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MEANWHILE, Padre Atanasio was sorely puzzled to accounlt for Don Cesare's
conduct throughout the day. The more lie thouglit over the matter, the
more inexplicable did the feverisli zeal rnanifested by the, valiant littie slip-
broker against San iPancrazio, and witlî every one whom lie overtook upon
the way home, appear. With everyone whom lie dlianced to nîeet on the
street, or whon lie lighted upon in the Bottega, the good padre began to
discuss the possible motives of Don Cesare.

"I can quite understand," said the father to the group of hearers stand-
ing respectfully about him, I can quite understand wliy yeu, Don Ciccio,
and you, Don Pasquale, and yoe-, Don Geronimno, are so mucli incensed
against the patron-saint. Yeunueed rain Yen need it, as nien need air
and fisli need water. That is, wlien I say tlîat you need ran 1 inean that
your fields, your lenion trees, your figs, your pornegranates, olive and
almond groves, stand badly in need of it. Yen are men of property. You
possess land and cuitivate it, and water it with the sweat of your brow.
The sweat of your brow, liowever, is, lia! ha!1 but a very tiny littie drop
of moisture-a mere dew drop-and we inust have ramn if the fields are to
tlirive." At this the wortliy father laughed, and the bystanders duly
liououred the small joke. IlWeli, then," continued the padre, Ilif your
patron-saint negiects lis duties, if lie forgets to send ramn

"1e doesn't want to send us ramn," shouted a bystander.
"Wletlier lie is unwiiling to send it, or whether lie lias forgotten to

send it, I know not. I ar n ot entitled te give an opinion, seeing that you
miglit charge nie with ail ili-natured envy against good old San Pancrazio.
Wehl, then, let that pass, I know wliat I know!1 But what did I mean to
say'? Oh 1 yes, exactly, if you, through the patron-saint's-neglect, shal
we say ?-sufer Ioss in your preperty, and have your confidence in hinu
rudeiy shaken, I arn liy no means entitled to pass an opinion."

IlIt is the oniy sensible way of geing to work with him," the>' shouted
te the padre fromi ail sides. "IWe know old Evolino ! If you do net
chastise him ail yeur prayers avail nothingc. And, mind you, this is not
the first time either. iFif t> years ago our fathers liad te treat him in just
the very same way, and lie liad not lain three days in the water liefore the
rain came. It is just his old lieathen olistinacy and stiif-neckedness, and
it lias te be breken at times."

Padre Atanasie turned irnploringly te the riglit-liand and te the ieft, te,
the front and te the rear, shook lis head from side te, side, and raised lis
liauda te lis head in token of pretest. Af ter a few minutes' noisy inter-
ruption, however, lis hearers ailowed him te spealc. lie was quite out of
lireath, quite as mudli as if it had been lie wlo lad been shouting and
raging and net the others.

"lDe lie quiet, oniy compose yourselves," lie groaned. IlI quite believe
it!1 You eught te know ail this far lietter than I. It in ne way cencerus
me. I am only cailed upon te say mass in tlie Cliapel o? the lioly Ma-
donna, and your San Pancrazie lielongs in ne way te rny jurisdiction ! But
this was net what I wanted te, speak about! I only nîean that Don Cesare
ewns neither tree uer nîeadow. Whetlier it rains or net must lie a matter
of cemplete indifference te him. He is a ship-liroker. Now, wliat 'cen-
nection'las that with rain? 1 Isliouid like te, know that. And yet it was
Don Cesare whe tied the rope abo ut thei olive tree ; lie it was who witl lis
ewn bands took dewnl the saint frern lis pedestal and bore him away te the
cliif and laid him down tliere. And Don Cesare is a prudent man; in-
deed, lie is the rnest prudent of us ; 1 mean of yeu ail. H1e knews wlat
lie is about, and wliy lie dees it; and that is just the reason wliy I sa>' te
yen that I caunot, foi the if e of nie, understand lis conduct. Don Cesare,
I arn ceuvinced ef it, lias seme particular object in view. This, liowever,
lie is as'yet keeping secret, but I wiil eue day make it manifest te yen al."

In vain the padre's liearers, filled witli admiration fer Don Cesare's
daring deed, strove te make hirn understaud that the ship-lireker shared in
the feelings of lis feliew-citizes-that h liiad net allowed hirnself te lie
guided by lis ewn iuterests merehy, and that cousequent>' this unselfisli-
Iless ef lis slould lie ail the more adrnired and respected. Ail these argu-
ments fell weak and peweriess before the mecking, sceptical smile ef the
wortliy father.

"lMy ittie friend, my littie friend," said Padre Atanasie, as lie sheok
lis liead doubtfully, I kuow yen and ahi yeur breed. Yen ail crept forth
fromeeand the saie egg! UJnsehfisliness i We wili look for that some-
where else if yeu please; for wlenever it occurs te yen te praise the un-
aeifishness of a felew-citizen, yen have immediately found yeur ewn
advautage therein, and that, tee, before everything else. Don Cesare is
mudli tee prudent a man te lie unseifish, and must have lad rnost cegent
reaseus for thus compromisiug yen ail witli the blessed Pancrazie. Yes,
comprernised, Don Ciccie!1 for yen are most serieusiy cornprornised, and
were I thie Evoline, Hely Deo-I meant te say : Ily Virgin-I slould
ver>' seen know what I shouid de. That is net the question, hewever.
Don Cesare uuderstands very well liow te featlier lis own nest, and get
himseif eut of tlie scrape at the saine time. I mean, tlat lie will make it
up, wiil clear hirnself witli San Pancrazie, and leave yen sitting tlere in
the mud, keeping ahi thc whule a sharp look-out for the main chance.
Deulit net but Cesare Agresta, the prudent sliip-broker, wvill manage
that."1

Padre Atanasie was net, perliaps, very far astra>'; for Don Cesare was
an active, liusy, craft>' little man, and must lave lad some special design
in acting as lie did; for wieu lie took dewn the saint frorn lis pedestal
that merniug and bore h~im outside the chape] upon lis slieulders like a

child, lie had whispered to him softly, so that no one could hear him: IIBe
flot angry, dear Pancrazio, what 1 arn doing now I arn e'en ohliged to do.
1 will, however, make arnends to you again for this."

No one, in ail probability, had overheard him-not even Fadre
Atanasio, who was standing close by, and beheld wîth a mischievous jOY
how the townsfolk were misusing the hated rival of the holy Madonna;
for Don Cesare's countenance was by no means in harrnony with lis words,
and whoever had marked the aspect and expression of lis face at thaIt
moment must have tliought to himself : "lThon poor San Pancrazio Of
Evolo! it is lucky for thee that tliou art only made of wood, for wert thonl
alive, certainly thou would'st not leave the hiýnds of this'desperadoi
whose hair is bristling, and whose eyes are sparkling with rage and furY y

Quite another aspect, the most indifferent aspect in the world, did DOn
Cesare wear upon the evening of that day, as lie entered the chamber lui
whicli lis littie sister was busy sewing, by the liglit of a flickering anjd
smoking tallow candie. In the most indifferent tone in the world lie ad-
dressed t3lier as she iooked up to him with the love]iest and brightest bla.ck
eyes in the world " lLock up the house carefully, Carmela! 1 arn goiiig tO
Salvatore's, and it will lie late ere 1 return."

At the door hie turned round again:
-1And Carmela," added lie, IlJ have got this to say to tliee :be carefil

of tliine eyes, rny little mousie! Tliey have been wondrously briglit for
some days past. And, knowest thou, I should be quite well pleased With
Nino; but lie must lead thee to the altar! If lie will not, tell hirn froilu Ule
lie will have to leave thee alone, otlierwise lie miglit get hurt. Good night.
mousie !

Wliereupon Carniela, bcnding lier liead modestly over lier work,
answered :

IlGo away, Cesare, and lie easy !Carmela cornes of a good stock." 0f
the saine stock as lier lirotlier shie was at any rate; for softly, just as Don,
Cesare liad spoken to the saint, she said to lierseif:

"lThat Nino will marry Carmela and none otlier we are not likely te
bring to pass hy tliy lielp, Cesare ; and tlierefore 1 must e'en take nIY
own way."

fier eyes sparkled as slie lient over lier work, as if slie knew riglit eel'
wliat she thouglit on tliat subject. And slie knew it aise, the dainty little
witcli, withliher delicate little fingers and lier ravcn-black liair ;for, »0
soon as lier lirother's liack was turned, she sprang up lightly, rail %vith
nimble foot to the door, bolted it, and then stepped sof tly, softly, te the
window which opened inte the street, put lier littie liead througli the aper-
ture, gazed quietiy for some time after Don Cesare, and wlien she liad seen
him disappear through tlie darkness in tlie direction of Salvatore's house,
she opened the window altogetlier, leaned ever the sili, placed liersu"
riglit liand over lier eyes, and gazed steadily in the opposite direction, as if
she was looking for something away in the distance of the pitch dark night'
What she soughit she found soon enougli. The wislied-for object appeareod,
after a few seconds, in the forjn of a sliglit, active youth,> who, gliding
softly under the sliadow of tlie houses, cautiously approaclied tlie windoll
until lie stood, ail of a sudden, riglit lielow it, wlien lie seized (Jariflel£aS
liands in lis and whispered to lier:

I have licen waiting for yen quite a long while. I liave kept n'y~
word. Will you keep yours te-day, Carmela ? "

Cesare's cottage was situated at the end of a small by-street leading te
the harliour. Wlioever approadhed it frorn that direction was sure of beiflg
seen7 by no one, and it was exactly from that direction that the expect0d
one had approadhed Carmela. The moon was yet far helow tlie horizon,
and everythiug was shrouded in darkness. There, uneliserved, freni the
neighlieuring windows, one was abile to indulge in a littie quiet chat; d
this was just what botli of tlier did. They did not, liowever, content
tliemselves witli the elements of this love whisper, tender thouoel it inigLit
lie, for littie Carmnela soon, and net unwillingly, yielded lir hand to the
ceaxing and pleading iNino, and not unfamiiiarly did the latter imprint
kiss upen it-a long and loving kiss.

"IDo corne with 0me this evening to my cottage," lie whispered te lier;
"6we shal lie ail alone there, and we cannot always hope to lie able to cha
together here , in the street, before the window."

Carmela smiled to lierseif ini the oliscurity of the niglit.
"It is se far," said she, "lsuppose my brother were to return beforeI

"lYou will lie back long before your brother returns. The road is clos
by, along the sea shore, under the headland of Evolo, and then onlIY a
couple of paces further. Just round the rock, riglit under the chape 1 60ie
rny house. "

IlIt is too far, Nino, and the moon will seon lie up, and then we 3el
be discovered." ro

For a long while tliey continued talkiug together. The miootirO
slowly above the waves, and pourcd lier calrn, bright liglit inte the glOO0iY
streets; enly for a short time, however; for the heavea liegan te darkn
again, and big black clouds caine slowly fromn the westward. 10

"lLook," iauglied Nino, "the hely Pancrazio is beginning to tireofh
bath already. And see, Carmela, only see low lie favours our love. 1

is hiding the briglit moonliglit for us. You will come now, wou't Y'l'
Do corne, Carmela." 81

Carmela liesitated for a minute. Then sho whispered, "-Wait a mon'e~
tili 1 get my scarf," and disappeared.

Whilst these two were settiing their aifairs together, and conîing to BI
uuderstanding before Don Cesare's liouse, the latter was geing about9 bis
ewn, but in another way and in a different direction. Af ter liiddinig
sister "lgood niglit," lie walked down the street at a leisurely pacet
with a composed and cheerful counten4nce, as if lie were geing forf
evening's geasip at the lieuse of a friend. That Carmela would look £5 t
him lie was perfectly well aware: ail girls are given to do sucli thi0'0" -
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