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-Good Lord!” he cried. “He is her

7he nodded. "They were to be
Oliveta began speaking slowly to 

foster sister. “Yes it is indeed 
I have suspected something*, 
dared not tell you all—the L, he said—all that I halt learned 

1(1 would not ask about. I was 
a ,o know. I closed my eyes and 

v ears. Body of Christ 1 And all 
\ time father’s blood was on his

fjttoria appealed helplessly to Blake, 
i see how it is. What is to be

*?• ,, , 
But his attention was all centred
,on Olireta, whose face was chang-

curiously.
“His blood!” she exclaimed. “I 

e loved that infamous man. His
ujds___” She let her gaze fall to
ir own, as if they too might be 
lined from contact.
Does Maruffi know who you real- 

e? He asked.
|:jttoria answered. “No. She 
.uld have told him soon ; we were 
liting until we had run down those 

You see, it was largely through 
that 1 worked. Those things 

ich I could not discover, she learn- 
irom him. It was she who secur
er names of Di Marco and Garcia 
the others.”

iudden enlightenment brought a 
from him.

You! Then you wrote those let- 
You are the ‘One Who

?”

ittoria nodded ; but her eyes were 
cd upon the girl. Olireta was whis- 
ring through white lips : “It is the 

of God ! He has been delivered 
o my hands.”
‘I am beginning to----- ”
'Wait !” Vittoria did not withdraw 

anxious gaze. After an instant 
inquired gently, “Oliveta, what 

I we do?”
There is but one thing to do?”
You mean-------- ”
I have been sent by God to betray 

Her face became convulsed, 
voice harsh. “I curse him living 
dead, in the name of my father, 

the name of Martel Savigno, who 
d by his hand. May he pray un- 
ird, may be burn in agony for a 
msand, thousand years. Take him 
the hangmen Signore. He shall 
with my curse in his ears.”

'I can’t bring him to justice,” Blake 
ifessed. I know him to be an as- 
sin, but my mere word isn’t en- 
[h to convict him. I have no way 
connecting him with the murder of 
icf Donnelly, and tha t vs what he 
it answer for.”

Hiveta’s lips writhed in a tortured
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smile. “Never fear, I shall place the 
loop about his neck where my arms 
have lain. He has told me little, for 

I I feared to listen. But wait ! Give 
me time/’

Vittoria cried in a shocked voice : 
Child 1 Not that.”

“It was from him that I learned of 
' Gian Narcone and his other friends ;
now I shall learn from his own mouth 

| the whole truth. He shall weave the 
rope for his own destruction. Oh, he

| shall lie in his arms----- ”
j Lucrezia ! You can’t touch him— 
knowing------”

' “I will have the truth if I give 
myself to him in payment, if I am 

I damned for eternity. God has chosen 
me !”

She broke down into frightful sobs. 
With sisterly affection the other wo
man put her arms around her and tried 
to sooth her. At length she led her 
away, but for a long time Norvin^ 
could hear sounds of the peasant 
girl’s grief. When Vittoria reappear
ed her face was pale and troubled.

“I can do nothing with her. She 
seems to think we are all divine in- 

| struments.”
I “Poor girl ! She is in a frightful 
position. I’m too amazed to talk sen- 

| sibly. But surely she wont’ persist.”
, “You do not know her ; she is like 
j iron. Even I have no power over her 
! now, and I—fear for t he result. She 
| is Sicilian to the core, she will sacri- 
I fice her body, her soul for vengeance,
| and that—man is a fiend.”
| “It’s better to know the truth now 
, than later.”

“Yes, the web of chance has entang
led our enemies and delivered them 
bound into our hands. We cannot 
question the wisdom of that power 
which wove the net. Oliveta is per- 

i haps a stronger instrument then I; 
she will never rest until her father is 
avenged.”

“The strangest part is that you are 
| the ‘One Who Knows.’ You told me 
you had given up the quest.”

“And so I had. I was weary of it. 
My life was bleak and empty. I could 
not return to Sicily, because of the 

; memories it held. We came south 
j in answer to the call of our blood, 
and I took up work of love instead 

! of hate, while Oliveta found a new 
! interest in this man, who was won- 
; derful and strong and fierce in his 
devotion to her. I attained to that 

, peace for which I prayed. Then, 
when I was nearly ready for my vows 
my foster sister learned of Gian Nar- 

j cone and came to me. We talked 
hong together, and I finally yielded 
1 to her demands—she is a contadina, 
j she never forgets—and I wrote that 
j first letter to Mr. Donnelly. I fear-
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ed you might see and recognize my 
hand writing, so I bought one of these 
new machines and learned to use it. 
What followed you know. When we 
discovered that the Mafia had vow
ed to take Chief Donnelly’s life in 
payment for Narcone’s, we were forc
ed to go on or have innocent blood 
upon our hands. N

“The Chief was killed in spite of 
our warnings, and then you appeared 
as the head of his avengers—you— 
my truest friend, the brother of Mar
tel. I knew the Mafia would have 
your life unless you crushed it. It 
seemed my duty to help break up the 
accursed brotherhood, much as I 
wished that the work might fall into 
other hands. Oliveta was eager for 
the struggle, and while she. fought for 
her vengeance, I—fought to save you.”

“You did this for me!” he cried 
falteringly.

“Yes. My position at the hospital, 
my occupation made it easy for me 
to learn many things. It was I who 
discovered the men who actually kill- 
Chief Donnelly ; for Normando, after 
his injury, was brought there and I 
attended him. I learned of his ac
complices, where the boy, Gino Cressi 
was concealed, and other things. 
Lucrezia was a spy here among her 
countrypeople, and Caesar was for
ever dropping bits of information, 
thought we never dreamed who he 
was.”

She went to the long French win
dow, atid, shading her eyes with her 
hands, peered down into the dark 
street.

“Then you have thought of me,” he 
urged. “You thought of me, even be
fore we were drawn together by this 
net of chance ?”

“You have seldom been out of my 
thoughts,” she told him Quietly. “You 
were my only friend, and I live a 
lonely life.” Turning with a wistful 
smile, she asked : “Aijd have you now 
and then remembered that Sicilian 
girl you knew so long ago?”

His voice was unruly ; it broke as 
he replied : “Your face is always be
fore me, Contessa. I grew very tired 
of waiting, but I always felt that I 
would find you.”

She gave him her two hands. “The 
thought of your affection and loyalty 
has meant much to me; and it will 
always mean much. When I have en
tered upon my new lite and know that 
you are happy in yours----- ”

“But I shall never be happy,” he 
broke out hoarsely.

She stopped him with a grave look.
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“Please! You must go now. I will 
show you a way. So long as Cardi 
is at liberty you must not return ; 
the risks are too great for all of us. 
As Oliveta learns the truth I shall 
advise you Poor girl, she needs me 
to-night Come!”

She led nim through the house, 
down a staircase into the courtyard, 
and directed him into a narrow pas
sageway which .led out into the 
street behind. “Even this is not safe, 
for they may be waiting.” She laid 
her hand upon his arm and said, 
earnestly. “You will be careful.”

“I will.”
He fought down the wild impulse 

to take her* in his arms. As he skulk
ed through the gloom, searching the 
darkest shadows like a criminal, his 
fears were gone, and in his heart 
something was singing joyously.

CHAPTER XIX
Félicité

“You're just the man I’m looking 
for,” Bernie Dreux told Norvin, whom 
he chanced to meet on the follow
ing morning. “I’ve made a discov
ery.”

“Indeed ! What is it?”
“Hist ! The walls have ears.” Ber

nie cast a glance over his shoulder 
at the busy sunlit street and the 
hurrying crowds. “Cornel” With a 
melodramatic air he led Blake into 
a coffee-house near by. “You can’t 
guess it!” he exclaimed, when they 
were seated.

“And what’s more, I wont’ try. 
You’re getting too mysterious, Ber
nie.”

“I’ve found him.’
“Whom ?”
“The bell-cow ; the boss dago ; the 

chief head-hunter ; Belisario Cardi 1”
Blake started and the smile died 

from his lips. Dreux ran on, with 
some heat:

“Oh, don’t look so incredulous.
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Any man with intelligence and cour
age can become as good a detective 
as I am. I’ve found your Capo- 
Mafia, that’s all.”

“Who is he?”
“Vou wont believe me; but hes 

well thought of. You know him; 
O’Neil knows him. He's generally 
trusted.

Norvin began to suspect that by 
some freak of fortune his little friend 
had indeed stumbled upon the truth. 
Dreux was leaning back in his chair 
and beaming triumphantly.

“Come, come! What’s his name?” 
“Joe Poggi.”
“Poggi? He’s the owner of that 

fruit stand you’ve been watching.”
“Exactly! Chief Donnelly suspect

ed him.”
“Nonsense !” Norvin’s face was 

twitching once more.
“Poggi is on the force; he’s a de

tective like you.”
“Come off!” Bernie was shocked 

and incredulous.
“Have you shadowed him for 

months without finding out that he’s 
an officer?”

“I—I------ He’s the fellow just the
same.”

“Oh, Bernie, you’d better stick to 
your antique business.”

Mr. Dreux flushed angrily. “If he 
isn’t one of the gang,” he cried, “what 
was he doing with Salvatore di Marco 
and Frank Garcia the night after 
Donnelly’s death? What’s he doing 
now with Caesar Maruffi if he isn’t 
after him for money?”

Blake’s amusement suddenly gave 
place to* eagreness.

“Marruffi !” he exclaimed. “What’s 
this !”

“Joe Poggi is blackmailing Caesar 
Maruffi out of the money to defend 
his friends. He was at Di Marco’s 
house an hour before Salvatore’s ar
rest. I saw him with Garcia and 
Bolla and Cordoni more than once.”

“Why didn’t you tell this to 
O’Neil?”

“I tried to, but he wouldn’t listen. 
When I said I was a detective he 
laughed in my face, and we had a 
scene. He told me I couldn't find a 
ham at a Hebrew picnic. Since then 
I’ve been working alone. Poggi has 
been lying low lately, but------” Ber
nie hesitated, and a slight flush stole 
into his face. “I’ve become acquaint
ed with his wif*—we’re good friends.”

“And what have you learned from 
her?” r

“Nothing directly; but I think she 
is acting as her husband’s agent, col
lecting blackmail to hire lawyers for 
the defence. Poor Caesar, he’s rich, 
and Poggi is bleeding him ! Since 
Joe is on the police force he knows 
everything that goes on. No wonder 
you can’t break up the Mafia I”

“By Jove,” said Norvin. “I was 
warned of a leak in the department. 
But it couldn’t be Poggi.”

He began to question Bernie with a 
peremptoriness and rapidity that 
made the little man blink. Mingled 
with much that was grotesque and 
irrelevant, he drew out a fairly cred
ible story of noctural meetings be
tween the Italian detective and Caesar 
Maruffi, which, taken in connection 
with what he already knew, was most 
disturbing.

“How did you come to meet Mrs. 
Poggi?” he inquired at last.

The question brought that same 
flush to Mr. Dreux’s cheeks.

“She found I was following her one 
day,” he explained, “so I told her I 
was smitten by her beauty. I got 
away with it, too. Rather clever for 
an amateur, eh?”

“Is she good looking?”
Bernie nodded “She's an outrag

eous flirt though, and—oh, what a 
temper !” He shuddered nervously. 
“Why she’d stick a knife into me or 
bite my ears off if she suspected. 
She’s insanely jealous.”

It’s not a nice position for you.” 
“No. But I Jhave something far 

worse than that on my hands—Feic- 
ite. She’s more to be feared than the 
Mafia.”

Surely Miss Delord isn’t dangerous.” 
“Isn’t she,” mocked the bachelor.

“You ought to see------” He started,
his eyes fixed themselves upon the 
entrance to the cafe with a look of 
horror, he- paled and cast a hurried 
glance around as if in search of a 
means of escape. “Here she is now.”

Norvin turned to behold Miss De
lord approaching them like an arrow. 
She was a tiny creature, but it was 
plain that she was out in all her fight
ing strength. Her pretty face was 
dark with passion, her eyes were 
flashing, and they pierced her lover 
with a terrible glance as she paused 
before him crying furiously :

“Well? Where is she?”
“Félicité,” stammered Dreux, 

“d-don’t cause a scene.”
Miss Delord stamped a ridiculous 

small foot and cried again, oblivious 
of all save her black jealousy.

“Where is she, I say?Eh? You fear 
to answer. You shield her, perhaps.”

A plump brown hand darted forth 
and seized Bernie by the ear, giving 
it a tweak like the bite of a parrot.

“Ouch !” he exclaimed, loudly. “Fél
icité, you’ll ruin us 1”

“Tell me,” stormed the diminutive 
fury. “It is time we had a settle
ment, she and I. I will lead you to 
her by those ass’s ears of yours and 
let her hear the truth from your 
own mouth.”

“Miss Delord, you do Bernie an 
injustice,” Norvin said, placatingly.

She turned swiftly. “Injustice? 
Bah! He is a flirt; a loathesome trif- 
ler. What could be more abomin
able?”

“P elicite ! D-don’t make a scene,” 
groaned the unhapy Dreux, nursing 
his ear and staring about the cafe 
with frightened appealing eyes 

“Bernie was just------”
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“You defend him, eh?” stormed the 
Creole girl. “You are his friend. He- 
ears also. I came here to unmask 
him.”

“Please sit down. You’re attract
ing attention.”

“Attention ! Yes ! But this is 
nothing to what will follow. I shall 
make known his depravity to the 
whole city, for he has sweethearts 
like that King Solomon of old. It 
is his beauty, M’sieu! Listen! He 
loves a married woman ! Imagine it l”

“Félicité ! For Heaven’s sake------”
“A dago woman by the name of 

Piggy. But wait, I shall make her 
squeal. Piggy ! A suitable name, in
deed. He follows her about, he meets 
her secretly; he adores her, the 
scoundrel ! Is it not disgusting? 
But I am no fool. I too, have watch
ed; I have followed them both, and 
I shall scratch her black face until 
it bleeds, then I shall tell her husband 
the whole truth.”

Miss Delord paused, out of breath 
for the moment while Bernie pawed 
at her in a futile manner. Beads of 
perspiration were gathering upon his 
brow and he seemed upon the verge 
of swooning. As if from habit, how
ever he .reached forth a trembling 
hand and deftly deplaced a loose hair
pin, then tucked in a stray lock which 
Felicite’s vehemence that disarrang
ed.

“Y-your hat’s on one side, my dear,” 
he told her.

She tossed her head and drew away 
saying. “Your touch contaminates 
me, monster !”

Blake drew out a chair for her his 
eyes were twinkling as he said, 
“Won’t you allow him to explain ?”

There is nothing to explain, since 
I know everything. See ! His tongue 
cleaves to the roof of his mouth. He 
quails ! He cannot even lie 1 But 
wait until I have told the Piggy’s 
husband—that big, black ruffian— 
then perhaps he will find his voice. 
Ah, if I had found that woman here 
there would have been a scene I 
promise you.”

“Help me—out,” gasped Mr. Dreux, 
and Norvin came willingly to his 
friend’s rescue.

“Bernie loves no one but you,” he 
said.

“So? I glory in the fact that I 
loathe him.

“Please sit down.”
“No!” Miss Delord plumped her

self down upon the edge of the prof
fered seat, her toes barely touching 
the floor.

“I’m—working Mrs Poggi,” Bernie 
explained, “I’m a—detective.”

“What new falsehood is this?”
“No falsehood at all,” Norvin told 

her. “He is a detective, a very fine 
one, too—and he has been working 
on the Mafia case for a long time. It 
has been part of his work to follow 
the Poggis. Please don’t allow your 
jealousy to ruin everything.”

“I am not jealous. I merely will not 
let him love another, that is all. But 
what is this you say?” Her velvet 
eyes had lost a little of their harsh
ness; they were as round as buttons 
and fixed inquiringly upon the speak
er.

“You must believe me,” he said im
pressively, “though I can’t tell you 
more. Even of this you mustn’t 
breathe a word to anyone. Mr. 
Dreux has had to permit this mis
understanding, much against his will, 
because of the secrecy imposed upon
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With wonderful quickness the ae- 
ger died out of Felicite’s face, to be 
replaced by a look of sweetness.

“A detective 1” she cried, turning 
to Bernie.” You work for the pub
lic good, at the risk of your life? 
And that dago woman is one of the 
Mafia? What a noble work I You 
forgive me?”

Instantly Mr. Dreux’s embarras- 
ment left him and a chilly haughti
ness.

I “Forgive you? After such a scene 
My dear girl, that’s asking a good 
deal.”

j Felicite’s lip trembled, her eyes, as 
. they turned to Norvin held such a*
■ appeal that he hastened to reassure 
her.

“Of course he forgives you. He’s 
delighted that you care enough to 
be jealous.”

Bernie grinned, wherupon his pep
pery sweetheart exploded angrily :

“You delight in my unhappiness, vil
lain! You enjoy my sufferings ! Very 
well ! You have flirted ; I shall flirt. 
You drive me to distraction ; I shall 
behave accordingly. That Antoine 
Giroux worships me and would buy 
a ring for me to-morrow if I would 
consent.”

“I’ll murder him!” exclaimed Dreux, 
with more savagery than Blake be
lieved was in him.

“Now. don’t start all over again,” 
he cautioned them. “You are mad 
about each other------”

“Nothing of the sort,” declared Fél
icité.

“At least Bernie worships you.”
The girl fell silent and beamed 

openly upon her lover.
“Why don’t you two end this sort 

of misunderstanding and marry?”
Miss Delord paled at this bold ques

tion. Dre.’.x gasped and flushed dully 
but seemed to find no words.

“That is impossible, he sai dfinally.
“It’s nothing of ‘the sort,” urged 

Blake. “You think you’re happy this 
way, but you’re not and never will 
be. You’re letting the best years of 
your lives escape. Why care what 
people say, if you are happy with 
each other and unhappy when 
apart?”

To his surprise, the girl turned upon 
him fiercely.
“Do not torture Bernie so,” she cried. 
“There are reasons why we cannot 
marry. I love him, he adores me; 
that is enough.” Two tears gathered 
and stole down her smooth cheeks. 
"You are cruel to hurt him so, M’sieu.”

.^err“e» you’re a coward 1” Blake 
said, with some degree of feeling, but 
the girl flew once more to her lover’s 
defence.

Coward, indeed ! His bravery un
believable. Does he not risk his life 
for this miserable Committee of
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