ame with the otiier, nad added—
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The 8tory of One Forgotten.

OHAPTER XVII—Contimusd.
And a3 T obeyed her request she .encirslel
“the ;oﬂ with d::\’aarm. whils she siill clung to

-1%Ty-to remembers yon Papa ; you know you
.brought him from Rome, ned he is fénd of you,.
too, bub not as fon as [ am 1" And hevr dark
eyus glittered faverishly. ‘Suddenly ber glauce
fell on ‘Assunta, whose grey head was buried in
‘her hands as she knelb. .

““Assuuta I

The old woman looked up.

““Bambinetia !” she answered, and her aged
woice trembled . R .

"¢ Why are you crying?” inquired Stella with
.an air of plantive surprize. ‘‘ Are you not glad
: to see Popa I .

‘Her words wers .interrupted by a sbarp
.spasm of pain which corvulsed her whole body,

—she gasped for breath,—she was nearly suffo-
r Assunta and I raived her up gendy
‘and -supported her against her pillows ; the
. agony passed slowly, but left Ler lictle face

whita and rigid, while large. drops of sweab
gathered on her brow, I eadeavored to soothe

her. . .
* Darling, you must not talk,” I whispered

. -imploringly ; tcy to be very still—then the poor

throat will notache so much.”
- She looked at me wistfally,
or two she aaid gently— . "
“¢'Kiss me then, and I will be quite good.
I kissed her fondly, and she closed her eyes.
Ten, twenty, thirty minutes passed and she
+did not stir. At the end of that time the doctor
entered. He glanced at her, gave me a warn

After & minute

. ing lookﬁand remaioed standing quietly at the

foot of the bed. Suddenly the child woke, and
:amiled divinely on all three of ue.

4 Are you in pain, my dear ?” I softly asked.

¢No," she answered in a tiny voice, so faint
and far away that we held our breath to listen
toit; “Tam quite well now. Assunts must
dress me in my white frock agaiv, now Papa is
here, I kuoew he would come back.” _

And she turned her eyes upon me with a look
of bright intelligence. .

“Her brain wanders,” said the doctor in a
low pitying voice ; *it will soon be over.”

Stella did mot hear him ; she turned and
nestled in my arms, asking in a sort of babbliog
whisper—

“You did not
—did you Papn .

* No, dading 1 I answered, hiding my face
in her curls, - .

* Why do you have those ugly black things
on ?” she asked ioJthe feeblest and most plawn-
tive tone imaginable, so weak that I myself
could scarcely hear it; * has somebody hurt

_your eyes ! Liet mo see your eyes !” T heaitated.
%are I humor ber in her fancy? I glaoced up,
The doctor's head agaia was turned away, As-
sunta was on her liaves, her faco buried io the
bedclothes, praying to her sats; quick as
thought L sl pped my epectaciea slightly down,
and looked ovsr them fnll at my littla one, She
uttered a sofs ery of delight—'‘Papa ! Papa !”
and stretered vut her arms, then a stroug
and termble shudder shook her little
frame. The doctor came closer,—1 reblaced
my rlasses without my action being noticed,
and we both bent anx ous!y over the suffering
child, Her facs paled and grew livid,—she
made anotter eff rt to speak,—her besutiful
eyes rolled upwards and became fixed,—she
sighed,—and sank brck on my shoulder dying
—3 ad! My poor listle cne! A hard sob
stifled iteeif in my throat,—I clasped
the emall hifeless body close in my embrace,
and my te.rs fell hot and fast, There was
a long silence in the room,—a deep, an awe-
struck, reverent silence, while the Angel of
Death, noiselessly entering and departing,
gethered my little white rose for his Immeortal
Garden of flowers.

Bo awny because I was navghty

CHAPTER XVIII,

After some little time, the doctor's ganial
voice, slightly tremnulous from kindly emotion,
roused me from my grief-stricken attitude.

*¢ Monsieur, permit me to persuade you to
come away. Poor little child ! she is iree from
pain aow. Her fancy that you wero her father
was a fortan ste delusion for her, It made her
last mowmenta happy. Pray coms with me, I
¢ 11 zee this has been o sheck to your feslings.”

Raverently 1 laid the fragile corpse back on
the yet warm pillows, With a fond touch I
stroked the flax<pn head ; I ciosed the dark, up-
turned, and glazing eyes, I kissed the waxen
checks and lips, and f.lded the tiny hands in
attitule of prayer. There wasa grave smile on
he young dead face, a smile of superior wis-
domn and sweetness, majeitic 1n its aimplicity.
As:unta rose frou her kuecsand laid her crucifix
oo the littls breasb,—the tears ware running
down lhior worn and withered countenance., As
she strove to wipe them away with her apron,
ghe said tremblingly —

It muast be told to Madoma.” A frown
came on tha doctor’s faca, He was evidently &
trua Beitisher, decisive in his opinions, and
frank enough to declare thsm openly. ** Yes,”
the said cartly, ‘Madams, <8 you call her
ghould have been here,”

¢ Thelittl  angel did not onc2 aek for her,’,
murmured Arsuata.

& Tras I” he avewoered. And again there was

.gilence. We stood round the small bad, looking
ab the emptv ensket that had held the lo«t
jewel,—the Hawle:s pearl of innocent cbiid-
hood that had gone, according to a graceful
superstition, to oraament the festal robes of the
Madonna as she walked in all her wajesty
through h=aven. A profound grief was at my
heart,—mmgled with a sense of mysterious nod
awfiul satisfaction, = I felt, not as though I had
lost my ckild, bub had rather gained ner to be

" more entirely mine than ever. She seemed
neater to me, dead, than shoe bad been when
living. Who could say what her fature might
have been? She would have grown to woman-
hood, what thea? Whatis the usual fate that
fa'ls to even $he best women? So:row, pain

~ and pity werry, uunsatiafied longings, incom-

leted aiwms, tbe disappo.ntmeat of wxn imper-
¢ and fettered life—for say what you will to
the contrary, women’s inferiority to man, her
phys eal weakness, her inability to accomplish
any great thing for the welfare of the worid in

. which ans lives, will always make her more or
less an object of pity. If good, she needs all
the tenderness, sunport, and chivalrons guidance
‘of har maater, man—if bad, ahe merits what she
‘recsives, his pitiess disdain and measurelesy
contempt. From all dangers and griefs of the
kind my Stella had escaped,~—for her, sorrow no
longer existed. . I wasglad of it, I thought, aa X

. watched Assuafa shutting the blinds close, aga
signal to outsiders that death wag in the house.
Ata sign from the doctor I follownd him out of
the room,—on the stairs, he turned.round
abruptly, and asked— T
'Will you tell the Countess ?”

" # T would rather be excused,” I replied deci-

’ sively,., I am not ab all in the lmn_:qr for &

. stairs. .,
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“You think she will rcako a scons ?” he said
with an astonished uplifting of his eyebrows I
-daresay you are righs, though. - 8he is an excel-
lenb actress,”. . . - :
.- -By. thiz time

;:we,haﬂ reachédfthe foot of the

is very beautlful. # 1 'snswered eva-
" Oh, very ! ‘No'douebof that1". And Here
‘2 strapge . frown“contracted the doctor’s brow.
“ Pér my own'tagte, I prefer an ugly woman’
to Bich beauty.” " . v BRI

“And with those. words halefs me, disappear-

42 sng'down tho passage which led.poi*s Madama's™
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ting. Al very vell done ! I have assured

.| the'lady there is no fear of contagion, as-nnder

my-orders’ "everything will be disinfocted. I
shall go mow, Oh, by the way,'the Countess
requests that you will wait here a few minutes
—she has n'message for you—she will not detain
you Joug. I should recommend you to get

1 back to your hotel as soon ag yon cau, and take

some good' wine.. A - rivederei! Anything I
can do for you, pray command me!” .

And with a cordial shake of the ‘hand he left
me, and I beard - the strees door close behind
him. Agsin I paced wenrily up nod down,
wrapped in sorrowful musing. JI'dis not Lear
a Btealthy tread on the carpet behind me, sothat
when T turned round abraptly, I was_startled
to find myself face to face with old Giacomo,
who held out a-note to me on a silver sulver,
and  who meanwhile peered at me with his
eamer gyes 1n 80 inquisitiva & manner that felt
almost uneasy. P .

*¢ And so the little angel 15 dead!” he mur-
mured in a thir, Juavering - voice. -* Dead !
Ay, that is a pity, a pity! DBut my master is
pot dead—no, no! Iam not such an oldfool
as to believe that.” ) .

T paid 0o heed to his rambling talk, tub read’
the msassage Nina had sent to me through him,

‘I am broken-kearted ! so ran the delicately
penoed lines, ** Will you kiadly telegraph my
dreadful loss to Signor Ferrari? I shall be so
-much obliged to you.” I looked up from the
perfumed missive and down &t the vid butler’s
wriokled visage ; he was a short man and much
bens, and somethiog in the downward glaucs I
gave him evidently caught and riveted his
astention, for he clasped his hands together and
mauttered somethiog I could not bear.

¢ Tell your mistress,” I said, speaking slowly
and harshly, “that I will do as she wishes.
That I am entirely at her service. Do you
uoderstand 2 .

¢ Ya:, yes! I understand!” faltered Gia-
como nervously. ‘*My master never thought
me foolish—I could alwnys understand bim,..”

¢ Do you know, my friend,” I observed in &
purposely cold and cuttiag tone, “‘that I have
heard somewhat too much about your master?
The subject is twesome tome! Were your
master alive, he would say you wers in your
dotage ! Take my message to the Countess ab
once.” :

The old man’s face paled and his lips
quivered,—he made an attempt tc draw up
his shrunken figure with a sor$ of dignity as he
answered—

¢ Exeellenza, my master would never speak
t>me0.” Then his countenance fell, and he
mattered softly—*‘ Though it is _just—I am a
fool,—I am mistaken—quite mistaken—there
i3 no resemblance !—" After u little pause he
added humbly, “I will take your message, Ex-
collenza.” And stooping more than ever, he
shambled out of the room., My heart emote me
as ho disappeared ; I had spoken very harshly

t» the poor old fellow,—but I instine-
tively felt that it was necessary to
do so. His close and ceaseless examina-

tion of me,—his timidity when he approached
me,—the strange tremors he experienced when
1 addressed bhim, were s0 many warnirgs to me
to be on my guard with this devoted domestic,
Wera he, by esome unforseen chance, to re-
cognize me, my placs would all be swoilt, I
took my hat and left the house.  As T erossed
the upper terrace, I saw a small round otject
lying in the grass,—it waa Stella’s ball that she
uzed to throw for Wyvis to catch and bring to
ber. I picked upthe poor plaything tends:ly
and pub it in my pocket—aand glancing vp cnce
more at the darkene.. nursery windows
Ijwaved a kiss of farewell to my littls one lying
tnerc in her last sleep. Then fiercely controll-
ing all the wealter aod softer emotions that
threatened to overwhelm me, I burriad away.
Oa my road to the hotel I stopped at the tele-
graph office and despatched the news of Stalla's
death to Guido Ferrari 1n Romoe. He would be
surprised I thought, but certainly not grieved,
the poor child hadalways beenin his way, Wouid
Jhe coma back to Naples to console the now
childless widow? Nobt he !—he would know
well that she stvod in very emal! need of con-
solution—aund that she took Htella’s death as
ahe had taken mine,—a3 a blessing, and not a
beraavement. Onreaching my own room, Igave
orders to VincenZo that L was not at home to
any one who mizht call,—and I passed the rest ot
of the doy in absolute solitude. I had much to
 think of, The last frail tis between my wife
Fand myselé hod been snapped asunder,—the
child, the one inaccent link in the long chain
of falrehood and deception, no longer existed.
Was I glad or sorry for this? I asked myself
the question a hundred times;—and I admitted
the truth, though I trembled to realizeit. I
was glad—ves, glad! Glad that my own
child wag dead! ¥You call this inbuman per-
haps? Why? She was bound {o have been
miserable; she was now bhappy ?

The trugedy of ner parents’ lives ocould be
enacted without embittering and darkening
her young days; sbe was out of it all, and I re-
juiced to know it, TFor I was absolutely re-
tentless ; had my Stella lived, not even fur her
salte wonld I haverelaxed in one detail of my
vengeance—nothing seerned to ms ro para-
mount a3 the necessity for restoring my own
self-respect and damaged honor., In Eogland
5. lknow these things are rnmaged by the
Divorce Court. Lawyers are paid exorbitant
less, and the mames of the guilty and
innocent are dragged through the revolting
slums of the low London press. It may ba an
excellent method, but it does nob tend to ele-
vate o man in his own eyes, and it certainly
does not d> much to restore his loab dignity. It
has one advantage, it enablea the crimioal par-
ties to have their way without further
interference, the wromged husband is set
frae, left out in the cold, and langhed at
by thoss who wronged him. Ar admirable
arrengement no deudt, bub one thar would
not eutt me. Chacun & son gout! It would be
curious to know in matters of this kind whether
divorced persons are really satisfied when they
bave got their divorce,—~whether the amount of
red tape and parchment expended m their
interest has done them good and really relieved
their feclings. Whether, for inatance, the be-
teayoed husband is glad to have got rid of his
untaithful wife by thrawing her (with the full
‘authority and permissien of the law)into his
rival's arms? [ slmost doubt it! I heard of
& strange case in England once. A mav, mov-
ing in good society, being more than suspicious
of his wife’s fidelity, divorced her—the law pro-
oounced her guoilty. Some years afterwards,
he, being free, mat her again, fell in' love with
her for the eccond time and re-married her,
Ste was (naturally !) delighted at his making
such a fool of himself,—~for henceforsh,
whatever sha chose to dv, he could not renson-
ably complain withoub running the risk of be-
ing laughed ab. 8o now the number and variety
of her lovers iz notorious in the particular
circle where she moves, wh la he, poor wretch, ia
perfirce tongue-tied, and dure nut consider him-

in the world than such a man,—secretly darided
and jeered at by his fellows, he occupies an al-
mo3t worse position than that of a gnlley elave,”
while in his own esteem he has sunk 8o low that
he dare not, even in secrel, try to fathom the
depth to which he has fallen, Sowme may assert
that to be divorced is a social stigma. Ib used
to ba g0 perhaps, bub society has grown very
lenient nowadays. - Llivorcad women hold their
own in the best and moat brilliant circles, and
what is atrange i that they are very generally

petted and. pitied. - . .
. *“Poor thing 1" says_Society, putting up its
eyorlass to. goan .adm:ringly_tfle beautiful he-

roine of the latest aristecratic scandal—* she.
:had such & brute of a husband ! o wonder she,
Tliked that dear.Lord ‘So-and-8o !: Very wrong,
-of -her of -coirse,:but she is 80 young ! She wis
-married ab eixteen—quite a child !—could nob

bave known hef,own-mind ¥. . N

__The hushand alluded to' might' have beeén’
‘¢hé' ' best*rand v “most ichivalrons of men,—
snythiog ~but: a:i*tbrute,"—yet he: slways.
figured - asiomuchi womeliow; .'and . .gets.. no,
-s'gmp:;hyr.manﬁdwb{x the .way,: i6.ia rathera;
:nébablérfagt -thaball: the beautiful;, fatigus or
‘pototicusy.women:werer‘ imarried. a6 sixtedn,”
"Efow is thisamanaged;? :»Tscan accpunt for.
sBouthern :climates; wheregirls are “fill-grown
-atwixteeniasndiold apsthirty,—bnt ; I+csnnot-oa-
dérstand itk being¢he cade injHogland, . where
o ‘“‘miss” of sixteen iz & moat: ‘objectionable
and awkward:ingénue, without -any - of the
*¢ charms wherewith:to charm, " and whoee cen:

-reply. to ~my look of  inquiry, .
' i and attempis ot.
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self wronged. There is no more pitiable objact {

cic i)

point of absolute exhaustion on the; part of
those who are:forced to lietin to 15, for me,
1 -believe in-the old, old, apparently foolish
legend of - Adam. and Bve’ssin and She curse
“which folliwed it—she curse’ on man which is
inavitably carried out to this day. (I3‘od sad,

", ® Beeause” . (mark that because /) | t;!mu hast
hearkened unto the voice of thy wife” (or thy.
woman, whoever she be), *‘aud hast eaten of the
‘tree ‘of which I esmmanded thee, saying, Thou
shalt not eat of it” {the tree or fruit bf}“ﬂ the
evil suvge:-ted first to man by woman), *carsed
is the gronnd for thy sake ; in SOTTOW shalt thou
eat of 1t all the days ol thy life!” . :

Teue enough! The curce ia upon sl who
troet woman too far—the sorrow np:in -all
who ave beguiled by her witching flatteries.
Of what avail her poor excuse . in’ the
ancient story—* The cerpent beguiled .me
and 1 did sat!* Had she never listened sbe
could not have been beguiled. The wenkness,
the treachery, was in herself, aod is there atill.
Through everytbing the bitterness of it runs.
The woman tempts, the man yields, ‘and the
gate ot Eden, thé Eden of a clear cons:lencs
and an untrammelied soul, is shut upon them.
For ever aud ever the-Divine denunciation re-
ochoes like muttering thunder through the
clonds of passing generatioos; for ever and
ever wa uncoosciously carry it out in our lives
to its full extent till the heart grows sick and
the brain weary, and we loog for the end of it
all, which ia Death—Death, that mysterious
silence and darkness at which wo sometimes
shudder. wondering vaguely—Can it be worse

than Life? TAPTER XIX.

More than ten days had passed since Stella’s
death. Her mother had asked me to see to the
arrangements for the child’s funera!, declarivg
herseﬁ'too ill to attend to anything. I was
giad enough to accede to her request, for I was
thus able to avoid the Roxani vuult 8 a place
of interment. I could not besr to think of the
little cherighed body being 1aid to moulder in
that terrific place_where I had endured such
frantic horrors. Therefore, informing all whom
it concerned that Lected under the Countesta’s
orders, 1 chose & pretty spot in the open
grouné of the cemetery, close to the tres where
I bad heard the nigfnings.le singing in_my
hour of suprsme misery and suffering. Here
my little one was laid tenderly to rest in
warm mother-earth, and I had sweet violets
and primroses planted thickly atl abont the
place, while on the simple white marble_ cross
that matked the spot I had the words en-
graved—" Una Stella svanita,”—a vanished
star—adding the names of her parents and the
date of her birth and death. Since all this bad
been done I had visited my wife several times
She was always as bome to me, though, of
course, for decency's sake, in consegquence of
the child's derth, she denied berself to every-
body else, Shelacked Jovelier than ever ; the
air of delivate languor she assumed smited her
as perfectly as its frogile whiteness suits a lot-
house lily. She knew the power of her own
beauty most thoroughly, and employed it in
arduous effor's to fascinate me, Bui I had
changed my tactics ; 1 paid very littlo heed
to her, aud pever went tn see her unlese
she asked me ve:y pressingly to do so, All
compliments and atiention from me to her
had censed. She courted me, and I accepted
her courtship in unresp-msive silence. I played
the part of o taciturn and reserved man, who
preferred reading soma ancient and ab.truss
treatise on metaphysies to even the charms of
her society,—ard often, when she wgently
desired my company. Iwould sit in her draw-
ng-room, turmng over the Ipa\'ps of a brak
and feigning to be abserbed in it, while she,
from her volves fauteuil, would look a* me with
a pretty pensiveness made up half of respaet,
half of gentla sdmiration—a capitally acted
facial expreseion, by-the-by, and cne that
would do credit to Sarah Bernhardt. We had
hoth beard from Guido Ferrari; his letter to
my wifel of course did not see ; she had, how-
ever, told me he was “much shocked and dis-
tressed to hear of Stella’s death.” The epistle
he addressed to me had a different tale
to tell. In it he wrote—** You can understand,
my dear Conte, that I am not much griesed to
hear of the death of Fabio’s child, Had she
lived, I confess her presence would have been a

rpetusl reminder to me of things I prefer to
?:rgat. She never liked me—she might bave
been a greal souree of troubls and incon-
venience ; so, on the whole, I am glad she i3 out
of the way.” .

Further on in the letter he informed me—

* My uncle is at death’s door, but though
tbat door stande wide open for him, he
cannot make up his mind to go in. His
hesitation will pot be allowed to lasy, so
the doctors tell me,~—at any:rtata I fervently
hope I sball not be kept waiting too long,
otkerwise I sball return to Naplew and sacrifice
my heritage, for I am restless and unhappy
away from Nina, though I know she is sately
guarded by your protecting care.” '

I 1ead this particular im.rsgraph to mv wile,
watching her closely as I slowly enunciated the
words contained in it, She listened, and a vivid
blush crimsoned her cheeks—a blush of -nd:z-
nation—and her brows contracted in the vexed
frown I knew so_well. Her lipy jarted in s
half sweet, half chilly smile as she raid qnietly,

I owe you my thanks, Co.te, for showmng
me to what extentSignor Ferrart’s impertinence
may resch. I am eurprised at hia writiog to

vu in such & manner ! The fact iz, my late

usband’s attachment for him was so extrems,
that he now preeumes upon a supposed right
that he has over me,—he fancies L am really
hia aister, and that he can tyranniss, as broth-ys
sometimesdo ! I really rearet I have been so
patient with him,—I have allowed him too mu h
liberty.” . ’

True enovgh! I thought, and smilad
bitterly I wasnow in the heat of the game,—
the moves muat be played quickly~there was
po mora time for heeitation or refiection.

*¢ 1 think, madame,” I said deliberately, as I
folded Guido's letter and replaced it in my
pocket-bonk, * Signor Ferrari ardently aspires
to be something more than a brother o you at
no very distans date.”

This creature showed no sign of embarrass.
ment—sae raised her eyes frankly to minen
npparent surprise—then she gave a little low
laugh of disdain.

*Indeed I” she said. ‘‘Then I fear Signor
Ferrari is doomed to hava his aspirations die-
apnointed! My dear Conte,” and liere she rose®
and swept softly across the room towards me
with that graceful gliding step that somehow
always reminded me of the &pproach of a
panther, **do you reslly mean to tell me that
his audacity has reached such a height that—
really it is too abaurd |—that he hopes to marry
me?’ Apd sirking into n chair nenr mine she
looked at me 1 calm ioguiry. Lot in amaze-
ment at the duplicity of the woman, I answered
briefly—

T believe go!
me.”

She smiled seornfully.

" T am too much honored ! And did you,
‘Conte, think for a moment that such an ar-
rangement would meet with my approval ?* -

I was silent. My brain was confused,—I
found it ditficult to meeb with and confront
such treachery as this. “What! Had she no
conscience ? Were all the passionate embraces,
tha lingering kisses, the vows of fitelity, and
worda of caressing endenrment as naugh ? Wera
they all hlotted from her memory asthe wntini'
on a slate is wiped out by & spooge | Almost’

itied Gnido! His fate,inher hands, wasevident-
gr'toba the apme as'mine hadbesn ; vet afterall,
why should I be surprised ? why should I pity ?
‘Had I not'ealculated it all ?-and it was nod pard
of -my vengesnece? ... .. . Lo
i 4Tell me [ *.prraved/my wile’s dulest voice,
braaking in upan.my-reflettions, ‘‘did yon ever.
imagine :Signor F%!;,l'sgt_’s;a_u1t might méet with

Esvor.at my;han R
| tobs played

He intimated as much to

T* minst* epeak-<thia’esmedy had
out. ' S0 T'answered bludtly—=""" ;
. +“Madaime, ' 1 ‘dartainly. did think ko, T
seemed & natural*cbnctdsion’. to - draw from.the’
Pof events «“He’ ia'young) hutidéniably
habdeding,  Ad¥on +his® unole's | death 1will: B
iratrlyiwealthy,~5what ‘more could iyduidasire:
Liaaides, he was yauichusband's friend-— it k.
"¢t And for that resson I would: never:marry

tare, ) ** Bveu if ;1 liked him suffoiently, which’
1 do not'(oh, \rmi’s}e'rableJ trugb_ress),‘ ‘T would no |

PRI LAy "

¢

him 17 she interrupted me with a: dadided: ges- (-

-~
L)

run the risk of what the world would say of _sgph'
marrisge.” ST T
“How, adame 7 Pardon me if I-fail to
comp ehend you.” ' e
Do you not ee¢, Conte?” she wenton .ins
cnaxing voice, us 6f vhe that' degaud to ba be-
lieved, *‘if I'were to marryone thab was known
o bhave ba n my. husband’s ‘most. intimate
friend, Bociety i 80 wicked—people would be
suce to say that there had been sometting be-
tween us betore wy husband’s death—I know
ﬁheyi,:vould, and I conld not eandare such slan-
er!” L
* Murder willj out,” they say! "Here was
gu:lt partially declsiing wself. A perfectly in
nozent woman could noo foresee so‘readily tie
cond ‘muation of society. Not having the kaow-
ledge of vvil she would be unsble to cslculate
conssquenceés  Theover-prudieh woman betrays
‘'herselt ; the finelady whe virtuously shudders at
thesightof anuiestatue or picsure,annvtacesa:
cace to all whem'it may concern, that there 18
somethiog far voarser in the suggestivus of her
own-ming than the work: of ort-she condémns.
Absolute purity has no fear of sccial slander ;
it knows its own. value, and - that it must con-
quer in the end. . My wife—alas ! that I should
call her so—wag innntely vicious and false ; yet
how particalar she was in her efforts to

g-cure the blind vwrorld’s good opinioa!
Poor old world! how exquisitely it is
fooled, and how pgo-d-vaturedly it sc-

cepts its fooling! But I bad to auswer the
fair liar, whose net of graceful deceptions was
now apread to entrap me ; therefore I said with
an effort at courtesy-—

4 No one wouid dare to slander you, Coun-
tesss, in my presence.” She bowed and
smiled prettily. '‘But,” I wentea; “ifitis
true that you have no liking for Sigoor
Ferrari—" ’

It is true}” she exclaimed with sudden
emphasis. ‘‘He is rough and ill-mannered ; I
have seen him the worse for wine ; gometimes
he is insufferable ! I am afraid of him?"

1 glanced at her quie:ly. Her face had paled,
and her hande, which were busied with some
ailken embroidery, trembled u littie,

“In that cass,” I continued slowly, *‘though
I am sorry for Ferrari, poor fellow! he will be
immensely dieappointed. I confess I am glad
in other respects, because——"

“Because what?" she demanded eagerly,

“Why,” I answered, feigning a little embar-
rasament, * because there will be more chasce
for other men who may seek to possess the hand
of the accomplished and beautiful Countessa
Komaoi” )

She shook her fair head slightly. A traneient
expression of disappointment passed over her
teatures.

*The ‘other men’ you speak of, Conte, are
aot likely to indulge ia such an ambition,” she
aaid with a faint aigh ; ‘*more especially,” and
her eyes flashed indignantly, *‘since Signor
Ferrari thinks it his duty to mount guard over
me, Isuppo:s he wishes to keep me fur him-
self—a_ most impersinent and foolish notiun !
There iz only one thing to do—I shall leave
Naples befora he returna.”

¢ Why?” I asked.

She flushed deeply. ‘I wish to avoid him,”
sha said after a Jittle panuea; “I tell you
frankly. he h:s lately given me mauch cause for
eancyifnce. I will not b2 persecuted by his
attentions ; znd as I before said to you, I am
oftea afraid of him, Under your protection
I know I am quite safe, but I cannot always
enjoy thas . »

The moment
oF two.
£ Why ot 2 Tsaid. It rests entirely with
vourself.” .

She started and half rose from her chair, her
wo-k dropped from ber hands.

* What do you mean, Conte?” she faltered
halfdbizr;idh » yeb anxicusly ; **I do not ander-
stand !’

“Imewn what I say,” I continued in cool,
bard tcnes, and stooping, I picked up ber work
and restored it to her; *~but pray do not excite
yourseli ! You say you cannot always enjoy
my protection ; it seems to me that you cau,
by becoming my wife,”

“‘Conte ! ” she stammered. I held up my
hand as a sign to her to be silens.

“T am perfectly aware,” I went on im busi-
ness-like accents—**Of the disparity in yeats
that exists between us, I bave neither youth,
health or good looks to recommend me to  you,

"hed come. I advanced a step

Trouble and bitter disappcintment bave
made me what am, Bat have
wealth which is almost inexhaustible
—I bave position and influence —and

besides thewe things "—and here I locoked
at her steadily, ** I have an ardent desirs to do
justica to your admirable qualitier, and to give
ﬁ'ou all you dcserve. If you think you could

e happy with me, speak frankly, I cancot cffes
you the pnssionate adoration of & voung msan
—umy biood 18 cold and my pulse is slow,—bus
what I can do, I will|” i

Having spoken thus, I was silent, gazing at
her iatently. She paled and flushed alternately,
end s ensed {or o moment lost in thought—then
asudlen smile of trinuph cnrved her mouth,
—ihs rateed ber large, lovely eyes to mice, with
a look of mieclting and wisttul fenderness, She
faid her psedl-work gaatly down, and come
¢ usn up to me—hec -ragrant breath fell warm
vn y che-ir,—her strange gaze fascinated wmne,
and u sors of tremor she 0% wy nertes,

‘“ You mean,” she said, with o tender patho-
in her voice, ** that you are willing to innry
we” bus that you really dv nat love we."

Aud almast appesling'y she laid her white
hand on my shoulder,—her musical accents
were 1w and thrilliog—she sighsd faintly, I
wag silent,— battling violently with the fo,lish
desira that had eprang up within me, the de-
sire to draw this witching fragile thing to my
heart, to cover hor lips with kisces, to rtartle her
with the passion of my embraces ! Bat Lforced
the mad impulse down, and stood mate, She
watohed ‘me, siowly she litted her hand firom
where it had rested, and passed it with a caress-
ing touch through my hair,

“No, you do not reaily love me,” she whis.
pereg—-"butlwill tell you the truth—Ilove

Yo, :

Anud she drew herself up to her full height
and smiled sgain as she uttered the lie. I
koew it was a lie—but I seized the hand whose
caresned stung me, and held it bard, as I an-
swered : :

**You love me? No, no—I caunot believe it
—it is impossib ¢ "— .

She laughed softly. “Tt is true though,”
she said emphatioally, “the very first time I
saw sou 1 knew I should love you! I never
even lLked my husband, and though in some
things yon resembls him, you are quite different
in others—aud soperior to him in every wa{.
Believe it or not a8 yon like, you are the only
man in all the world I have ever loved Y'—

And she mnde the assertion unb'ushingly,
with an.air of conscious pride and viitue.
Half stupelied ab her manner, I askod :—

* Then you will be my wife 2"

T will {” she ungwerad, * and tell me—your
name is Oesare, is it nob 2"

 Yes,” T said mechanically. ]

"4 Then, Cesare,” she murmured tenderly,
I will make you love me very much [*

Auvd with a quick lithe movement of her
supple figure, she nestled softly against me,
and turned up her radiant glowing face. -

I slipped' . my arms round her half-reclining
figure, drew her gently backwards to the couch-
sue had left, and eat down beside her.: **You
really love me ?’ I asked almost fiercely.

M Yes|” L : :
. “And I ‘am the firat ‘'man whom you have
really cared for?”® . - o .

“¥ouarel” v . ooy
" “Younever liked Ferrari ?" - .
C“Never!" .- . o
'Did he ever kiss you ns I have done

‘“Netomeal” ... . - . , . .
+-.Gud! how.the. lies -poured forth | a very cas--
cadeof them ! and they. ware all told . with such,
aa aic of bruth’

woman'd tohgue, feeling” oméewhat the sajhie’
‘genide of sbupidastonishment a rastic:exhibits’
forhanhd sées-forithié first bime o cfnjurextivaw:!
ting yards andiynrds.ofmisny-coloradiribbon ‘out}
%f: hiszmodth.. Litégk/ap. the; Jittle haud sony
ywhich the:wedding:ritig-L-had ;pldo_ed.';_hare ‘was
‘still'worn, ond quietlyislipped’upon’ the slim
finger a cirolat of maguificent rose-brilljants. T
‘had.long catried this trinket:about with: me in |

“*1 spectral” “mont

cof truth’l I marvelled at the esse and | .
rapidity, with ' which ‘they glided off this fair ]’

She started from my srms with an exclamatien
ofdelight, .« - . : ‘
' ** Ob,, Oesaze,! how lovely ! How good you
are to me!” - REt
. And leaving towards me, she kissed me, then
restivg agiing: wy shoulder, she held up her
hand t» admire the flach-uf the ciamond« 1n the
ligﬂb. »
berto -e: - :
“ You will not tell Gaido? not yet?”’ . =
4 No" T an-wered ; ‘T certainly will nob ¢¢
him til ke retures. Othérwise he would leave
Rome &t inte, snd we do not went him buck
just immediately, dowe ™ And I toyed w.th
her rl%phn_;( gld trewses lolf mechanicall
+hile T wondered with
success of ‘my scheme, 8,' in ‘tha meantime
ureiw pensive and abstracted,”and for s faw-mo
ments we were both silent, . If she had'kngwn |
I thought, if she could have-imagjned
that sh~ wns encircled by the” arm o'g.;'lm'
owyu husband, ths man whom she 'had
duped and wronged, the peor fool she had mock-

struction in her path, whose death vhe had been
%lad of | Would she. bave smiled:
Would she have kissed me then?

s

. . . . . s

She remained leaning againet me in a repose-
ful attitude for some moments, ever and sion
turning the ring I bad given her round and
round upon her finger. By and by she looked
up.

“¥ou do me one favor? she asked, coax-
ingly ; “sach a little thing—a trifle! but it
would give me such pleasure ?’

“What 18 it I asked; *‘1t.is yot to com-
mand and I to obey.”

' Well, t-ke off those dark glasses just for a
minute. I want to see yeur eyes.”

I rose from the sofa quickly aud answered her
with some co doess, )

' Ask apything ycu like but that, mia beils.
The least light on my eyes gives me the tnosu
acuote pain that irrita‘es my nerves for hours
afterwarda,
the present, though I
shall be gratified —’

stoooed and kissed her hand.
¢ Oa the evenin
swered,

quettishly.

pattishly.
“Not very long, I kope,” I observed, with
gxeeanmz emphagis, *“Weare now in Novem-
r.

second month of the New Year ?”
** But my recent widowhood |
death I”
a perfumed handkerchief cently to her eyes.
“In February your husband will bave been
dead nearly six months ” I sad, decisively ; *¢it

80 young as yourself. - And the loss of your child
so increases the lomliress of your situation,
that it is_ patural, even neceseary,
that you should securs a protector as saon as

besure; besides I shall know,how toeilence any
gossip that eavore of impertinenca,”

ips,

** It eball be as you wish,” she said, demurely;
Yif yeu, who are known in Naples a3 one who
is perfectly indifferent to women, l:ke now to

Aud she gave me a quick glauce of mischiev-
oos amusement from under the lenguid lids of
ber dreamy da:k eyes. I saw it, bus answe:ed
atiffly — .

" You aro aware, Conterss, and Jam nalso
aware that I am not & ‘lover’ according to the
accepted type, but that I amimpatient I readi-
ly admit.”

“ And wby?” she asked. . .

¢ Because,” I replied, speaking elowly and
emphatically; ‘I desire you to be inine and
mine only, o have You absolutely in my pos-
session, and to feel that no one can come be-
tween us, or to interfere with my wishes con
cerning you.”

She laughed gaily. *‘4 la bonne heurc/ You
are s lover without knowing it ! Your dignity
will not allow you to believe that you are ac-
tually in love with me, but in spite of yourself
you are,—you know you are 1 :

I stood before her in almost sombre silence.
Atlast I said, “IE_you say so, Contessa, then
1t must be so. I havelad no experience in
affairs of the heart, as they are called, and I
fiud it difficult to give a name to the feslhings
which poesess me; I am only conscious of a
very strong wish to become the absolute master
of your destiny.” And involuntarily I clenched
my hand as I spoke. She did nod obserse the
action, butshe answere i the words with a grace
ful bend of tha bead and a smile.

**T could not have a better fortune,” she said,
*“for I am sure my destiny will bs all bright-
uess and beauty with you to control and guide

‘It will be what you daeerve,” I half mut-
;ere% ; then with an abrupt change of manner

vacd.

I will wish you good night, Contessa. It
erows late, and my ntate of henlth compels me
Gt ratien to resy early.’

She 10:e from her seat and gave me a compas-
sivnats 100k,

“Yon arereal'y a great sufferer then 2 she
ingnired %n ealy, “{ am eomry! But per-
hape eareful purmng will quite restore you. I
shsll be a0 proud if I can help you (o secure
better health.”

** Rest nod happiness wi'l no doubt do much
for m,"” I anewered, * still I warn you, cara
wia, thut ia acc-pticg me as your hus-
band you taks o broken-d )wn man—one whore
whims are legion and whose chronic .state
of invalidisin ning i time prove to by a burden
on your young life. Ave y.u sureyour decision
i8 & wise one ¥’

“Quite sure!” she replied firmly. *“Do I
not love you! And you wili not always be
ailing —you lo k so strong.”

¢ I em atrong to a certain extent,” I said un-
consciously straightening myaelf as I stood.
‘' T have plenty of musole asfar as that goes,
but my nervous syatem is completily diso-gan-
!lzle':i"’ I—, why, what ia the matter? Are you
e ‘ :

For she had turned deathly pale, and her eyes
lookéd sbartled and terrihed. Thiuking she
would faint, I extended my arms to save her
from failirg, butshe put thom aside with un
alarmed yet appealing gesture,

**It is nothing,”’ she murmuted feebly, **a
sudden giddivess:—I thought — no matter
what ! Tell me. are you bpot related to the Ro-
mavi family ? "'When yon draw yaurself up just
now you wery 80 like—like Fabin/ T fancied,”
and she shuddered, ¢ that I saw his ghost

I supuorted her to & chaic near the window,
which I threw cpen for air, though the evening
was cold. .

* You are fatigued aud over-excited,” I said

gibly I may have some .of their mannerisms,
Many men are alike in thase things. ~ But you
ust nob give way to such fancies, Rest per-
fectly guiet, yor will scon recover.” -

. And pouriog out & glasy' of water I handed:
it to her. She sipped it slowly, leaning back
in the fanteuil whers I had placed her, and in
silence we both ‘looked out on the November
‘night,” ‘There was: & moon, but she was
veiled by driving ' clouds, which -ever an1 anon
swept. asunder to show her gleaming pallidly
white, like the restless spirit of a deceived and
murdsred lody. , A rising. wind moaned “dis-.

~{ mally among -the: fading - creepera-and rustled:
-] the heavy bravches of a giant cypress thab:

stood ' on ', the like

know ‘wha$ ‘tanie P e, bugfor ' the :mpm
-Tifelt afraid—horribly. afraid:l.—of You /oy
g‘hndt gzi?.nompmphm%@ggm‘ﬁ
QARC, " Hiren
fasten d:‘l th :

by
o win|

"expactation.of the moment that™h

R st P nr

suddenly she said with eome anxiety-in | was

1

in' myself .at the, mpﬁ"

Womg-

+d at und dispised, who-e lifa bad been an ob-.

80 sweetly !

Be satisfied witb me as I am for
,promise you your wish

“When?" she interrupted me eagerly. I
g of our marriage day,” Ian-
She blushed and turned away hér head co-
“Ah ! that is so long to wait |” she said, half

r. May 1 ask you to make my suspense
brief? to allow me to fix our wedding for the

. Stella’s
sbe objected faintly, pressing

is quite a sufficient period of mourning for one

possible. Society will not censure you, y+u may

A emile of conscious triumph paried her

figure a3 an impatisnt lover, I shall nos object.”

cnimly, * your nature 1s too imaginative, No ;.
I am not related to the Romanis, though pos-

#econd thoughita yon-wo
me, you ‘have:qy
my ate'with'equ
you.” LT
At this ehe seem
laid her hand ple

ed quite’ al-rmed, apg g
leaditg y on my aruw,
{qu‘ ars no: wilended
‘was not reslly-afraid of you,

& stupid fancy—T cannot cxpin
‘| qnite ‘well now, and

HOROW i
T o ouly 18 L
X2 L D ll_L'.ov .y too vha'
Why, I would not iose your.l bapy

‘ 'Wdffi—you'muat ,bc-l#eve g:e‘!”; ove for all .

And she touched wy hand: caressi o
J berlips, T wishdrew i{,genbl\', and at!:g?;a“‘
shair'wish an almost parental itnderiess ; the,
‘said quietly— - ) S e
- 1f a0, we are agreed, and . all js well,
‘me advise you to take a long night’s vest : 0
nerves are weak and soinewhat shakep, ’%-
-wish me tokeep our engagement Becret 7" |
+::Stie though$ for & mement, then augwey,
g\}‘%‘ngl{g . "i;" i - . ;
: “Far the present, parhaps, it would be b
Theugh,” and she laughed, *‘it wouldbsbe ]
lighttul to see all the other - women jealoug
envious of my good fortune | 8till,"if the 8
were told to any of our friends—who knowg
it Enghb aec1denta]l§teach-Gnido, ‘Ande—t

- “T underatand !. - You may rely upbn my g
er?:‘.mn. Geod night, Contessa I’ o
. *You maycall me Nina,” she murmure ¢ gy

‘* Nioa, then,”T said with :
lightly Kissed her, i 1
drg?lms be of &ne » .
" -Shs responded to thia with a gratil; mg
and as I left the room she wa.vog lzeu"l %zn:l i
portivg salate. My diamonds flashed on’
1lke a small circle of fire ; the light shed thron}
the rose-colored lamps that hung from (]
painted oeiling fell full an her exqusite loyg
ness, softaning it into ethierenl radience and ga
ncy, and when Lstrodeforth from thehousey
the mght air heavy with the threateniog gl
of coming tempeat, the picture of thab%air !
and form flitted before me like a mirage,—
thter of her hair flasbed on my vision |
little enakes of fire,—her lips had left p soor
iog heat on mins. Distracted with the thongy
shat tortnred me, I walked on and on for hoy,
The atorm broke at Iast; the rain poured
torrents, but heedless of wind and weathe
I wandered on like a forsaken fugiti
I seemed to be the only human beiog 1
al.ve in & world of wrath and darkness. 9}
rush and roar of the blast, the angr nois 3
waves breaking hurriediy on the .ﬁm !
awirling showers that fellon my defenceless he
—all these things wers unfelt, unhesrd by ny
There are times in & mans life wh
mere physical feeling grows numb upy,
the pressure of intense mental '
—wken the ifudignant soul, smarting
the experience of some vile injustice, fy
gets for o little its narrow and poor hous
clay. Some such mood was upon me then [
pase, for in the very act of walking I wagalmg
uscongcious of movement, An awful solity ¥
seemed to encormpass me—a silence of ey oy
creating. I fancied that even the angry o
menta avoided me as I passed ; that thevsy
notbing, nothing in all the wide universa b
myself and o dark broodi. g horror called Vil
geancs. All suddenly, the mists of my mi
cleared ; I moved no lorger in a deaf, bij
stupor. A flash of lightuing danced vivig
before my eyes, followed by a erashing pesl
thunder ; I saw to what end «f a wild joum
ILhad come! Those heavy gates,~that unil
fined stretch of lnnd,—those ghostly glimmd
of motionless white like spectral miiesto
emsrging from the gloom—I knew it all toowd
—it was the cemetery. I looked through thein
polisades with the feverish interest of one
watches the etage en:tain rise on the last s
of a tragedy. The ligh!ning sprang once mg
across tae eky, and shewed me for a brief seco
the distant marble outline of the Romani v
Thers the drama began ; where would it en
Slowly, slowly thera flitted into my though
the face of my lost child—the young, seric
face as it had looked when the calm, pret;
vaturally wice smile of Death had rested u
it; and then a curjous feeling of pity posses:
me—pity that her little body <ho
be lying stiffy out there, not in the rag
bub uoder the wet sod, in such a relentld
storm of rain. I wanted totake her n %
that cold couch,—~to carry her to sorme has
where there should be light aed heat a
laughter,—to warm her ¢o life again within {
arms ; and as my brain played with bhess fools
fancies, slow bot tears furced themselves intod]
eyes and scalded my cheeks as they fell, Th
tears relieved me,—gradually the tightly-st
tension of my nerves relaxed, and I recove
my usual composure by degrees. Turning
liberately away from the beckoning gr
stones, 1 walked back to the city through |
thick of the storm, this time with an asm
atep and a krowledge of where I was going, 8
did not rezch my hotel till past midnight; b
this was net late for Naples, nod the curiod
of the fat French hall-porter wis not so mo
excited by the lateness of my arrival as by
disorder ¢f my apparel. i

*Ah, heaven!” ho cried; *“ that Monsi
the distinguished should have been in such
storm all unprotected ! Why did not Mcnsid
send for his carriage?” )

I cut shors his exctamations by dropping f
francs into his ever-ready hand, assuring hig
that I had thoroughly enjoyed the novelty
walk in bad weather, whereat he smiled and o
gratulated me as much 55 he had just commis
ated me, on reaching my own roons, my vl
Vincenzo stared at my dripping and dishevell
condition, but was discreetly mute. He qui
nseisted me to chonge my wev clothes for
warm dressing-grown, and then brought ag
of mulled port wine, but performed these duti
with such an air of nobroken gravity that Iv
inwardly amused while I admired the fellos
reticence. When I was about to retire for
night, I torsed him s Napnleon, He eysl
musingly aud inquiringly ; then he asked—
* Your Excellency derires 1o purchase xo

tbing: .

' Your silence, nﬁy friend, that is all,” Is
with a laugh, ‘‘Understund me, Vincen
you will serve yourself and me best by obeyl
implicitly, and asking no queations. Fortus
is the servant who, accustomed to see his ms
drunk every night, swears to all- ountsiders th
be has never served so sober mnd discreet
gentleman ! This is your chara -ter, Vine
—keep to it, and ‘we whall not quorrel.” §
emiled grav.ly, an4 pocketed my. piece of g
without a word—1'k« & true Tusean as he ¥
The sentimental servant, whosa hny feelil
will not allow him {o accept an extra * tip,”
you meay be sure, & humbuz. I never belie
in such &an  one. Labor can alvj
command its" price, aud wha’ so laborid
in this age as to be honest? What
difficult as to keep nilence on other peop
affuirs? Such herculean tasks deserve M
ment! A valet who is generously bribel,
addition to his wages, can ba relied on;if?
derpaid, all heaven and earth will not perst
him to hold his tongue, Left alone at lnd,
my sleeping chamber, I remained for someti
before actually going to béd. T tosk off 4
black spectacles which served me '
looked ‘.at myself in -the “mirror Wi
some -ouriosity, I mever-* permitted Vi
cenzo to enter my bedroom at night, or bel
T was dressed in the morning,: lest he 2b08
surprise me without these appendoges : Wh
were my chief disguise, -for in guch. o cak
fancy even his studied. compusure would b
given way. For, disburdened of smoke cold
glasses, I appeared what 1 was, young s
ﬁgprous in gpite of my white ,beard and b
y face,"which - bad ‘been worn'“and hagg

$ ficat, "had ' filled"up™ and': was bealth
iréd'; while' my" eyes, the spokesmen of

effort, 4
_“G;ODd night l—m; ly




