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In Thé Furnace -
of Temptation
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““Our gordolers! I don’t belleve it.
They’'ve o rght to keep us here all
night. Tell them you're-the American
Consul.” N\

*I'd rather not try my d'gnity on
these urderlings, Mrs. Vervain ; there's
no Awmer can squadron here that 1
cou'd order to bombard Fusina, if they
ddu’'t miud me. But I'll see what 1
can do further in quality of courteous
fore guer.—Can you perhaps telk me
how long you will be obl ged to detain
us here " he asked of the guard aga'n,

“I am very sorry to detainl you at
all, sgnore, but what can 1 do? The
commissary s unhappily absent, He
may be here soon.”

The.guard renewed his apathetic
contemplation of the gondoliers, who
d'd not speak a word; the windy lam-
entaton «f the fishermen rose and
fell ritfully. I'resently they went out
of doors and poured forth thelr wrongs
to the moon.

The room was close, and with some
trouble Ferr:s persuaded Mrs. Vervain
to return to the goudola, Florida sec-
otdng his arguments with gentle
gocd sense.

It reemed a long time till the com-
mizsary came, but his coming instant-
ly eimplified the situation. Perhaps be-
cau-e he haad never been able to be
friend a concul in trouble before,
he befriended Ferris to the utmost.
He had met him with rather a brow-
beat'ng air, but after a glance at
his card, he gave a kind of roar of de-
precation and apology. He had the
ladies and Don Ippolito in, out of the
gondola, and led them to an upper
chamber, where he made them a!l re-
po.e their honored persons upon his
tofas. He ordered up his housekeeper
to make them coffes, which he served
with his own hands, excusing its_hur-
ried feebleness, and he stood by, rub-
bing his palms together, and smil-
ing, while they refreshed themselves.

“They need never tell me again that
the Au.trians are tyrants,” said Mrs.
Vervain in undertone to the consul.

It was not easy for Ferris to re-
mind his host of the malefactors, but
ho brought himre!f to this ungrac-
lousness. The commissary begged par-
don, and & ked him to accompany him
be.ow, where he confronted the ac-
cured and the accusers. The tragedy
was acted over again with blood-curd-
ling effectiveness by Chiozzotti; the
gondo'lers maintaining -t4€ caly of
con'.civus innocence.

Ferri; felt outraged by the trump-
ed-up charge against the.n.

“Li:ten, you others the primners._"
said the commissary. “Your padrone is
anxious to return to Vemice, and I
a5h to infli:t n - fu ther di plea ures
apon him. Re toe their rop: to these
honezt men, and go about your busi-
ness."” 2

The inured gondoliers spoke inlow
tone: together; then one of them
shrugged his shoulders and went out.
He came back in a moment, and laid
a rope before the commissary.

“Is that the rope ?”" he asked. “We
found it floating down the canal, and
picked it up that we might give it to
the rightfu! owner. But now I wish
to heaven we had let it sink to the
bottom of the rea.”

“Oh, a teautiful story!” wailed the
Chinzzotti, They flung _them elves
upon the rope, and lugged it off to
their toat; and the gondoliers went
-out too.

The commissary turned to Ferris
with an agreeable smile. “I am sorry
that tho e rogues should escape,”
gaid the American.

“Oh,” rald the Italiam, ‘ they are
poor fellows, it is a little matter ; I
am glad to have served you.”

He wok leave of his involuntary
guests w th effusicn, following them
with a wmntern to the gondola.

Mrs. Vervain, to whom Ferris gave
an account of th's trial as they set out
again on their long-hindered return,
had no m'nd save for ghe magical
effect of h's consular quality upon the
comm'ssary, and accused him of a vain
and culpable modesty. N

“AlL,” said the diplomatist, -‘there’s
noth'ng like know'ng just when to
produce the'r dignity. There are some
officials who know too little—like
those guards; and there are som= who
know too much—I[ ke the commissary’s
superidérs. But he is just in that golden
mean of ignorance where he supposes
a consul is a person of importance.’’

Mrs. Vervain disputed this, and Fer-
ris submitted in silence. Presently, as
they skirted the shore to get their
bearings for the ‘route across the
lagoon, 2 fierce voice in Venetian
shouted, from the darkness, ** Indrio,
indrio ! (Back, back!) and 2 gieam of
the: moon through the pale, watery
clouds revealed the figure of a gend-
arme on the nearest pont of land.
‘The gondol'ers bent to their oars, and
sent the boat swiftly out into the
lagoon. i

“There, for example, i8 a person
who would be quite insensible to
my greatness, even if I had the
consular seal in my pocket. To him
we are possitle smuzgiers: and I must
say,” he contnued, taking out his
wateh, and staring hard at t, * that
if I were a d'sinterested person, and
heard h's suspic’on met with the ex-

" planaton that we were a little party
out here for pleasure at half-past
twetve a.m.. 1 should say he was right.
At any rate, we won’t engazée h'm in
controversy. Guick, quick!” he added
to, the gondoiiers, glancing at the re-
ceding shore. and then at the first of
the lagoon forts which they were ap~
proaching. A dim shape movedl along
the top of the wall, and seemed to
linger and scrutinize them. As they
drew nrearer tlie challenge, ** Wer da 7
rang out.

The gondol'ers eageriy answored
with the one word of German known
to their craft, ** Freunde.” and struz-
gled to urze the boat forward: the
oar of the gondolier in front slipped
trcm the h'gth  rowlock, and fell
ong of Iiis hand into the
water. The gondola lurched, and
then suddenly ran aground on the
shallow. The rentry halted, dropped
his gun from hts shoulder. and or-
dered them to go on, while the gon-
doliers clamored back in the high
key of fear, and one of them scream-
ed out to his passengers to do some-
thing, saying that, a few weeks
before, a sentinel had fired upon a
fisherman and killed him.

“What's that he's talking about ?"
demanded Mre. Vervain. ““If we don't
get on, it will be that man's. dity
to fire on us; he has no choice,’
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she said, nerved and interested by
the presence of this danger...

The gondoliers leaped- into the
water and tried to push the boat
off. It would not move, and with-
out warning, Don Ippolito, who had
sat silent since they left Fusina,
stepped over the side of the gondola,
and thrusting an oar under its bot-
tom, lifted it free of the shallow.

‘“Oh, how very unmnecessary ! cried
Mrs. Vervain, as the priests and the
gondoliers ¢lambered back into the
boat. ‘*‘He will take his death of
cold.”

“It's ridiculous!” said Ferrls,
“You ought to have told these
worthless rascals what to do, Don
Ippolito. You've got' yourself wet
for nothing. It's too bad!”

“It's nothing,” said Don Ippolto,
taking his seat on the little prow
deck, and quiet!y dripping where the
water would not incommode Lhe
others.

“Oh, here,” cried Mrs. Vervain,
gathering some shawls tugether,
*“make him wrap those about him.
He'll die, I know he will—with that
retking shirt of his.  If you must
go into the water, I wish you had
worn your abbate’s dress. How could
you, Don Ippolito?”

_ The gondoliers set their oars, but

‘before they had given a stroke,.

they were arrested by a sharp
*“Halt!” from the fort. Another fig-
ure had joined the sentry, and stood
looking at them. ¢

* Well,” said Ferris, “now what,
I wonder? That's am officer. * If I
had a little German about me, I
might state the situation to him.”

He felt a light touch on his arm.
“I can speak -German,” said ¥lor-
ida timidly.

“Then you had better speak it
now,” said Ferris.

She rose to her feet, and in a
steady voice briefly explained the
whole affair. The figures listened mo-
tionless ; then the last comer po-
iitely replied, begging her to be in
no uneasiness, made her a shadowy
salute, and  vanished. The sentry
resumed his walk and took no fur-
ther notice of them.

_“Brava!” ®ald Ferris, while Mrs.
\'e_rvujn babbled her satisfaction, *I
wiill buy a German Ollendorfi to--
morrow. The/danguage is in.iisp nsable
to a pleasure excursion in the lagoon.”

Florida made no reply, but devoted
hersef to restoring her mother to
that staite of defence against the dis-
comforts of the time and p-ace, which
the common agitation had Smpalred.
She seemed to have no sense of the
presence of any one ese. Don Ippolito
did not speak again save to protect
himself agiinst the anxi:ties and re-
proiches of Mrs. Vervain, renewed and
reiterated at intervals. She drowsed
after a whie, and whenever she woke
she thought they had just touch-d
her owr Junding. By fits it was cioudy
and moonight; they began to meet
peasants’ boats going to the Rialto
market, at lnst, they entered the
Canal of the Zatter, then they sl pped
into  a narrow way, and present.y
stopped at Mrs. Vervain’s gate; this
time she had not expe:ted it. Don Ip-
polito gave her his hand, and entered
the garden with her, while Ferris lin-
gere:d behind with Fiorida, helping her
to put together the wraps strewn
about the gondola.

“ Wait !” she commanded, as they
moved up the garden wa'k. “I want
to speak with you about Don Ippo.ito.
What shall I do to him for my rude-
ness f You must tedlme—you shall,’
she said In a fierce isper, gripping
the arm which Ferris had given to
heip her up the lunding-stairs. “You
are—o.der than I am!”

*Thanks. I was afraid you were
going to say wiser. I shoud think
your own sense of justice, your own
sense of”—

“ Decency. Say it, say it !” cvied the
girl passionately; “it was indecent,
indecent—that was it!”

——“would tell you what to do,”
conc.uded the painter dryly.

She fung away the arm to which
she had been clinging, and ran to
where the priest stood with her mo-
ther at the foot of the terrace
stairs. “ Don Ippolito,” she cried, I

‘want to tell you that I am sorry ;

I ‘'want t> agk your pardon—how can
you ever forgive mef?—for what I

id.

She instinctively stretched her hand
towards him.

“Oh!” said the priest, with an in-
describable, long, tremhiing sigh. He
caught her hand in his, held it tight,
and then pressad it tor an instant
against his breast.

Ferris made a .ittle start forward.

“Now, that’s right, F.crida,”s1id her
mother, as the four stood in the pale,
estranging moonlight. “I’'m sure Don
Iy polito can’t cher.sh any resentment.
If he does, he must come in and wash
it out with a glass of wine—that's a
gocd old fashion. I want you to have
the wine at any rate, Don Ippakdo:
1l keep you from tuking cold. .You
really must.”

“Thanks, madama; I cannot lose
more time, now : I must go home at
once. Goed-night.”

Before Mrs. Vervain could frame a
protest, or lay hold of him, he bowed
and hurried out of the land-gate.

“How perfectly absurd for him to
get into the water in that way !” she
sa‘d, looking mechanically in the direc-
tlon in which he had vanished.

“Well, Mrs. Vervain, it isn't best to
be too grateful to people,” sa‘'d Fer-
r:s, **but I think we must allow that
i we were in any daager, sticking
there in the mud, Don Ij.p»lito got us
out of % by puttng his shoulder to
the oar.”

*Of course,” assented Mrs. Vervain.

“In fact,” continued Ferris, “'I sup-
rose we may say that, under P’rovi-
da2nce, we probably owe our lives to
Don Ipp:lito's selfsacrifice and Miss
Vervain’s knowledg> of German. At
any rate, it's what I shall always
maintain,”

“Mother, don't you think you had
better go in?” asked Flowda gently.
Her gentleress gnored the presence
the existence of Ferrs. *‘I'm afraid
you will be s'ck after all this fatigue.”

‘“There, Mrs: Vervain, i?’ll be no use
offering me a glass of wine. I'm gent
away, 34 a'd Ferris. ““And Mise
Veryg ghit. Gord-night.”

v : ' eaid
Ng g ‘“‘Thank

"

Florda did. not look wvmrgs him,
Bhe gathered her mother's "shawl
about her shoulders for the twentieth
time that day, and softly urged her
indoors, while Ferris let himself out
invo the campo.

IX.

Florida began to prepare the bed for
her mother’s lying down.

“ What are you doing that for, my
dear ?”” asked Mrs. Vervain. “I can't
g0 to bed at once.”

“ But, mother—"

* No, Florida. And I mean it. You
are too lheadstrong. I should think
you would see yourself how you suffer
n the end by giving way to your
violent temper. What a day you have
made for us!”

“1 was very wrong,” murmured the
proud girl, meekly.

“ And then the mortification of an
apology ; you might have spared your-
self that.”

“ It didn't mortify me; I didn’t care
tor it.”

* No, I really believe you are too
haughty to mind humbling yourself
And Don Ippolito has been so uni-
formly kind to us. I begin to believe
that Mr. Ferr.e caught your true char-
acter in that sketch. But your pride
will be broken some day, Florida.”

* Won't you let me help you undress,
mother? You ‘can talk to me while
you're undressing. You must try to
zet some rest.”

“Yes,, I am all anstrung. Why
couldn’t you have let h'm come in and
talk a while? It would have been the
best way to> get me quieted down. But
no—you must always have your own
way. Don’t twitch me, my dear; I'd
rather undress mysell. You pretend to
be very careful of me. I wonder if you
really care for me.’

‘“Oh, mother, you are all I have in
the world !

Mrs. Vervain began to wh! mper.
“You talk as if I were any better
off. Hnve I anykody lesides you? And
I have lost so many.”

“ Don’t think of those things now,
mother,’

Mrs. Vervain, tenderly kissed the
young girl. * You are good to your
mother. Don Ippolito was right; no
one ever saw you offer me d:srespect
or unkindness. There, there! Don't
cry, my darling. I think I had better
I'e dowa, and I'll let you undress me.”

She suffered herse!f to be helped
into bed, and Florida went softly
about the room, putting it in order,
and drawing the curtain cloggr to
keep out the near dawn. Her mother
ta_ kel a little while, and presently
fel from inccherence to silence, and
S0 to sleep.

Florida looked hesitatingly at her
for a moment, and then set her can-
de on the floor, and sank wearily
into 2an arm-chair beside the bed. Her
hands fe!l into her lap; her head
drooped s:dly forward ; the light flung
the shadow of her face, grotesque.y
exaggerated and foreshortened, upon
the cei.ing.

By and by a bird piped in the gar-
den; the shriek of a swa.low made
itse heard from a distance; the
vernal day was beginning to stir from
the light, brief drowse of the vernal
night. A crown of angry red formed
upon the candle wick, which toppled
over in the socket and guttered out
with a sharp hiss.

Florida started from her chair. A
streak of sunshine pierced shutter and
curtain. Her mother was supporting
herse’f on one elbow in the bed, and
ooking at her as if she had just call-
ed to her.

“Mother, did you speak #" asked the
girl.

Mrs. Vervain turned her face away;
she sighed deepy, stretched her thin
hands on the pillow, and seemed to
be sinking—sinking down through the
bed. She ceased to breathe, and lay in
a dead faint.

Florida felt rather than saw it all.
She did not cry out nor ca:l for help.
‘She brought water and cologne, and
bathed hér mother’s face, and then
chafed her hands. Mrs. Vervain siow-
Jy revlved ; she opened her eyes, then
ciosed them ; ske did not speak, but
after a whie she began to fetch her
breath with the long and even res-
pirations of s’eep.

Florida nolselessly opened the door,
and met the servant with a tray of
coffee. She put her finger to her lip,
and motioned her not to enter, ask-
ing in a whisper: *“ What time is it,
Nina? I forgct to wind my watch.”

“It's nine o'clock, signorima; dhd
I thought you would be tired this
morning, and woud like your coffee
in bed. Oh, misericordia !” oried the
girl still in whisper, with a glance
through the doorway, “ you haven't
been in bed at alll”

‘““My mother doesn’'t scem well. I
sat down beside her, and fe!l asleep
in my chalr without knowing it.”

A, poor little thing! Then you
must drink your coffee at once. It re-
freshes.”

“*Yes, yes,” sa'd Florida, closing the
door, and pointing to a table in the
next room, ‘*““put it down here. I will
serve myself, Nina. Go call the gon-~
dola, please. I am going out at once,
ard I want you to go with me. Tell
Checa to come here and stay with my
mother till I ccme back.”

She poured out a cup of coffee with
a trembling hard, and hast'ly drank
It ; then, bathirg her eyes, she went ta
the glass ard bestowed a touch or two
upon yesterday’s tollet,’ studed the
effect 2. moment, and turned away.
She ran back for another look, and
the next moment she was walking
down to the water-gate, where she
fourd Nina waiting her in the gondola.

A rap'd course brought them to Fer-
ris’ land'ng. *“Ring,” she said to the
gondolier, “‘and sav that one of the
Amer'can lades wishes to see the con-
sul.”

Ferris was stand'nrg on the balcony
over her, where he had been watching
her arproach in mute wordar, “Why,
Miss Vervain,” he called down, “what
in the world is the matter 2"

“I don’t know. I want to see you,”
sa’d Florida, lcoking up with a wist-
u! face.

*1I’il come down.”

““Yes, please. Or no, I had better
come up. Yes, Nina and I Tl come
up.” . ~rl

Ferris met them at the lower door
and led them to his apartment. N'na
sat down in the outer room; and Flor-
‘dar followed the painter into his
stud’'o. Though her face was so wan,
't seemed to h'm that he had never
secn it lovel'er, and he had o strange
rr'd2 ‘n her being there, though the
d'sorder of the place ought to have
humbled him. Shef looked over it with
a_certain ch'ldiike, timid curiosty,
and somethirg of that lofty compas-
sion with which yourg ladies regard
the haunts of men when they come
‘ntn them by charce; in deing this she
had o haughty, slow turn of the head
that fascinated h'm.

“I hore,” he sa'd, “you dn't mind
the smell,” which was a mingled ore
of cii-colors and tobacco smoke. ‘“Th

wunnn'i"puttm‘ my
aud t's all in a cloud of duet. So

st down on.a chair front-
ing the-easel, and found herself looking
invo the sad eyes of Don Ippolito. ¥Fer-
ris brusquely turned the back of the
canvat: wm"l'x, zler. "“ln dldn’t mean
you see that. It 't ready to
show, yety”. nhe ea'd and then he
stood exgectantly before her. He
walted for her to speak, for he never
knew how to take Misy Vervain; he
was willing enough to make lightof
her granf moods, but now she was tco
evidently unhappy for mocking; at
t{l:} same t.,ll,mo he did not care to in-
Voke a snub- by a prematurely m-
puthetic demeanor. His mind rn.:ly on
the events of the day before, and he
fhouzht thls visit probably related
somehow to Don Ippolito. But his
visitor did not speak, and at last he
sald: “I hope there's nothing wrong
‘at home, Miss Vervain. It’s rather
odd to hnve yesterday, last night, and
next morning all run together as they
have been for me in the last twenty-
four hours., .I g¢rust Mrs. Vervain is
turnicg the whole thing into a good
solkl oblivionl”

“It’s about—it's about—I came to
8ee you”—sald Florida, hoarsely. “I
mean,” she hurried on to say, ‘““that
I want to ask you who is the best
doctor here?”

‘Then it was not about Don Ippolito.
“Is your mother sick ?” asked Ikerris,
eagerly. “She must have been fear-
fully tired by that unlucky expedition
of o',urs'. I hope theres nothing seri-

“No, no! But she is not well. She
is very frail, you know, You must
have noticed how frall she is,” said
Florida, tremulously.

Ferris had noticed that all his coun-
try-women, past their girlhond, seem-
ed such, he did not know how or why;
he supposed it was all right, it wasso
commoi. In Mrs. Vervain's case,
thongh she talked a great deal about
her iil-health, he had noticed it rath-
er less than usual, she had so great
spirit. He recalled now that he had
thought her at times rather a shadowy
presence, and that occasionally it had
amused him that so slight a struc-
ture should hang together as it did
—not only successfully, but trium-
umphantly. H '

He said yes, he knew that Mrs. Ver-
vain was not strong, and Florida con-
tinued: “It's only advice that I want
for her, but I think we had better
see some one—or knctw someone that
we could go to in need. We are, so
‘ar from any one we know, or help
of any kind.” She seemed to be try-
ing to account to herself, rather than
to Ferris, for what she was doing’
“We musn't let anything pass idnno-
ticed.” -She j00ked at him entreating-
1y, but a shadow, as of some wounding
memory, passed over her face, and
she said no more.

“I'll go with you to a docter's,”
sald Ferris kindly.

“No, piease, I won’t trouble you.”

“I don’t want you to go with me,
peate. I'd rather go alone.” Ferris
‘ooked at her perplexedly, as she
roze. “Just give me the address, and
I shall manage Dest by myself. I'm
used to doing it.”

A= you like. Walt a moment.” Fer.
ris wrote the address. “There,” he
sald. giving it to her; “but isn’t there
anything 1 .can do for you ?”

“Yes,” answered Florida, with awk-
ward hesitation, and a half defiant,
halfl imploring look at him. *You must
have all sorts of people applying to
you an o consul; and you look after
their affairs—and try to forget
them"”—

“Well ?”” said Ferris. J

“I with you wouldn't remember that
I've arked this favor of you; that
you'd, contider it a”—

“Consular service ? With all my
heart,” answered Ferrls, thinking for
the third or fourth time how very
young Miss Vervain was.

“You are very good ; you are kinder
than I have any right,” said Florida,
smiling piteously. “I only mean, don’t
fpeak of it to my mother. Not,” she
added, “but what I want her to
know everything I do; but it would
worry her if she thought I was ayf/
lous about her. Oh! I wish /1
wouldn’t.”,

She began a hasty search for her
handkerchief ; he saw her lips tremble
and his soul trembled with them.

In another moment, “Good morn-
ing,’ ehe said, briskly, with a sort of
airy cob, “I don’'t want you tocome
down, nlease.”

She drifted out of the room, and
down the stairs, the: servant maid
falling into her wake.

Ferris filled his pipe, and went out
on his balcony again, and stood watch-
ing the gondola in its course toward
the address he had given, and gmok-
ing thoughtfully. It was really the
same girl who had given poor Don
Ippolito that cruel slap in the face
yesterday. But that seemed no more
out of reacon than her sudden, gen-
erous, . exaggerated remorse; both
were of a pilece with her coming to
him for help now, holding him at a
distance, flinging herself upon his
sympathy, and then trying to snub
him, and breaking downm in the ef-
fort. It was all of a plece, and the
pilece was bad; yes, she had an ugly
temper, and . yet, she had magnani-
mous tralts, too. These contradictions,
which in his reverie he felt rather
than formulated, made him smile, as
he stood on his balcony bathed by the
morning alir and sunlight, in fresh,
strong ignorance of the whole mys-
tery of women’r nerves. These caprices
even charmed him. He reflected that
he had gone on doing the Vervains one
favor after another, in spite of Flor-
ida’s childish petulancies, and he re-
rolved that hg would not stop now;
her whims should be nothing to him,
as they had been nothing hitherto.
It is flattering to a man to be in-
dicpensable to a woman so long as
he iz not obliged to it; Miss Veravin's
depandent relation to himeelf in this
visit gave her a grace in Ferris’ eyes
which ehe had wanted Lefore.

In the meant'moc he saw her gon-
dola stop, turr vound, and come back
to the canal that bordered the Ver-
vain garden.

** Another change of m'nd,” thouzht
Ferr 8 complacently ; and ris'nz sup-r-
lor to the whole fitful sex, he releared
h'msell from uneasiness on Mrs. Ver-
vain’s account. But in the evening he
went to ask after Ler. He ['rst sent
I's card to Florida, having written on
it, “I hope Mrs. Vervain is better.
Don’t let me come in if i$'s any dis-
turbance.” Heé lcoked for a moment
at what he had written, dimly con-
sc'ous that it was patronizing, and
when he entered he saw that Miss
Vervain stood on the defensive, and
from some w'lfulness, meant to make
h'm fee! that he was presumptuous in
com'ng; it did not comfort him to
cons'der that she was very youns.
“‘Mother w'll be in directly,” said
florida,. In a tone that re'egated their
morning’y interview to the age of

office to rights, |
1

Mrs. Vervain came in smiling and
rordial, apparently betser and not
worse for yesterday’s misadvensures.

“Oh, X Flck up quickly,” she ex-
plained. * I'm an old campaigner, you
know. Perhaps a little too old now.
Years do make a difference, and you'll
find it out as you get on, Mr. Ferris.”

“ I suppouse so,” said Ferris, not car-
ing to have Mrs. Vervain treat him
80 much Lke a btoy. * Even at twenty-
8:x, I found It pleasant to take a nap
this afternoon. How does one stand
it at seventeen, Miss Vervain?” he
asked.

1 haven't felt the need of s'eep,”
replied Florida, indifferently, and he
felt shelved, as an old fellow.

He had an empty, frivolpus visit, to
his thinking. Mrs. Vervain asked if he
had seen Don Ippolto, and wondered
that the priest had not come about,
all day. She told a long story, and
ATt the end tapp>d herself on the
mouth with her fan to punish a yawn.
._Ferris rose to P Mrs. Vervain -won-
dered again in the same words why
;lﬁndlr,pol':ho had not been near them

ny.

‘““Because he’s a wiso man,” sa'd Fer-
ris with bitterness, ‘““and knows when
to time nhis visits.” Mrs. Vervain did
not notice his bitternees, but some-
thing made Florida follow him to the
outer door.

“Why, it's moonlght!” she ex-
claimed; and she glanced at him as
though she had some purpose of atone-
ment in her mnd.

But he would not have it. “‘Yes,
there’s a moon,” he sald, mooadly.
“Goodnight.””

“Gocd-n'ght,” answered Florida, and
she impulgwely offered him her hand.
He thought that it shook in his, but
it was probably ‘the agftation of his
OWN nerves.

A roreness that had been lifted from
his heart came back ; he walked home
dsapponted and defeated, he hardly
knew why or in what. He d4'd not
laugh now to think how she had asked
him ‘that morning to forget her com-
ing to him for help; he was outraged
that he should have been repald In
this-sort, and the rebuff with which
his sympathy had just been met was
vulgar ; there was no otier name for
it but vulgar'ty. Yet he could not re-
late this qualkty to the face of the
yourg girl as he constantly beheld it
in his homeward walk. It did not
defy him or repulse him; it looked up
at him wistfully as from the gondola
that morning. Nevertheless he hard-
ened his heart. The Vervains should
see him next when they had sent for
bim. After all, one is not so very old
at twenty-six, ;

) X

“Don Ippolito has come, signorina,”

sald Nina, the next moruning, ap-
groaching Florida, where she sat in
an attitude of listless patience, inthe
garden. {
* “Don Ippolito!” echoed the young
@girl in a weary tone. She rose amd
wen% into the house, and they met
with the constraint which was but
too natural after| the events of their
last partingi It is hard to tell
which has most to overcome in such
a case, the forgiver or the forgiven.
Pardon rankles even in .a generous
soul, and the memory of havingpar-
doned embarasses | the sensitive
spirit before the object of its clem-
ency, humbiing and making it asham-
ed. 1t would be well, I suppose, if
there need be nothing of the kind be-
tween human creatures, who can-
not sustain such a relation without
mutual distrust. It is not so ill
with them when apart, but when they
meet they must be cold and shy at
first.

*“Now I kee what you two are think-
ing about,” saild Mrs. Vérvain, aud
a faint blush tinged the cheek of the
priest as she thus paired him off with
her daughterl, “You are thinking
about what happened the other day;
and you had better forget it. There
s no use brooding over- these mat-
‘ters. Dear me! if I had stopped to
brood over every little unpeasant
thing that happened, I wonder where
| Lshould be now? By the way, where
were you all day yesterday, Don Ip-
polito 2

“I did noti come to disturb you, be-
cause I thought you must be very
tired. Besides, I was quite busy.”

“Oh, yes, those inventions of yours.
I think you are so ingenious! But
you, mmusn't apply too closely. Now
really, yesterday—after all, you had
been through, it was too much for
the brdin.” / She tapped’ herself on
the forehead with ler fan.

“I was not busy with my inventions,
madama,” answered Don Ippolito,
who sat In the womanish attitude
priests get from their drapery, and
fingered the cord roug@l his three-
cornered hat. “I have gearcely touch-
ed them of late. But our parish takes

a great event with
The priest shrugged his shoulders
and opened both

his t slid to the floor, bumping
and mbling some distarce away.
He recovered it and sat down again.
“It's an observance,” he said, coldly.

“Arlg.d *ﬂ" you be in the proces-

“I shall be there with the other
priests of my parish.” ‘
““Delightful " cried Mrs. Vervain.
“We shall be looking out for you.
I shall feel greatly honored to think
I actually know some one in the
procession. I'm_going to give yon a
little nod. You won’t think it very,
wrong 7" )
She saved him from the embarrass-
ment he might have felt in replying,
by an ahrupt lapse from all appar-
ent interest in the subject. She turn-
ed to her daughter, and sald, with
& querulous accent, “I wish you
wouid throw the afghan over my
feet, Florida, and make me a little;
comfortable before you - begin your
reading this morning.” At the sam
time she feebly disposed herse
among the sofa cushions on whic
she reclined, and waited for s
final touches from her daugh
Then she said, “I'm just going
close my eyes, but I shall hear eve
word. You are.getting a beaut
wccent, my dear, I know you
I should think Goldoni must ha
very smooth, agreeable style; hg
he now, in Italiam?”

believe I'll lie down
room.” '3

Florida followed her to the
arrangements for her comfort.¥Then
she returned, and sitting down at
the plano struck with a sort of soft
firmness a few low goothing chords,
out of which a lulling melody grew.
With her fingers stil] resting on the
keys she turned her stately head,
and glanced through the open .door
at hey mother,

X “ Do Ippolito,” she asked, softly,
V:ﬂc:he“tahnn:lymmf in the air of
makes
drowsy ?” i i
“I have never heard that, mad-

amige:la.”

“,I wonder, continued the young
gir! 51bsent1y, *why my mother wants
to‘ s.eep so much.”

‘Perhaps she has not recovered
from the fatigues of the other night,”
su‘ggested the priest.

‘ Perhaps,” said Florida, sadly look-
mg toward her mother’s door.

She turned agaln to the instrument,
and let her fingers wander over the
keys, with a drooping head. Present-
ly she lifted her face, and smoothed
b{mk from her temples some strag-
gling tendrils of hair. Without look-
ing at the priest she asked with the
child-like bluntness that character-

her, “Why don't you iike to
walk in the procession of Corpus Do-
mini ¢

Don Ippolito’s color came and went,
and he answered evasive'y, “I have
not said that I .did not like to do so.”
X “No, that is true,” said F.orida,
:etting her fingers drop again on the
keys.

Don Ippolito rose from the sofa
where he had been sitting beside her
while they read, and walked the
length of the room. Then he came to-
wards her and said meekly, “Mad-
amige’la, I did not méan to repel
any interest you fee! in me. But it
was a strange question to ask a
priest, as I remembered I was when
you asked it.”

“Don’t you always remember thatt”
demanded the gir!, still without turn-
ing her head.

“No; sometimes I am suffered to
forget it,” he said with a tentative

accent.
(To be Continved.)

Water is the hardest of all sub-
stances to heat, with the single ex-
ception of hydrogen gas. The easi-
est two are mercury and lead, which
stand in this respect on nearly the
same footing.

While John Palmer was working
in the Calabogie mines a heavy
stone rolled down on him, crushing
{:«l)m 80 badly that he died in one

ur.

No organ in the human body has a
greater iniluence of the general Lealtt
than the liver. %

A torpid, sluggish liver leaves pois-
onous, worbid bile in they'blood, which
upsets the action of the

{here is indigestion, fu
tation, {latulency, and
the stomach. :

" The tongue is cq
aches, and there is M
pression of spirits, :
ness and weakne.

The bowels ares
loose by turns, and
frequenty

The skin tells ol
of the blood, by
and liver spots.

In sympathy wk
kidneys become cl
the urine highly
are pains in the b
lett shoulder blade.§
Shortness of bre:
of the hewrt and de]
menstrual functions
symptoms of liver compli
You should not expect$§
these symptoms in any o
if any of them are present,
to ta prompt action to r
gystem of these morbid poisont
The liver must have assistancess

{able.

The process of ‘restoration will

THE JMPORTANCE
OF THE LIVER.

and Influence Over Other Organs’
ody—Dr. Chase’s Treatment
for the Liver.

hastened if the kidneys are also in-
vigorated and strengthened.

soth these filtering systems are act-
ed on directly and promptly by Dr.
hase’s Kidney-Liver 1ills.

It is through the liver and kidneys
alone that the blood can be fieed of
all impurities, and the morbid matter
which collects there when the liver is
deranged.

Many a suffering man, many a de-
spondent woman, has been cured of
the above distressing ailments by the
use of Dr. Chase’s nidney-Liver Dills,
the only remedy that has a combined
action on both liver and kidneys.

The wisdom of Dr. Chase in prepar-
ing this wonderful remedy las been
proved in ecores of thousands of cases
of emplicated diseases of the liver
ard kidneys, which could be reached

no otker remedy.
o8 do not require faith to be cured

f Dr. Chase's Kidney-Liver I'ills. The

be will help you, and a few

|t most vsill poritively cure the

p¥ere case of liver complaint

@y disease. One pill a dose, 25
at all dealers, or postpaid

b, Bates & Co., Toronto.
nehitis, coughs and colds
ieured by mother’s fav~

Dr. Chase's Syrip of
Turpentine, 23

his hands, so that -

NOILIANOD ¥00d A¥Y3A NI SI LNIWNDO0A TYNIOIYO SIHL




