that had glided in the Indian canoe towards
me and had piuaged a dagger three times in
soy heart. Hal it notbaen realized? Had not
Guido etabbed mao thrica? in his theft of my
wife's affections, in his contempt for my little
dead child, in his slanders on my name ?
Then why suchk faolish notions of pity—
of forgiveaee« that were beginning to steal
intomy mind? It was toolate now foc for-
Riveness ; the very idea of it only rese outof a
silly sentinntalism awakened by Xerrari’s al-
lusion to our yourg days, days £.¢ which, after
all, he roally eared nothing, Meditating on all
theze things, Isuppose I must have fallen by
imperceptible degreea into a doze which deep-
ened tili it becawme & profound and refreshing
tleep. From this I was awakened by a knock-
ing at ths door. I arose and admitted Vin-
cenzo, who eatered beariog o tray of steaming

offee,

“Ig it already g0 late " I agked him.

“It wants aquarter to flve,” replied Vin-
cenzo—then looked at ma in yoma aurprise, he
added, *Will not the Eccellenza change his
evening driess ?”

I nodded in tho affirmative—and while I
drenk my cofiee my valet sat out asuib of
rough twead, ruch as I was accustomed to
wear overy day, Hethen left me, and I quickly
caangad my attire, and while I did so I consider-
ed carefutly she pocition of affairs. Neither the
Marquis D’Avencourt nor Captain Frecoia had
ever knewn me personally when I was Fabio
Romani, nor was it at all probable that the two
tavern companions of Ferrari had ever seen me,
A surgeon would be on thejfiell—most probab-
ly a stranger. Thinking over these poiats,
I rssolved _on a bold abroke—it waa thig—
that when I turned to face Ferrari in the com.
bat, I would do so with uncovered eyes—I
would abjure my spectacles altogetber for the
occagion. Vaguely I wondered what the effect
would ke wupon him, was very much
changed oven without these disguising
glasses, wmy " white beard and bhair had
seemiogly altered my mapect—yet I knew
there was soms:ting familiar in the expres-
-sion of my ayss that could not fail to. startle
one who bad known me well. My seconds
would ccnaider it very natural that 1 should ro-
move the smoke-solored spectacles in order to
see my aim unencumbered-—the only person
likely to be ' disconcerted by my action was
Jerrari himuself. The more I thoughs of it the
more debermined I was to doit. T had scarcely
flaishsd dressing whea Vintenzo entered with
W overcont saud informed me thab the

arquie waited for me, and that a closo enr-
riage wasin attendance at the private door of
the hotal. .

$“Parmit me toascompany vau Feeeflanzy |?
pleded the faithfal fellow, with anxiety in the
tons of hig voice, ' . .

*-Come, then, amico,” T said, cheesily, *If

v
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lapsed into silence, The drive seemed very
long, though in reality the distance was not
ereat. At Inst we passed the Caan Ghirlande,
a superb chateau belonging to a dist:nguished
pobleman who in former days bad been a
irtenily neighbor to me, and then our vehicle
jolted down a gentle declivity which aloped
into a smnall valley. where there was a good-
sized piece of smooth, flag green eward. Krom
this spot conld be faintly discerned the castel-
lated turrets of my own house, tha Villa Ro-
nnni, Here we came to a standstill. Vincenso
jumped briskly down from his reat beside the
coachman, and assisced us to alight. The car-
ringa then drove off to a retired corner behind
some trees. We surveyed the ground, and saw
that only one prrson beside ourselves had ar
rived, This was the surgeon, a dapper, good-
humored little German who spoke bad Freach
and worse Italian, and who shook hands cor-
dially with us all.  On learnivg who I was he
bowed low and smiled very amiably. ‘‘The
best wish I-can offer to you, Signor,” he said,
“is that you may have no occision for my se:-
vices, You have reposed yourself? That is
well—sleep steadics the nervea, Ach! you
shiver ! True it is, the morniong ia cold.”

I did indeed experience a passing shudder,
but not because the air was chilly, It was be-
cause I felt cervain—so tarribly certain, of*kill-
ing the maun [ had onca loved well. Almost I
wished I could also feel that there was the
lightest po-sibility of hiskilling; bubnot . .
all my instincta told me there was no chance of
this. ~ I had asort of rick pain at my heart, and
o8 I thought of ker, the jewsl-eyed snske who
had wrought ail the evil, my wrath against her
increased tenfold. I woudered scornfully what
«he was doing away in the gquiet con-
vent where the sacred Host unveiled, glittered
on the altar like a star of the morning. No
doubt she slept ; it was yeb too _early for her to
practise her srham saunctity. She slept, in all
probability most peacefully, while her husband
and .her lover called upon Death to come and
decide batween them. The slow clear strokes of
a bell chiming frum the city, tolled six, and as
its lust echo trembled mournfully on the wind
chere was o slight atir among my companions. I
lovked and saw Ferrari approaching with his
two nssosiates  Ho walked slowly, snd was
muffled in a thick cloak; his hat was pulled
over his browr, and I could nob see the expres-
gion of his face, a3 he did not turn hia head once
in my direction, but stood apart leaning against
the trunk of & leafless tree. Theseconds on
both sidea now commenced neasuring the
ground.

““We are agreed as to the distance, gentle-
men?” said the Marquis, *‘Twenty paces, I
think " ]

“Twenty paces,” stiffly returned one of Fer-
rari's friends—a battered-looking middle-aged
rouc with ferocious moustachios, whom I pre-
sumed wss Captnin Ciabatti,

They went on measuring carefully and in si-
lencs.  During the pause I turned my back on
the whole party, slippad off my spectacles and
put them in my pocket. Then I lowered the
brim of my hat slightly so that the change
mwight not be observed too suddenly,~and re-
suming my firat position, I waited. It was day-
light though nov full mornicg,—the sun had
not yet risen, but there wasan opaline lustre in
‘the sky, and one pale pink streak in the enst
like the floating peunon from the lanceof a
.hero, which heralded his approach, There wasa
gentle twitbering of awakening birds,—the grass
sparkled with o million tiny drops of frosty
dew. A curious oalmness possessed me., I felt
for the time as though I were a mechauioal
automaton moved by some ot er will than my
own. Ihadno passionleft.

. The weapous were now loaded,~—and the
Marquis looking abouh him with a careful busi-
pess-like air, remacked—

. “ T think we may now place our men?"

This euggeation sgreed to, Ferrari left his
place near the tree againsh which he had in part
reclined as though fatigued, and advanced to
the spot his seconds pointed ous to him. He
threw off hia hat aud overcoat, thereby show-
ing that he waa abill in his evening dress. His
face was haggard and of a sickly paleness—his
eyes hnd dark riogs of pain round them,
and were full of s keen and Dbitter
anguish, = He eagerly grasped the pistol theﬁ
handed to him, and examined it olosely wit
vengeful interest, I meanwbhile also threw off
my hat snd coat,—the Marquis glanced at me
.with eareless approval.

“You look a much younger man without
your spectacles, Conte,” he remarked as he
‘handed me my weapon. I smiled indifferently,
sud toek vp my position st vhe distance indi
cated, exsctly opposite Ferrari, He was atill
nccupied in the examination of his pistol, and
did vot at once look up. :

““ Are you rendy, gentlemen?” demanded
Trarcin. with eonrtsous coldness, -

&uin D'Avenoourt took out his handkerchief,

hen Fersari raised his bead and faced me fully

forget the awfulchange that came over his
pailid countenance—she confused muan luok in
his eyes—the g:aftled horror of his expression’]
Hig lips moves a3 though ha wereabout to utter
&R 68X ion,—he staggeved.
4 Qne” cried D'Avencourt.

‘We raisad our weapons.

4% Two lll ‘

The scared and bewildered expression of
Ferratr’s face deepened visiblyaa he eyed m3
eteadily in taking aim. I smiled proudly—I
gave him back glance for glance,—1 saw hm{
waver,—his band shook. ' .

“Three !” and the whito bandkerchief flut-
tered to the ground. Instantly and together
wo fired. Ferrari’s bullet whizzed passed me,
merely tearing Iny coab and_grazing my shoul-
der. The smoke cleared, Ferrari still stood
etect, opposite me, staring straight forward
with the same frantic far-off look, the pistol hnd
dropped frem his hand., .Suddenly he
threw up his arms, shuddered, and
with a smothered groaan fell, fice for-
ward, prone on the award. Theeurgeun hurried
to his side and turned him so that he lay on his
back. He was uncondcious,—though his
dark eyes were wide open, sod turaed bldly

upward to the sky, he front of his shirt was
already soaked with bloed. We all gathered
aroa

** A good shot ?” inquired the Marquis, with
the indifference of a practised duellist. .

*Ach 1 a goud shot indeed !” replied the little
German doctor, shaking his head as he rose
from his examination of the wound. “* Excel-
lent ! He will be dead in ten mioutes. The
bullet has passed through the lupgs cloze to
the hienrs. Ilonor iseatisfied cortainty !”

At that moment, a deep, anguished aigh part-
L ed the lips ol the dying man, Sense and specu-

“ Quite ready,” was the response, The Mar- | h

lation returned 1o those glaring eyes so awiully
upturned. He locked upon us all doubtichly
one after the other—till finally his gaze rested
upon me. Then he grew strangely excited,—
his lips moved,—he eagerly tried to vpeak- The
doctor, watchful of his movements, poured
brandy between his teeth. The cordial gave
him momentary strength—he raised himself by
a supreme effort. .

““Loet me speak,” he gasped fainily, “to
kim 2" And he pomted to me,—then he zon-
tinued to mvtter like » manin a dreaw—*'to
him alone!” .

The others, slightly awed by his manner,
drew aside out of ear-shot, and I advanced and
knelt beside him, stooping my face between his
and the morning sky. His w.ld eyes wzet mine
with a piteons and beseachiog terror. .

“In God’s name,” he whispered thickly,
*Who are you 7

“VYou know me, Guido!™ I answered

steadily. “I am Fabic Romani, whom
you once called friend! I am he
whose wife you stole! . , . whowe
name you slandered ! . whose

honor you despised! Ah! look at me well!
your own heart tells you whoIom !

He uttered a low moan and raised his hand
with a feeble geature. : .

“Tabio? 1'abio ?” he gasped. * He died—1I
saw him in hia cofin——"

I lesned more closely over him. ‘1 was
buricd afive,” I said with thrilling distinctness,
“ Understand nde, Guido,—buried alive!
escaped—no matter how, I came home,—to
learn your treachery snd my own dishocor!
Shall I tell you more?”

A torrible shudder shook his frame,—lus
head moved restlessly to and fro, the sweat
stood in large drops upon his forehead With
my own handkerchief I wiped kis lips ard
brow tenderly,—my nerves were strung up to
an almoest brittle tension,—I smiled as a
woman smiles when on the verge of hysterical
weepiog.

+'You koow tho avenue,” I said, “the dear
old avenue, where the nightingales tiog? I
saw you there, Guido—with ker!.,—on the
very night of wy return from death,—she wan
in your arms,—you kissod her,—youn spuka of
me,—yon toyed with the necklaca oa har white
breast 1"

He writhed under my gazs with o strong
convulsive movement.

“Telme . , quick?" he gasped. ‘‘Does
<. . sha ., . kunowyou?’

“ Nog yet !" I answered slowly. ** Bus svon
she will—when I have married her !

A look of bitter angunish filled his s'raining
eyes.  ‘'Oh God, God !” he exclaimed witha

roan like that of & wild benst in pain. ** This

13 horrible, ton horrible ! Spare we . . .
spare . . .’ A rushof blood choked his ut-
tterance,  Uis breathing grew fainter and {aint-
er; the livid hue of approaching dissolation
spread itself gradunlly over his countensance.
Staring wildly at me, he groped with his hands
a8 though he searched for some lost thing. I
took ono of thase feebly wander!ng hapds with-
in mv own, and held it closely clasped.
* You know the reat,” I said gently ; * you
undecstand my vengeance ! Butb it is all nvar,
Guido— all aver now ! She has played us hoth
false. DBlay God forgiveyouasIdo !”

He smiled~—a sofs lock brightened his [ast
glazing eyes—the old boyish lo.lt that had won
my love in former days.

** All over 1" herepeated in a sort of plaintive
babble. *‘All over, now! Gol . . .
Fubio . . . forgive! . , .” A t.nible
convulsionwrenched andcontorted his limbs nad
features, his throat rattled, and atret:hing Lin.-
salf out with a longshivering sigh, . . ke
died! The firat beams of the rising sun,
Elercmg throngh the dark, moss covired
branches of the pine-trees, fell on the cluster-
iog bair, and lent & mocking brilliancy 1o bis
wide-open sightless eyes ;: there was a »mile on
the closed lips!" A burning, suffering sensatiou
roae in my shroat, as of rebellious tears try:ng
to force a paasage. I still held the band of my
friend and enemy—it had grown cold inmy
claap, Upon it sparkled my family dinmond—
the rn}g she had given him. Idrew the jewel off ;
then 1 kisred that poor paesive hand as I
lnid it gently down—kissed it tenderly, rever-
ensly. Hearing footsteps approaching, I roee
from my kneeling posture and stond erec’ with
folded arms, looking tes;lessly dnwn on the
stiffening clay before m: o [he re t of the party
cama up ; no cne spoke tor s minuts 3 all sur-
vayed the dead body in silence, At lasy Cap-
tain Freccia eaid roftly in half inquiring
accernita.

¢t He is gone, I auppose

Y bowed. I could not trust myaself to apenk.

““lie made you his apology?” asked the
Marquis.

I bowed again. There was onother pause of
heavy silence, The rigid smiling face of the
corpse seemed to’mock all epeech. Tue
doctor atooped ard skilfully closed thos=
glazed appealivg eyes—and then 1t meomed
to me as thouxh Guido merely slept
and that a touch would awaken him.
The Marquis D'Avencourt took me by
the erm and whispered, * Get back to the
city, amico, and take some wine—you look
positively ill ] _ Your evident rearet does you
crodit, considering the circumestancee—but what
would you?—it was s fair fight, Consider the
provocation yon had! I should advise you to
leave Naples for a oruple of weeks—by that
time the affair will be forgotten, I "know
how;’theae things are managed—leave it all to

me,

. I thanked him and sbook his hand cordially
and turned to depart, Vincenzo was in wait-
ing with the carriage. Once I looked back, aa
with slow steps I left the field ;—~a golden ra-
diance illumined tha sky just above the stark
figure stretohed so straightly on the sward ;
while almost from the very side of that pulse-
less heart a little bird rose from its neat among
the grasses and soared into the heavens, sing-
1ng rapturously as it flew into the warmth und
glory of the living, breathing"day.

CHARTER XXVI.

Entering the fincre, I drove in it a very littla
way towaids the city. I bade the driver stop
at the corner of the winding rvad that Jed to-

'the Villa Romeni, and there I alighted.

ordered Vincenzo to go on to the hotel and
send from thence my own carriange and horses
up to the Villa gates, where Iwould wait for
‘i, I also bade him pack " my portmantean i
readiness for my- depsrture that evening, 8l
proposed going to Avelino, among tho m-un-
tgins, for o few days, Ho heard my commarda
in silence and evident embarragsment. Finally

id @
e“'.?va I slso travel with the Eccollenza ?"
““Why, no |’ I answered with ‘nl
|

lefs to themselves, Beaides, remember the
Cainiral, I told you you were ires 0 iGUGIgs 13
its merriment, and shall I now deprive you of

| your pleasure? No, Vincenzo ; stay and enjoy

yourself, and take no concern for me.

Vincenzo saluted me with his usual resgect-
ful bow, but his features wore an sxpression of
uhatinacﬁé ” .

**The Eccellenza must pardon me,” be said,
¢ but I have just looked at death, and my taate
ia epoilt for Curnival. Again, the Excellenza
18 8ad, it is neceasary that I should accompany
him to Avellive.”

T saw that his mind was made up, and I.was
in no humor for argument, o

“ Ag you will,” I answered wearily, ‘‘only
believe me, you make a foalish decision, DBut
do what you like ; only arrange all so that we
leave to night. d now get back quickly,
give no explanations at the hotel of what has
oscurred, and lose no time in sending on my
carrisge. I will wait alone at the Villa Romani
il is comes,” . .

'The vehicle rumbled off, bearing Vincenzo
seated on the box beside the driver. 1 walched
it disappear, and then turned into the roal
that led me to my owa_ dishunoured
home.. The place looked asiient,—mut =
roul was stirring. The silken blinds of
the reception-rooms were all clotely drawn,
showing that the mistress of the house was ab-
seot; it was as if some one lay dead v;vithm. A
vague wonderment arose in my mind. Who
was dead ? Surely it must be I—I the master
of the houcebold, who lay st:ff and cold in one
of those curtained rooms! This terrible white-
haired man who roamed feverishiy up
and down outside the wals was not
me;—it was some angry demon rissn
from the grave to wreak punishment on the
guilsy. I was dead, I could never have killed
the mau who had once bcen my frivnd.  And
he also was dead, the same murderess bad slain
us both, and—skelived. Ha! that was wroog,
she must now die, but in such torture_ that her
very soul shall shrink and shrivel under it into
a devil's flame for the furnace of hell !

With my braia fall of hot whirling thoughts
like these 1 looked through the carved heraldic
work of the villa-gates. Here bhad Guido
stood, poor wretch, last night, shaking these
twisted wreaths of iron in impostent fury.
There on the mosaic pavement he had flung

the trembling old servant who had told him af

the nbsence ot his traitress. On this very spot
he had lawached his curse, which, though he
knew it not, was the curse of a dying man. I
was glad he had uttered it; such maledictions
cling! There was nothing but compassion for
him inmy hesrs now that he was dead. He
had been duped and wronged evenas I; and1
felt that his spirit, released from its grosser
clay, would work with mine and a:d mn her
pumishment,

I paced rourd the silent house till I came to
the private wicket that led into the avenve ; I
opened it and entered the familiar path. I had
not been there since the fatal night on which
I bad learned my own betraysl. How in-
tensely still were those solemn pines—how
gaunt and dark and grim! Not a branch
quivazed—zot n leaf stirred. A cold dew thab
was searcely o frost glittered op the moss at my
fe=t. No bird’s voice broke the impressive
hush of the woodlsnd’s morning dream. No
bright-hued flower nnbuttoued it fairy cloak
to the breeze; {eb there was a tubtle perfume
everywhere, the fragrance of unseen viclets
whose pu ple eyes wers still closed in slumber.

I gazed on the scene as a man may behold in
a wvision the spot whera he once was happy. I
walked a few paces, then paused with a sirange
beatiug at my heart. A shadow fell across my
path -1t flitted b:fore me, it stopped—it lay
still. I saw it res.lve itselt 1nty the figure of a
man strotched out in rigid silence, with the light
heatirg full on his sriling, daad face, and also
on & deep woind just sbove his beart, frcm
which the blood oozed redly, staining the grass
on which he lay. Maasteriog the sick bhorror
which seized me at this sight, I sprarg forward,
the shaduw vanished instantly, it was amere
optical delusion, the result of my overwrought
and excited condition. I shuddered involun-
tarily at the umaze mv own heated fsncy bad
conjured up ; should I always see Guido thus,
I thought, eveun in my dreams ?

Suddenly a riogiLg, swaying rush of ronnd
burst joyously on Lhe silence ;—the slumbering
trees awoke, their leaves moved, their dark
braaches quivered, and the grasses lifted up
their green liliputian swurd-blades, Dells !—
and such b:-1ls !—tones of melody that stormed
the air with sweeteet eloquence,—round, rain-
bow bubbles of musie that burst upon the wingd,
and dispersed in delicate breken echoeg.

* Peace on earth, grod-will to men ! Dence—
on—earth—good—will—to—men !"” they secemed
to say over and over agam, till my eara ached
with the repetition. Peace! What had
I to do with ©peace or good-wil?
The Chri«: Mass could teach ms ovothing. I
was a4 one apart from human life—an alien
from itz custons and nffections—for n.e no love,
no brotherheod remained. The swirgivg song
of the chimae jarred my nerves.  Why, [
thonght, stiould the wild errieg worl i, with ¢ 1l
its wickod men and wonen, prarume to ©jiice
ot the Lirth of the Saviow 7—they, who were
not worthy to be saved | I turned swiftly
away; L ntrode fi-rcelv nust the ki:gly pines
that, now thorvughly awalkeced, seemnnr to nute
ms with a stern disdain as though they raid
among themrelves: ** What mauree of sinal
creaturn i3 thia that torments himself with
paseions rnkrown to us, in our calm converre
with ti.e stars?”

I was glad when I a'o-d agsin on ths high
ro.d, and inflnitely relieved when 1 hesrd the
rapid t-ot of horses and rumbling of wheele,
and saw my clased brevgham, drawing by i
prancing Dblack Avabiaus, approaching. I
walked to meet it; the coachman seeing me
drew up instuotly. I bade him take me 10 the
Convento_dell' Annunziats, apd euterice the
carrizre, I was driven rapidly away.

The convent wni rifuated, I know, some-
where betwe:nr Nuples and Sorrento. I guessed
it to be nenr Castellamare, but it wss fully
three miles beyond that, and was & somewhat
long drive of more than two hours. It lay a
goo1 distance out of the direct route, and was
only attaiaed by u byrral, which from its
rough and broken condition was evidently not
much frequepted  The bu lding stovd apars
frow oll 0 her hati'ztians in & larze opsn piece
of ground, fenced ia by a high stona wall
upiked at the top. Roses climbed thickly
among the epikes, and nlmost hid tbeir sha:p
points from view, and from a perfrct nest of
green foliage, the elender spire of the convent
chapel rose into the sky like a white fisger
pointing to heaven. My coachman d-ew
up before the heavily-barred gatee. Ialighted,
and bade him tule the carriage to the principsl
hostelry at Caatellamare, and weit for me
there, Aasoon as he had driven off, I rang
the convent bell. A little wicket fixed in tne
gate opened immediately, and the wrinkled
vigage of & veryold nun locked out. She de-

manded in low tones what X seught. I haad-
ed her my card, and etated my desire
to ses the Countesa Romani, if agree-

able to the Superioress. While I spoke
she looked at me curiously,—my spectacles, I
suppose, excited -her wonder,—~for I had re-

laced these disguising glasses immediataly on
eaving the sosne of the duel,—I needed them
yet a little while “l_on?r. Aftor peering ab me
o minnte or two with herbleared and aged ayes,
she chut the wicket in my face with a smart
click and disappesred. hile I awaited her
return, I heard the sound of children’s laughter
and light footateps running trippingly.on the
stone passage within..

“Fi donc, Rosie'!” said a girl's voice in
French; *“ la bonne Mire Marguerite sera trda
tras fAchde aveo toi."

$¢Tais toi, petite sainte ! cried another voice
more pierciog and silvery in tome. * Je veux
voir qui eat 1& | O'est un homme je eais bien—
parceque la vieille Mire Laura arougt!” and
both young veices broke into a chorus of re-
newed lauf,rhter. Then came the shuffling noise
of the old nun’a footsteps raturning; she
evidently caught the two truants, whoever
they were, for I 'heard her - expostulat-
ing, scolding, and apoutrogbmng the samnte
all 'in & breath, as she bade them go in-
side the house and ask tke good little Jesns to
fonmive their naughtiness. A silence ensued,

forced aad

then the belts and bars of the huge gales
were - undone slowly—it ppened,-and I was

.corridor, guided by the venerable nan, who
looked &t me no more;, but told  her
beads as she walked, and never spoke till she
had led me into the brilding, to a lofty ball,
glorious with sacred painticgs and statues, aud
from thence in%c & large, elegantly furmished
ro:m, whose windows commanded a fine view
of the grounds, Hare she motioned me to taks
a seat, and without lifting her eyelids, said :—
“Mother Margueru.e will wait upon you n-
stantly, Signor.’ N .
bowed, and she glided from the room so
noiselessly that I _did not even hear the door
close behind her, Left alone.in what I rightl
concluded was the reception re.om for visitors,
looked nbout mo with some faint interest.and
curiosity, I had pever before seen the interior
of what is known as an educational éonvent.
There were many photorrapbs on the walls
and mantel-piec:—portraits of girls, some
plain of face and form—oth=rs beautifal—
no doubt they had all been sent to the
nuna a8 souvenirs of former pupils, Rising
from my chair I examined = few of them care-
lessly, and was about to insp.ct a fine copy of
Munllo’s Virgin,wheo my attentivn was caught
by an upright velvet frame snrmounted with
my own crest and coronet. In it was che por-
trait of my wife, taken in her bridal dress, as
she lonked when she married me. I took it-to
the light, and stared at the features dubious-
ly. This was she,—this stim, fairy-like
creature c'ad in gossamer white, with the mar-
riace veil thrown back from her clustering bair
and child-like face,—this was the thing for
which two men’s lives had been sacrificed !
With a movement of disgust I replaced the
frame in its former position ; I had scarcely
done 89 when the door opened quietly and
a tall woman, clad in trailing robes of
pale blue with a nun's band and veil of
fine white cashmers, stood before me, I saluted
her with a deep reverenze; she responded
by the slightest possible bend of ber head. Her
cutward mauner wad so very still and compas-
ed that when she spoke her colourless lips
ecarcely moved, her very breathing never eiir-
red the silver oiucifix thatlay like a_glittering
signal-mauualon Ler quiet breast. Her voice,
though low, was stogularly clear and penetrat-

ing.

*¢ I address the Count Oliva ¥'she inquired.

I bowed in the affirmative. She looked at
me keenly: she had dark, brillant eyes, in
which tte smouldering fires of many acon-
quered passion still gleamed.

‘‘ You wounld see the Countess Romani, who
is in retreat here? ’

** If not 1nconvement or out of rule—"1I be-

a1,

The shadow of a ymile flitted across the nun's
pale, intellectual face ; it was gone almost as
800n as it appeared,

‘“Not at all,” she replied, in the same even
monotone.  ‘‘The Countess Nina is, by her
own desire, foliowming a strict regime. but
to-day being a universal feast day aH rules are
somewhat relaxed. The Reverend Mother de-
sires me to inform you that it is now the hour
for Mass ; she bas herself already entered the
chapel. If you will share in our devotione, the
Countess sha!l afterwards be informed of your
presecce here.”

I could do no lers than accede to this propo-
sition, though in truth it was unwelcome to me,
I wasia no humor for either prayer or praise;
I thought mocdily how startl.d even this im-
pageive nun misht have beep, could she have
knewn what manner cf man it was that she
thus invited to koeel in the sanctuary. How-
ever, I gaid no word of objection, and she bade
me follow her, Az we left the room, I zskod :
*'Is the Countess well

 She seerrs so,” returned Mere Margrur'te,
she fullows her retigious duties with exactitude,
and makes no complaint of fatigue,” )

We were row crossing the great hall. I ven-
tured cn anather inquiry.

“She was a favorite pupil of youre, I be-
Heve "

The ven turned hor passionless face towards
me witn an air of mili surprice and reprocf.

‘T have no favorites,” she answered coldly.
“ All the children educated here share my at-
teotion ani rogard equally.”

I murwured un apolegy, and added with a
forzed snile :

* You must pardon my apparsnt inquisitive-
ness, but a3 the future huabaud of the lady who
was brought up nnder your care, I am naturally
interested in all that conceras her,”

Again the searchirg eyes of the seligicuse
surveytd me ; she sighed slightly,

“I am aware of the connection tetween yom,”
she satd in n rather pained tone, *‘Nina Ru-
mani belongs to the world, and follows the ways
of the wor!d, Of course marriage is the natural
fulfilment of most young girls’ destinies’; thare
are comparatively faw who are called ons of the
ranka to serve Christ, The-efore when Nina
married the estimable Count R.mani, of whom
report spoke ever favorably, we rejoiced grest.
ly, feelicg that her futurs was eafe 1n the
handa of a gentle and wiee protector. Blay lis
soul reat in peave ! Bat asecond inarriage for
her is what I did not expect, snd what 1 can-
10:in my conscience approve. You see I epenk
rankly.”

** [ am hionored that you do so, madame!’ I
riid earnestly, freeling a cert.inespect fur this
aternly composed yet patient-featured woman 3
“*yet, though 1o generul you may find many
ransinable objections to it, & second marriage is,
I think, in the Counte s Rowmani’s ca~e almoat
nec2uary. She iy utterly without a protector—
sh- ig ve:y young, avd l1H)w beuusifal !

Ths nun's eyes grew solemn and almost
mouinful.

¢ Such beauty is a curee,” she auswered with
enphams; ‘o fual—a fesrful curse! As a
caild it made her wayward, As a woman is
keeps her wayward still.  Enongh o7 this,
Sigaor!” and she bowed her head ; *‘excuse
my vlain rpeaking. Kest sssared that I wish
you both happiness.” .

We had by this time reached the door of Lhe
chapel, throuzh which the eound of the peahog
organ poared forth in triumphal surges of
melody, Mire Marguerite dipped her fingers
in the holy water, and sigaing herself with
the crces, pointed out a bench at the back
of the church as the one thes strengers were al
lowed to occupy. I seated mysell, snd looked
with a certain soothed admirarion at the pic-
ture~(]ue ecene before me. There was the
aparkle of twinkling lights—tke blonm and
frogrance of flowers. There were silvub 10ws of
nuus blue-rob-d ond white-veiled, kre ling and
absubed in prayer. DBebind there a little
cluster of youthful fizures in Llzck, whose
drooped herds were entively hidden in veils of
flowing white muslia. Behind these again, one
woman's elight form arrayed in heavy mourn
ing garments; ber veil was black, yet not so
thick but that I could perceive the sheeny
ali‘ter of golden hair—that was my wife, I
koew. Pious angel ! how devout she locked !
I smiled in drearyscorn as 1 watched her; I
curged her afresb in the name of the man 1
bad Lilled. And above all, surrounded
with the lustre of golden rays and encrusted
jewels, the uncovered Host shone serenly
like the gleam of the morning star. The
sbately service went on, the organ musio swept
through and through the church as though
it were a strong wind striving to set itself fres,
~—but amid it all I sat a8 one in & dark dream
scarcely seeing, soarcely hearing—inflexible and
cold as marble. The rich plaintive voice of one
of the nuns in the choiy, singing the 4gnus Dei,
movel me to & chill sort of wonder. ** Qut
tollis pecoata mundi,”—** Who takest away the
gins of the world,” No, no! there are some
sins that cannot he taken away—the sins of
faithless womwn, the *“liltle” sins as they are
called nowadays ;—for wo have grown very
lenient in_some thinge, and very aevere in
others. We will imprison the miverable wretch
who steals five franca from our pockets,* but
the cunning feminine thief who roks us of
our preatige, our name, and honorable stand-
ing among our fellow-men, escapes almost
scot fres; she cannot be put in son or
sentenced to hard labor, not ehe! hat can
be done with such as these? Much has been
said latterly of the wrongs perpetrated’ on
women by men ;*will no one take up the other
side of the question ? We, the stionger rex, are
wenk in this, we are too chivalrous.
woman flings " herself on our mercy, we spare-
ber and are silent. Tortures will not wriog her
setrets out of us ; something holdes us back from

hecrazing her, I know not what it cam be,

that many & man allows himaelf ol o g ertain

diserace g oRracKd

rather than hs wil|

But a time is at hand whey tl‘;is. +f“££“; p

chivalry of ours wilt die out, . ¢

cele | When once our heavy m,’;?gccﬁ?i’;‘%ﬂija i
sball have grasped the novel ides shat weo 2
has by her own wish and - thoice ‘»resignegm“
¢claim on our respect ar.forpesrance, we !hm

bave our revenge. "We are glow
traditions of our forefuthe:g, Chﬂﬂﬁe’ t},‘:

doubt we shall soon mavage fo -

the lnab spark of knightly refeence J LUEuch
for the female sex, as gxistﬁ remce lof
hhe-;:%man ;de;irel'to bring usito
meat them on that low platform of J

;;yf' t;lfy g;e;l':'for, x:ind we (sihnll tl?ea:ht%t;ngq\?iatll;

eunhesttating and rega iliari

et 5ta! egardless familiarity they

We sha)

Abeorbed in thought, I knew not wheq the -

service ended. A hand touched me, g
foace eg : y &and logg.
pageg%l BAW .':dére Maurguerite, who whis.
ollow e, if you please,”
I rose and obeyed h 8D :
tb? f’hnpal dool;eZhe Ba!;sgechsnlcany. Outaide
‘Pray excuse me for hurryicg yo
strangersare not permi Tt Sut
boin'gers (I’Jﬂ“"gg ggt.”xtted to see the nuns apg
owed, and walked on begj Feels
fos‘cﬁda to say sumething, I :ﬂ?ﬁa—he" I'eelmg
sam()) !:ﬂ;;? fyou many boarders at this holiday
**Only fourteen,” she replied, **
children whoee parents ]?ve Aar ::gythe oo
little ones I” and the set lines 0f the nun's stgor
S?cn softened into tende'ness as she apc;km
We do our bess to make them happy, bey
g?:umlly_ they feel lonrly. We have gene’ra)ly
achzlg:sf’ ixty young girls here, besides the day
‘* A great responalbility,” 1 remarks
“Very great indeed I' and she sppd s ‘)
moet terrible. 8o much of a woman’s after
life dependa on the early training she l'eceive:
We do all we can, and yet in rome cagea our ut.
most efforts are in vain; evil creeps in, wp
know not how, —-Bome unsuspeoted fauly spc';ih:
character that we judged tu be admirable angd
wa are often diesppointed in our most pr::mi.
ing pupils. Alas! thers is nothing entirely
wnél;ous ?hlzl:‘mab inhtbia world.” &
us talking, she show: i
comfortnble-logking room, e dato 8 ama
aofl(l'fvh carpeted. .

18 18 one of our libraries,” sh i
“*The Gopnr-es's.will receive you h:r: xﬂn;:gd,
viertors might disturb you iulthe,'draw;'ng-roo o
Pardon me,” and her "steady gaze hud somm:
thing of compassicn in it, *“‘but you do nos lo:k
weilla ?&n dI t%e_nd ou some wine ’

decline 13 cifer with mnany ex i

gramu@e. and assured her I wnfperlﬁgﬁﬁmf

h‘? hesitated, and at last said anxiously—
ccnge:;ggtg yle‘l'l weﬁ; not offended at my remark

i ina Romani” i i s
2 f‘e-grr :E ing tsc& b 8 marriage with yoy*
‘Not o, madame,” I aug i

earnestness I felt. "Nothinzei:e%;:)“;;fgx}.sgi
to e than a frank opizion frankly apoken. |
hzve been 20 acsustomed to deception—" Her
I broke off and added bastily, “Pray do
not think me capable of judging you, v

She seemed relieved, auq smilirg tha
sb?do‘wy, flittine awile of hers, she said—
slnll %\ct; doutbt yon ;l_'e imlpn.t’ient, Signor ; Ning

me to yon directly,? i i

salutatien sheylefb me.c Y7 and with a dight

Surely she was a good woman
vaguely woncered about her
that ‘past which she had .ouried far
ever under a mountzin of prayers, What
had she been like when young,—befors
ske had shut herself within the convent walle,~
before she had set the crucifix like a ses] on ber
heart 2 Had she ever trapped a man’s sou] and
steangled it with Lies? I fancied not—he
look was too pure an1 candid 5 yet who could
tell? Wers uot Nioa’s eyes trained to appear
as though they held the very soul of truth %

A few minutes passed, I heard the i’reab
voices of clildren s:nging in the next room—

** D’on vient le petit Geau ?
Ce joli bouton de rese
Qui fleurit, enfant cheri
Sur Is carur de notre mure Marie,”
Thben eame & soft rustle of silken garmezte
the door opentd, and my wife eaterad, '

I thought, acd

CHAPTER XXVII.

She approsched with her usual panther-lii
grace and supple movement, her red lips partd
ina qhm-mmg smile,

. “‘Sog od of you to couse " she began, hlf
ing out her two handa as though she invited ar
embrace ; “*and on Christmas morning, too")
She paused, and seeing that I did nnt move o
speak, she regarded me with some alam,
** What ia the matter?” she asked in fainte
tone«; *“has anythieg happencd "

I looked at her, I sawihat she was fulld
cudden fear. T made no attempt to sootle he,
I mgreh"i placed aI chaz]r,

*Sis dowo,” 1 eat ravely, *¢
bearer of bad news. ' B ¥ T o th

Ste sank into the chair as thongh unnersd,
and gazed ab me with terrified eyes. &b
trembled. Watching her keenly, T observed
these outward signs of trepidatinn with des|
satisfaction. I saw plainly what was pm
ing in her mind. A ‘great dread by
seized her—the dread that I had tourd
out her treachery. So indetd I had, Wl
the time had not yet come for her to kuo
it. Meanwbile she sufferad—suffered acutel
with that kuawing terror und suspense catin
into her soul. Isaid vothing, I waited for te
to speak. Af.er & paune, during which .be
cheeks had Inst their nelicate bloom, she sai)
forcing o smile as be spoke—

“Bad news? You surprire me! What rani
be? Bome unpleszantness with Guido? Ha
you seen him ?”

1 have seen him,” I answered in the ws
formal and serious trne ; ** I bave just left his

He sends ¥ou this,” and I held out my diamo
ring that I had drawn off the dead man’s fing
It she had been pale befors, sha grew ps
now., All the brilllancy of ker complext
faded for tho moment in an awful haggerdo

She took the ring with fingers ti
shook visibly and were icy cold. ‘There w
no attempt at smiling now, She drew

sharp, quick breath ; she thought I knewall
was again H lent.  She looked at the diamalf
sienet with a bewi'dered rirp. :

* I do not undexstand,” st e murmured p;
iantly. ‘I mavehim this ss n rememb ance
}\ii_'friend, my husband ; why doea he retw
i

Self-torturai eriminal ! I studied her with
dark amusement, but znswered nothing, S
denly she looked up at me and her eyes it
with tears.

*“Why are you 8o cold and strarge, Cesare
she pleaded, in & sort of pliintive whio
*‘Do not stand there like s gloomy sentivd
tell me at once what has happened.” ;
+ T remained standing where I was, inflexi
silent, She glanced at me agoin, very timid
and whispered atresh.

*' Ah, you do not love me !” she murmu
‘* You could not be so stern and silent if
loved me ! If there is indeed any bad n¢
iou ought to break it to me gently and king

thought you would always make everyth

for m e—-=t? ] )

¢ Such hasbeen my endeavor, madame
said, interrupting her complaint. . *' From ¥/
own statemént, I judged that your -adop
brother Guido Ferrari had rendered himse
noxious to you. I promised that I would sile
him—you ‘remember! I have kept my W
Hae is eilenced for ever ! )

" She started, - s
- “Silenced ? How? You mean—7"

I moved away from my place behind
chair, and stood g0 that I faced her as Isp
 “Tmean thal he ia dead,” = -

She uttered a slight cry, not-of sorrow bul
wonderment, St . )

“Dead 1" she exclaimed. “Not poss
Dead! You bave killed him ?" .

Ibent my hesd gravely, T killed b
yes! Bub in open combat, openly witne
Laat night he insulted me groesly ; we foll.
this moreing. We forgave ench ather befo

When » ] died.

" She listened atbentively, - A little cclo
baclk int> ber cheeks, - ' K
n & low voica. ure
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