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- done anything for him in the old days.’

. to ‘remcmber your

(iacinta.

CONCLUSION
It was nearly a week later when be

climbed tbe bill sgain and made his way
through the pines to the little chapel.

It was afternoon, and s0 deep was the
stillnees in that world forgotten little spot,
that he was struck with disappointment,
thinking that Giacinta was not there.

But, wslking round the building, he
came upon her sitting on the old stone
bench beside the porch, with a book—an
old leatoer bound and golc-clasped vol
ume—open on her knee.

It fell to the und suddenly as she
caught sight of Ted, and sprang up to
greet him, with a glad light shining in her
eyes.

"You were 80 long I she said reproach-
tully, ‘I was atraid you had torgotcen, and
I have wanted you. It has been wors,
than ever since you were here I mesn-
the marchese has been more harsh and ill-
tempered than betore. He forbade me to
leave the house at sll, even to coms hers,
but I grew aogry and defied him. I witl
not give up my little bit of freedom, since
he is 80 unreasonable,though I would have

‘I am very sorry,’ssid Ted,‘and I certain
ly would have come sooner it I could have
suspected that you wanted me; but I was
afraid of offending the marchese beyond
forgiveness it I distuzbed him sgain too
8000, and it is not pleassnt to feel that my
coming makes things harder for you.”

*Oh, you mustn’t think that! I don't mind
the marchese’s azger now, since it is no
longer possible to love bim. Will you
come up to the villaP’

“Yes, it yon think I dare. I have arm-
ed mysel: with the excuse of & wish to look
at the frescoes, if he will be good enough
to let me.’

‘He must,’ said Giacinta, with a little air
of imperiousness that made Ted smile.

Ratber to bis surprise, the marchese did
not refuse to see him, receiving him, how-
ever, with not the slightest cordiality, and
responding very curtly to his attempts at
conversation.

Presently Ted, with a little diffidence,
made bis request to see the paintings,
which, Giacinta bad told him, covered the
walls of a large hall, now unused, but
which, in the old durs of the villa, had been
the banquetting-hall.

The marchese agreed with a readiness
which Ted attributed to his hope that,
once his tiresome guest’s request was com
plied with, he would leave him in peace.

The old banquetting-hall contained, be-
sides the mural paintings, groups of sculp
turc and exquigite busts in bronze and
marble, which the eccentric old man passed
by with an_indifference that filled Ted’s
artistic sovl with disgust.

‘What a beautiful Diana !’ he exclaimed,
stopping suidenly before s bronze figure
that stood a little apart; ‘.his is surely the
original of that copy you admired so much
in  Doctor Grant’s study in  Potman
Square P’ i

‘Yes—er—yes, this is the original,’ said
the marchese, takea rather by surprise.

And Ted was conecious of a feeling te-
tween triumph and contempt.

*The man is & liar, if nothing worse * he
refl cted. ‘Doctor Grant has no such fig-
ure in bis possession, and has never lived
in Portman Square.’

The iucident only served to confirm in
him the euspicion that for the last week
baunted Lim s0 persisently, that be deter-
mined not 10 leave the neighborhood with
out prcving it to be true or false.

He prolonged Lis visit as much as polite
ness would allow, and when he took bis
leave ot the old man, Giacin'a went out
with bim to the porch.

‘You will ‘come sgain, will you not ?'
she acded. ‘You will not take cfense at
his discourtesy P

T<d ¢milea a little doubtfully

‘Itsrems rather bsd teste to persist in
comitg whera one is eo obviously not want -
ed,’ be said ;* but your welcome more thsn
makes up fur ali the rest, and if you really
wish it, signorins, ceriainly I will come
again before I go away.’

‘Go away !' Giacints echoed in blank
surprise, ‘I beg Jyour pardon—it was silly
of me—but I bad not thought of it. It has
been so diffcrent since you came; and I
cannot bear to think of going back to the
horrible monotony of the old life.®

Her scarlet lips were trembling and
tears filled ber eyes.

A sudden impulse seizad on Ted to take
the little childish white figure in his arms
and carry her away from the dreary un-
natural life she loathed.

*You shall not go back to it,’ he said
suddenly; ‘I will net let you. I don’
know yet what can be done, but you shall
not be sacrificed much longer; it you will
trust me, I promise you that things shall e
made to alter very soon. Can you trust
me, Giacinta?’

It seemed to her qpite natural that he
should say her name, and ske snswered,
without a sbade of hesitation—

‘1 trust you perfectly, and whatever you
do for me, whether you succeed or not, I
shall thank you all my life; you are the
only cne in all these who bas brought

me a little happiu: ss ;

Her simple candour touched Ted more
d .c;ly thaa saything bad ev.r done before.
% ‘You are much l:o 800d sud too grate-
*but

IN TWO INSTALMENTS.

foresee that you will, some day. have
many friends besides myselt,and I'shall be
borribly jealous of them.”

Oh, no, you won’t !’ said Giacinta, *.or
you will always be the first *

‘Don’t be rash, little lady,’ he lsughed.
*It is not difficult to say #0 now, but I may
ask you to repeat it later when it might
not be so easy.’

‘1 will repeat it whenever you like,’ she
answered, and Ted saw that she meant it.

‘I shall hold you to your word,’ he said.
‘But, in the meantime, I am going to ask
you s question. Will you tell me just
where it was that the marchese’s servant
died P’

‘Yes,’ said Giacinta readily. ‘It was at
a Lttle place called Roccagna, in Tuscany.
He was taken ill suddenly, and died at an
inn kept by the sister of Luca Panunzi and
ber husband *

‘Ab! our friend Luca sgain,’ reflected
Ted, ‘I thick I begin to see light. Thank
you,' hs smid aloud, and having made a
note in his pocket-book of the addrcss she
bad given bim, he took his leave and went
thoughtfally down to the village.
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The visitor had scarcely left the mar-
chese’s room with Giaci when Fil
came into it by another door, with & haste
thst suggested her having been eavas drop-

ing.
g ‘Per carita! what is it P she cried,
throwing berselt down heawily, and with
an sgitated want of ceremony, in the near-
est chair. ‘What does it mean, this Eng-
lishman coming here with his letter and
bis questions P Why did you mot refuse
yourselt to him as to all the others P You
were mad to entertain him, and barm will
come of it. You must see he suspects.
Do you hear, Signor Marchese—he sus-
pects I'
Ths old man glared at her with a sav
age ill humour that he made no attempt to
hide.
‘Do _you think I don’t know that P’ he
soarled. ‘Am3l a fool P Of course, he
suspecis, and for that reason I can’t afford
to seem to be afraid of him.’

‘But at first,” insisted Filomena, ‘it
would have been essy to deny him the first
time.’

‘I could not,’ said the marchese savagely.
‘The girl taunted me with fearing to show
myselt. She is getting unmanageable,
and begioning to dety me.”

‘Poverina ' the woman exclaimed. The
wonder is that she bas not done so before,
with ber youth and spirts, to be imprisoned
like & wild bird in & cage. It is unnatural
and cruel. I could have forgiven the rest,
perbaps, but the injustice to the child is
too much.’

*Hold your tongue {* cried the old min
roughly. ‘What would you have me do P
I bave told you often enough that as soon
a8 the old count dies, I will realize all the
property, snd we will go away. In a new
country we shall be sate, and we can live
like princes ’

Filomena cast up her eyes, and shrugg-
ed her shoulders with an’ air of hopeless-
ness

*The life had need be a bright one,’ she
eaid, ‘to meke up for the misery of this
It is weary waiting for the death of a hale
old man, and meantime tbe child is grow-
iog up It is time that we thought about
her marrisge.’

The old man made s gesture of ime
patience.

*It is impossible to think of that now,’
be said. ‘Once salely awav from bere she
shall have her chance, and I will nos inter-
fere in her cheice; but I cannot stir in the
matter here—it would not be safe.’
Filomena shrugged her shoulders again.
‘Ab ! well,’ she said, ‘if you cannot think
ofit, there are others who will, and it I am
oot mistsken, the English signor——'
‘Wh:t do you mean P' the marchele ask-
ed sbarply, and Filomena apswered him
impatien ly. S
‘Are you so blind that you have not
seen P or do you think it is tor nothing
that he comes here, in spite of your rude-
ness, and will continue to come pryin
until he has discovered the whole thing
and ruined us P’ |

‘Be quiet, fool! How often have I
wnne:.ion to lower your wvoice, it you
must e those stupid speeches, As for
what you hint at, the thing must £0 no
further. I will put & stop to 1t at once.’

*What can you doP It is too late now to
etop his coming without increasing his sus
picions.’

‘Leave it to me. 1 will find out a way;
but go now,and let me think it over alone,
your chatter maddens me '

L] L L

The next morning, Ted rather sston
ished Luog Penunzi by the announcement
that he was t“i.% a Lonrnoy. but as be
would probably be absent only a dsy or
two, be would take no luggage but a small
valise, and his rooms were to be kept va.
cant for him.

Luce was good-naturedly interested in
the movements of his guest, for whom he
bad conceived s great liking, but Ted gave
bim ne informition, and started about
midday on his eight-mile drive t, Monte-

oy the md nil::y station.

e next, day was dawning and
chill when be awoke from a light :ieep in
the fdsty, first-clies cbmpartment which he
bad sol grand

ul,’ he eaid, I ehall be glad
words in the
hiture, ‘4nd tind comfort in them, for |

bandsome and well built old man, wi
‘of supe

whayen or not P’ Ted

inquiries had told him, was the nearest
station to his destination.
He got out and asked the single offizisl
who stood shivering and yawning on the
little plattorm, where be could get a con-
veyance to take him to Roceagns.
The man directed Ted to s small botel
in the neighbourhood, where, after a bath
and breaktast, he hired a fly, in which he
dl:'ove q;iokly over ltxl:: few Tuscan hills in
the ruddy morning light.
A few bours latter, he was set down be-
fore the door of the single osteris in the
qusint old village of Roccagna.
In the stout, bandsome woman who
came forward to receive him, he saw at
once a resemblance to his host of Paesello,
but be said nothing about it, and content-
ed himselt with observing silently tbat her
busband was a host of s very different
type from Lucs—the man’s lean, sallow
lace and searching eyes were not trust-in—
spiring, aud made a singular contrast to
his wite’s frack smile snd over flowing
good bumour.
After a simple luacheon, Le went out
into the golden afternoon, snd strolled
down the one long street of the village to
the grey old charch at the end.
The presbytery was close beside it, and
in the little girden a white-haired priest
.l:itn on & stone bench nodding in the sun-
shine

He awoke at the sound of footsteps, and
8ot up with a grave salute to Ted, who
apologised for disturbing him.
‘I hear that your church is an old and
interesting one, and I thought I should like
to see it,’ the young t:llow began. feeling
that the priest wonfd be more easily led to
talk in this way tban in any other.
He was right, for the padre was delight-
ed to show him all the beauties of his be-
loved cburch, and Ted's artistic apprecis-
tion of them pleased him so much that,
when the inspection was over, he begged
the young stranger to stay a little and
drink a glass ot white wine in his cool,
shadowy parlour.
Ted agreed gladly, and in s few minutes
mansged to lead the talk to the subj:ct
that interested him most.
‘You bave been here so many years,
padre,’” he began, ‘you will, no doubt, re-
member the death of a man in whose end I
am interested —I mean the servant of the
Marchese di Castagna, who died here at
the inn a few years ago.’
The old priest nodded gravely.
‘I remember the circumstance perfectly,’
be said ‘Ab! it was a terrible visitation
—a death so sudden, a few hours only of
illness that no one guessed was serious,
that did not even serve to warn the poor
man of his danger. Yes; a terrible visit~
ation. May we bs preserved from the
like !’
‘Were you with him at the time?’ Ted
queried.
The priest shook his head.
‘No; that is the' worst part of all,’ he
said ; ‘he was not thought 10 be in danger,
80 that no one came to call me. and the
untortunate  man died without the last
sacraments.”
‘And did ypu not see him at all”’ asked
Ted, dissppointed.
*‘Noj; for, the day after the death, I was
engaged at the other end of the parish,and
when 1 at last went down to the inn, it
bad been found necessary to close the
coffin. I buried the poor man here in the
cemetery the day after.
‘Aund the marcheseP asked Ted; “you
saw him probably? What kind ot man
was heP’
‘I never saw hio either,’ the priest an—
swered ; ‘he had been greatly shocked by
his old servant’s deatb, and kept his own
room, giving orders that no one should
distarb him.’
Ted felt bafl.d, but would not let him-
self be discouraged.
*I suppose a doctor attended the manf’
he said. *Can you tell me it he is in the
village now P’ .
*Yus; he is still here, but be can bardly
be said to have attended the sick man, for
the latter was already dead when the doc-
tor arrived at the inn, so that all that could
be done was to give a certificate of death.’
There was evidently no more to be lesrat
here, and, with many thanks to the old
priest for his courtesy, Ted took bis leave,
baviog first asked the address ot the only
medical man in Roccagna.
The house he was directed to lay at the
opposite end ot the village ; but it was still
en?. and he made his way there at once.
i8 inquirics were destined to be post-
poned, however, tor, cn arriving at the
house, he was told that the doctor was in
attendance on a patient in the next village,
and would not return betore the night.
The delay was especially irksome, be-

—_—————————————
that he bad arrived at Scagliata, which,

their fate is left to Giacinta to decide, she

severity. Aund now tor mine hos.’s little
bill and the ficst train to Paesello!’
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‘No, he was not,’ said the doctor ; ‘he
wore & moustache and small beard, both
almost white.’
Ted’s pulses gave a sudden throb of ioy,
and be sprang up with a flush of ex ite-
ment on his tace that set the doctor won-
dering.
But he sat down again, and mansged to
appear cool.
‘Did you see the marchese himself P’ he
asked.
*No, the poor gentleman was esid to be
terribly upset at the suddeo death, though
not 80 a8 to require my services, and only
desired to be left alone *
‘A thousand thanks,’ said Ted gratefully
and with & pleasant sense of triumph and
conviction. ‘Only one more question, and
I will trouble you no longer. “The people
at the inn ber seem to be pretty fl urish
ing just now. Cau you tell me it they have
been always in equally good circum
stances P’
The doctor shook his bead.
‘No; they had a bard, struggling life
for many years afier their marrisge, and
their aff.irs were at a very low ebb at the
time ot the marchese’s visit, I r member ;
but the man was s friend of the untortun
ate servact, and it is thought that the
marchese befriended them in consequence.
It is certain that sfter his visit things went
much more smoothly with them, and th 1y
bave lived in comfort ever since.”

‘I suppose the b left Roceagna
directly after the juneral,’ suggested Ted;
but the doctor undeceived him.

‘No; he rem- ined on at the inn for quite
8 month, spendin. the whole ot that time
m his own rooms, and seeing no one but
the landlord and his wife. He even refused
bimself to Padre Marchetti and me, though
we called several times to see him, and I
bd offered him the sccommodation of my
own house, which, I think you will agree,
is preferable to thut of the inn, at thast time
& very poor place indeed!

The doctor was plainly hurt at the re-
membrance, but Ted could only murmur
s sympathetic remark on the bad taste of
such s refusal, combined with hearty thanks
for the information he had received, and
took bis leave.

Now that his errand was dome, every
moment seemed wasted that was.not em-
ployed in the journey back to Paesello.
‘Not bad success, after all, for my first
attempt in the line of private detective,’ be
told himself. ‘It is almost incradible that
such a piece of clumsy trickery as that
should bave succeeded even in this out-of-
th:-way place, and have gone on all these
years, without, so far as I can make out, s
single Pmon suspecting it! And I suppose
it would have gone on til! the end of the
chapter if it had not been for my accidental
coming on the scene, snd Doctor Grant’s
letter; in that case I wonder what sort of
fate was reserved for li‘tle Giacinta!

The thought made him hot and red with
anger.

?Poor little girl! how this revelation will
startle her! he thought. -It is bard on
Luca and bis sister, too; they were, most
likely, only tools of the other men, tut it

is not likely to err on toe side of over

cause Ted was possessed of & feverish im-
patience to get back to Paesello.

It was very early the next morning when
be called at the doctor’s house agsin to en

sure seeing him before he went out.

The docter received bim cordially, and
invited bim to drink & cup of coff:e while
they talked.

‘Yes,’ he said, in answer to Tud’s ques-
tion. ‘I remember the visit of the Marchese
di Castagna quite well, llthouih it is quite
five years ago. He arrived in the evening,
1 believe, and the next morning, soon after
dawn, 1 was summoned by & messenger
from the inn to go and attend the march-
©sc’s servant 1 went at once, but the mes

sage bad been sent too late ; the unlucky
man was already dead.’

‘Did you see the man on his arrival,
doctor, or at any time before his death P’
*No; I saw neither of the travellers until
I 'ry called to the in:.‘

‘Forgive my treubli ou,’ went on
Ted; ‘but I am onxih::l io kaow if this
man who died was really the person in
whom I am interested. Will you tell ‘me
just what he was like P

*Well, asfar as I could see,’ replied the
dootor thougbtinlly, *he must have been t:
ear, ar features, and a decided air
rity to ‘his position.’

‘Osn you recollect it bhe was olean

possessed in itary eur all
h th night ;
%:eu:.m‘u-:ﬁ d’:::ly. be hud

-pegerness that he co

Health and Strength B
to your Shoes, and [E

He quickeaed bis pace and strode hack
to the inn, whistling gaily; but his high
epirits wera des-ined to receive a check
wheo he was told ghat no train would lun'
S agliata for Mouteferrata until ten o’clock
that evening.

Tbere was nothing for it but to wait, and
he filled in some of the spare time by pay-
10g another visit to the courteou. old priest
going to look at the simple marble head-
stone that bad been put up to tbe memo
of Alessandro Mszzi, and making s sketc
of the village for Giacinta.

The nizht train was a slow ome, and
made the most exasperatiog stoppages all
thirough the long, dark bours, with the re-
sult that it was nine o’clock the next morn-
ing, when Ted got out on the platform st
Montef rrata.

In bis impatience to see Giacinta and
impart bis news, he decided not to lose
time by going to the village. bat leave his
valise to he sent on, and wa'k straight up
to the willa.

It was a distance of six miles, but on

this tresh golden autumn morniog, and
through a country whica be knew to be
lovely, the prospect was deligtial.
He set out at a good pace, full of higlh
spirits and glad anticipation of the wel-
come awsiting him in Giacinta’s hszal eyes.
Arrived at the edge ot the pine-wood on
the steep hill top, he stood still to recover
breath atter his long climb, balt hoping to
bear some notes of the organ.

Bat everything was profoundly still, and
burrying on to the little chapel, be found
with a chill of disappointment that Giacinta
was not there, and that the chap:l door,
for the first time since he had kaown it,
was locked.

The fact caused him, somehow, an un-
comfortable foreboding ; but, without stop-
ping to mediate on it, he went quickly
along the little footpath to the vills.

As usual, the place was wrapped in a
ghostly stilloess, and he went up the steps
and rang at the rusty bell without having
without having seen sny sign of lite.
S:versl moments passed, and he rang
sgain impatiently.

At last, with & clanging of chains and
with drawing of heavy bolts, the door
swung open about the spacs of a toot.

An old man appesred in the opening,
who glared at Ted with no evident inten—
tion of admitting him.

‘May I see the marchese P asked Ted
boldly but vaguely, fearing something he .
knew not what.

‘No, signor ; the marchese is gone away,’
was the answer

‘And the signorina P’ demanded Ted
breathlessly.

She is gone, too, and Filomena salso.
They are all gone together.’

‘Where to P’

The man shrugged his shoulders.

*Who knows P’ he said. ‘The marchese
does not tell his business to such as wus.
We were to tske care of the house, and to
suy to anyone that asked that they were
gone away, that is all.’

The expression Ted gave vent to sud-
denly bctween his teeth was in Eoglish, but
it seemed to slarm theman, and he made
ag it to shut the door; but the visitor put
outa bacd that held a ten-franc piece,
and he relented

‘When did they go P’ asked the young
tellow.

‘Yesterday, signor, about three o’clock
in the afternoon. His excellency bad sent
for me the night bsfore, and civen me the
order that, with Assunts, my wite, I
should come and stay in the villg uatil he
returned or sent fresh orders.’

*And is it true that you know nothing
o his intentions P Ted asked suspiciously.

‘It is the very truth, signor; Assunts
vill tell you the same.’ :

The old man made way at the door for
he stout figure ot his wilo who came up at
bat moment.

‘[ kave most important business with the
.aarchese,’ Ted said to her. ‘Can you
not even guess where he may have gone P’
‘How eshould we guess, signor P ‘the
woman said. ‘The marchese.is not one to
wk questions of, but the signor. might per.
8ps, learn something frqm Pietre Moro.

are the only reliable, ¢
thoroughly tested 'E

Dressings on the mar- S
1S ket T

o SALEATIP & Dackard

, with o sudden
not quite concea

‘STORES:
250, and 160, 4 @o
SIZES. -Montreal,

His excellency hired Pietro's bi‘; old car-
ciage to take him to the railway.

‘To Monteferrata P’ asked Ted qaickly.
‘Na, signor, to some station further
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