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kigsed him a8 if sho fain would have
1oft her Jife upon his Lips ; but Filippo,
not understanding, burat into a pas
sion of childish tears. * You will be
hind 1o Lim,” sid Maddalena Lushaly.
“Then I noticed that Mogser Autonio
was stunding with his lnge back tuin
ed towards ug all, and thas his voice
¥ thick when he ausweral. al
wmost gently. 1 will do my daty Ly
him.

And weny a day have I soon Mad-
aslona stand at the corner of the
courtyard wher, the shadows lic the
thickest, to catel: & glimpso of Filippo
a8 Lo passed, and once when he was

laying amoungst the childron, . saw
Fmr snatoh him up and cover hum with
kisses. My lioart went out to ler
poor hangry.eyed mother, poor de-
gerted wifo! but I could not make my
gympathy known to her—which 18 tho
way of tho world, you sce. Those
who suffer most say loast; those who
wish to speak find the words wanting
They nro, a8 1 wag thon, a violin with
put sirings.

And after some time Maddalona
came no more, and 1 could but con-
jecture that the fire and griof within
bor lind consursed her.

The years went on, and I would
searcely have marked their passing
had not Filippino grown into Filippo,
that is to say, from a ourly-haired,
chubby-cheeked ckild, into a slender,
brown-skinned boy, snd then into the
most beautiful of youths. Thero are
fow things on carih a3 lovely to look
upon as bio was, and when he grew old
enough to sit with the uther appontices
on the long beneh, and learn Mesgor
Antonio's craft, there was none to
compare with in beauty of person or
in tho deftness whioh ke showed in
the making of violing, e puat his
soul into his work, ag indeed overy
artist should ; but he algo possessed a
most wonderfal mstrument of his own,
in the form of the loveliest voico that
had ever been given to mortal man.
When he sang, his voico sounded like
a thousand strings in unison. There
werae tones in it that rominded mo of
the sound of church bellg, which floats
in through the open windows and
brings with it its divine message of
peace. There was a solemnity and
yet s gayety in it that told of a reflec
tive mind and of a gay young heart.

But tho strangest thing of all was
that Messor Antonio, who could not
but love the lad, hated to hear him
ging; this was all the more curious,
as he wag so gifted a musioian that it
geomed to me agif all true musio must
needs have beon dolight in his ears.

As I have zaid, many years passed
and nothing of any importance hap-
pened, until one day a bearded
gtranger entered, who greeted Messer
Antonia as if he had been acquainted
with him in bygone days.

“You do not recognize me,” he
gaid; * yet, Messor Antonio, I was
once an apprentice bere, aud 1t iz to
you I owe the renown I have gained.
I am Giuseppe Nardi, whose violing
almost rival yours.” A

Messer Antonia looked right glad
to see him, * You are a great honor
to me,” hosaid, **{am always proud
of you. You aro well—and married?”

Nardi shook his head. * No,” he
said, sombrely, I told you then, I
tell you now, lifo ended for me when
she left ng.” .

Messor Antonio stood silent for a
little whilo, and then he pointed to
Filippo, who sat amongst the ap-
prentices. None of them, so much in
awe were they of their master, durst
1ift their eyes from their work.

« That ia Maddalena's son,” he said.
Qiuseppe Nardi gave a great start,

¢« Her son?" he asked. ¢ Then
where is she ? Was she not happy,
mybeloved one—tell me for pity's sake,
she is not dead 2"

«1 know not,” answered Messer
Antonio slowly, ** whether she be alive
or dead. Seventeen years ago she
brought me her little one, broughthim
to me with but one desire, that I
should educate him fo avenge her.
That villian, her husband, still lives,
and Filippo shall be taught revenge
when he 13 man enough to understand
it. It is no boy's revenge buta man’s
that we need ; in two years he will bo
twenty-one, and then my day will be
at hand.” .

Giuseppe looked at Messer Antonio.

That is very wrong,” he said grave-
y- % Maestro, heis a beautiful youth
and deft with his hands. Make of hin
& useful man—you have made me one
—~and forgo your revenge.”

¢ He is only an instrument to me,”
said Messer Antonio; ** hemeans noth.
ing but the dagger with which to stab
a traitor.  What ! have you forgotten
Maddalena ? Had you seen her seven-
teen years ago, you would not have
spoken of forgiveness for him."

«Have I forgoiten her?” asked
Nardi. Hoe had such a pleasant voice
it was good to listen to it, even when
it rang out sharp, laden with poignant
_regret. * Does my life uot prove that
I have never forgotten her? Yot my
every thought i of the past enjoyous
days, when I was young, and loved,
aud fancied myself beloved ! But this
boy now—with the golden light in his
eyes—why should he not ba a happy
man, and a stay to your old age 9"

¢ My old age requires no slay,” said
the maestro, and drow himself up
proudly; and indeed he seemed so
vigorous that it was almost in ab-
surdity to talk of old age to him.

Nardi sighed. ¢ I wish Icould per-
suade you,"” he said.

¢ Butyou cannot,” answered Measor
Antonio, * No one, a3 you well know,

haa over succeeded in diverting mo
feomn any purpose. I am too old to
change now."

* May I spuak to the Jud -

= Aa miuck 48 you hihe. -

Then Mardi walked over to the
apprentions’ benek and Leld cut his
band so Filippe. = T used to ait hisre
when 1 was young, anl I kniw your
mother, Filippe. I want you to re-
meraber tha. if aver you want a friend
yon have bub to come or send o
Giugeppe Nardi of Florence. I will
always help you, for the sake of by-
gone daya.”

‘The young man looked up in sur-
pre. I thank you, sir,” he an-
awored, “and will think of your
words, and if nught happen to make
me require friondly aid I will come to

you.”

« That ig right, my Iad,” said Nardi
heartily ; but he tarned away with
something like a sigh  Ile made lis
adieux to Messor Antonio, but return-
ed of n sudden. * The singer Bron-
dont.” he asked under hi+ breath, *is
136 man, i he not? Kemember, I
nover knew aught save that I had
lost her.”

« Yes,” answered Messer Antonio
fierculy.

4 Can the lad sing »"

“* Yes.”

*You will make him his father’s
rival on the atage, then ?"

“1 had never thought of that. I
had a far more vulgar way of snufling
him out: but, per Diot you are a
man of invention.”

=<1 wish you would forege &his
revenge.”

=L will dig firgt,” said Mesgor An-
tonio, and he spoke ag if ho meant it.

The next ocourrence that impressed
me with a senso of importance wag of
a much softer charactor—indeed it
was what was then, ay, and always
will be, the loveliest thing in a world
brimful of lovely things to me—
nawmely, & pair of young lovers, very
young, very shy, feeling love for the
first time, so ignorant of love itself
that they scarce knew it had come to

stress on (Lo *you” that made the
girl blueh again.

“Ah!” she sand, shyly, * I know
you would Lelp s, but how van you *
Mesger Antomio ia o hiard man,”

- Il6 i4 a very just man, snawored
the iad gravely, *and if you will lo
a6, 1 will plead your cause for you.”
= Will you~ ghe asked joysusly.
=1 shoull b so gratoful. I am a
hittle, anly a very hitle, afreaid of him,
you know. I do not understand hio ~

Itilippo emtied. 1 do not fear
him at all,” ho said. = He 18 always
good to me and just.

=Then I will go~ she said; but
she srhowed no great aiacrity.

- Why 2 agked Fihippo. * See, I
am here yuito alons and would bo go
happy if you would stay with me a
little longer.™ .

And then there fell between the
twain a fow moments of delicious
gilenco, Marin's oyes wore downenst.
Filippo was trying to Pus into words
& now conviction that had como upon
him, but for a long time he could not.
At Ingt ho said, with o corfain awk-
ward hesitation that did not sit un-
gracefully on him :

* Maria, bad you aover dreamt of
loving any one 2"

Maria locked up, startled ; hor eyes
gave a sudden flasn. “1 do not
know," she murmured,

But Filippe scavoely heeded her
angwor.  * Beeause I have—often I
he oried, with growing fervor, I
have dreamt of it all through the
summer nights and winter days.
Whenover I have heard anything that
wa~ beautiful, anything that was good,
I have known that love must needs be
like it, and even more divine. And
now, Maria, I know that my dreams
of what love must be are true, and
that it is you whon I love.”

He had knelt down heside her and
reverently taken her hand in his. The
two young heads were very close to-
gothor, and suddeny as if by magio,ere
cither of them had realized the othor's
action. their lips wore olinging in a
first lover’s kiss.

*“You must be my little wife,
Maria,” whi d Filippo, and she

them. Words were fow
thom ; yet there was a subtle langu-
age, spoken by their eyes and even by
the movement of their hands, that
wag most eloquent. I was so happy
to be a witness of it, for though I had
an intuition that there was something
called love in the world, yet I bad
never geen it. I knew of vague yearn-
ings, dim longings, confused medloy
of gounds that needed but one thing
to make thom into musio. I knew of
all that, ever since 1 came into being,
only it was all so difficult to me; and
of a sudden all grew quito oclear.
That was when first I saw Filippo
and the littls Maria, whom I had seen
grow up frow childhood into shy gitl-
hood, together.

Maria wag tho daughter of the
woman who kept the fruit stall which
the apprentices patronized, and she
had always been so pretty that ahe
wag & joy to look at. Her tawny
curlg ran riot over her forehead, olung
to the arch of her eyebrows and stray-
ed down from her head to dance on
her shoulder. It used to remind me
of a beautiful siken net in which birds
might be snared. I think that neither
Filippo nor I, nor she herself, dreamt
that she was approaching womanhood
until this very afternoon I speak of.

1t was mid-Lent; Messer Antonio
had given his apprentices leave to
enjoy themselves as they saw fit on
this one holiday plucked from amid
the sombre fast days. All of them
were away, save Filippo, who, having
the love of his craft strong in him,
was intent on shaping a beautiful
piece of seasoned wood. I heard a
timid rap at the door, and when
Filippo had cried ** Come in,” I know
not who was the more surprised, he
or Maria, when the latter entered.

«T havo come to see Messer An-
tonio,"” said the girl, shyly. ¢ Mother
gent mo to agk concerning the rent.
1t has been told us that_the padrone
wishes to increase it, and, indeed, we
ave too poor to pay more.”

«T know nothing of it," anewered
Filippo, * Messer Antonio does nof
confide in any one, but I hope‘he w_ill
not iacrease your rent. He is quite
rich enough as it is, he has no one
belonging to him in this world to
whom be could leave his money.”
Now I knew that Filippo ignored his
relationshig to Mossor Antonio. *But
he is not in tho house just now, Will
you git down and wait a whilo ?”

«Thank you,” answered the girl
simply, and Filippo pulled out the
bench on which the apprentices sat,
and made room for her. I think it
must have been the first time in his
life that he noticed how pretty she
wag, for he looked at her with much
attention, so much so that the girl
blushed and finally asked him, ¢ Why
are you looking at me 2"

Filippo made no answer, but pre-
sently laid down his tools and seated
himself next to Maria on the bench.
«T am sorry about the rent,” le said.
¢« Aro you quite sure Messer Antonio
does intend to increase i 2"

«J fear 8o, and then I know not
what we should do, for here you see
wo are well known, and each morning
the apprentices buy fruit from us bo-
cause we are near—but so they would
from any stranger, and our place
would soon be filled up ; but we—we
must go out into the world and atarve,
for indeed we are too poor to pay
more,"

“You must not go away,” said
Filippo softly, with # litilo emphatic

drooped her head on his shoulder like
& flower on its stem, but said nothing,

Then suddenly there was heaxd a
great clatter up the stones staira.

“The padrone I” gasped poor little
Maria, and without another word she
gped down the stairs, through the
courtyard, and hid herself within the
shelter of her mother's house.

*WVas that not the little Maria who
ran past me down the stairs? She
wag like a little whirlwind, What
brought her ?” .

Messor Antonio was evidently in
great good humor. Ho was not _look-
mg at Filippo when he asked the
question ; but when the lad answered,
he turned round sharply.

*¢ Sho and her mother }lﬂxll heard a

“ You can—you shall. you are a
musician. And a3 for that httlo ro-
vengs of mine, it need not concern you.
Play mio iny Lisnds, thet 13 ali. and
as for the dicde Mario, 1t will be a
provd day for her when she ix the
tenors wify =~ E

Filippo lvoked ag if the news ware §
0u gowl s be trus.  With a audden
impiuse bo seiced 3aszer Antonios
toil-worn hands and od thes.
I 'wil do all you tell ine padrone.”
he cried, = and I will work for your
sake aud for my Mavia g1

*That i3 right, answercd the old
man, I trast you, Filippo : remem-
ber that you do not disappoint me.”

D TP .
_And now there raust La a littls 578
n my narrative, for I was progentiy
pronounced to be a finished nsteu-
met, and roemoved to the keeping of
8 most exeellont mugicion, snd 35 was
at last permitted tomake musio, which
needs must be the greatast desire of’
violin -

We wers all muok oxvited on the
evening of which I am about to toll
you. for there was to bo the first ro.
presentatio.: of a great work by the
famous mastor Gluck. There was al-
ways o great feoling against Gierman
musie in Ttaly, and it was with diffi-
culty that this work was alowed to be
porformed. I had been with my
master to ralisarsals, and had been de
lighted with 3 certain tonor whom all
men called Filippo Filippinc. but
whom T knew to be my own dear
Filippo, who was singing & part whioh
has simce been sung by women, so
fresh was his voice ; and all along 1
heard great discusyions as to how
Brondoni would take his dismissal
from his post of primo tenore. Of
course wmy knowledge that Brondoni
wag nono othor than Filippo's father
added great piquanoy to this porform-
ance. It eeomed to me that no one
knew it oxcopt myself, and I counted
for nothing, for I was but a violin in
the e voico g
many , but for all that I knew a great
deal, and -looked forward with no
small excitement to the evening’s per-
formance.

Well, it ig divine music—we all
know that—and ag for my Filippo, he
wag perfect, I had looked around for
Mogser Antonio, and sure enough I
bad found him, radiant, glowing with
pride; and next to him, in the full
chann of her young womanhood, sat

Maria,
Ho hag been faithful

¢ Dear Iad !
to her, then,” I thought with satis.
faction, for Maria’s prosence with
Mosser Antonio wag a gure sign that
Filippo was still hor betrothed, if not
her husband,
. Tho first part went suporbly, Fil-
ippo surpassed himself ; and then sud-
denly thero arose, I know not whence,
o ginister rumor, It was whigpered.
ﬁrs‘t amongst the musicians in the

rumor jthat you intond I
their rent, Ihope it isnotso,padrone.”
It was only the sound of his voice,only
the tremulousness in it, the tender
way in whioh the ¢ she” fell from the
lad's lips, and yet Messer Antonio
knew. Hig ruddy cheek turned pale.
Ho faced the lad suddenly and looked
at bim fixedly.

¢ Whow I he said—a long-drawn
whistle, and that was ell, Messer
Antonio cruelly waited for Filippo to
speak first.

“ I hope you will not be hard on
them, padrone, for I love her and have
asked her to be me wife,” Ho said it
quite boldly ; it was true that he did
not fear Messer Antonio, It seemed
to me that the old man was making 2
mental calculation as to what courze
he should take. He did not look very
pleasant when he said—

“You are very young, Filippo.”

« [ ghall grew older,” said the lad.
¢ Begides evurything is 80 vague as
yet. We should not want to marzy
for a long time. My wage is not
sufficient.”

¢ Oh 1" quoth Messer Antonio,!with
a gigh of relief. ¢ Listen to me. Of
eourge it is nothing to me; you are
not bound to do my wishes. Grati-
tude counts for nothing in this world,
and you ave your own master. But
this very day I made some arrange-
ments which I thought might please
you They will not interfers with
your matrimonial engagements, in
wizich, of course, you can please your-
self entirely. Everybody manages
their own marriages—mismanages, I
should say. But if you will follow my
advice, you could far better afford to
keep a wife in a littly while than by
working out your time with me. For
the matter of that you were never
properly apprenticed and you are an
indepondent workman. Well, Filippo,
to begin the matter, you have a money-
meking machine in that throat of
yours, in the shape of a boautiful
voice."

« Filippo looked up much surprised.

« Why, I thought you hated to hear
me sing, padrone.”

¢ But you have a fine voice, never-
theless," anawered tho padrone dryly.
“The beat tenor in Italy, I think,
when it is eultivated, whioch it shall be
lt? the finest master in the world,

ow @o not thank me., I have pri-
vato reasons for what I do, a grudge
which I owe to Brondoni, the tenor,
whom I want supplanted, He thinks
he can sing, the vain fool! Why,
every note he singa rings false, as only
a villian’s notes ean sound ; and he
shall bo higsed uff the stage yei, and
'tis you who shall show the people
what singing means "

« Can I do that padrone 9"

pered by some with
herror, by others with derisive smiles
and vhrugs; and when the curtain wag
overlong in riging, I knew the report
must have reached Filipgo, and the
rumo~ was—!* Brondoni has stabbed
himgeif
I oame upon me like a thunder-
bolt. Did Messer Antonio know ?
I wondered that he sat there so ereot,
80 sure of himself, so proud of Fulip-
po's success, and then I trembled at
the horror of it all, for it meant noth-
ing else but that, through the son's
instrumentality, the father had made
away with himself. It was so hor-
rible! My poor unsuspecting Kilippo
singing away so lustily for art's sake,
for Maria s snke, for love’s sake; all

i it ral birge 1 to
picces tand your hands too} you must
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_ 1 will not hush:" said Filippo,
Impatiently. Perhaps the thought of
hig beautifu: sweetheart, and how 3he
had come to enjoy his success, made
him a little rutliless, * Are we to
stop & whole performance, becausge n
men has killed himself, Nardi

Then I felé a hitle relieved, for I
remembered that Nardi knew, and
would suroly tell the Iad in the gen-
tlest maraer why it was that he, of
all singers, must sing no more that
night.

“You must stop!” said Nardi,
firmly,

“You are mad!” crmed Iilippo.
** Liouve the stage, Nardi, and ring the
curlain up.”

** You must not, Filippo! You of
all men, must not sing.”

* Why L1” eried Filippo, furiously,
“Why I, of all me? What was
Brondoni to me that I must not sing
because he is dead "

Thers was a little pause, and it
seemed to me as if Filippo even must
have begun to suspect gomething, for
his yoice was hoarse when he whis-
pered, ** Speak I

 He was your father,” said Nardi.

“You liel” was tho answer, in
sharp, decisive tones,

“It is God's truth,” answored
Nardi. ‘“He was myrival. We both
loved Maddalena, Messer Antonio's
daughter—yourmother, He won her,
married her, and deserted her; and
this is Messer Antonio's revenge.”

':Do you know what it is you are
saying " cried the lad. “Do you
know that I have this man's blood on
my head, and that if he is my father,
I bavo killed my father? Do you
know that I have worked to supplant
him, that my one aim was to show
the people what & worthless singer he
wag, that I have driven him to his
death, and you tell me quietly he is

ble—horrible 1*
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my father 2 Itis horri

No_sne spoke, and then suddenly
Filippo cried, ** Where is Messer An-
tonio—my graudfather—that I may
have my rovenge on him 9"

“ Leave revenge,” said Nardi once
more. ““There ha8 been too much
revenge already "

And 80 it was that the great master
Gluck's work was not performed in
ltsA entirety, n:}d that gradually the

the time an i f g
himself innocent of all revenge.

I thought of Guiseppe Nardi,
«* Forego reveugo,” he had said. And

on I bered Messer Antonio’s
answer: ‘I am too old to be diverted
from my purpose,” and it seemed to
me that the world had become more
jangled and out of tune than ever,
and that no amount of striving could
ever put it right.

Yes, the news travelled to Messer
Antonto, for he had bacome jmpatient
of the delay, and had asked the rea-
son, and had learned it. I saw the
ruddy color leave his cheeks, the
sunkon eyes flare up, and then sud.
glenly he sank back in his geat, an
inert mass. Mosgt likely the horror of
it had buvst upon him; perbaps for
the firat time he realized that he had
made of the son the father's mur-
derer.

Maria’s thoughts were revealed in
hor face. Hor anxious oyes gazed at
the curtain. Doubtless sho was im-
patient to witness her lover's further
triumph, and a little anxious withal,
lest aught should ail him. Prosently
there was & commotion on the stage
behind the curtain, Filippo’s young
voice rang out lustily, louder than any
other :

** Of course we will continue; why
aot? I am sorry, of course; but
why should Brondoni's death stop us ?
A man should leamn to take defoat.
It is only cowards who kill them-
selves I" said the bold voice, whose
owner had never known what it was
to suffer a day’s unhappiness. ¢ And
he was not worth much—Messer An-
tonio always said he was a villain 1"
There seomed to me almost a ory of
exultation over the defeated and dead
singer.

“Oh, hush—I pray you imah "
said another voice in an ized

left the theatre,
and I was sad at heart indeed, and
wondered what end there could be to
80 calamitous a story.

For a long time I heard nothing
more, for Filippo never sang agsin;
but one evening wo had been taking
part in a grand secvico that had been
performed in the cathedral. As we
camo out of the dark chureh into the
still night air, wo stumbled against a
monk who was crouching in the shade
of the porch, trying to hear the notes
of the voluntary which the organist
was playing.

* Pardon,” said tha monk, as we
stumbled against him, and the white
face, wan iv the moonlight, and the
voice was Filippd's : and it seemed to
me not unlikely that he should have
taken his sorrow and his remorsoe and
conseorated them with himself to the
service of God, not as a criminal does,
but as a victim, L

Of Measer Antonio and of Maria, I
beard that he hud endowed the latter
with all his wealth, and that she was
about to be married to & well.known
maker of violing, Poor lttle Maria |
I suppose she was not an instrument
of very fine tone herself—but then we
canuot all be violing of Cremona.

It may bo only a {rifling cold, buineg-
lect it and it will fasten igs fanés in ymtx;r
lungs, and you will soon be carried to an
untimoly grave. In this country we
have sudden cha.uges and must expect
to havo coughs and colds.  We cannot
avoid them, but we can effoct a cure by
using Bicklo's Anti.Consumptive Syrup,
tho modicine that has never been known
to fail in curing coughs, colds, bronchitis
and all affections of tho throat, lungs
aud chest.

——

“Why aro you staring at that
tender young fowl in such a stranga,
ﬁxeﬂ r. G‘ intl. ?H [ TS L-l
asked the boarding-house kesper, I

whisper.
The curtain was atill down, and we
of the orchestra could hear, but not

ain't starin' at thet tonder young
fowl,” replied the ocoss-oyed boarder,
savagely ; *“ I'm starin’ at the tough

the audience.

old at the end of the table.”

(COPYRIGHT

The Reliance System

Annuity Re-Payments,

58 per month—or ¥ 60 per year—;
sears Wil thereatter return 15 shater mies ©°F 19
$13 per year for 10 years.
OF $10 per year for 15 scars
Tesbo Or §8 per sear for 20 yoars,

@ above Annuitics - 3
oS sbore annutios may be paid halt-searly, quar
Further particulars on application to

HON, JOUN DRYDEN, PRrEsibryT,

J. BLACKLOCK, MaNAGXR,

The Reliance Loan and Savings Co,
OF ONTARIO
68 Kdelaide St, East, Toronto,

... INVESTMENT ...

L=o =M

- THE - -

York County Loan & Savings
Co. of Toronto

Offers untll further notice, Its
6 Per Cen. Coupon Stock.

Certificates with Coupons attached,
Dividends payable seml-annuaily. Certifi-
cates redeemable after thrac years at
par. This Company's funds are loaned
only on first mortgagcs,

--TELEPHOND 2596,

P.J.Brown, M.D.

Cor. Queen St. East and Carlaw Ave.

Oftios bours—10 a.m. ta 12 a.m ; 2 p.m. t0 4 punss

Wndrextahers,

F.ROSAR, Sr.
UNDERTAKER,

‘Tuuxrnons 1084, " ‘l’(‘)'go?‘l‘v. *

J.YOUNG,

THE LEADING
Undertaker & Embalmen

850 XYONUE STRERT,

TRLEFMONE 619,




