ROSE >~ VENICE ;

—A STORY OF -

Lo, Hatred & Romars

BY S. OCHRISTOPHER.
PAAT L
CHAPTER 1.

THE L'WERS.

Our story opens on the s5th of Mays
1596 Ina small square, in a quiet
part of Venice, stood a youth and a
maiden; the patrician Muic) Cento-
foglia, and Rosalia Leooni, the daught-
er of a Sicilian merchant. ‘Rosaia,’
said Marce, ‘Rosalia, wmy fiew, my
only love—for mever shall [ love
another woman as [ do you, Rosalia,
my own beautiful betrothed, when
will you seal my happiness by allow-
ing me to ask your hand of your
austere father ?’

'Not yet, Marco; you know wy
father has forbidden my having any
further intercourse with you.’

‘I know it but o well. Your
father bas Sicilian obstinacy in his
character.’ {

‘V'y father does not believe a proud
Venetian nobleman would marry the
daugh er of a Siciliag: merchant.’

‘Do you think me proud, Rosalia '

‘No, indeed.’

‘Dy you suspect I cou'd ever be
false

‘No; I would soomer think I could
bz false myself. | would swear by
all that is most sacred—I would lay
wmy head on the block before 1 could
for one moment suspect that you, the
best of men, the truest of gentlemen,
would prove faithless to the gicl who
has trusted in you,’

‘Rwalia, I have never seen you
look more beautiful than this evening.
I feel.as though it were asking too
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h other in person
bu: this difference only served to en—
rance their love. Rosalia Leoni was
tark, passionate, vehement. Marco
C:ntofoglia fair, geatle, sedate, and
by nature inclined to be calculating.
Now, however, blinded by admiration
and love, he did wnot calculate the
difference of birth between himselt
and the daughter of a second-rate
merchant, finding a good excuse for
this forgetfulness, in his own eyes at
least, by the knowledge that his very
small means made it difficult for bim
to form a suitible alliance in his own
rank of life. He was descended trm
one of the noblest and richest families
of Venice. His grandfather had left
wwo sons, both equally well provided
for.

Oaz, Marco's father, a spendibrift,
had sjuandered all his property, had
well-nigh lost his fame, and died,
leaving bis on'y son with nothing save
his mother’s portion, which was ver)y
small. The other, still living, of
thrifty babits, and incressed instead
of diminished bin portion, and bad
even bought of his brother the balf of
their ancestral palace, which had
fallen to his share.

He had an only son, but he was me. him
i Le>oi was moved by her affection

married, and had a child, so it was
oot likely Marco cou'd ever inherit
his uncle’s fortune. He lived in an
bumble manoer,bis dress alone veiling
with that of the clegant youths of his
time and raok.

It was generally 'hought that Rosa
lia's father was nicher than he chose
to admit; even his own daughter bad
fallen into this noticn. What harm
could there be in his loving ber?
Hws uncle and cowsia would most
assuredly refuse to see him and his
bride, but be did not eéare for that.
They bad taken little potice of him,
and tal acted towards bim as rich
relations generally act towards poorer
ones, vis ; with neglect.

C msequently, they bad no right to
expect that he should consult thewr
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and smiled returned the bow, way
and accompagpied jt with a smile. atill

Two or theee afterwards a fow
were between them bim
were uttered, and il
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.|poorer than many?" snd

looked acchly at ber father.
‘1 cannot answer for y.ulyk’ln' |

woman.'

“That - isno reason why I should
not masry.’

‘Dear child, I am tired; don't
worry me with Loasense about mar-
riage,’ said Leoni, rather peevishly,

‘Father, | thought taere was o
barm in saying this, as there certain-
ly isno barm in wishing 10 be wmar
vied.’

‘In your case there is.'

‘Why so, father ?' and Rosalia look:
ed almost dlarmed.

‘Because it is coutrary to my wish." | o

‘Am | never 10 masry, thea ¥’
“Never.'
‘Never? Really never? Rosalia

grew pale. g
‘Never, s long as I live. Afier-| bee

wards you may do as you please.’
‘But I shall be'too old then 1o

marry, as | uust you will hve wa

very old age. Nay,' she added, 6x-

ing her beautiful eyes on the old man | g

tenderly, ‘I bope you will survive

for him; he cast a loving look on ber,
answering :

~And I hope that | may pever be
deprived of my dear daughter's sooth:
ing care. Caild, . I shall not live
long,’ and be looked sad.

‘Do not say so, my father. Are
you ilt? Tellme. T will try every-
thing in my power lo restore your
health.’

‘I am not exactly ill ; bu’, Rosalia,
if you love me, don'c talk about mar-
riage again .’

‘Fatber, if it is to burt your feel
ings, I will not,’” and the poor girl
sighed from her very soul; only tell
me the reason—do tell me.’

‘On my death-bed I will tell you'

‘Why on your death-bed? Woy
aot now ¥
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