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( -larino.
" I had a dream, too, last night, but there i^ a

good tiling about my dreams-they always come true-

and it was about you.' . ,.,1
''

lilv fate nmst have been pleasanter than it is likely

to be
'' said Vivienne, " judging from your manner.

^'Listen, Vivienne," said Clarine, " you can judge

for vourself. I thought yon were betrothed to a man

^vhom you did not love and you were very unhappy;

then a stranger came; he was young and handsome and

your heart went out to him. He met Co mt ^lont

'd'Sro and they qnarrelled-they fought-the Count

was killed and you married the stranger

"How f.x^lish, Clarine! But you know they say

dreams go by contraries."
ni„^;„n«iid-

As thev walked back to the house, Clarine sad

-fake^nv advice, Vivienne, and tell the Count that

voutn ;na;ry him. You must trust in the One above

Your Heavenly Father doetli all things well-if it is to

^"^Ol.rManassa had not been sleeping. ITe had over-

hoard ,.hat had passed between Vivienne and her nurse.

Inimediately after they had gone into the garden he

made his ^vay to hi^ master's room. He found Pascal

Hatistolli alone. r t> 4.- +^ii; "
" Ah, this is a sad day for the house of^ BatistelU,

he cried. " She is unworthy of the name."

" Whv, what has happened now? " asked Pascal.

" I heard her say it—your sister Vivienne.^

" Heard her sav what ? " cried Pascal. " \\ hy don t

vou speak out and not stand mumbling there i

<' I heard her say that she would as soon marry

the son of :^Ianuel Delia Coscia as give her hand to

Count Mont d'Oro. It
' true. I heard it. I swear

Pascal took a silver coin from his purse and threw it

towards !Manassa.

"I see, you must be out of tobacco; but keep your


