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CHAPTER XXIX.—Contigued/” "

On the last day-’!quanuary I returned.to
Naples, after an absende of wtore than a montn,
and was, welcomed batk by all~my numerous
acquiiatancs with enthusiasm, he Marquis
D’Avendours. had ., inlprmedy.;me _rightly—
the affdr of the duel. was'.a- thing: of’the:
past,—an almost forgatten cijcumstance.™ The
Carnival was in full riot; the streets were scenes:
of fantastiomirth‘and revelryy;-thete was music’
and song; dancing ardmasquiading, and fepat:
ing. Bus Iwthdrew from the tumult of mer
riment, and absorbyd mveglf, io_ the'necessary.
preparations for—my marriags, - .

CHAPTEH XXX.° <

Looking back on th: iuc.dents of those
strange feverish weeke that precedel my
wedding day, they eesm to me like the
dreams of a dyiog man. Shifting ocolors,
oonfused images, momens of clear I'ght, hours
of long darknesy—all thing gross, retined, ma-
terial, and spiritual wera shakenup inmylife like
the fragm-ncs ia a kaleiloscope, ever changing
inko new forms and bewildering patterns. My
brain was clear; yet I often questioned myself
whethar I was not going mad —whether all the
careful mathodical plans I formed were but the
hazy fancies of a hopelessy diaordered
mind? Yet no; each detail of my sciems
Was3 t0d complieis, tou conaistent, tno busi-
ness-like for that. A madman may have a
method of action to s certain extent, tut
thera is always some ¢light slip;, rome owmis-imn
some mistake which helps tu. discover his cun-
dition. Now [ forgot nothing —I had the com-
poa=d exactitude of & careful banker who
ba'ances his accounts with tlie moat elaborate
regularity. I can laugh to think of 1t all now ;
bat then—then I'moved, spoke and acted like
a hum.a machine impellad by stronger fore:s
'th'in n:)}l' owao—in a'l thingJ precise, inall thiogs
* Haxible, .

‘Vithin the week of my rcturn from Avellinc

; coming marrinee with the Countess Romani
w = nnaounced, Two days afterit had been
snud = publie, while saunteriog across the Largo
«t 1 Castello, I met the Marquis 1’Avencourt.
i uind not aeen him sincethe mo ning of the duel,

aud his presence gave ma a sort of nervous
shoek. He was exceedingly cordial, th.ugh I
fancied he was also slightly embarrassed. After
a few commm-olace remarks he said abruptly :

*So your marrisge will positively take
place

I forced a laugh.

 Ma / certamente ! Do you doubs it?"”

His bandsome tace cloud.d nnd his manner
grew still mare constrained.

*No; but I t ought—I had hopsd—"

** Mon cher,” Isaid sirly, ** [ perfectly un-
derstand to what you allade. But we men of
the world are not fastidious, we know batter
than to pay any head to the fonlish love-fancies
of o woinan befure her marriage, 3¢ lang as she
do s not trick us alterwawis. The letters vou
sent rae wesw trifl -~ mere trifles! [z wedding
the Contessa Romuni I aesurs you I b-lieve I
securs the moss virtu us &8 w.il as the most
lovely wovan 1w Kuropz!” And 1 laugaed
again haartily,

D' wencoars Jovked puzzled; but he was a
punctidions inan, and knew Low to steer clear of
a delicate subjuct,  He wmited.

“Ala bonne heure,” be said—**I wish you
joy with ail my pewrt! Yoo are the best
judge of your own bappincss : as f- r me vive la
tibertc /"

And with a gay pariing snlute he left me. No
one else in the city appearcd to share his fore-
boding scruples, if he had any, abous my
forthcoming macriag2. It wus everywhere
talked of with as much iunter.st and ex-
pectation as though 1t w r¢ some new amuse-
ment invented to heighten the merrimend of
the Carnival. Ameng other things, T earned
ohe reputation of being o most impatient lover,
tor now I would consent to no delays. I hur-
ried all the preparations on with feverish pre
cipitation. I had very little diffieulty in per-
suading Niva that the oonor our weddiag took
place tue better, she was to the full as eager as
myself, ps reidy to rush 0. her own destrnction
a8 Guido had peen. Her cnisf pis.ion was
avarice, and the repeat.d rumors of my sup-

posed fabulons waalth had aroused her greed
from the very moment whe had first met

.

me in my nssumed character of the
Count Oliva. As soon 28 her easgagement
#0 me bocame Lkaowr ia Naples, she

was an object of envy to all thuse of her
own swx whe, during the previous autumn,
had laid out their storu of fascinations to entrap
me in vain—and this made ber perfectly happy.
Pernapa the supremeat antisfaction a woman of
shia sock can attuin to, is tho fact of making her
laea fartunatesisters discouteated and miseravle!
I loadeq her, of course with the costliest gifis,
and she, b-ing the sole wistress of the fortune
1eft her by hev * lute hushand,” as well asof the
uofortunate Guido's toney, ket no 1.nits to her
extravagaacys. Sho ordered the nost expensive
ani clabirate cos'umes; whe was engaged
mornings afior  moramg  with dressmakers,
tailors and milliners, and st was eurrounded
by a certain favor-a ““set™ of f.male friends,
for whoswe benefit she dislayed the incoming
treasures of her wardrobe till they wers ready
so cry for spite and vexation, thragh they had
to swile and hold in their wrath and outraged
vanity beneath ths social mnask of complacens
oomposure, Auvd  IMina loved nothing
better than to torturs the poor women
who were stioted of packoet-mouvy, with the
gicht of sbhimmering sutivs, soft radiating
plushes, rich velve:s, embroidery studded witn
real gims, pi-ces of costly old lace, pricelers
geants, ard nriicles of dijouleric ; she loved also
#> dazzle the eyes and b:wilder the brains of
youog gi:la, whoss finest toilette was a gerb of
simplest white stuff unadorned save ny a
olaster of mpaturzl Uloasuus, and  to
send them away sick at beart, pining
for they kuew not what, dissatisied wich
everything, and grumbliog at fats for bot per-
mitting them to deck thewmselves in such mar-
vellous *“ arrang-mnents” of costume as thoee
posses:ed by the hsppy, the fortupate fature
Countess Oliva.

Pror maidens ! had ttey but knawn all they
wounli vot have envied her. YWomen are too
fond of mensuring happiosss by the amcunt ot
elothes they obtap, and I truly believe dress ia
the one thing thut never fails to conzola them.
How often a fit of bysterics can ba cut short by
the opportuse arrivel of a new gown,

My wife, 1n consideration of her approaching
second onptila, had thrown off her widow’s
orape, and now appeared clad in those soft sub-
dued hali-tints of color that suited her fragile,
fairy-like b-auty of pertection. All her old
witcheries aud her gracefnl tricks of manner
and apesch were li\ut forth again for my benefit.
I kunew them all so well. I understood the
valae of  Ther light cnresses and lan.
guishing loocks 8o thorou{ghly. She was
very anxious to attain the full dignity of her
poeition a8 the wife of so rich a nobleman as I

'pIéa.agd. I wore my dark glasses as usual, and

peering, inquisitive gaze ; for sice the nighs
he bad beeu hurled «o fisrcely to the ground hy
Guido'’s reckless and impatient hand, the poor
old wan-had been paralyzed, sud had spoken
no word. - He lay in an upper chambver, tended
by Assunta, aud my wife had already written
to his relatives in Lembardy, asking them to

send for him bome, . .
him " she had ssked

** Of whatuse to keep

8, . ) L -

True'!  Of what use to give even roof-ahelter
to aipoor old buman. creaturs; maimed, broken
and uspless for evermpte ? -After-long years of
faithful service, “furt him out, cast bhim
forfh'] If he die of neglect, starvation and ill-
ueage’ what matter?—he is a -worn-out tool,
nia_day. is- done—let him psrish, I would
"not'plead for him—why should I? I had made
my own. plans for his
be carried out; and i®¥he meantime Assunta
n6itsed him tenderly as he lay speechless, with
no mars strength than a year-old baby, and only
abewildered pain in his wpturned, lack-lustre
eyes. One incident cccurred ‘during these
lest days of vengean-e thut struck a.sharp pain
to-my-heart, together with a sense of the
Littersat anger. I had gome up to the Villa
svmewhat early in the morning, and on croesing
the lawn I saw a durk form «tretched motion-
less on one side of the paths that led directly
up to the honse. I wenttoexamino it, and
started b:ck in horrer—it was my dog Wyvis
shot dead. Hissilky black be'd and forepaws
were dabbled in btlooi, his honeet hrown eyes
wrre glazed with the film of his dying ag- niea,
Sickened snd ivfuriated at the right, T callrd to
a gardener who wus trimmmg the shrutbary.

** Who haa doae this ?” I demandcd.

The man looked pityirgly at the poor bleed-
ing remains, and said in a low voice,

“It was Madama's order, signo-. The dog
L1t her yesterdny ; we shot him at daybreak.”

I stooped to caress the fuithtul unimal's boty,
and as 1 stroked the rilky coat my eyes were
d.m with te-ra

** How did iv happen 2 I asked in smothered
accentd,  “* Was your lady hurt ?”

The gardeuer shrugged his :houlder aand
sighed.

**Ma/—~no! But he tora the lace on ter
dress with his teeth aud grazed her hand, It
was little. but enongh. He will bite no mecre—
povera bestra !

1 gava the fellow fiva franszs,

* liked the dog,” X said biiefly, *“ he was a
faithful creature, Bury himn decently under
that tree,” and I pointed to the giant cypre-s
on the lawp, *and take this money for your
trouble,”

He looked surprised but grateful, and pro-
mised to do my bidding. Ooce mors s.rrow-
fully caressing the fallen head of perhaps the

m

traest friend I ever possessed, I strode
hastily into the house, and met Nina
coming out of her morning room, clad

in one of her graceful trailing garments,
1n which a»ft lavender bues were blended like
the shaded colors of lats and early viulets,

30 Wyvis has been ahot ?” T said abruptly.

Shw gave a slight shulder,

**Oh, yes; is it novsad? DBut I was com-
palled to kave 1t dome.  Yeaterd.y I wens prst
within rewch of his chain, and he sprang tun-
cualy abine for no reasun at all, Se-!" And
holding up her eoft gmall hand sh+ showed me
three trifliog marks in the delicnte flash, 1
fels that you would b: #o unbappy if you
though: Tk pia dog that waa at all d.ngerons,
8o [ teternuned to pot rid of him.  Tris alwayn
painful 10 bave a favarite animusl killed ; but
really Wyvis b-lunged tv my poor hushan i, rnrl
I think he has never been quite safe rince his
master’s daath, cnd row Giacome is 11l 3

“ I vea!” I said curtly, cutting her explana-
tiong ehort.

Within mysclf I th ught how much more
gweat and va'uable wa= the dog's life than Lors,
Brave Wy-ta—good Wyvis! Ha had done hia
brat—hw had tried to tear her dainty flesh : his
honest iostincts had led bim  to  attempt
rough vengeaoce on the womsn ke had
felt was his master’s fie. And ho had met
his fate, and cied in the performance of
daty. But I s.id no more on the subject
The dog's death was not alluded to ngsin by
either Nina or myself, He lay in his mosy
grave under the cypress b ughs—-his memory
untainted by any lie, and his ﬁdeli?y en<hrined
m my heart as 2 thing good and gracivus, for
oxceeding the sell-interested friendshp of so-
called Qhristinn humanity. :

The days passed slowly 01, To the revellers
who chased the flying steps of Carnival with
shouting and 1.ughter, no doubt the hours we:e
brief, bring ro brimful of inerriment ; but to me,
who heard nothing save the measured ticking
of my own time-prece of R-:venge, sud who saw
naught sava its hands, that every eecond
r'raw nearer to the last and fatal figure of the
dial, the very moments a-emed long and Iad-n
w th weariness. I roamed the streets of the
city naimlessly. feeling more like n deserted
stranger than a well-known and envied noble-
man, whow wealth made him the cynseure of

all eyes. Thne 1istous glee, the musie, the col-
cur that whirlel and reeled through the
great strees of Tuledo at  this  season

bewildered and pained me. Though I knaw
aud waa azrustomed to the wild vagariss of car-
nivals, yet thin year thia eeemed to be out of
place, distracting, senvelass, and all untamiliar.
Sometimes I escaped from the city tumule
and wandered out to the cemetery. There I
would stwod, dreamily lovking at the freshly-
turned 1018 ubyve Guido Ferrari's grave, No
stone marksd the sput as yet, but it was close
to the Roumani vault — pot more than a
couple of yards away from the iron
grating that barred the evtrance to that dim
and fata' charnl-touse, T had a drear farcina-
tion for the place, and more than once I wentto
th= openivng «f that secret presage made by the
brigands to ascertain if all was safe and nundis:
tnrbed. Evervthing was as 1 had leftit, cave
that the tingle of brushwood had become
thicker, and weeds and brambles had epruag
up, making it 12es visible than before, and vro-
bibly reodering it more impassabla. By a
f riuoate accident I had secured the kay of
the vault, 1 koew that for family burial-
places of this kind there are always two
keyi—one left in charge of the ke-per of the
oemetery, the other possessed by the person or
persons to whom the msusoleum belongs, and
this other I macaged to obtain. T
On one ocasion, being left for some time
alone in _myown library at the. Villa, T re-
membered that in an upper drawer of sn
old oiken. escritoire thst stood there, had al-
way 8 been a-few keys belonging to the doors of
ceilars and rooms in the honse. T lookni, wnt
found them lyiog there as_usual ; they all had
labels attached to them, signifying their use,
and I turoed thein over impatiently, not find-
ing what I songht. I was about to g1ve up the
search, whea I perceived a large, rnsty iron
key that had slipped to the back of the drawer;

I pulied it out, and to my satisfaction
it was labellel “Mausoleum.” I imme-
diately took possession of it, glad to

have obtained so useful and nscessary sn im
lement ; I knaw that I should soon need it!
he cemetery was quite deserted at this fertive

was reputed to be, therefore she rafsed no ob-
jection when I fixed the day of our marriage
for Giovedo Grasso. Then the forling and
roumming, the dancing, shrieking and seream-
ing would be at its height ; it pleased mny whim
to have this other pisce of excetlsnt masquerad-
ing take place at the same time,

The wedding waa to beas private as possible,
owing to my wife’s ‘' recent snd bereavements,”
a8 she herself said with a pretby sigh und tear-
ful, pleading plance. Ib would tuke place in
the chapel of San Geonary, adjoining the
cathedrsl. We were married thera before!
During the time {hav intervened, Nina's
manner w-g somewhat singulor. To me
she was often timid, oand sometimes
helf-conciliatory. - Now and then I caught
her large dark eyes fixed cn 180 with a startled,

. aaxious loak, bus this expression swon passed
away. She was subjcen, tuo, vo wild fits of
. merriment, and snop to mocds of abzorbed and
“gloomny silence, T could pleicly see’ that she
wanr strang up to an extreme pirch 6f norvous
excitewa nt and irritabi ity. bub'l asked ber no
questiors. If,—T thought,—if ahe tortured het-
. 80lf with memories, all the hetter,—if she saw,
oz fancied she saw. the-resemhlar ce tetween ma
“and her ““dear dead Fabig,” it auited. me thet
" sha'should be &, xacked and. bawildered. .. .. |
"' T camé and went to and from'the Yillaas T/

seascn; no one visited it to lay wreaths of
finwers or sacred mementaes oa the last resting.
places of tbeir friends, In the joys of the Car.
nival who thiuks of the dead? In my frequent
walks there I was always.alone ; I mighs hava
opened my own vault and gone down into it
without being observed, but I did not; I con.
tented myself with occasionally trying the key
in the lock and asturing myself that it worked
without difliculty.

Returning from oue of these excursions late
on n mild nfternoon towards tte end of the
week preceding my marringe, ‘I bant my ateps
towards the Moio, where 1 saw a picturesqud
group of sailors and girls danciog one of
bhose fantastic, graceful. dances of the
counatry, in which impassioned movement
and expressive gesticulations are everything.
Their steps were guided and . accompanied,
by the sonorous bwanging of afull toned-gnitar
and the tivkling beat.vf .a tambourine. Their
handsome, animated faces, their flashing eyes
and: laughing lips, their gay, mwny-colo;gd-cpsda
‘tumes, the glitter of; beade on.the brown necks
of the maidens, the red, nnps;_-:;lnsmtilx-wmhed;
aa, the,thich. b'askeurleof \the fishermen, nlt
made up o pictarafullof light.and, hife, thiown
[ap ioto strung;relief aguiost the . pale’grey;.and
amber tints of the February;sky ard sea’s while
L]

not even Giacomo could follow me with hie.

%@Eforv’—plans shortly to|. -

-g‘eaving;hem-fomG:,vita.Nethia,on,]!'rig;ldysmnrh-l

shadowing overbead frowned the stern dark
walls of the Castel Nuovo. Lo

Tt wan such a scene as the Eunclish painter
Luke Fildes might love to depict on his canvas
—the one man of to-day, who, though b-rn of
the land of opaque mists and rain-burdened
clouds, has, notwithstanding these disadvant--
ages, managed to partly endow his brush with
the exhanstless wealth and glow of the radiant
Italian color. I watched the danca with a faint
sense of pleasure—it was full of 80 much har-
mony and delicacy of rhythm, The lad who-
thrumed-the guitaf broke cut now and then,
into song.—a song in dislect that fitted into the).
music of the dance as accurately as a ruscbud
into its calyx. I could not distingmsh all the
words-he sang, but the refrain was always the

and variety of tome, from grave to gay, from;
pleading to pathetic—

loved I

Tiere was no.sense in the thing, I thought
half angrily,—it was a stupid sentiment alto-
gether. Yet I could not help smiling at the
regged, bare-footed rascal why eawg it; be
seewner to fecl such a gratification in repesting
it, snd he rolled his black eyes with love-loru
intensity, and breathed forth sighs thats,unded
through hin music with quite a touchfy ear-
neatness,  Of course he was only follywing the
tho manner of all Neapolitans, namely, acting
his song ; they all doit, and cannot help them-
selves. Bus this boy had apecaliarly roguish way
ot pausing and erying forth a plaotive “Aht”
t fore hw added ** Chedella cosa,” eric,, which
gave joint and piquincy to his ahsurd cisty.
He was evi‘ently brimfnl of mischief,—his ex.
aression betnkeaed 1t ; nodoubt he wascne of
thy moss thorourh Iittle ecemps that ever played
at ¢ morra,” but here was a charm about hia
handsome dicty face and unkempt hair, snd I
wagched him amusedly glad to be distracted for
a tew minutes fron the tired inner workings - of
my owi uohappy thoughts. In time to come,
80 I museq, this very boy might learn to vet his
smg about the ** beloved” to a sterver key, and
might find it me«t, not to be slain himself, bre
to shiy ker! Such & thing—in N-ples—was
mors than probabls, By-and-by the dance
ceased, and I recegnized in one of the breath-
less, lamching sailors my old, acquaintonce
Andrea Luzisna, with whom I hsad sailed to
Palermo. Tho sight of himm relieved me
feom a difficulty which bad puzzled me
for some days, aud as scon as the little

groupt of m:mn and women had partially
dispersed, I waked up to hin and
touzhed him on the shoulder. He started,

loskd round surprised, and did not appear to
recognize me, I remumbered that when he had
s-en me I had not grown a beard, reither bad I
worn dark rpectacles. T recalled my name to
him ; his f «ce cleared and he siniled.

“Ah! buon giorno, Eccellenza ™ he cried.
‘¢ A thousand pardone that I did not at first
know you! Often have 1 thonght of you!
often have I heard your name—ah! what a
nune! Rich, great. generousl—ash! what a
g'ad life!  Andon the point of marrying—
ah, Din! Dyve makes all the troubles go—in 1"
acd taki-g bia ciear from his niouth, e paffed
a ring of pale ntnoke into the air and *-ughed
gaily. Tnem =nuddenly Lifting hiscap 1 m his
cluatering black hair, he added, ** All joy be
with yon, Kecrllenza !

I nwiled and thanked im. I
lonknd at me curiously.

* You think I have changed in appearance,
my friend ?° I eaid.

The Sicilian looked embarrassed.

‘“ Fhbene 7 we must all changs,” he answered
lightly, evsding my glaaze, ** The diys pass
on,—each day takes a little bit of vouth away
with1t. Onegrows old without knowing it !

I laughed.

T see,” T observed. ** You think I have
aged somawhat since you saw me ¥

‘“ A liule, Eccellenza,” be frankiy confessed.

“1 nave suffered severe illness,” 1 said quiet-
Iv, *and my eyes are stiil wenk, as you per-
caive,” and I touched my glasses, ‘“But I
shall get stronger in tinte. Can you come with
we for a few moments? I want your help in a
master of impottance.”

He nodded a ready aseent and followed me,

J

noticed he

CHAPTER XXXI.,

We laft the Molo, and paused at a retired
street cornar leading from the Chiaja.

“You remember Caraelo Neri 2 T asked.

Andres shrugged his shoulders with un air of
infinits commrseration,

*“Ah, povere diavolo! Well do T remember
him. A ool1fellow aod brave, with » heart in
hun, toe, if ona did but know where to find ic.
And vow he drags the chain, Wall, well, po
doubt it ik what be deserves; bus I eay, and
always will maintsin, there sre many worse
wen than Carmela.”

I briefly related how I had seen the captured
brigand in the square at Palermo and had
rpoken with him. *I mentined you,” I add-
ed, ‘' and ke bade me tell you Tereea had killed
bereelf.’ :

Ah ! thet I well know,,’ said the listle eap-
tain, who had listened to me intently, and over
whose reobile face flitted ashadow of tender
pity, as he sighed. *‘ Porerinelta ! So. fragile
and small ! To think she bad ‘tha force to
plunge the knife in her breast! -As well 1ma-
gue » little bird flying dowa to pierce itself on
an uplfted biyoset. Aye, aye ! women -will
do stronge th ngs—and it is certain she loved
Carmely,” : e

*You wou'd help hun to eacape again if you
could, oo doubt?® I inquired with a half
amile. .

The ready wit of the Sicilian ins'antly as:
serted itsalf, o ’

“ Not T, Eceollenza,” he replied, with an' air
of dignity and most virtucns honesty. “No,
po, n0* now, The law iz the law, and I, An:
drea Luziani, am not ome to break it. No,
Carmelp must take®bis puoishment; it is for
life they sny—and as it seems, it is but just:
When the little Theresa was 1n the question,

saints that choose help Carmelo, for. I will
nou. .

I laughed as I met the audacious fli-h of bis
aves; I lirew, despita his protestatione,that if
Cormeln Nert ever did get clear of tha galleyr,
it would ve an excellent thing’ for him 'if
Tinizam’s vessel chanced to ba witliin reach,

*“You have your brig the Laura stili?” I
asked him. '

*Yep, liccellenza, the Madonna be praised !
And she has been newly rigged and paioted,
and she ia as trig nod trim & crafo as yon ean
meet with in all the wide blie waters of the
Maediterranean ” : .

“Now, eeo you,” I said, impressively, “I
hava a friead, a relative, who is in trouble; he
wishes to get away from Naples quietl{ and in
secret. ' Will yon help him?  You shall be paid
whataver you think proper to demand.”

Tha Sicilian lvoked puzzled. He puffed
meditatively at his cigar and remamed eilent. -

‘‘ He is not pursued by the law,” T continued,
noting his hesttation. * He is simply involved
in a cruel difficulty brought upon h:m by his
owa family—he steks to escape from unjust
persecution,” :

Andrea's brow cleared. i

¢ Oh, if that is the case, Eccelleuza, I am at
your service. Bub where does your friend de-
sire to go !V .

I paused for n moment and considered.

"%o Civita Vecchin,” I said at lask; * from |.
that port he can obtain a ship to take him to
his further destination.” k

The oaptan’s expreasive face fell—he looked
very dubiqur, . :

“To Civita Vecchia ie a long way, a very
long way.” he said regretfully ; ‘‘and 1t is the
bad seasen, and_there are crors currents and
conbrary winds. . With all the wish in tha world
‘to please you,.Eccellenza, I dare not run the
;¥ Loyra ’ so far:; :bub. there is another ieans—"
', And. interrupting - humrelf he. consideréd
awhilg-in-¢ilencei . I waited -patieatly for him |
toapenke: oy e i T s
- % Whether 1:vwou1d 8dib your: friend I know
not,” ba said, at 1ast, Jaying his hand .confiden,
tiglly‘on my., arm, ‘fbut. ;there .is:a.stout : bri

o 1

ingnext=ly o0 s D L ARSI R RGO SIT X
.- {{ The.day.after Giovedii Grasso 3. I queried,

+ plans r.hat;l [ o onoe
exceptionally munificent sum for the yun'ge 3
J;

same, and he gave it in every posaible izfleotion,| be

die, aud'denly. siain at the door of one'sbe- |-

look yor, what could T do? but now—let the |

7

‘alt'the tenderly-tinted oups of
H),8

with a pmile he did not understand. He
nodded. L .

** Exactly so. Bhe carries a cargo of acrima
Cristi, and she is a ewift sailer. I know her

captain,—he is & good suul ; but,” and Andrea

‘laughed lightly, ‘“he is like the rest of us—
be I

oves money, You do not count the [rancs,
—no, they are nothing to you,—but we look
to the soldi. Now, if it please you I wili make
him a certain offer of passage mouey, h?h;!prae
28 you shull chuose, also I will tell him w'hen to
expect his one passenger, and I can almogpro-
mise you that be will not day no!” LI

-This prog‘onl,ﬁ_ﬁged in 80, ex_ceilently;.v_v'itﬁ;l_{"'my‘-

accepted it, and as once pamed an

Tequired. a8,

Andrea's eyes gligtened

¥

ard. ~, R ST
=% It ia a little fortuns ! bio ctigd - enthusiast
*Would that I conld -earn ' as much,in.

cally.

"} swenty voyages ! :: But ‘ode shotld ook be

! Che bella cosa é de morire aceiso, ” -cbarlish,—&uch luck cannot “fall-in-all"men’s
Nnanze a la porta de la nnamurata . ._waiy » od ‘ o
ing literally—*How beauti thing to'|. Ismiled. ; R NS
meaning literally—“*How beautiful a thing to And do youwthiok, amico; I will suffer’ you o

go unrexarded?” T said. ~ And placing two
twenty-franc pieces in his brown palm I added,
** As you rightly eaid, francs are nothing to me,
Arrange this little matter without difficulty,
and you shall not be forrotten. You cancallat
my hotel to-morrow or the next day, when you
havesettled everything—heraisthe address,”and
Tpencilled ibonmycard and gaveit to him ; *‘but
remember, this i8 & secret matter, and I rely
up~n you to explain it as such to your friend
who eommands the brig goine to Civita Vecelna.
He mnst ask no questi.ns of his passenger,—
the more =zilence the more discretion,—and
when once be has landed him at his destina'ion
ha will dn well to straightway forret all about
him. You understand ¥

Andrea nodded briskly.

‘* Si, si, signor. He has a bad memory as it
ig—it nhall grow worse at your command ! Be-
lirveit?” ‘

I laughed, ehook hands, and parted with
the frirndly little fellow, he returping to
the Mclo, and I slowly walking homeward by
way of the Villa Reale, An open carriage
qoming swift'y cowards me attracted my at-
tention ; as it drew nearer I reccgnised the
prancing steedes and the familiar liveries. A
fair woman clad in o ive velvets and Russian
sables looked out smiliog, and waved her hand.

It was my wife,—my betrothed bride, and
beside her sat the Duchess di Marina, the
most irreproachable of matrons, famous for her
piety not oply in Naples but throughout Italy.
S92 immacul:te was she, that 1t was diffi-
cult  to imagine her husband daring
to caress  that  up-right, well-dressed
form, or venturing to is8  those
prim lips, colder than the carven beada of her
jewelled rosary, Yet thers was a story about
ver too—an otd rtory that came from Padua—
of how a young and handesome nobleman had
b-en found dead at her palacs doors, stabbed to
the heart. Perhaps-—whs knows?— he also
might have thought—

¢ Che bella cosa ¢ de morire accisso
Nnanze a la porta de la naamorotr.”

Some said the Duke bhad killed him; but
nothing c.uld be proved, uolhing was ce. tuin,
The Duke was slent, so was his Dachesa; and
Scandal  herself sat  meekly wilth closed
lips in the presence of thia stately aud anguss
couple, whos~ benrirg towards each other in
s-c'ety was a leason o1 complete et’quette to the
world. What went on behind the scenes no
one conld tell. I raised my hat with the pro-
foundest deferencs a3 the carriage containing
the two ladies dashed by ; I koew no: which
was the cleverest hypocrite of the two, there-
fore I did equal honor to both. I was in a
meditative and retrospective mood, and when
I reached tha Toledo the distracting noises.
the cries of ths Aower-girle, and vendors «f
chestnute . and eonfetéi, the nasal singing

of the wstreet-rhymers, the yella of
punchinello, and the answering laugh-
ter of the populace, were all beyord

my endurance. To gratify a sudden whim that
geizod me, I made miy way into the loweat and
dirtiest quarters of the city, and roamed
through wretched courts and crowded alleys,
trying to discover that one miserable atreet
which until now I had always avoided even the
thought of, where I had purchased the coral:
fisher’s clothes on tha day of my return fromi
the grave. I went in many wrong directions;
but at last I fcund it, and saw ab a glance thas
the ¢ld rag-picker’s shop was still there, in its
former condition of heterogeneous filth and
di~order. A man sat at the door smoking, but
vot the crabbed and bent figure I had before
cern—~this was_a yourger and stouter indi-
vidual, with a Jewish cust of courtenance, and
dark ferocious eyes. I approasched him, and,
seeing by my dress and manner that T war aome
person of cunsequence, he rose, drew his pipe
from hia mouth, and raised his greasy cap with
a reapectful yet suspicious air. ‘

‘“ Are you the owner of this place ?” I asked. -

** 8i, sigoor.” . :

* What has become of the old man who used
to liva here 2" :

He laughed. shrugeed his shoulders, and craw
his pipe stem across his throat with a significans
geature, : . .

**So, signor !—~with a sharp knife ! , He had 5
good desl of blrod, too, for so withered a'body.
To kill himself in that fashion was itupid : he
¢poilt an Indian shawl.that was on his bed)
worth more than a thoussnd francs, Ons

would not have thought he had so much {

blood.”

And the fellow put back his' pipe in his
month and smoked complacently. I heard in
sickened silence. ’ :

“*He wag mad, I suoposa ?” I gaid at last,

The long pipe was again withdrawn, '

“Mad? Well, the penpla sayro. X for one
think he was very reasonable—all except that
wmatter of the shawl—he should have taken that
off his bed first. But he was wise enough 14
know that he was of no use to anybody—he dii
the bert he could. Did you. koow him,
signor ¥ . : ]

“I gave him money once,” I replied evanive.
ly ; then taking out &’ fsw francs I handed them
tn this evil-eyed, furtive-looking san of Israel,
who received the gift with effusive gratitude. :
. “Thaok you for your information,” I eaid,
coldly. *‘Good day.” L

““Good day tn you, signor,”he replied, re-
suming his seat and watching me curiously as I
turned away

I pasged ot of the wretched atreet fesling |

faint and giddy. The end of th- miserable rag-
dsaler had beeu told towme briefly and brutaily
enough—yet s.mehow I was moved to a sensa
ot regret avd pity, Abjectly pnor, half-ciazy,
aod utterly friendless, he had been a brother
of mine inthe same bitterness an? irrevocable
sorrow, I woudered with. a half-shudder,—
would my end be like his? When my ven.
geance was completed should I grow shrunken,
and o!d, and mad, and one lucid day drawa
sharp kaife acrom my throat as a finish to
my life’s history ? I walked more rapidly to
shake off the morbid fancies that thus insidious-
Iy crept in on my brain ; and as before, the
noige and glitter of the Toledo had been unbear-
able, 80 now I fouad ib a relief and a distrae-
tion, Two masquers bedizened in viclst and
gold whizzea past s like a flash, one of them
yelling a stale jest concerning la tnamorata—a
jeat I scarcely heard, and ‘certainly had no heart
or wit to reply to.“A fair woman 1 knew
ewed out -of -a' gaily-draped: balcony and
dropped & bunch ofroses abmy feet ; out of
courtesy I stooped- to pick théin. up, and then
raixing. iy bat I ealuted the dark-eyed .donor,
but o few paces on I gave them away to a
razged child. - Of all ‘the flowers that bloom,
they were. and still are, the moat insupportible
to me. What is it the English peet Swinburno
§:¥B (—
B 71 shall nevor be frionds again with roses !

Ay wife wore them always: even on that
niaht when I had seen her clasped in Guido's

arme, a_ red, rose on her breast had been |

crushed in ‘that embrace—n rose whose withered
leaves T atill possess, In the forest solitide
where :-I now: dwell there "are no roses -
and :X am glad ! The trees ave'tao high, the

i { tnogleof bramble and coarse brushwood-ton

dense.—~nothing grows hars but a few herbs nnd
eld flowers—iweeds, un€t for, wearing, by fine
lailick, yobi tn my taste infinibaly sweeter .than
Iragrange, whoee

t to'me , for pvey, "I

golars and ‘oors ara’ kpoilt ¢ ;
am ijidsh, say  you'? the rosés ‘ara” inndeent &f

evil 1. True enough, but their perfume awakens
memory, nnd—I strive alwaya to forges! ' -
I reached my hotel that evening ,to fiod that
1 wus an hour late for dinner, an unusual cir-
cumstance, which had caused Vincenzosome
disquietude,.-as’ ‘was egident . frorm - the: re-
Yieved expression of his iace when :I entered.
For some days-the honest: fellow had -walched
me with: anxiety ; my abstracted moode, the
loog aolitary'walis I-was in the habit of taking,
the evenings I passad in.my room writing, wich
the doors,locked—all this behaviorion my purt.
‘exercised’his patiepce, I have ug doubt, 1o tha:
oat limit, and I'eould aee he had much ado
to observe his usgal discretion “anditact, snd
refrain from asking questiony On thia particu

[friends at the theatre-that night.” "™r~..
“When I arrive?'thp_'re slis was alteady seated
“in her box, lookin'g_‘_?dianqu beautiful. She
was abtired 10 s0:ue 80D, sheeny, clingipg prim-
rose stuff, and the brigdnd’i~jewels 1 bad given.
‘hersthrough Guido's hands Hashed brillantly
on’her uncoyered neck and arms. She grested
meé with ber usual childlike entlLusiasm as I.
enbered, bearing the customary off-ring—a cost-
ly bouquet, set in a holder of mother-of-peatl
studded with turquoise, for her scceptance. I
bowed to her lady friends, both of whom
1 knew, and then stood beside fher watch-
ing the stage. The comedietta played there
was the airiest trifls,—it turned on the old wora-
out story,— a youug wife, an aged, dotise bus-
tani, and a lover whose princ.ples were, of
course, of the ‘noblest” type. 'The husband
was fooled (naturally), and the chief amuse-
ment of the piece appeared to consist in_his
being chut out of hie own house in dres:ing-
gown and elippers during a pelting storin of
rain, while his spouse (who was particularly
specified *‘pure”) enjnyed s luxurious supper
with her highly moral and virtunus adwirer.
My wife laughed delightedly at the poor jokes
and the stale epigrams, nad spedislly applauded
the actress who succes:-fully supported the
chief réle. This actress, by the woy, was a
raucy, brazen-faced jade, who had o trick of
flashiing ber black eyes, tosing her he:d, and
heaving her ample b som tumultuously when-
ever she hissed out the words, accursed, vilain-
ous o'd monster, at her discomfirted husband,
which had an immen:e effect on the audience—
an audience which entirely sympathized with
her, though she was mosd indubitably in the
wrong. 1 watched Nina in some derision as nhe
nodded her fair head, and beat time to the
music with her painted fan. I bent gver he.

¢ The play pleases ycu }” I asked ina low
tone,

** Yes, indeed !” she answared, with a laugh-
ing light io. her eyes. * The husband is ro
droll ! It is all very amnsing.”

**The husband is always drull ! I remsrked,
rmiling coldly. ‘It is not a temptativn to
marry, when voe knows that a3 a husbaud one
must always look ridicslous,”

She glanced np at me,

" Cesare! You surely are not vexed? Of
course it 15 only in plays that it happers so !’

‘Plavs, cara m7a, cre often nothing but the
reflex of real hife,” I paid. * But let us hope
there are exceptions, and that a!l husbands are
not fools.”

She smiled expressively and : weetly, toyed
with the flowers 1 had given her, and turoed
her ¢jes agniu to the #tage. I raidno more and
was a snin-what moody companion for the rest
of ths evening. As we all lefs the theatre nne
of the ladies who had accompaniea Nina said
lighly,

“You seem dull and out of spirits, Conte **

I forcect a smile.

** Not I, sigrora ! Surely yon do not find me
guilty of such urgaltuntzy? Were I dullin
your company I should pcove myself the mo-t
ungratef..l of my sex.”

Sto sighed somewhat impatiently. She was
very young and very lovely, and, as fac as [
kn=w, innccent, aod of a more thoughtful and
puetical temperament than most wowmen

¢ That s the mera Ianguage of complimen®,”
rhe said, looking straightly st ma with her clear
candid eyes. ‘' You are a true courtier !  Yet
often I think your courtesy is reluctant,”

I looked at her in sume surprise.

* Reluctant? Signora, pardon me if I do not

underatsnd {”
* I mean,” she continued, still regarding me
gteadily, though a faint blush warmed the clear
pallor of her delicate complexion, *‘ that you do
not renlly likke us women; you say pretty
thinga to us, ard y'ntry to be amiable in our
company, but you are in truth averse to cur
ways—you are soeptical—you think wa are ull
hypocrites.”

I laughed a hittle coldly.

* Really, siguora, your words place me in a
very awkward position. Were I to tell you my
real sentiments—" .

She intariupted me with a touch of her fan
on my arm and swiled gravely,

“You would say, ‘Yes, you are right,
signora. I pever see one of your sex without
surpacting treacherv.” Ah, signor Comle, we
women are indeed full of faulta, but nothing
can blind our 1ns’inct !” She paused, and ber
brilliant eyes roftened as rhe added gently,
“r pray your marriage m:y be a very hsppy
one.

I waa silent. I was not even courteous enough

to thaunk her for the wish. I was half angered
that this girl thould bave been able to prove
my thoughts 8o quickly ond unerringly, Wae
I eo bad an actor after all? I glanced down at
her a- she leaned lightly on my, arm.
. **Marriage is a tnsre_enmedietia,” I said ab-
raptly and harshly. **'We bhave seen it acted
to-night, - Ina few days I shull plsy the part
of the chief buffoon—in .other worde, the hus-
bapd.” - . .

AndIlaughed. My yuung eompanion look-
ed atartled, almost fr-ghtene1, and over her
fuir face there fhittud an expression of sowne-
thing ' like aversion. I, did bot c¢are,—why
should 1?—aund there wak, no tune for more
.words between us, for we had reached the outer
veitibule of the theatre, P i

My wife's carriage was drawn upat the en-
trance ;—my wife hereelf was wtepping into it,
I assisted her, and aleo her two friends, ard
_then stood with nacovered head at the door
wishing them all the ‘‘felicissima notte.”
Nma put Lec tiny jewelled band through the
carringe wivdow,—I strop-d and kissed it
lightly. . Deawing it back quickly, she sulected
a white gardenia 1rom ber. bouquet und gave it
to me with a bewitching smile. ‘

Theu the glittering equipage dashed away
with a whirl and clatter of pravciog hoofs and
rapid wheels, and I stood alone under the wide
poriico of the thea're,—alone, amid the prees-
10g tbro-g+ of the people who were still coming
out nf the house,—hold ng the g'rongly scented
gardeoia in my hand as vaguely a8 a fovered
min who finds & strange flower in one of his
8 ck dreams, .

After a minute or two I suddenly recollected
myself
I crached it savagely beneath my heel, the
-penetrating odour rose from ite_ slain petals as
though a vessel of incemse had been emptied at
my feet, There_was & nauseating influence in
it; where hsd I inbaled that subtle perfume
last? I remembered, Guido Ferrari had worn
one of those flowers in hia coat at- my banque
;lb_ ha.'d been still in his button-hole when I kille

im!{ .

‘T strode onward and homeward ; the strecta
were full of mirth and music, but I hesded none
of it. T telt, rather than. saw, the quiet aky
bending above ‘me dotted with its countless |-
millions of luminune worlds; I was: fainily |-
conscious of the sof plash of murmuring waves
mingling with the dulcet. chords of deftly- |-
played mandolines echoine from somewhers
down by the shore; but my soul wag, as it were,
berumbed, —my mind, always on the alert, was
for once utterly tired out,—my very lunbs
sched, and when I at lest.flung ‘myself on my
bad, exhausted, my eyes closed instantly, and
Isiept the heavy, -motionless sleep of & mnn
weary unto denth, , .

‘‘Tout Je monde vient i celui qui sait at-
tendre.” So wrote-the, great Napoleon.. . The
virtue of the aphorism:consists in the. little
words qui sait, All the world comes. to ham
who knows how to waib, I knew this, and I
had waited, and my world—a world. of vepge-||
ance—came tome ab last, - 1 o K
- The slow-revolving ‘wheel:¢{ Timsé: 'brdught)

'me'to the day before; my strapge' wedding, the |
eve of my re-marfiage:with iy owh wife'l: ‘All
the - preparations ‘wers - made; aashing wan'lelt

occasion, For though the nuptal cor
wa3 to bs somewhat qui
acter, and
clude only a few of our mers intimate acquaint.
ance, the proceedings wers by no wmienns to ter-
minate tamely. The romunce of
able espousals was not to find ite
pathos.. -No ; the bloom and aro:na ¢
teresting event were to bo enjoyed 1n the even.
iog, when s grand eupper and ball, given by me,
the hnppy aud. Tauo"-to-he-envied bride ;
was to take pldge 1n the hotel which 1 ha
my tesidence:for ro long. )
‘ spared for this, the last entertainm g offered
by me in my brilliant
=0 Bount Cesare Oliva, ; Atter it, the dark curtain
e | Int-occasion” I'dined very hastily, for I had"i{-
‘I'promised to jo'n. my wijeandtwo of her lady’

sinati-

aund fitty gue:ts had heen invited,

and throwing the blorsom on theground, |

pieture, mister.
it’s d Kaphael” - Mr, Porcine—** How 1nuch
might it be-worth ? Picture Dealer—**It is
-already sold, eir.,’! Mr. Purdine—' Sold?
‘Well, yoii 'ses thls man Raphuel, and if he
‘wants to, got ‘one -like. it.
name his price.” . . L

€mony

ch
breakfast was ty i‘:_

quiet and private n
the marriage

there remark.
couclusion ip
f the ip.

coom:,
made
O expense wag

icarecr ‘a8’ the successfy]
would €l oa:the played-out drami, vever to
ise again, " ° e N

Everything that art, taste and r yal luxury

_',_‘eﬁn!d'msga!'- wag iricluded in the arrangemency

for, thia,

rilliant ball, to which me huodred
not vne of
whom had refused to atterd.

And now—yow, the afternoon of this, the
last day of my self-imposed probation—1 ap
alone with my fair wife in th* drawing room of
tha Villa Romani, conversing lightly on 1arioyg
subjects connected with the fustivities of the
cowing morrow. The long windows were ¢pop
—the warm spring sunlight lay like « filny vej]
of woven gold on the tender vreen «f the Young
grass, birdssacg for joy and flitred fram Lraneh
to branch, now poising hoveringly ab-ve thir
nests, now soating with nll the luxwy of per.
f-ct liberty into the high heaven of clondlegg
blue—the great creamy buds of the wgnylia
looked ready to burst into  wid. unq
splendid flower tetween their larg | darkly.
shining leaver, the ovdour of violetsund prin,.
roses floated vn every delicious ik of air
and round the wide veraudsh the cl:mbiué
white china j0ses had already unfurled theip
little crompled rosette-like blos-cms to 1he
bslmy wind. It waa spring in Sourhern Italy
spuirg in the land where, abote ali other lands
spring 18 lovely—sudden and brilliact in jts
beauty s8 might be the wmile of a happy
ange’. Gran Dio !~talk of angels ! Had I pot
a veritable angel for my comparion at that me.
wrnt ? What fair being, evenin Mahomet's Parg.
¢i-e of Houris, could outshine such charms ag
those which it was my proud privilege te pazg
upon without rebuks—dark eyes, nppling
golden bair, a dazzling and perfect face, a form
to tempt the virtue of a Gulahad, and lips that
an emperor might long to tuuech,—in vain?®
Well, no !—not altegether in vain; if his Im.
perial Majesty could offer a bribe large enough
let us =ay a dinmond the size of & pigeon's egg,
he might possibly purchase cne, nay '~ perkaps
two kisses from that eecuctive red mouth,
sweeterthantheripest strawberry, T glanced ag
her furtively from ‘time to tine when she wag
not aware of my gaze; and glvd was I of the
sheltering protection of the dark gl-sses T wore
for I kuew and felt that thers was a terriblo
leok in my evea—the look of a h-:lf-famirhed
tiger ready to spring oa some long-desired plece
ot prey. She herself wa. ex-eprionally bright
and cheerful ; with her riante {- ata:csand agile
m-vements, she reminded me of 8 me tropical
bird of gorgeous plumags svaving tn and fro on
a braoch of « qually gorgeous bloss: m,

““You are like a princeina fairy-t 1o, Cesare,”
she said with a little delighted lirgh; "eve[;v.
think you dois superbly done ! How pleasant
it is to be ko rich,—there 13 nothing better in all
the world.”

“Except love !"” T returned, withagrim at.
tempt to bescutimental,

Her large eves softencd like the
eyes of a tam= fawn,

‘“ Ah, yes !” and rhe smiled wich expressive
tenderness, *‘exceps lose. But when ong has
ﬁnt"l Iove and wealth, whut a paradise life can

pleacding

* So great a paradise,” T asrented, ¢ shat it
is harcly worth while trying to g- ¢ into heaven
st all !~ Will yon make exrth a heaven for me
Ntua mie ? or will you enly Live me as much. —
or aa li-tle,—as you loved your Jate husband

8he shrugged her shoulders and pouted like
8 sp(‘li‘}'hchlld‘ ;

*Why are yon 81 fond of talking abon
late husbsnd, Cesare?” she aslm(? peevi:hll;y-
**I #m so tired of his name! Bexides, one docs
not alwaya eare to be reminded of dead people—
and he died 8o horribly too! T have oftin told
you that I did not love h'm at ali. I liked him
a little, and I was quite ill when that dresdful
monk, wholocked like a;zhost hiniself, came and
tuld me he was dead. "Fancy hearing such a
piece of news suddenly, while I was actually at
lunchesn with Gui—Signor Ferzari! We were
both shecked, of courre, but I did not break my
heart over it. Now, T rea'ly do lova you~—">

I drew nearer to her vn the couch where she
rat, »nd put one arm round her.

*You really do ?” T avked in a half incredy.
lous tooe ; * you are quite sure ?”

Sha laughed, and pestled her head on my
shonlder,

1l amquite sure How many times have
you asked me that asurd questi n? Whys
cnnJ, say, what can I do,—to msuke you believe

*Nothing,"” I answered, and snswered trul A
for certainly nothing she could say or dn wou{d
make ma relieve her for a mament.  “But how
do you love me—for myself or for my wealih *

She raised her head with a prond, graceful
gexture,

* For yourself, of coursa! Do yon think
mere wealth could ever win my affection * No
Cesare ! Ilove you for yoar own sake, —your
own merits have made you dear to me,”

I sruiled bitterly. She did not see the smle.
I slowly carease her silky hair,

' Tor that” seweat answer, carismma mia,

you shall have’ your reward. You called
me & fairy prince ~ jnst now,—perhans
I merit that title more than yom know,

You remember the jowels I sent you before wo
ever met ¥ L

* Remember them ! she eaclaimed, ¢ They
are my choicest ornaments, Such a parure i
fit for an empresas, ™ )

‘* And an empress of besuty wenrs them !” I
aa-d ligntly. *“Butthey are mere triflaa com-
pared to other gems which T possess, ind which
Tintend to offer for your sccoptance.”

(To be continued )
BOOKS vs. EXPERIENCE.

Books are useful to sdd to cur koowledge,
bus practical experience teaches us that the bees
remedy for the diseases of the Stomach, Liver
nnd Blood is easily to be had and is called

Wife (who has had ber phatograph taken}:
“I thiok the expression nbout the mouth,
John, is too firm.” Hashand: “A tnfls,
perhaps, but it was probahly an effort for
you to keep it shut, my dear,”

WELL SPOKEN OF.
“I can rezommend Hagyard’s Yellow Oil
very highly, it cured ms of rheumatism 'n my
ngers when I conld not bend them.” Ids
Plank, Strathory, Onb. A medicine forexternal
and internal use 1n all painful complaints.

“ Why do you think vour mother is &
spiritnalist ?’ ioqdired a Stocktox schoolboy
of his class-mate in front of the schoolbeuse,

after an animated theological discuesion.

‘‘Booause L hive. good reasons for thinking

80, . She gave me a. terrible rapping lass

night.” . PETEEE

: .ANOIHER ITEM, -
Mra. J. Thompeon, of Elma. Oct., wiites thab
she suffered from general weakners and was 50

redueed thot.ab times she became almost un-
conscious. Three bottles of Burd:ck Blood Bit-
ters completaly cured her, and she now recom-
mends B. B.B. to her friends and neighbors. ..

Mr. Porcine (ot Chicbgo);_"'i‘hat"a a fine
7 PictureDaaler—** Yes, siry

_ up for me he con

T t

cpreed
HELA

Rt g ar e 4 L
:Nervous- wife - to husband .who wan writing

—Tne .equéaking:'of thatipen! is ‘dresdfal,
Jobhn ;
uadone that conld add to the ‘bpleddons ot tHe  pobu,

what sxe yon writing ! .,Huubnliﬂ_’-g—&
q¥ife =T ddnlt Worder 167GV Rks" v




