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Sirel, 0‘} s%“y,-a. confusion of tongues,—a
ack ip therange faces. Then I see Mat lying
mlng and beal'{ns of a bystander ; myself trem-
), Erasp; g{"ldel‘ed,—-—the knife dropped from
hy bangds . bIOOd upon the floor ; blood upon
Beay g0 ood upon his shirt. And then ]
« se dreadful words,—
HHe dmegi,t”“. have raurdered me!”
foe Was carr; ‘h‘%——at least, not there and then.
o T S0me wele to the nearest hospital, and lay
2 ) tey se}és between life and death. His
b ® knife ha(ll , was difficult and dangerous.
One, ang ad gone in just below the collar-
al?éerced down’ into the lungs. IHe
B Withv;ed to speak or tnrn,—scarcely to
&17 head 10 g reedom, He might not even lift
througy, :’1"1‘- i sat by him day and night
1 Situagi, 12t sorrowful time. I gave up
l%d ing in t‘]’ on the railway; I quitted my
e M such 5 o Vicolo Balba; I tried to forget
h"e rawn t‘)‘Oman as Gianetta Coneglia had
“? trieq ¢, ]-reath- 1lived only for Mat; and
Ofn his oy ive more, I believe, for my sake
a Pain and n. fl‘hus, in the bitter silent hours
Ofpl‘oa.ched R?m'fe“ce, when no hand but mine
ity Tiendshj is lips or smoothed his pillow, the
” Old ryg P came back with even more than
ull o and faithfulness. He forgave me,
Biven 5, o 1rcely; and I would thankfully have
n ex’;glége for him.
Ornip there came one bright spring
;‘stgteredg' When dismissed as convalescent, he
°
w&s X:lo
1Y hor

S no
breathe

:ngu::g]f and feeble as an infant. 1le
he Tor g d, nelt.her, as I then learned to
wipver 001:1] 1 anguish, was it possible that
lh g be cured. Ie might live,
on-“ll’ o or some years ; but the lungs were
¥ healy youd hope of remedy, and a strong
oot spgkmaﬂ he could never be again.
t°l‘ﬂs of ¢ en aside to me, were the parting
0 tak imefchnef physician, who advised me
ton LOOK him arther south without delay.
1°met ir to a little coast-town called Rocca,
,‘:“01 P ag miles beyond Genoa,—n sheltered
% evey o 2long the Riviera, where the sea
acle green uer than the sky, and the cliffs
]:d &ioeg Wwith strange tropical plants,—cacti
MdEed in youd Egyptian palms. Here we
3, t6 yge 1 house of a small tradesman ; and
sve“in e?]h-ls own words, ¢ set to work at
Work In good earnest.” But, alag! it
be D which no earnestness could
anac , and sy after day he went down to the
d Watchip at for hours drinking the sea air
the Offing, ﬁthe sails that came and went in
2N the g y and by he could go no farther
a ol lit:]den of ‘the house in which he
. Coue beside later and he spent his days on
for thee the open window, waiting pa-
With to that end. Ay, for theend! It had
the -the wani, He wag fading fast, waning
Way cCaper wmg summer, and conscious that
Y 1o g, oves at hand. " Itis whole aim 20w
Dare mg f, the agony of my remorse, and
Iyino Vould (:lr What must ghortly come.
Toghs 0 hi ot live longer, if I could,” hesaid,
g up ¢, couch one summer evening, and
lik momo the stars. ¢ If I had my choice
® Giangyyo i | Would ask to go. 1 should
¢ shall lt(o know that I forgave her.”
aly from hag oo it,” I said, trembling sud-
He p head to foot !
o Anziessed my hand.
‘¢ » . .
Ty o8 1 write to father ?”

a
f°rwar

haq

8¢ dr .

,.a?sthe a:v;, a little back, that he might not

wd himselfmnm.g down my cheeks ; but he

headbon»t e his elbow, and looked round.

dieg back we, Ben,” he whispered, laid his
. earily upon the pillow,—and 8o

eng "4 thi
u'.’f of a]) :h::s the end of it. This was the
1 s;:x in hegpy made life to me. I huried him
bys tayed by tllxng of the wash of a strange shore.
in taderg oo B2V till the priest and the
it dg the Iagq C gone. I saw the earth filled
gD With hﬁ."d» and the gravedigger stamp
haott that | o feet. Then, and not till then,
not love, ang lost him forever,—the friend I
til} tlle,n I hated, and slain. Then, and
~a . " Lknew that all rest, and joy, and

Vi

out through the hospital gates, lean- |
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Lope were over for me. From that moment my
heart hardened within me, and my life was filled
with loathing. Day and night, land and sea,
labour and rest, food and sleep, were alike hate-
ful to me. It was the curse of Cain, and that
my brothier had pardoned me made it lie none
the lighter. Peacc on earth was for me no
more, and good-will towards men was dead in
my heart forever. Remorse softens some na-
tures; butit poisoned mine. T hated all mankind;
but above all msnkind I hated the woman who
had come between us two, and ruined both our

lives.

He had bidden me seek her out, and be the
messenger of his forgiveness. I had sooner
have gone down to the port of Genoa and taken
upon me the serge cap and shotted chain of any
galley-slave at his toil in the public works;
but, for all that, I did my best to obey him. I
went back, alone and on foot. I went back,
intending to say to her, « Gianetta Coneglia,
he forgave you; but God never will.”” But she
was gone. The little shop was let to a fresh
occupant; and the neighbours only knew that
mother and daughter had left the place quite
suddenly, and that Gianetta was supposed to
be under the ¢ protection” of the Marchese
Loredano. How I made inquiries here and
there,—how I heard that they had gome to
Naples,—and how, being restless and reckless
of my time, I worked my passage in a French
steamer, and followed her,—how, having found
the sumptuous villa that was now hers, 1
learned that she had left there some ten days
and gone to Paris, where the Marchese was
ambassador for the Two Sicilies,—how, work-
ing my passage back again to Marseilles, and
thence, in part by the river and in part by the
rail, I made my way to Paris,—how, day after
day T paced the streets and the parks, watched
at the ambassador's gates, followed his car-
ringe, and, at last, after weeks of waiting, dis-
covered her address,—how, having written to
request an interview, her servants spurned me
from her door and flung my letter in my face,~
how, looking up at her windows, I then, instead
of forgiving, golemnly cursed her with the bit-
terest curses my tongue could devise,—and
how, this done, I shook the dust of Paris from
my feet, and became & wanderer upon the face
of the earth,—are facts which I have now no
space to tell.

The next six or eight years of my life were
shifting and unsettled cnough. A morose and
restless man, 1 took employment here and
there, as opportunity offered, turning my hand
to many things, and caring little what I earned,
so long as the work was hard and the ¢hange
incessant, First of all, 1 engaged myself as
chief engineer in one of the French steamers
plying between Marseilles and Constantinople.
At Constantinople T changed to one of the
Austrian Lloyd's boats, and worked for some
time to and from Alexandria, Jaffa, and those
parts. After that, I fell in with a party of Mr.
Layard's men at Cairo, and so went up the
Nile and took a turn at the excavations of the
mound of Nimroud. Then Ibecame & working
engineer on the new desert line between Alex-
andria and Suez ; and by and by I worked my
passage out to Bombay, and took gervice as an
engine-fitter on oné of the great Indian rail-
ways. 1stayeda long time in India; that is
to say, I stayed nearly two years, which was &
long time for me ; and I might not even have
left so soon, but for the war that was declared
just then with Russia. That tempted me. For
1 loved danger and hardship as other men love
gafety and eage ; and as for my life, I had soon-
er have parted from it than kept it, any day.
So I came straight pack to England; betook
myself to Portsmouth, where my testimonials
at once procured me the sort of berth I wanted.
I went out to the Crimea in the engine-room of
one of her Majesty's war steamers.

I served with the fleet, of course, while the
war lasted, and when it was Over, went wan-
dering off again, rejoicing in my liberty. This
time 1 went to Canada, and, after working on
a railway then in progress near the American
frontier, I presently passed over into the States;
journeyed from north to south; crossed the

Rocky Mountalns; tried a month or two of life
in the gold country; and then, being seized
with a sudden, aching, unaccountable longing
to revisit that solitary grave so far away on the
Italian coast, I turned my face once more to-
wards Europe.

Poor little grave! I found it rank with
weeds, the cross half shattered, the inscription
halfeffaced. It was as if noone loved him or re-
membered him. 1 went back to the house
in which we had lodged together. The same
people were still living there, and made me kind-
ly welcome. I stayed with them for some weeks.
I weeded, planted, and trimmed the grave with
my own hands, and set up a fresh cross in pure
white marble. It was the first season of rest
that I had known since [ had laid him there;
and when at last T shouldered my knapsack and
set forth again to battle with the world, I prom-
ised myself that, God willing, I would creep
back to Rocca, when my days drew near to end-
ing, and be buried by his side. -

From hence, being, perhaps, a little less in-
clined than formerly for very distant parts, and
willing to keep within the reach of that grave,
I went no farther than Mantua, where I engaged
myself as an engine-driver on the line, then not
long completed, between the city. and Venice.
Somehow, although I had been trained to the
working engineering, I preferred in these days
to earn my bread by driving. I liked the ex-
citement of it, the sense and power, the rush
of the air, the roar of the fire, the flitting of
the landscape. Above all, I enjoyed to drive &
nightexpress. The worse the weather, the bet-
ter it suited with my sullen temper. For I was
as hard, and harder than ever. The years had
done nothing to soften me. They had only con-
firmed all that was blackest and bitterest in my
heart.

I continued pretty faithfal to the Mantua line,
and had been working steadily on it for more
then seven months, when that which I am about
to relate took place.

It was in the month of March., The weather
had been unsettled for some days past, and the
nights stormy ; and at one point along the line,
near Ponte di Brenta, the waters had risen and
gwept away some seventy yards of embankment.
Since this accident, the trains had all been
obliged to stop at a certain spot between Padua

and Ponte di Brenta, and the passengers, with
the luggage, and thence tobe transported in all
kinds of vehicles, by a circuitous country road,
to the nearest station on the other gide of the gap,

where another train and engine awaited them.
This, of course, caused great confusion and
annoyance, put all our time-tables wrong, and
subjected the public to a large amount of incon-
venience. In the meanwhile anarmy of navvies
was drafted to the spot, and worked day and
night to repair the damage, At this time I was
driving two through trains each day ; namely,
one from Mantua to Venice in the early morning,
and a return train from Venice to Mantua in the
afternoon, —a tolerably full day's work, cover-
ing about one hundred and ninety miles of
ground, and occupying berween ten and eleven
hours. I was therefore not best pleased, when,
on the third or fourth day after the accident, 1
was informed, that, in addition to my regular
allowance of work, I should that evening be
cial train to Venice.

required to drive & B8pect .
This special train, consisting of an engine, &

single carriage, and:a break-van, was to leave
the Mantua -platform at eleven ; at Padua .the
passengers were to alight and find pogt-chmses
waiting to convey them to Ponte di Brenta ;
at Ponte di Brenta another engine, carriage, and
break-van were to be in readiness. I was char-

ged to accompany them throughout,

« Qorpo di Bacco,” said the clerk who gave
me my orders, “ you need not look so bluck,
man. You are certain of & handsome gratuity.
Doyou know who goes with you?

W Notl.”

« Not you indeed! Why, its
dano, the Neapolitan ambassador

«Toredano!” I stammered.

no? There was a Marchese—
« Certo. He was the Marchese Loredano

the Duca Lore-
»
«What Loreda-



