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—A STORY OF-—

Love, Hatred & Romorss.

Y 5., CERISTOPHEER.
PAART L
CHAPTER 1l.—(Cosrizusp )

‘It turned out as [ said. The child
was brought in. It had died onlya
few bours Let we, and looked s0 love
ly. The lady hid herself bebivd the
nurse in order that Signor Gustavo
might not see her agony. I stood by,
and thought my beart was breaking,
and [ was trembling all over, forseeing
this result, 1 struve to smile, and pre-
tended to tell the bystanders to keep
qrizt, in order not to awake him, for
you must koow it had been settled
ihat [ shouid play this part, and most
unwillingly did | obey. But the wet-
nurse, Signor  Marco, belped to make
mattcrs much worse.  You know she
is a peasan’; thinking—I say s0 at
least—more of the pay and presents
she had lost than of the child and its
poor bereaved parents, she had been
droxnd in tears since the infint had
breathed its Jast, She had beeo
wame ! oot to cry, to be calm. She
obeyed till she reacbed the sick man's
bzd, and then, whether she really fel
grieved or pretended it, she began to
distort her face, as people generally
do when they are going to burst out
crying. | was aware of i, and en-
deavored to push bher a litle on one
side, but the Sgnor Gustavo had
guessed all. In a moment he almost
sprang out of bed, caught the nurse's
arm—she declares he pinched her
most sever.ly—and taking his child,
pressed it to his breast, uttering such
words of agony—that—[ cannot re-
peat them, though they still ring in
my ears, He then reproached us all
for having deceived him; and, to make
short of it, grew 50 much worse that
the physicians pionounced him dying.
lie had always been a delicate man,
A3 Mervous as a woman; a trifle upset
him, Bat be died like a saint, and
the Signora Teresa is alone to be
pitied.’

To this long accouat, which the
maggiordomo might have given in a
few words, Marco's sole reply was :

*‘My poor dear cousin! So young "

‘Death does not regard youth,
Signor Marco. The old and the
young alike must die. And now,
Signor Marco, you are the heir,’ con-
tinued Pietro in a lower voice, accom-
pavied by & mcs: profound inclina-
tion of his whole persor, as if be
meant to make his obeisance, and
imply his most willing services had

'H-nh,‘.:ul'h:‘m' of that
now, in this house of mourning ? Not
I, assuredly. [ care not for it.’
Did Marco speak

dare not «ffirm it.

Where is my uncle? Show me in
to him.'

‘He gave orders that you should
wait a littie, and that I should relate
all to you, as he cannot +peak on the
subj ct.’
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foglia, the hitherto despised, neglect-
ed relation, installed in the pn

palace of his ancestors, and treated

same night beheld the hitherto poor
young man, who had striven had to
Ket on in life with bis limited means,
the heir of the richest man ia Verice

In the morning the mere thought
of such a change would have beeo
next to madoess. Inthe evening it
was the truest reality.

In the midst of so much and such
unlooked-for prosperity did Marco
think of his humble betrothed !

did, and rejoiced in the prospect of
her happiness as much asin that of
bis owa. .

When the day came for the longed:
for meeting —the cousins, father and
child, had been already laid in the

family vauk, and Marco was less|

busy giving orders, receiving visits,

paying accounts,etc., etc.,—be found -

before the time appointed at
the usoal place. He saw Rosalia|®
coming, and ran to meet her, longing
to teil ber the change in his fortune.
But Rosalia knew it already. Every-|"
body in Venice knew it, and a sad
forebodiog eppressed the poor girl's
heart. P
‘Rosalia, my deares’, all objections |”
to our wedding are removed. lam|’
vichoow. 1 am powerful. Riches
and power overcome all difficulties. | °
Even if your father persists in refusing

his consent, I can force bim. Oh, |™€
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Rosslia! how happy we shall be ' |P'™

and Marco Centofoglia pressed her to
bis heart,

‘Marco, forgive mc, I cannot belp

it, but wy heart aches. Will you.

love me now as you did before 7'

Rosa'ia looked sad.

‘You mistrust me, then? You
think vile money can have the power
of changing Marco Centofoglia's
heart? llove you more instead of |°

less. I love you with my whole|™"

soul
When

is apt to produce the very comtrary

effects trow those to which it unfor-
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prosperity first visits man, it
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