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The next thing to altermwas my voicz, I
had, navutally, a- peculiarly soft voice-and a
rapid, yot clear, enuacistion,and if was my
habit, as it i3‘the habiv'of almost every Italian,
0 accompany my wotds with the'expressive
pantomime of ges.ure. - ¥ took myszelf in. train-

ing as an actor studjes fora partictlar part, T

ecnitivated » harsh ‘accent, aod spoke'with de-
liberation and coldness——octavienslly. with .a
sorb of sarcastic brusqueric, carefully-avoiding:
#he least movement of hands or head ‘dariog’
eooverse. 'Fhis was exoeediogly difficult of at-
taimment t> me, and took me an infinite deal of
pime and trounle ; but I had for my model a
middle-sged Eoglishman who was stayiug in
the sam- hotel as myself, and who:e starched
stolidisy never relaxed for a siogle instant. He
wss & human iceberg—perfeculy reepectable,
with thas aicof decant gloom absut him which
i3 gonerally worn by all the tons of Britain
whi'e ssjourning in & foreign clime. I copied
his manners a3 closely as poss:ble ;—I kept my
Yaouth thut with the suma p e air of not-to-
be-enlightencd obsiinnzy,—I walked with the
same uprigh: crill-demsanor, and sucveyed the
scenery with t-e samo supericr contempt. I
knew I bad sucteeded at last, for I overheard
a waiter apeaking of mo to his companion as
“the white brar !”

One otter thing Idit. I wiota a courteous
note ty the edito: of the principal newspaper
published in Nap'es—a newspaper that I knaw
always found its way to the Villa Romani—
snd enclosing fifty fiancs, I _requested him to
jnsert a parsgraph for mein Lis npext isue.
This paragrapnh was worded somewhat as fol-
lows :—

“The Sigmove Cozte Cesare Oliva, a neb'e-
man who has beea for many yewrs absant from
hs native conntry, hay, we understand, just ra-
turned, poseested of almost fabulous wealth,
acd i3 ab-us to arrive in Naples, where he p-r-
poses making his home for the future. T
leaders of so:iety here will no doubt welcome
with enthusiasm so distingushed an addtion to
the biitliant circles commanded by their ia-
finence,”’ . .

The editor obeyed my wishes, and inserted
what I sent him, word fur word as it was
written. He sent me the paper containing it
“ with a million compliments,” but was dis-
creeily silent concerning  the fifty francs,
though I am certain Ire pocketed them with un-
affected joy. Hed Ieent him doubla the mont y,
he mig it have been induced to announce me ae
the kinz er emperor in diszuise. Editors of
newspapers lay clzim to be honorabla men:;—
they w1y be soin England, but in Italy most
of them would do aoything for money. Poor
devils? who cnn blame them, considening how
listle they get by their limited dealiogs 1 pen
and ink !~ Infact, © .. uusat oll certain but
that a few English n=wapaper editors might be
found c:pible of accepting a bribe, if large
enongh, and if offered wirh dus delicacy. There
are surely one or tao magazines, for instance,
in London, that would not altogethes: refuse to
insert an indlifferently, cven badly written
article, 1f pnid a thousand pounds down for
doing 1t ! ] )

On the la:t day buot oneof mysojoun in
Palermo I was reclining i an easy chair atthe

4

window of the hotel smoking-room, looking out |

on the shimmering waters of the Gulf. It was
nsarly vight o'co’ck, and though the gorreous
colou s of the sunset still linzered in the 3ky,
the breaza blew in from the eea some
what co'dly, miving wamning of an ap-
preachiog  chilly  night.  The character
I hal adopied, namely that c¢f a some-
what harsh and cynical wman who had seen life
and cdid ros like i¢, bad by csnstant hourly
prastie2 beeoine with me almost second nature,
—iadeed, I shuuld have had some difficulty in
returning to the easy and thoughtle:s abandon
of my former relf. T had etudied the art of be-
jag chnrbsh T veally avds churlish ;—1 had

o rct the chizf character in &
drams, and I knew my part thoroughly
we'l [ sat quietly puthog at my c'gar and

Wdoy of co hing'in particular—for, asfar as
1) 4ns wens, T had done with thought, and
all my tnercics were strung up to action—when
I wA¢ar:led by a loud and iucreasing clamour,
ng of the shouting of a large crowd comisg on-
#-wurd likean overflywing tide. T leaned out of
t. .the windgow, but could sen pothing, and I was
wonderidg wha’ the noise could mean, when an
excie’] waiter threw open the door of the
smokingroom and cried breathlesly,

s Carmele Neri, Signor! Carmelo Neri!
They have him, poverine ! shey have him at
tnat 1

Caouek ilmost as sircug'y interested in this
news ns the waiter himselt, I did pot perinit
my interest to becoma manifest. 1 never forgot
[or & second the character I had aesumed, and
drawing the cigar elowly from my lips T merely

aaid,

©[Thén they have caught a great rascat, I
cong atulate the Government ! Wiere is the
fellow ¥ :

¢ In the great snuare,” returned the garron
epgecly.  ** Il the Signor would walk vouad
the oomer ho would ses Carmelo, bound nud
feltered, The Sainte have mercy upon him !
The crowds there are thick as flies round a
honeycomb ! I must go thithes nyself,—I
would uot wmis the sicht for s thousand
francs !”

And ha ran off, as full of the anticipated
delight nf looking at a brigand, a3 a child going
to its first fair. I pubon my hat and strolled
leisurely round ta the scene of excitement.
It was a picturasqus sighs  enovgh ;—
the square wag blatk with a sea of eager heads,
and restless, gesticulating figures, and the
sentrc of this swaying, muttering crowd was
occupied by a compact band of mouated gen-
darmes, with drawn swords Hashiug in the pale
evening light—both horses and men_nearly as
motionlazs as shough cast io brenze. They were
gtationed opposite the headquarters of the
Carabinicri, where tha chief of the party had
dismounted to mxzke hix formal report respect-
ing the details of the capture, before proceeding
further. Batween these armed and watchful

ards, with hia legs strapped to a sturdy mule,

is armns tied fast behind him, and his hands
heavily wanacled, was the notorious Neri,
as dark and ferce as a mounlaia thunder-
atorm. His head was uncoverad,—his thick
hair, long avd unkampt, hung in matted lozke
upon his shoulde:s,—his heavy moustaches
and beard were £0 black and bushy that theyal-
most concsaled his cuavse and forbidding fea-
tures,~thongh I could see the tiger-like glicter
of his sharp white teetb as he bit and ganwed
his under-lipia impoteat fury and despair,— and
his eyes, like leaping flimes, blwz:d with a
wrathlul ferocity from under his ehaggy brows.
He was a huge, heavy man. broad and
muscular ; his two great hands clenched, tied
and manacled behind him, looked lLike for-
midable hammers capable of siriking o
man down dead at one below ; his whole aspect
was repulsive and terrible,—there was no re-
deeming poiot abont him,—for even the ap-
parent fortitude he nssumed was mere bravado,
—maeretricious courage,—which the first week
of the galleys would crush out of him as easily
ay ono crushes the juice out of a ripe grape,
He wove a nondescript costume of vari-colored
linen, urrmugeql in folds that would have
bzen the admiration of an artist. It was
gathered about him by meuns of a brilliant sear-
let sash negligeatly tied. His brawny arns
were bare to the shoulder—his voat was open,
and displayed his strong brown throst and chest
heaving with the pent-up asger and fear that
raged within him. His dark, grim figure was
set off by a curious effect of ¢1lor in the sky—a
lopg  wide band of crimion c'oud, as
though the sun.god had thrown down
a gobiet of ruby wine and left it to trickla nlong
the smooth blue fairness of his palace fHloor—a
deep alter-glow, which burned really on the
olive-tinted cnger faces of-the multitude shat
were everywhere upturned in wonder and ill.
judged admiration to the brutal black face of
the notoricus murdorer and thief, whose name
hiad for years been the terror of Sizily, I pressed
throngh the crowd to obtaina nearer view, and
an 1 did ro a rudden savegn movement of Neri's
bound bady caused the ceud xmas to ¢ o s their

&t the sound of his strong
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swordsin frént of his eyes with a warning
clash.. The brigand laughed hoareely. .

S Corpodi Oristo ! ™ he muttered—** think you
a'man tied hand and foot can run like & deer?
T-am trapped,—I know.iv ! But telt kim,” and
‘hs indicabed soms personin the throng by a
nod of his head, * tell him to come hither;—I
‘have a message for him.”

The gendarmes lo-ked at one another, and
then at the swaying croad about them in per-
plexity,—they did not underatand. -

" Carmels, without wastirg more words upon
them, rawed himself ssupright!y es he could
il{o h'ic!l! stramned and bound position, and called
aloud: - - . :
- “Luigi Biscardi!’ Capitano! Oh he—you
“thotight T-could not see-you! - Come neazer—I
have a parting-word for you."” ’. -
* harsh voice, a si-
“lence half of - terror, half of awe, fell upon tbe
chattering  mulsiude, ‘There was & sud-
den atir as the paople made way
for &. young. man _to pass through
their ranks—a slight, tall, rather handsome
follow, with a pale face and cold -sneer.
ing eyes, He wasdresscd wi:h fastidious care
an 1 neatness in vhe uniform of the Bersagliere,
—and h-¢loswe) hs way along with the easy
auiacity of a privil wed dandy. He came cless
up to the brigand sa: apoke carelessly, with a
slightly 1 :ckng smly playing round the cor-
ners of bis mouth.

S“E  me! he sald, ** you are caught at lnst,
Carnuele ¢ You called wme—here T am. What
do vou want with mv, rascal 2" .

XN ri mutterea a feracious ¢ sa between his
L. ty, and looked fur an iusscnt Lke a wild
traat teady to Spring. o

* You teiuraycd we,” ha raid in fierce et
sm-otbend accents—* you fohwwed me—you
hunted mo down ! Teresa told o all. Yes, @
—she bel rgsto you now,~—jou hive gob your
wish. (3 and take her,—she w.its f.¢ sou,—
makos ber speak and tell yoa how she Lves you
if you con.” . L.

Sonethice jesring and witkal throatening in
the rullian's 1ook, evidently rtartlcd the ycuag
ofBeer, tor he exclaiined haetily—

“What do yoi mean, wretch? You have
vot. ...y Gud! you have not killed her? i

Curn-elo broke into o Joud savage laugh,

““Sha has kiled hersélf!” ke cried exult-
ivply. “1a, ka! I thought you weuld wise=
at that ! She snatched my kmife and stabbed
her=e'f with it! Yes,—rather than sce your
lying white face again,—rather than feel
your aceursed touch ! Find her—she lies dead
and smiling wp there in the mountaini—and
her last Liss was for me, fur wme—you under-
staugd !” .

Again the gendarmes clashed their swords
stggestively—and the Lrig.nd resnmed hissul-

1-n  attitude of suppessd wrath, oand
teigned indifference. But the man to whom
he had sepoken stazmred aud seemed

about to fall,—his pale fac: rrew paler,—he
moved away th:ougu the curivus oprn-eyed by-
standers with the mechanical air of one who
knows not whether he be alive or dead, He had
evidently rcceived an unexpecied shodk,—a
wound that pierced deeply and would ba a long
time healing. .

T approached the nearest gendarme ani slipped
a fise-franc piece into his hand.

 May one speak ¥’ I avked caralc_esﬂy. The
nan hesitated. ‘' For one instant, Sigoor. But
be brief."” ) .

I addreszed the brizand in a low clear tone.

**Hava you any inessage for ohe Andrea
Luziani? 1ama{riesd of his.”

He looked at me aud & dark emile crossed his
features, . R

“*Andrea is a good soul. Tell him if youwi’l
that Tereea is dead. I am worse than dead.
He will know that I did not kill Teres», I
conld not ! She had the knife in her brear! be-
fore I could preveat her. It is better 60,7

“*She did tgal; rather than become the pro-
perty of another man?’ I queried. .

Carmelo Neri nodded in acquiescence. Lither
my sight deceived me, or else this sbwndozed
villzin had tears glittering in the depth of his
wicked eyes. . .

The zendarme made me a sign, and I with.
drew. Almnst at the eame moment the officer
in command of the little aetacbment appearsd,
his spurs clinking with measured metsllic
music on the hard stones of the pavement,~he
sp-ang into his saddle and gave the word—the
crowd disparsed to the right and left,—the
horses were pub toa quick trot, and in a few
morents the whole party with the bulky
frowniog form of the brigand in their midst hid
disappeared. Tte people broke up into htile
groups talking excitedly of what had occurred,
and scattcred here and there, returaing o their
homes and occupa’ions,—and mera swiftly than
one could have imagined possible the great
square was left almost empty. I paced up and
down for a while thinking deeply ; I had ba-
fore my mind's eye the picture of the slight fair
Teresn as dedcribed by tlie Sicilian captain,
Iying dend in the solitudes of the Montemag-
giore with that self-inflicted wouzd in her
breast which had set her free of all men’s love
and persecation.  There wcre sume women then
who preferred death to infidelity? Strange!~—
very straogs ! common women of courss they
must be,—such as this brigand’s mistress ; your
daintily-fad silk-robed duchees would find a
dageer’ somewhat a vulgar consoler,—she
would rather choote a lover, or betterstill a
acore of lovers. It is only brute ignorance
that aelects o g ave instead of dishoncr:—
modern eduzatiou instiucts us mora wisely, and
teaches us not to be over-sjueam’sh about such
a triflaas brooking a given word or promise,
Blessed nge of progress! Age of ateady ad-
vancement when the apple of vice is s6 cun-
ningly disguised aud o prestily painted, that
we can actually set it va a porcelain dish anid
hand it abont ameng our friends a¢ a valuable
and choice fruit of virtue,—nnd no oue tinds
ous the fraud we are practising, nay,we scarcely
perceive it ourselvey, it is euch an cxcellent
countecfeit !

As I walked toand fro, 1 found mysell coa.
tinually passing the head office of the Cara-
bigieri, and, actiog on a swliden impulse of
curiosity, I a: last entered the bLuilding, deler-
minel to ask for a few particulars councerning
the brigaud’s capture. 1 was received by a
handsome and intelligent looking man, who
glanced at the card with which I presented
mi]“”' and saluted me with courteous affa-
bility.

*“Oh yes!" ke said in answer to my in-
quiries, **Neri hias given us a great deal of
trouble, But we had our sukpicions that he
had left Gaeta. where he was for  time in hid.
ing. A few stray bits of ipformation gleaned
here and thera put us on the right track.”

“Was he caught easily, or did he show
fight "

* He gave himself up like a lamb, Signor !
It happened in thisway. Ocze of our men fol.
lowed the womin wio lived with Neri, one
Teresa, and traced herup to a certain point,
the corner of a narrow mountain pass,—where
she disnpprared. He reported this, and there-
upm we sent out an armed party. These creps
at midnight two by two, till they were forme
in a clos: rivrg ramd the pleze where Nerj
was judged to be, With the fist veam of morn
ing they rushed in upon him and ook him
prione-, It appears that he showed no sur-
prise,—lie merely said, ‘‘Iexpected you!" He
was fouond sitting by the dead body of Lis mis.
tress, she was stabbed and newly bleeding. No
doubt lhia killed her, though he swears the cor.-
trary—lies are a4 easy 12 him as breathing.”

“But where were |iscomrades? I thought
he ecoimmandet a large band 77

“So h- fid, Signor; and we caught three
of the principa's only a fortnight ago, but
of the others pDo trace can be found.
I suppase Carmelo  himself dismissed
theo and gent them far and wide through the
cuuut.rﬁ. At any rate they are disbanded, and
with these sort of fellows, where there iz no
univn there is no danger.”

“ And Neri's sentcnce 2" T asked,

#Oh, the gn!leys for of course, thers is no
possible alternative,”
I I thanked my informant, and left the office

wan zlad to have learned these few varticu-
lare, for the treasure I uad discovered in my
own family ~vault was now more mino
than ever. Thers was not the remotfest
chancs of any one of the Neri band venturiog
g0 close to Naples in search of it, and I thought
with & grim amile that had the brigand chief
himeelf known the story of my wronegs, he
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in carrying cut so elaborate a plan of ven-
gonnce. All difficulties smoothed themselves
before me,—obs acles were taken ont of my
path,—my way was made perfectly clear—
each trifling incident was o mew finger-post
pointing out the direct road that led me to the
onedesired end. God Hims:if seemed on my
gide, a3 He ia surely ever on the side of justice !
Lot pot the unfaithful think that because
they eay long prayers or go regularly and
devontly to church with meek faces aud
pionsly folded hands, that the Eternal Wisdom
ia deceived thereby, My wife could pray,—she
eauld kneel like a lovely eaint in the dim 1eli-
giouslight of the sacred altars, her deepeyes up-
turned to the blamelets, infinitely reproachful
Cbrist,~and look you! each word eke uttered
was & blasphemy, destined to come back upon
herself =8 a curse. Prayer is dangerous ior
liars,—it is like falling willully on an upright
naked sword. Usod as an honorable weapon
the sword defends,—avatched up as the Jast re-
source of a coward it kills.

CHAPTER XI.

The third week of September was diawing to
its close when I returned to Naples, The wea-
ther had grown co.ler, and favorable reports
of the gragl:al deorcase of the cholera began to
gain gronnd with the anffering and terrified
population. Business was resumed as ususl,
pleasure had again her votaries, and society
whitled round once more in its giddy waltz as
as though it had never left off dancing, I
arrive? in the ¢'ty somewhat early in the day,
and had time to make somse preliminary ar-
rapgements for my plan of actior. I secured
the most pleasant ruit of apartmentsin the
best hotel, impressing the whole establishment
with a vast idea of my Wwealth and importance.

I casually montionsd to the landlord that I

‘d:sired to pwchass a carciage and horses,—

that I reeded o first-class  valet, and
a few other triflea ot the like
sort, and added that 1 rclied on his good ad-
vice and recommendation as to the places where
I should best obtain ail that I soughy, Need-
less 10 say, he tecame my slave,—never was
monarch better served than [,—the very waiters
hustled each other in a race to attend upon e,
and reports of my princely fortune, generosity,
and lavish expenditure, began fo flit from
mouth to month,—which was the result 1 de-
sired to abtain. .
And now the evening of my first dayin
Naplez came, and I, the supposed Conte Cesare
Oliva, the envied and flattesed noble, took
the first step towards my vengeance.
It was one of the loveliest evenings possible,
even in that lovely land,—a soft breeze blew
in from the sea,—the sky was pearl-like and
ure &8 nu opal, yes bright with delicate shift-
ing clouds of erimson and pale mauve,—sm
flecey Hecks of radiacce, that looked like a
shower of bloeroms fallen from some far inviei-
ble Flower-land. The waters of the bay were
glichtly rufl d by the wind, and curled 1nlo
tender Jittle dark blue waves tipped_with light
frioges of foam. After mv dioner I went out
and took my way to a well-known and popular
caf¢ which used to be a favourite hannt of mine
in the days when I was known as Fabio
Romani. Guido Ferrari was a constant kabitué
of the place, ard I felt that T should find him
there. The briilian’ rose-white and gold ealoons
were crowded, and owing to the present cool-
ness of the air thera were hunireds of little
tables pashed far out into the rtreet, at
which groups of persons were acated,
enjnyivg icee, wina or coffee, and congratn-
lating each other on the agreeable news
of the nteady decrease of the peatilence
that had ravaged the city. I glanced covertly
yet quick'y round.  Yes! I was not mistaken,
—there was my quordam friend, my traitorous
fos, sitting at his ense, 1-aning comfortably
bick in one chair, his fees put up
on another. He was swmokiog, and
glansing now and then threngh the columna
of the Paris Figaro. He was dressed
eaticely io bleck—a hypocritical livery, the
gombre hus of which suited his fine complexion
and pe: fectly handeome features, to admiration.
Oa the littls finpor of the rhapely hand that
every now and then was raised to adjast his
cigar, spirkird a diamond that gave oub a
myrizd scintiilations as it fl:shed in the ev.n-
ing light—it was of excoptional sizs and bril-
linncy, and even at o dlstanea I recognized it a8
my own property !

So '—a love-gift, Signor, or an 1 memorizm

of the dear and valued friend you
pave lest? T  wondered,—watching him
in dark rcorn the while,—~thin recollect-

ing wyself, 1 sauntered slowly towards him,nnd
parceiving a disengaged table mext to hig, I
deew o chair to it and sat down. He looked at
me indifferently over the top of his newspaper,
—but thergaeas nothing epec'ally atsractive in
the sigh '@hite-mircd man wearing smoke-
colnred apactacles, end he resumed his perusal
of the Figaro immedintsly. I rapped the end
of my walking cane on the table and summoned
a wrter from whom I ordered coffce. I
then 1it a civar, snd imitaticg Ferraci’s
easy posture,  smoked algo,  Some
thing in my attitude shen appaarad to strike
him, for he 1aid down his paper and again looked
at me, this time with more interest and some
thing of unensisess. ** g commenee, mon ami ”
1 thought, but I turnsd my head elightly aside
and feiguid to ba absorbed in the view. My
coffee  was brought, — I  paid for it
and tossed the wamter an unueunlly large
gratuity,—he mnaturelly fourd it incumbent
upou him to polish my eably  with
extra zeal, and to secure all the newspapers,
pictorial or otherwise, that were lying about,for
the pnrposs of obiequiouely decositing them ia
a heap atmy right hand. I addressed this
amiable narcon in the harsh and deliberate ac-
cents of my caretully dieguised volce,

“By tha way, I suppose you koow Naples
well ?°

Ok, i, Signor 1

“ Ebbcne, can you tell me the way to the
heuse of one Count Ifabie Romani, a wealthy
nobleman of this city ¥

Ha! & good his this time! Though appat-
ently not looking at hin T saw Fercari start as
though he had been_stuag, and then compose
himeclf in hisscat with an air of attention. The
waiter meanwhile, in answer to wmy question,
raised his hands, eves and shonlders all together
with a shrug expressive of resigned melancholy.

“ Ak gran Dio, e morto /"

““Dead!” 1 exclsimed with a pretendsd
start of shocked surprise. *“ So young? Im-
possible I

spht what will you, Sigonor? Tt was la
pesta : thers was no remedy. La pesta cares
nothing for vouth or age, ant =nares neither
rich nor pout.’

I'or & moment I leaned my head on wmy hand,
affecting to be overcme by the suddenness of
the news. Then loaking up. T said regrstiully,

S 3lzg! I am too late! I was g friend
of his father’™ 1 have been away for
many years, and I had a great wish to mee the
voung Romani whemn T last saw as g child.
Are there any relations of lus living 2—was he
marvied 7

The waiter, whose eounte2ance had as:umed
a fitting Jugubriousness in accordang2 with
what he imagined were my feelings, brightened
up immediately as he replied engerly, )

“gh, si, Signor! ‘The Contessa Romani
lives up at the Villa, though I Dbelieve she re-
ceives no one since her husband’s death. She
is young and benutiful as an apgel. There is
a little chlld, ton.”

A hasty movement on the part of Fer-
rari cansed me to turn ny eyes, or rather
my spactacles, in his direction, He leaned
forward, and raising s hat with the
old courteous grace I knew so well, said po-
litely.

+Pardon me, Signor, for interrupting you !
T knew the late young Count Romani well—
perhapu better than any man in Naples, I shall
be delighted to afford you any information you
may seek concerniog biw,” L :

Oh, the old mellow music of his voice !—~how
it struck onr my heart and pierced it like the re-
frain of a famiﬂar song loved in the days of our
youth, For an instant I could not speak,—
wrath and sorrow choked my utterance. For-
tunately this fecliog was but momentary,—
slowly T raised my hab in response to his saluta-
tion, and answered stiffly, S .

“ ] am your servant, Signor. You will oblige
me indced if you can place mse in communica-
tion with the relatives of this unfortunate

woull most probahly have rejoiced to think
that his buriad wezl'h was destin.d b2 aid me

young unoblemen. The eider Couat Romani
was dearer to me than abrother « , . | men

have such attachments - occasionally. Permit
me to introduce myself,” and I havded him my
visiting-card with a slight formul bow. He
accepted it, and as he read the name iv bore, he
gave me a qnick glance of respect mingled with
- pleased surprise,

. * The Conte Cesara Oliva ! he cxclaimed,

I er'eom myself most fortunate to hava met
you ! Your arrivsl has already buen notified
tous by the avant-courier of the fashionable
intelligence, ro that we are well aware, here
lavghing lightly, ‘*of the distinctive right

ou have to o hearty welcome in Naples,
am only sorry that sny distressing
news should hsve darkened the occasion
of your return here after so long an absence.
Permit me to express the hope that it may at
least be the only cloud for you on our southern
sunshine {”

‘And he extended his hazd with that ready;
frankvess and bonkomie which are always &
part of the Italian temperament, and ‘were'
especially so of his, A cold &En':'dde’r ran
througa my veins. God !. could I take his
hand 10 mive? I must,—f I would act my
part thoroughly,~for should I refuse he would
thiok it strange,—even rude, —I should Icse the
gsine by ore false move, ith a forced smile
1 hesitatingly held out my hand also, it was
gloved, yet as he clasped it heartily iz his nwn
the warm pressnre burnt through the glove
like fire. I could have cried ous in agony, so
excruciating was the mental torture which I
endured at that moment, But it passed, the
ordeal was over, and, I keew that from hence-
forth I should be adle to shake hands with him
asofcen and as indifferent!y as with apy other
man. It waa only this Arst time that it galled
me to the quick. Ferrari noticed nothing of
my emotiou—he was in excellent spirits, and
turning to the waiter, who had lingered to
watch us make each other’s acquaintance, he
exgaimed :

* dlora coffee, garcon, and a coupieof glorias.”
Then looking towards me, *You donot object
to a gloria. Conte? No? That is well. And
here is my card,” taking one from his pocket
and laying it on the tatle, ** Guido Ferrari, at
your gervice, an artist and a very pror one. We
shall celebrate our mesting by drinking each
other’s health !

Ibowed. The waiter vanished to execute his
orders, and XYerrari drew bis chair closer to
mine.

“ I see you emoke,” he siid gaily. *““Can I
offer you one of my cigars? They are un-
usually choice, Permtme,” aud he proffered
me a richly-emboased and emblazoned eilver
cigar case, with the Rorani arms and coronet
and my own initials engraved thereon. It was
mine, of conree,—I tcok it with a sensaticn of
grim amusement—I had not seen it rince the
aay I died ! X

“ A fine antique,” I remarked‘sarelestly, tuin-
iog it over and over in my hand, ‘‘ cu ious and
valuable. A gift or an heirloom ?

It belonged to my late friend, Count
Fabio,” he apswered, puffing a light cloand of
smoke in the air as he drew his cigar frum hias
lips to epeak. *‘It was foucd 1n his ocket by
the prieat who eaw him die, That and other
trifles which he wore on his perscn were de-
livered to his wife, and ”

*'She naturally gave you the cigar case as a
memento of your friend,” I said, interropting

him.
[1]

6 so. ¥You have guessed it exactiy.
Thanks,” and he took the case from me as I
returned it to him, with & frank smile.

¢ Ta the Countesa Romani young I 1 ferczd
myeelf to isquire.

“ Young and beau'ifu) as a mid-ummer morn-
ing "’ replied Ferrari with enthusiasm, *I
doubt if sunshine ever fell on a more enchanting
weman ! If you were a young man, Conte, I
should ba silent regarding her eharms, —bus
your white hairs inspire one with conficence. I
asaure you svlemoly, though Fabio was my
friend, and an excallens fellow in his way, ke
was never worthy of the woman he married !

~Indeed!” I said coldly, &8 this dagger-
thrust s'truck home o my heart. '*I only knew
him when he was quite a boy. He reem:d to
me then of a warm and loving temperament,
generous (o a fault, pnhaps over-credulous;
yot he promised well. His father thonght so;
I contess 1 thoogh® sa tco. Reports have
reached me from time to time of the care with
which he managed the immense fortune left to
him. He gave large sume away in charity, did
he nnt? and was he not a lover of books and
gimpla pleasures ?”

$*Qh I grant you all that !"” returned Ferrari
with some impatience, ‘‘He was the moit
moral man in immoral Naples, if you care for
that sort of thing. tuaons—philosophic—
parfait gentithomme—proud aa the devil, virtu.
vus, ursuspecting, and withal a fool I”

My temper ro:e danmgerously—but I con-
trolled it, and remembering my part in the
drama I had coostructed, 1 biokein viclent,
harsh laughter. .

“Bravo !” Iexclaimed. ‘ Oaze c.n easily see
what a ficat-rate yoavrg feilow you are? You
have no Liking for meral men,—ha ha ! excel-
lent ! Iagees with you. Idrink your health
with pleasure, Signor Ferruri—you and T must
be friends ! "

Tor one momert he zeemed startled by my
sudden outburst of mirth,—the next, he lanzhed
heartily himself, and as the waiter appeared
with the coffee and cognac, inspired by the oc-
casion, he made ag equivocal, elightly indelicate
joke concerning the personal charms of a cer-
tain Antoinetta whom th2 gareon was supposed
to favor with an eye to matrimony. The fellow
prinned,—in no wise offended,—and pocketng
fresh gratuities from both Ferrari and mgyerelf,
departed on naw errands for other_ customers,
apparently in high good humor with himself,
Antoinetta, and tbe world in general. R-sum-
ing the interrupted conversation I ss d,

* And this poor, weak-minde¢ Romani—was
h's denth sudden

“Remarkably 80,” answered Ferrari, leaning
back in his chair, and turning his hacdsvme
flusted facz up to the sky where the stars were
beggioning to twinklc out one ky one, *‘it ap-
pears from all accounts that he rose early and
went out for a walk on one of thosze wesufferably
hot August mornings, and at the furthess limit
of the Vil grounds he came upon a fruit-sel-
ler dying of chulera. Of course, with his
quixolic ideis, he must needs stay and talk
to the boy, and then run lhke a
madman through the heat iuto Nn&)lea, to find
a doctor for him. Instead of & physician he
met a priest, and he was taking this priest to
the azsistance of the fruit-seller (whe by the by
died in the menutiine and wak past all caring
for) when he himself was struck down by the
plague. He was carried thea and there toa
common iun, where in absut five hours he died
—all the time shrieking curzes on any one who
shounld dare to take him alive or dead inside his
own ficwse, He showed good sen-c in that at
Iaact ;—naturally he was anxious sot to bring
the contagion t> hus wife and chi'd.”

“1s the chnld a boy ora girl ? T asked cnre-

lessiy.

“Aagirl. A wmere baby,—aad uninteresting
old-fashioned little thing, very lilke her
father.”

My poor little Stella!

Every pulse of my being thrilled with
indignation at the indifferently chill way
in which he, the man who had fondled
her and pretended to love her, now spoke
of the chiid. She was, as far as he knew,
fatherless ; he, no doubt, had gocd reaeon to
suspect that her mother cared little for her, and
I saw plainly that she was, or soon would be,
a slighted and friendless tliing in the household.
But I mnde no remark, - I sipped my cognac
with an abstracted nir for a few secomds, ~then
I aiked,

“ How was the Count buried 7 Your narra-
tive interests me greatly,”

*‘ Oh, the priest who was with himenw to his
borial, and, I believe, was able to administer
the last sacraments. At any rate, he had bim
Iaid with allproper respect in his family vauls,
—I myself was present at the funeral,” ‘

I started involuntarily, but quickly repressed
myself. ;

““You were present—you—you" and my'
voice almost failed me.

Ferrari raired "his eyebrows with a look
surprised inquiry: - L -
_ “YOf course! You are astonished at that?

-
,0f

“But perhaps yon dé oot understand. I was ths

Count's very ' c¢lusest fiiend, closer. thau n
brother, I may say. I¢ was natural, even neges-

4 LR RN 3
sary, that I should attend, hia body to itslash
resting-place.” T R

By s time I had recovered himself. :

‘“ [ see,—I see !” I muttered histily—* Pray
excuse me;—my age renders ms nervous of
disense in any form, and T should have-thonght
the fﬁar of contegion might have weigbed with
you.” . - K
“With me/” and he laughéd lightly, I
was naver ill in mylife, aud I have no dread
whatever of cholera. I suppose I ran. some
risk, though I never thooght about it a¢ the
time,—but the priest—one of the Benedictine
order,—died the very next day.”" :

¢ Bhocking !” I murmured over my. o3ffze-
cup.  *Very chocking.” And you actuslly en.
tertained no alarm for yourselt 2. . -/’

*“Nons in the Jeast. To tell yon the truth
-I;'am-armed’ against; contagions illnesses, by
& conviction I have- that am - ‘not
doomed to die of any diséase. A. prophedy,”—
and here a cloud crossed: his features—'"an
odd pmﬁhecy was made about me when I was
born, which, whether it come tiue ‘or not pte-
vents me from panic in days of plague.” &

¢t Indeed {"1 said, with interest, for this was
news to me. * And may one ask what this
prophecy is "

¢ Oh certainly. Itis to the effect that I shall
die a violen’ death by the hand of a once fami-
liar friend. It was always an absurd stateme.t,
—a1 old nurse’s tale—but it is now
more absurd than ever, considering that
the only friend of the kind I ever had oram
likely to have is dead and buried—namsly,
Fabio Romani.”

And he sighed elightly.,
and looked at him steadily.

CHAPTER XIIL

The sheltering darkness of ths spsctaocles I
wore prevented him from noticiog the searching
seruting of my fixed gaze, fis face was
shadowed by a faint tinge of melancholy ; hia
eyes wero thoughtful and a'most sad.

“ You loved bim well then in epite of hia
foolishness 2’ I said.

He roused himself from the pensive mocd
into which he had fal'en, and smiled.

*““Loved him? No! Certainly not,—noth-
ing so strong as that ! Iliked him fairly,—he
borght eeveral pictures of me,—a poor artiet
has always scme sort of regard for the man who
buys his work. Yes, Iliked him well enough
till he married.”

“Ha! I supprss his wife cime between
you?” He flushed slightly, and drank cff the
remsinder of bis ¢'gnas in haste

“Yes,” he replied briefly, *‘she came be-
tween us, A maa i3 never quite ths same after
marrisge. But we have been gitting a long time
here—shall we walk 2™

He was evidently anxious to change the sub-
ject. I rose slowly as though my joints were
stiff with age, and drew ont my watch, s finely
i-welled one, to see the time, It wag past nice
'elock.

* Perhape,” I said addressiog him, * you will
accompnny me as far asmy ho.el. I am com-
p2lled to retire early an a rule,—I suffer much
from » chroniz complaint of the eyes as you
puceive,” here touching my spactzacles, ‘‘and 1
cannot endurs much artificial lighs, We can
talk further on our way. Will you give me a
chance of seeing your victures? I shall esteem
my=elf happy to be one of your patropa.”’

‘* A thousand thasks ! he auswered gaily,—
“I will show yon my poor attempts with
pleasurs,—shon!d you f£nd anything among
them to gratify your taste, I aball of course be
honored. But, thank beaven! I am not o
greedy of patronage 24 1 used to be—iv fact I
intend resigning the grofesuion alsogether in
about six months or so0.’

‘ Indeed ! Are you comirg into a foriun:?’
I asked carelessly.

‘* Well—not exactly,” he anawered lightly—
¢ I am voing to marry one,~thav is almost the
same thing, 181§ not 7’

* Precieely ! I congiatulate you 2" Ieaid ina
etudiously indiffereat and slightly bored tone,
though my heart pulsed fieroely with the to--
rent of wrath pens up within it. I understo.d
his meaning well. In s'x months he purpozed
marrying wy wife. Six months was the

I raised my head

shorteet  possible interval that  could
be observed according to  wsccial  eti-
nuette, between the death of one

hnsband and the weddine of anobher. and even
that was 80 short as to bo barely decent.  Six
months,—vet in that space of time much might
happen,—thisgs undreamt of and undesired,—
slow tortures carefully measured out, punish-
ment sudden and heavy! Wrapped in thege
s mbre musings I walked beside bire in profound
silence. The moon shone brilliantly ; greups of
giris danced on 1he shore with therr lovers, to
the sound of a fluteand mandoline—far off
acruss the bay the sound «f sweet and plaintive
singing floated, from some boat ip the distance,
to our ears—the eveniag breathed of benuty,
prace, and love, But I,—my fingers quivered
with restrained longiog {0 be at the throat of
the graceful liar who saunted so0 easily and con-
fifent]y beside me. Ak heaven, ify he only
knew! If he could have realized the trutb,
would his face have worn quite so carelres o
smile,~would his manner have been quitesgo
free and dauntleis ! Stealthily I glanced at
him ; he was bumwming a tune softly under his
breath, but feeling imstinctively, sUppOsLP,
that my eyes were upon him, he interrupted the
melody and turned ¢s me, with the question,
“You have travelled far and geen much,

‘“ And in what country have you found she
niost beautiful women ?”

* Perdog me, young 81, I answered coldly,
“ ¢ cusiness of life has separated me almost
ent '+ “rom feminine society. I hnve devated
myecl cxclusively to the amassing of wealth,
understanding thoroughly that gold ia the key
to all thiogs, even to woman’s love ; if I desir.
ed that laster commodity, which I do not. I
fear that I scarcely know a fair face fiom a
plain one,—I never was attracted by women,
rnnd now at my age, with my eettled habits, 1
am not likely to alter my opinions concernicg
them—atd I frankly confess these opinions are
the reverse ot favorable.”

Ferrari laughed. “You remind me of
Yabio ! he maid. ‘* He used to talk in that
strain before he wan married,—vhough he was
young and had none of the experiences which
may have made you cynical, Cont»! But he
gltex‘-gd his ideas very rapidiy—and no won-

er ! :

‘¢ Ts his wife so very lovely, then ' I agked.

“Very ! Delicately, laintily beautiful. But
no doubt you will see her for yourself ;—as a
friend of her Iate husband's father, you will
call upon her, will you not ?”

“Why should I?” I s«id grufly—* I have
no wish to meet her ! Bezides, an inconsolable
widew eeldom cares to receive visitors ;—1I shall
nat iatrade upon her sorrows !

Never was there a batter mcve than this show
of utter indifference I aflected. The less I sp-
peared to care about secing the Countess
Romani, the more anxious Ferrari was toin-
trojuce me-—(introduce me ! . . to my
wife! . . .) and he set to work preparing
hls own doow with assiduous ardor.

¢ Oh, bat you must see her!” he exclaimed
eagerly —** She will receive you, I am sure, as
a special guest. Your age and your former ac-
quaintance with her late husband’s famdy, will
win from her the ntmost courtesy, believe ms!
Besides, she is not really inconsolable....” He
paused suddenly. We had arrived at the en-
trance of my hotel. I looked at him stendily.

‘* Not really inconsolable 2" I repsated ina

tone of inquiry. Xurrari broke into a forced
laugh. ‘ ,
“Why, no!” he gaid. “ What wounld you ?
Sha is young and light-hearted,—perfectly
lovely and in the fulness of youth and health.
One cannob expect her to weep loug, especially
for a man she did not care for,”

I arcended the hotel steps. - ** Pray come in 1"
I said, with an jnviting movement of my hand,
‘t You mush take uaglses of wine before you

manner, Ferrari became more st his ease than
.ever, and hooking his arm t.hron(i‘h mine a8 we
crossed the broad passage of the hotel togbhh"ar,)

He replied in a confidentisal tone,— . -

my-late friend was utterly insensible to the

beaaty of his wife,—he was cold ns a stone, *

- You "are living en

I vasg’{:

leave. And so ., . . she did not care for}: '
him, you say " - . I
Encouraged by my friendly invitation and

» My dear. Conte, how can a woman .lovea |.
man’ who is forced upon her by her father for |’
the'money he gives har 2. As I'told you befors, |

and preferréd’his books. Th '

ag nohlove for bim !’ e0 naturally she
.. By this timo we had reached m .
and a5 I threw open the doog npnszt‘:’nir;[{;
Ferrari was taking in with 'a critica] eye L
:«;ﬂt&y; E;,nhqgsland luxurious furnisure, ]s

e o - R .

sﬁzl;le,_-& i3 last re:n.xu.-‘l';.,_71;_§a.d..v;r}‘|..l:‘|.ncb1“y

** And as T told you before, mp dear
Terrari, T know po‘nhib}f'h'haii.»:'mrabuu; .“zl:ﬁﬁr
and ca.re' less than -notning for'their loves of
hatreds ! 1 have always thovght of them more
or-less as playiul kittens; who purr when they
:.:?“g,u]ro‘t:lelgﬁt};:ﬁ .rjgéh_tl way, acd ferean noy

L ) elr: tails én ont, 7
this Montepuleiano tre trodden o, Try
(e-accopted the ‘glass I proffered hin

tasted ' the ‘wine with the 'Ie)zii-‘:of‘ei. bcﬂ'nz?f
#eur, T e
=< Exquisite-1” he murraured, sippicg it lasily,
enyy Som1" > prince bere, Conte ! 1
. Y

o1 need not,” I answered, ** You

‘youth and health, and, as yun have hill;%t:;
to me,—love ; all these things are bettar than
wealth, 80 people 8ay. At any rate youth and
health are good things,—love I have no belicf
in.  As forme, 1 am a more luxurious anims). -
}:)::zgh :gn:!s:rn a.tnq lenauIbeyond soything, 1

oy trials,— I

my‘kon fani '*‘{1-'1'1 , now tske wmy rest in
*' A very excellent and acnsitle fashion!”
amiled Ferrari, leaning his head easily b::!ﬁno.n
the satin cushions of the easy chair into which
he !Bd throwin himself, i

*‘Do you know, Contr, new I log
well, I think you must have heen vgyml:mlt’l?f
some when you were youns ! You have g tu.
perb figure !

I bowed stiffly. ““You flatter, me Sianor! I
belicve I mever was specially bidecus,—but
lovks in a man alweys rank second to strenash,
an‘q of strength I have plenty yet remairing.™
. ‘I do net doubt it,” he returned, still regard-
icg me attentively willl an expression in which
thera was the faintest shndow of uneasiacss.

It is an odd coincidence, you witl say, but
1111'101(11&3 mdost e{:traor;hnary éeseml:la.uce n the

eight and carriage of your figure to t r
latie frie::;(il Romn%i.” y g hat ot my

p.ured some wine enb for mys 1
steady hand and drank ig. yeelt with o

*'Really " Ianswered. “I am glad that T
remind you of him,—if the reminder is agrec-
able! Buatall tall men are much aiike so far
as ﬁgure_g-'es, providing they are weil made.”

Ter.ari's brow was coatrected in g musiog
frown, and_he auswered not. He ¢till lcoked
at me, and I returs.ed hia look without embar-
ragsment. Finally he soused himself, smiled,
and fnished diinking his glass of Montepul-
cm‘:.:% Tbglxll he rose to go.

ou will permit mo to mentina your e

:1(') t‘}lxe Uotintess Romsni, T hope?’ hZ raiéucl.g;-

ially. am cettain she will receiv
should von desire 1t,” ceive. you,
I foigued a sort of vexation, and made an
abrupt w-vement of impatience.
“The fact is,” I said at last, “I very much
dislike talkirg to women. They are always
illogieal, and their fiivolty wearies me. But
you have been 8o friendly tkat I will give yeu
a meassge to the Countess,—if you lave no
objection to deliver it. I shoald be sorry te
troubls you unneceseatily—and you nerhaps
will pot have an opportunity of seeing her for
some days?”
He colored elightly and meved uneasily.
Then with a kind of effur ke replied :
**On the contrary, I am going to see her this
very evening. I aesure you it will be a pleas-
ure to me to cenvey to her any greeting you
may desire % send.”
*'Ob, it is no greeting,” I continued calmly,
noting the varvious signs of embarrassment
in his  maoner with a careful eye,

ft is & mere message, which, howaever,
way enable you to understatd why I was an-
xious to tes Lth? young man who i3 dead. In
my very early manhood the elaer Count
Romani ¢id me an inestiwoable service. [ never
forget his kindnees,—(my menicry is extra-
ordinary tenacions of both benefits and in-
jurire),—and I bave always desi ed to repay it
in some suitable manper. I have with me a
few jewels of almost priceless value,—I have
wyself eollected them, and I reserved them as
a present to the son of my old friend, simply as
a trifling souvenir or expreesion of gratitude
for past tavors reccived from his fam:ly, His
audden death has deprived me of the pleasure
of gulﬁllmg this intenti-u, but as the jewela are
quite uselees to  me, am perfectly
wilng to  hand them over 1o the
Countess Romani, should she czre to
have them. They would have becn hers
had her husband . lived,~they &honld
be hers now, If you, Signor, will report these
facte to her, and learn her wishes with respect
to the matter, I sball be ruch indebted to

you,”

“I shall be dehghted to obey yon,” replied
Ferrari courtsously, rising at the same time to
take his lenve. “‘Iam proudto ba the bearer
of eo pleasing an errand. Beautiful women
love jewels, and who shall blame them ? Bright
eycs an1 diamnnds go well together? A rive-
derei, Signor Conte! I trust we shall meet
often.”

*“I have no doubt we shall,” I anuwered

quietly.
(To be Continued,)
m
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_ Chroniz n-sal carrh positively cured by Dr.
Szge’s Rewedy.,

A CHARITABLE IRISHMAN.
ItE REQUEATHS $G00,000 T¢ EDTCATE CATHOLIC
BOYS,

CuarrorrerowN, P.E L1, Jen. 5 —Tas
people of Princo Edward Isiand ave excited
over the provisions of the late Owen Con-
nolly’s will. He left his widow 85,000 snd
homestead, some minor bequests to other re-
lasives, cut cft his nephews, who were re:
garded as his heirs, without o ¢lollar, attached
tuch conditiozs to a bequest of $40,000 to
Bishop MeIntyre for the erectien of n Cathe-
lic cothicdral that the Bishop refused to ac
cept it, and left tho balance of the estate,
estimated a% §600,000, to tho poor ef Cha:-
Dyttetownn and toward the education of
Catholic boys, children of poor Catholic
prrente of Lrigh hirth or descent. Taey ore
to recelve o preliminary education st Sh
Dunstan’s Gollege, Charlottetown, und then
#o to Ireland to gradust: at Trinity College.
Governor McDonald, Premier Sullivan and
Lawyer Petors are the executors,
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