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them off at her pleasure. She had no more
heart than a marble statue, as Mat and I dis-
covered by and by, to our bitter cost.

I cannot tell to this day how it came about,
or what first led me to suspect how things
were going with us both; but long before the
waning of that autumn a coldness had sprung
up between my friend and myself. It was
nothing that could have been put into words.
It was nothing that either of us could have
explained or justified, to save his life. We
lodged together, ate together, worked together,
exactly as before ; we even took our long even-
ing's walk together, when the day’s labour was
ended ; and except, perhaps, that we were
more silent than of old, no mere looker-on
could have detected a shadow of change. Yet
there it was, silent and subtle, widening the
gulf between us every day.

It was not his fault. He was too true and
gentle-hearted to have willingly brought about
such a state of things between us. Neither do
I believe—fiery as my nature is—that it was
mine. It was all hers—hers from first to last
—the sin, and the shame, and the sorrow.

If she had shown a fair and open preference
for either of us, no real harm could have come
of it, I would have put any constraint upon
myself, and, Heaven knows! have borne any
suffering, to see Mat really happy. I know
that he would have done the same, and more
if he could, for me. But Gianetta cared not
one sou for either. She never meant to choose
between us. It gratified her vanity to divide
us; it amused her to play with us. It would
pass my power to tell how, by a thousand im-
perceptible shades of coquetry,—by the linger-
ing of a glance, the substitation of & word, the
flitting of a smile,—she contrived to turn our
heads, and torture our hearts, and lead us on
to love her. She deceived'us both. She
buoyed us both up with hope; she maddened
us with jedlousy ; she crushed us with despair.
For my part, when I seemed to wake to a sud-
den sense of the ruin that was about our path,
and I saw how the truest friendship that ever
bound two lives together was drifting on to
wreck and ruin, I asked myself whether any
woman in the world was worth what Mat had
been to me and I to him. But this was not
often. I was readier to shut my eyes upon the
truth than to face it; and so lived on, wilfully,
in a dream. )

Thus the autumn passed away, and winter
came, — the strange, treacherous Genoese
winter, green with olive and ilex, brillant
with sunshine, and bitter with storm. Still,
rivals at heart and friends on the surface, Mat
and I lingered on in our longing in the Vicolo
Balba. Still Gianetta held us with her fatal
wiles and her still more fatal beauty. At
length there came a day when I felt I could
bear the borrible misery and suspense of it no
longer. The sun, I vowed, should not go down
before I kuew my sentence. She must choose
between us. She must either take me or let
me go. 1 was reckless, I was desperate. I
wasg determined to know the worst, or the best.
If the worst, I would at once turn my back
upon Genoa, upon her, upon all the pursuits
and purposes of my past life, and begin the
world anew. This I told her, passionately and
sternly, standing before her in the little parlour
at the back of the shop, one bleak December
morning.

“If it 's Mat whom you care for most,” T
said, ¥ tell me so in one word, and I will never
trouble you again. He is hetter worth your
love. I am jealous and exacting; he is as
trusting and unselfish as a woman. Speak,
Gianetta : am I to bid you good bye for ever
and ever, or am I to write home to my mother
in England, bidding her pray to God to bless
the woman who has promised to be my wife ?”

“ You plead your friend’s cause well, she
replied baughtily, Matteo ought to be grateful,
This is more than he ever did for you.”

“ Give e my anawer, for pity’s sake,” I ex-
claimed, *‘ and let me go!”

“ You are free o go or stay, Signor Inglese,”
she replied. ‘T am not your jailer.”

“ Do you bid me leave you 77
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‘ Beata Madre! not I.”

Y Will you marry me if I stay ?”

She laughed aloud,~-such a merry, mocking,
musical laugh, like a chime of silver bellg !

“You ask too much,” she said.

‘ Only what you have led me to hope these
five or six months past!”

‘“ That is just what Matleo says. How tire.
some you both are!”

‘0 Gianetta,” I said, pasgionately, “ be
serious for one moment! I am a rough fellow,
it is true,—not half good enough or clever
for you ; but I love you with my whole heart,
and an Emperor could do no more.”

“Iam glad of it,” she replied; *“ I do not
wani you to love me less.”

“ Then you cannot wish to make me wretch-
ed; Will you promise me ?7”

‘T promise nothing,” said she, with another i

burst of laughter. “except that T will not
marry Matteo!”

Except that she would not marry Matteo!
Only that. Not a word of hope for myself.
Nothing but my friend’s condemnation. I might
get comfort, and selfish triumph, and some
sort of base assurance out of that, if I could.
And so, to my shame, I did. 1 grasped at the
vain encouragement, and, fool that I was! let
her put me off again unanswered. From that
day, I gave up all effort at self-control, and let
myself drift blindly on——to destructiony

At length things became so bad between
Mat and myself that it seemed as if an open
rupture must be at hand. We avoided each
other, scarcely exchanged a dozen sentences
in a day, and fell away from our old familiar
habits. At this time-—1 shudder to remember
it!—there were moments when I felt that I
hated him.

Thus, with the trouble deepening and widen-
ing between us day by day, another month or
five wecks went by ; and February came ; and,
with February, the Carnival. They said in
Genoa that it was a particularly dull carnival ;
and so it must have been; for save a flag or
two hung out in some of the principal streets,
and a sort of festa look about the women, there
were no special indications of the season. It
was, I think, the second day, when, having
been on the linc all the morning, I returned to
Genoa at dusk, and, to my surprise, found Mat
Price on the platform. He came up to me,
aud laid bis hand on my arm.

‘“ You are in late,” he said. “ T have been
waiting for you three quarters of an hour. Shall
we dine together to-day ?

Impulsive as I am, this evidence of returning
good will at once called up my better feelings.

 With all my heart, Mat,” I replied; *shall
we go to Gozzoli's ?

‘“No, no,” he said, hurriedly. “Some quieter
place,—some place where we can talk. I have
something to say to you.”

I noticed now that he looked pale and agi-
tated, and an uneasy sense of apprehension
stole upon me. We decided on the * Pesca-
tore,” a little out-of-the way trattoria, down
near the Molo Vecchio. There, in a dingy
salon, frequented chiefly by seamen, and redo-
lent of tobacco, we ordered our simple dinner.
Mat scarcely swallowed a morsel, but calling
presently for a bottle of SicMian wine, drank
eagerly.

“Well, Mat,” T said, as the last dish was
placed or the table, “ what news have you?

‘Bad.”

“I guessed that from your face.”

“ Bad for you,—bad for me. Gianetta."

“ What of Gianetta ?”

He passed bis hand nervously across his lips.

“ Gianetta is false,—worse than fulse,” he
said, in a hoarse voice. “She values an honest
man’s heart just as she values a flower for her
hair,—wears it for a day, then throws it aside
forever. She has cruelly wronged us both.”

“In what way ? Good Heavens, speak out!”

“In the worst way that a woman can wrong
those who love her. She has sold herself to the
Marchese Loredano.”

The blood rushed to my head and face in a
hurning torrent. I could scarcely see, and
dared not trust mysgelf to speak.

i
i “Isaw her going towards the cathedral,” he
went on, hurriedly.” It was about three hours
ago. 1 thought she might be going to confes-
| sion, so I hung back and followed her at a dis-

tance. When she gotinside, however, she went
 straight to the back of the pulpit, where this
; man was waiting for her. You remember him,
| —an old man who used to haunt the shop a
i month or two back. Well, seeing how deep in
conversation they were, and how they stood
close under the pulpit with their backs towards
the church, I fell into a passion of anger and
went straight up the aisle, intending to say or
i do something, I scarcely knew what, but, at all
events, to draw her arm through mine, and take
her home ; when I came within a few feet, how-
ever, and found only a big pillar between my-
self and them, I paused. They could not see
me, nor I them; but T could hear their voices
distinctly, and—and I listened.”

“ Well, and you heard—"

“The terms of a shameful bargain—beauty
on the one side, gold on the other; so many
thousand francs a year; a villa near Naples—
Pah! it makes me sick to repeat it.”

And, with a shudder, he poured out another
glass of wine and drank itat a draught.

‘“ After that,” he said, presently, “I made no
effort to bring her away. The whole thing was
so cold-blooded, so deliberate, so shameful, that
I'felt T had only to wipe her out of my memory,
and leave her to her fate. Istole out of the
cathedral, and walked about here by the sea
for ever so long, trying to get my thoughts
straight. Then I remembered you, Ben; and
the recollection of how this wanton had come
between us and broken up our lives-drove me
wild. So I went up to the station and waited
for you. I felt you ought to know it all ; and
~—and I thought, perhaps, that we might go
back to England together.”

“ The Marchese Loredano 1"

It was all that I could say ; all thatT could
think. As Mat had just said of himself, I felt
“like one stunned.”

* There is onc other thing I'may as well tell
you,” he added reluctantly, “if only to show
you how false a woman can be. We—we were
to have been married next month.

“We? Who? What do you mean?”

“ 1 mean that we were to have been married,
—Gianetta and 1.”

A sudden storm of rage, of scorn, of incredu-
lity, swept me over me at this, and seemed to
CAITy my senses away.

“ You!” I cried. “ Gianetta marry you! I
don’t believe it.” .

‘““Iwish I had not believed it,” he replied,
looking up as if puzzled with my vehemence.
‘“ But she promised me; and I thought, when
she promised it, she meant it.”

‘ She told me, weeks ago, that she would
never be your wife I”

His colour rose, his brow darkened; but
when his answer came, it was as calm as the
last, ’

“Indeed!” he said. * Then.it ig only one
baseness more. She told me that she had re-
fused you; and that was why we had kept our
engagement secret.”

“Tell the truth, Mat Price,” I said, well nigh
beside myself with suspicion. ** Confess that
every word of this is false! Confess that
Gianetta will not listen to you, and that you
are afraid I may succeed where you have failed.
As perhaps I shall,—as perhape I shall after
alll”

“ Are you mad 7" he exclaimed. “What do
you mean ?” ) '

‘“ That I believe it 's just a trick to get me
away to England,—~that I don't credit g sylla-
ble of your story. You're a liar, and I hate

oul” .
y He rose, and, lying one hand on the back of
his chair, looked me sternly in the face.

¢ If you were not Benjamin Hardy,” he said,
deliberately, “I would thrash You within an
inch of your life.”

The words had nosooner passed lis lips than
I sprang at him. I have never been able dis-
tinctly to remember what followed, A curse,
—4a blow,—a struggle,~a moment of blind




