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kd
2* *“• ^ck. the time of some peoollarlty of the villa.
roshJoiitte pel™,e°d fingertips. that succeeded each other along' the

She Idly resumed the great Venetian canal. Don ippolito knew a tow of 
ton which hung from her waist by them, the gondoliers knew others nSi ? Cha£ i’** h" been talk' after a™ tilZ ,^1es were ,lShl^r

, 4kf The» haunts of oldT^teador and 
B^Oh^ v«t^'^ir|dHLS' ah® etplaj"611- idleness, weary of themselves. and

aun- 1 you wouk^slgl. for a to which they should go to another
1®*“™ «VS??. «S*1 »d day8' Don Hfe—the world of a ladfd fashtoTwS 
I btate/dî* ^sa^’^ritiT/L»yr>atrtofa” “'S'1 ''latory. 3» of the villas
tomUv about^he cioee>*of the lart Were kept 111 .a 801-4 of rePab" : »me 
century, you might be the instructor, b^the* ntoJfc^howJrl10 8ta£e ^
companion andspkritual adviser of Greater or ï***
Illustriasima at the theatres, card *..erft « ieremînd
parties and masquerades, all winter. , . **, . *° ™h!. They
and at this season. Instead of going 1“!!^,,™' tai*6!ed a"5
np the Brenta for a day’s pleasure »*.*,,°J. d^?rîp.lt 
with us barbarous Yankees, you might Ll,‘*he rococo taste strolled In
he netting out with Illustrbæimaand l1'®;® 'Lllk8 or simpered from their 
all the ’Strlsslml and Strlsslme. big Tw? 08 ‘hr®8 liouses seemed to
and little, for a spring villeggiatura h® occuP eJ ; the re8t stool empty, each 
there. You would be going In a gild- " Close latticed to the brooding heat, 
ed barge, with songs and fiddles and And silent In Its dusty vines." 
dancing. Instead of a common gon- The pleasure party had no fixed plan 
dola, and you would stay a month, for the day further than to ascend the 
walking, going to parties and cafes, canal, and by and by take a carriage 
drinking chocolate and lemonade, gam- at some convenient village and drive 
ing. sonneteering and butterflying to the famous Villa Visant at Stra. 
about generally." "These houses are very well," said

"It to noubfless & beautiful life." Don Ipfiolito, who had visited the villa 
anKwewxl the priest, with simple in- once, and with whom it had remained 
dlfforeooe. "But ! never hav 3 thought a memory almost as signal as that 
ot It with regret, because I have night |„ Vadua when he wore civil 
been preoccupied with other Ideas dreSs. " but It Is at Stra that you see 
than tho.eof social pleasures.though something really worthy of the royal
"SÏÏÏB/ÏSi .r, ^endpr of the patricians of Venice.11 or Ida had watched Don Ippolito s Koyni ! The villa is now one of the
s^nowalked ™7v8"^a*nFt’vou «*!,aC?8 of ‘"8 =x-E,uperor of Austria. 
tînkthêh-1'lcnmvmia vslt more w.ho does ,lot 11,111 11 1888 imperial than 
comhic^to the eterevr ‘ 1,8 other palaces." Doa Ippolito had

"Why. madamigelto? What harm strah^ever^'lncp t? at, 8^ra la ‘hif 
fwas there in tha» gaieties ? I sup- “l,akl1 ,?poke“ i?'
po.e the bad features of the o!<i life SmtrMinénnl6 ilmT 14 Wa,B 4he
tiro exaggerated to us ” nWRiiiuccnt conservatories and or—“They couldn't have been worre than unSerif}S that he sang, now the vast 
the amusements of the hard-drinking, J™'„f48,.inwltUe,?' walk? r.h®"
hard-riding, hard-swearing, fox-liunt- !,!/!!?[ lÜi/üfoi c8iiu,r8 ami flra-
ine English parsons about the same ! 4 t'?ir Btalls for
time." sa^'d Ferris: “Basidfea, tlneabbate with î! ifc"
di casa had a charm of his on, the ”14^ ? . ,r,e3co‘:d ha!ls a"? ^ea8* 
charm of all rococo things, which, .?! u, a,ul '^tu' enthusiasm 
whatever you may say of them, are *or. ,, V i1 Sura had become an 
someliow- elegant and refined, or at î°ï«t,L0 A10®1"10/105- 1,'er~
least refer to elegance and refinement, v® .Iie5i, nt outburst ; he
I Coin; say they're ennobling, but L h mself tired of the goa-
they’re fascinating. I don't respect . a*J“ ,JIC asked Florida to
them, but I love them. Wltota I think ^fitmbark with lum^and xyalk under 
about the post of Vente», I don't care t,l<1 . trees °r , f1 . peasant street 
so much to see any of the heroically runn ng on one side between the villas 
historical things; but I should like the ca,|al- “We are going to
immensely to* have looked in at the L, s, much grander thaji
lîîdotto, wlien the place was at tts A hla Plsanl," he boasted, with a 
gayest with wigs and masks, hoops l0<?k Don IppoHto. 
ard smallclothes, fans and rapiers, As they sauntered along the path 
bows aid courtesies, whispers and ;îîr* caJne now and then
gla'nce-5.1 daresay I should have found «*** a stately palace like that of the 
lion Ippalito there in some becoming tJontnrini, where the lions, that give

tlielr name ton one branch of tliefam- 
I-'lor:da looked from the painter to » crouch In stone before the grand 

the pr:c«t aid back to the painter, porta* ; but most of the houses were 
as Ferr-’e spoke, and then she turned interesting only frdm/ their unstoi-led 
a little anxiously toward the terrace, Inabilities to the imagination. They 
and a shadow slippad from lier face w®re generally of stucco, and glared 
as her mother came rustling down the ,.frC811 whitewash -.through
steps, catching at her drapary, and t-lie foliage of their gardens! When 
shaking it into place. The young girl p- Peasant's cottage broke their line, 
hurried to meet her, lifted her arms gave, with its barns and straw- 
for what promised an embrace, and stacks and its beds of pot-herbs, a 
with firm hand* set the elder lady’s liomely relief from/ the decaying gen- 
bonnet straight with lier forehead. fcllity of the villas.

“I'm always getting it on askew,” '• 44What a pity, Miss Vervain,” said 
Mrs. Vervain said for greeting to Fer- ^he painter, ‘‘that tlio blessings , of 
ris. “How <fo you do, Don Ippolito ? But *his ' world should be so unequally 
I suppose you th.ink I've kept you long divided! Why should all this sketch- 
enough to get it on straight for once. al>/e adversity be lavished upon the 
So I ha,ve. i am a fuss, and I don’t (neighborhood of a city that is eo 
deny it. At my time of life* it’s much rich as Venice in picturesque dilapi- 
harder to maJce yourself sliinsliapo dation? It’s pretty hard 
than it ia when you're younger*- I tell Americans, and forces people of 
Flor da that anybody would take her eibility into exile. What wouldn’t 
for the old lady, she does soem to give cultivated persons give for a stretch 
so little care to getting up an appear- of this street in the suburbs of Bios- 
ance.” ton, or of your own Providence? I

“And yet eh© has the effect of a suppose the New; Yorkers will be set- 
ftylleh young person, in the bloom of *tlng up something of the kind one Df 
youth," observed Ferris, with a touch these days, and giving it a French 
of car cature. name—they’ll call it

“‘We had better lunch with our Brenta. There was one of them 
thaigg on,” eafd Mrs. Vervain, “and carried back a gondola*the 
then there needn’t be any delay in day to put on a pond in thfcii4 new 
Starting. I thought we would have it park. But the worst of it is, you 
here." she added; as Nina and the fan’t take home the sentiment of 
nouse-eervant app3arcd with trays of these things."
*she» and cups, “so that we can ‘‘I thought it was tlie business of 

2!‘ia,re£ I>Jcnlcky .8^lr t- 1 ku®w painters to send home, the sentiment
T a ,T>n,^nisl1 }™cht Mr of them 111 pictures.” said Florida.
IrP3l-to likee what we do Ferris talked to lier in tills 

-*And so I ve provided you Witli a 
chicken salad ï and I’m gof.ng to ask 
you for a taste of It ; 
hungry/*

There vnas sallad for alii, in fact; 
and it was quite one o’olock before 
the launch whs ended, and wraps of 
just the right thickness and thinness 
were chioeen, and the party were com- 
fortab-iy placed under the striped 
Alien canopy of the gondola, which 
they had from a public station, the 
nouse-gondoln being engaged that 
day. They rowed through the narrow 
canal skirting the garden out into 
the expams3 before the Giudecca, and 
tnen struck across the lagoon towards 
F usina, past thetisLand-church of San 
Giorgio in 
tower has

* ■ mt***
+++ Perfectv-H*

In The Furnace
of Temptation$ ?Healthl

of mine, a quite formless dosire todutvo 
you possessed of the whole çnSè as it 
had come up in my mind. I've made a 
mess of Lt,” sa,‘d Ferris, rising with a 
rueruI air. “Bet/des, I ought to ka<ve 
sjxiken to Mts. Vervain.”

"“Oh, no#” cried Florida, eagerly 
springing to lier feet beside him. 
“Don't! Little things wear upon my 
mother, so. I'm glad you didn’t speak 
to lier. I don’t misunderstand you, I 
think ; I expressed myself badly,” she 
added, with an anxious face. “I thank 
you very much. Wliat do you want 

to do?”
By Ferris' impulse they both began 

j to move down tli-e garden, path toward 
the water-gate. Tlio sunset had faded 
out of the fountaiin, but j,t still lit the 
w hole Jieaven, in Whoso vast blue 
depths hung light whiffs of pinkish 
cloud, as ethereal as tlie draper Lei* 
that floated after M-iss Vervain as she 
walked with a splendfd grace beside 
him—no awkwardness now, or self-con­
straint lit lier. As she turned to Fer­
ris, and asked in her deep tones, to 
which some latent feel'.ng imparted a 
slight tremor, “What do you want me 
to do?" the sense of her wlllingneits 
tio be b'-dtipiL by lif!m ga<ye him! a deli- 
cous tlirfll. He looked at the superb 
creature, so proud, so helpless ; t so 
finucb a woman, so much a child ; and 
he caught I/js breath before he an­
swered. Her gauzes blew about his 
feet in the l'ght breeze that lifted 
the foliage ; fe'he was a Little near­
sighted, and in lier eagerness she 
drew closer to him, fixing her eyea 
full upon liis With a bold innocence. 
“GolxI heavens! Miss Vervain,” he 
cr*cd, w|th a sudden t>Iusli, “it isn’t 
a serious matter. Tm a fool to have 
spoken to you. Don't do anything. Let 
things go on as Lief ore. It isn’t for me 
to instruct you/’

“ I should* have been very glad of 
your advice,” she said, with a dis­
appointed, almost wounded manner, 
keeping her eyes upon him. 
seems to me we are always going 
wrong "-----

She stopped short, with 
and then a pallor.

Ferris returned her look with one 
of comical dismay. This apparent 
readiness of Miss Vervain’s to be 
taken command of daunted him, on 
second thoughts. “ i wish you’d 
dismiss all my stupid 
mind,” he said, 
been guiltily trying to set 
against a man whom I like 
much, and have no reason not to 
trust, and who thinks me so much 
his friend, that he couldn’t dream of 
my making any sort of trouble for 
him. lt would break his heart, I’m 
afraid, if you treated him in a dif­
ferent way from that hi which 
you’ve treated him till now. It's 
really touching ^to~ MSten to his 
gratitude to you and your mother. 
Its only conceivable on the ground 
that he has never had friends before 
in the world, 
man, or the same man come to life. 
And it Isn’t his fault that he’s a 
priest. I suppose,’’ he added, with 
a sort of final throe, that a Vene­
tian family wouldn’t usa him with 
the frank hospitality you’ve shown, 
not because they distrusted him at 
ail, perhaps, but because they would 
be afraid of otlier

can be yours.He put ^on ills hat and coat and 
stoiled vaguely forth, and in an hour 
or two came by a roundabout course 
to the gondola it ition nearest his own 
lion e.j There lie stopped, and after an 
ab ent contemplation of tlio boats, 
irem which the gondoliers were clam* 
oriiiig for his custom, he stepped Into 
one and ordered the man to row him 

.to a gate oa a nuall canal opposite. 
The gate opened, at his ringing, into 
the garden of the Vervains.

Florida was sitting alone 
bench hear the fountain, 
longer a ruined fountain ; tlie broken 
no.ed naiad held a pipe above 
hold, and from this rose a willowy 
Kpray high enough to catch 
colors of the sunset then striking in­
to tlie garden, and fell again in a 
mist around her, making her almost 
mode-it. v 

“What does this

//
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Do not try experiments with your 
health. If you are not well use only 
a medicine known to 
Williams’ Pink Pills are not an ex- 4 
périment. They have cured thou- 

finds of people, who have tried common medicines and failed to ; 
and health. Some of the cured are in your own neighborhood, j

Mr. F. Mtaeion. Deleau, Man., writes : “ I van speak In the h«gn- | 
est terms of Dr. Williams' Pink Pills as a medicine for rebuilding 
the system. Previous to using the pills, I was suffering from f 
headaches, loss of appetite and extreme nervousness, which left 
me In a very weak oondltlnn. The least work would fatigue me. _ 
can now say, however, that I never felt better In my. life tehan 
I do at present, thanks to iDr. Williams’ Pink Pills. Similar suf­
ferers—and there are many—will find lt to 
tage to use these pills."

'Do not take anything that does not bear the full name "Dr. Wll 
Pink JPills for Pale People." It Is an experiment and a hazardous 
a substitute. Sold by all dealers or post paid at BO cents a box or 
boxes for $8.50, by addressing the Dr. Williams’ Medicine Co., Brockvli

tom

cure. Dr.

^ /
on a 
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meaji ?”

Ferri4, carelessly taking tlie 
gill’s hand. “I'thought this lady 
eu pat Lon was gone.”

“Don Ippolito repaired the foun­
tain for the landlord, and he agreed 
to pay for filling the tank that feçds 
It,” said Florida. “He seems to think 
it a hard bargain, for he only lets 
It play about half an hour a day. But 
he Kays it’s very Ingeniously mended. 
He didn’t lielleve it could be done. 
It is pretty.”

“It Ik, Indeed,” said the painter, 
with a hingular desire, going through 
him like a lying, Jikewketo do some­
thing for Miss Vervain. “Did you go 
to Don Ippofito’e house the other 
day, to Eee his trapi ?’’ .

“ Yea ; we were very much inter­
ested. I was sorry that I knew so 
little alx>ut inventions. Do you think 
there are many practical Mean 
amongst his things ? I hope there 
are—he seemed so proud and pleased 
to chow them. Shouldn't you think 
he had fx>me real inventive talent?"

“Ye:, I think lie Inns ; but I know as 
little atx>ut the matter as you do.” 
He sat down beside her, and picking 
up a twig from the" gravel, pulled 
the bark off in silence. Then, “Miss 
Vervain,” he said, knitting his brows, 
us he always did when he had some­
thing on his conscience, and meant 
to eafe it at any cost, "I'm the dug 
that fetches n bone, and carries a 
bone ; I talked Don Ippolito over with 

the otlier d-iy, and now I’ve been 
him. But I’ve 

the grace to Hay that I'm ashamed 
of myself.”

“ Why need you be ashamed ?’’ 
asked Florida, "You said no harm of 
him. Did you of us?”

“Not exactly ; but I don’t think it 
wa.-: quite my business to discuss you 
at all. I think you can’t let people 
alone too much. For my part, if I 
to characterise my friemls, 1 fail to 
do them perfect justice, of course ; and 
yet the imperfect result remains rep- 
re-entatlve of them in my mind ; it 
limits them and fixes them, and I 
can’t get them 
the undefined 
where they really lx-long. One ought 
never to speak of tlie faults of 
one’s friends ; it mutilates them ; 
they can never be the same after­
wards.”

asked 
young 
's oc- their great advi

il I I I I1 I I

one

well meant. "The girl 
brute, as I thought 
nlng." the painter said 
"How could I have ever 
ferently 7 I ehhll have to 
pollto that I’m ariiamed ! 
disclaim all responsible 
ui/'h, I was oat of tWs.'jl 

The pleasure of the <9 
It could not rally frond 
They went on to St* 
had planned, but the jfl 
Villa Pisani was ecltoea 
pollto. He plainly "did 
what to do. He did not address Flor­
ida again, whose savagery he would 
not probably have known how to re­
sent If lie had wislied to resent it. 
Mrs. Vervain prattled away to him 
with unrelenting kindness ; Ferris 
kept near him1, and with affectionate 
zeal tried to make him talk of the 
villa, but neither of- tlio frescoes, nor 
the orangeries, nor the green-houses, 
nor the stables, nor the gardens 
could rouse him from the listless daze 
in which he moved, tiiough Ferris 
found them nil as wonderful as 
had said. Amidst this heavy 
barrassment no one seemed at 
hut tlie author of iti

Is aWhile he talked he had been mak­
ing a few lines In a small sketch­
book, with a furtive glance or two 
at Florida. When they returned 
to the boat, he busied himself again 
with the book, and presently he 
handed lt to Mrs. Vervain.

“ Why, It’s Florida !" cried the 
lady. “ How very nicely you do 
sketch, Mr. Ferris !"

" Thanks, Mrs. Vervain ; you’re 
always flattering me."

“ No, but seriously. I wish that 
I had paid more attention to my 
drawing when I was a girl. And 
now, Florida—she 
pencil.
Mr. Ferris.'

“Oil, people who are pictures needu’t 
trouble themselves to be painters," 
sa-:d Ferrfs, with a little burlesque,

Mrs. Vervain began to look at the 
sketch through her tubed hand ; the 
painter made a grimace. "But you’ve 
made her too proud, Mr. Ferris. She 
doesn't look like that."

“Yes, she does—to those unworthy 
of her kindness. I have taken Miss Ver- 
t'alrt 1 |'.tlie act of scorning tlie rococo, 
and Its humble admirer, me, with it."

"I'm sure I don’t know what

In t

dlf-
Il>-

Br. and 
ah 1 I

■■was dead. 
Bat stroke.

as they 
try of tlie 
for Don Ip- 
not know;

5

won’t touch a 
I wish you’d talk to her,“ It

a flush

you
talking you over with talk from 

I feel os
hoif'Td ern­

es so 
She did not,

to be «ire, spaak to Don Ippolito. 
bu t she followed her mother as usual 
with her assiduous cares, and 
appeared tranquilly unconscious of 
tlie sarcastic civility with which Fer­
ris rendered her any service.

It was late in the afternoon when 
they got back to their boat and be­
gan to descend the canal 
Venice, and long before they reached 
Fusina the day had passed. A 
set Of melancholy red, streaked with 
level lines of murky cloud stretched 
across the flats behind them, and 
faintly tinged with its reflected light 
the eastern horizon which the tow­
ers and domes of Venice had not yet 
bejgun to break. The twilight came, 
and then through the overcast heav­
ens the moon shone dim ; a light blos­
somed here and there in the villas, 
distant voices called musically ; a M 
cow lowed, a ddfc barked; the rich; • 
sweet breath off the vernal land min­
gled Its odors with the sultry air of 
the neighboring lagoon. The 
farers spoke little; the time hung 
.heavy on all, no doubt; to Ferris it 
was a burden almost intolerable to 
^ear the creak of tlie oars and 
breathing of tlie gondoliers keeping 
Wme together. At last the boat 
Stopped la front of the police station 
In Fusina; a soldier with a sword 
at his side and a lantern in his hand 
came out and briefly parleyed with 
the gondoliers; they stepped ashore, 
and he marched them into the sta­
tion before iilnr.

“We have nothing left to wish for 
now, said Ferris, breaking Into an 
Ironical laugh".

“What does it all mean?’’ asked Mrs» 
Vervain.

•T think I had better go and see.’’
“We will go witli you,” said Mrs. 

Vervain. • ,
“Pazienza!” replied Ferris.
The ladles' rose ; but Don Ippolito 

remained seated.

you
very you

mean. Mr. Ferris; but I can’t think 
that this proud look is habitual with 
Florida ; and I’ve heard people say— 
very goed judges—that an artist 
oughtn’t to perpetuate a temporary 
expression. Something like that.”

‘“It can't be helped now", Mrs. Ver­
vain ; the sketch is irretrievably im­
mortal. I'm sorry, but It's too late.”

“Oil, stuff ! As 1/ you couldin’t turn 
up the corners of the mouth a little. 
Or someth tag/'

“And give her the appearance of 
laugh,tag at me? Never!”

“Don Ippolito,” sa'd Mrs., Vervain, 
turn.tag to tli$. priest, who had been 
Itatetatag Intently to all this trivial 
talk, “what do you think of this 
sketch ?” i

He took tlie book with

she
W

towards

sun-
back again into 

and the ideal He seems like another on us 
sen-

'1“ So you have been talking of my 
faults?” said Florida, breath ttlg 
quickly. “ Perhaps you could tell 
me of them to my face.”

“ I should have to say that un­
fairness was one of them. But that 
is common to tlie whole sex. I never 
said I was talking of your faults. 
I declared against doing so, and you 
immediately infer that my motive 
is remorse. I don't know that you 
have any faults. They may be 
virtues in disguise. There is 
cliarm even In unfairness. Well, 

say that I thought you had 
quid temper ”-----

Florida colored violently.
“ But now' I see thiiit I was mis­

taken,” said Ferris with a laugh.
“ May I atïk what else you said ?” 

demanded the young giri haughtily.
"Oh, that would be a betrayal of 

confidence," said Ferris, unaffected 
by her hauteur.

“ Then why

an eager 
hand, and perused the sketch as if 
trying to «read some secrefethere. After 
a. mtaute he handed It Sack with a 
light tfgh, apparently of relief, but 
sa!d nothing.

“Well ?*' asked Mrs. Vervata. 
t '‘Oh ! I ask pardon. No, it isn’t my 
idea, of madpor gella. It seems to me 
that her likeness must be sketched in 
color. Those ltaee are trueu but they 
need color to subdue them ; they go 
too far ; they ore more than true.”

“You're quite right» Don Ippolito," 
sad Fertfs.

“Them you don’t think she always 
has this proud look ?" pursued Mrs. 
Vervata.

The patater fancied that Florida 
quelled in. herself a movement of im­
patience ; he looked at her with an 
amused smile, , r 

“Not always; no,” answered 
polito. “Sometimes her face 
the greatest meekness In tl 

“But not at the presents 
thought Ferrie; faootaa^J 
stare ot- angry t£ÉAè«ÉBflfi 
bent upon the u®[^H 

“Though 1 
hardly know 
habitual expi 
Li to.

A
Venetian tongues." 

This ultimate drop of venom, help­
lessly distilled, did

Aux bords d#
not seem to

rankle in Miss Vervain's mind. She 
walke.1 now witli her

other
face turned 

from his, aiul she answered coldly, 
“ We shall not be troubled. We 
don’t care for Venetian tongues.”

They were at the gate. Good­
bye,” said Ferris, abruptly, “ I'm 
going.”

“ Won’t you wait and see

way-

ithe

way
because it was his way ot talking; 
It always surprised him a little that 
she entered into thç spirit ot it; lie 
was not quite sure that she did ; lie 
sometimes thought sbef waited till dhe 
could seize upon a point to turn 
against him; and so give herself the 
iiir of having comprehended the 
whole. He laughed: “Oh yes, a poor 
little fragmentary, faded-out re­
production of their Sentiment—which 
Is ‘as moonlight unto sunlight and as 
water unto wine/ when compta red 
with the real thing. Suppose I made 
a picture of this very bit, ourselves 
in tlie foreground, looking at the 
garden over there wliere that amus­
ing Vandal of on owner/has just 
had his statues painted -white ; would 
our friends at home understand it? 
A whole history must be left 
'.unexpressed, 
entire situation, 
with a taste for olives would get 
the flavor ; but even they would 
wonder that I chose such an un- 
suggestive bit. Why, It Is just the 
most maddeningly suggestive thing 
to be found here! And if I may 
put it modestly, for my share ip it, 
I think we two young Americans 
looking on at this supreme excess 
of tlie rococo, are the very essence 
of tlie sentiment of the scene; but 
what would the honored connoisseurs 
-<the good folks who get themselves 
up on Buskin and try so honestly 
hard to have some little ideas about 
art—make of us ? To be sure, they 
might justifiably praise the grace 
of ÿour pose, if I we,re so lucky as 
to catch it, and your way of put­
ting your hand under the elbow of 
the arm that holds your parasol,” 
—Florida seemed disdainfully to keep 
her attitude, and the painter smiled 
‘‘ but they wouldn’t know whàt it 
all meant, and couldn’t imagine that 
we were inspired by this rnsqnlly 
little villa to sigh longingly over
tlie tvlcked past "-----

“ Excuse me,” interrupted Florida, 
with a touch of trouble in her proud 
manner, “ I’m not sighing over it, 
foj one and I don’t want it back. 
I’ra glad that I’m an American and 
that there is no past for me. I 
can’t understand how you and Don 
Ippolito can speak so tolerantly of 
what no one can respect,” she add­
ed, in almost an aggrieved *

If Miss Vervain wanted to turn 
the talk upon Dan Ippolito, Ferris 
by no means did ; lie had had enough 
of that subject yesterday ; he got 
os lightly away from It as he could.
“Qh, Don Ippoilto's a pagan, I 

tell you ; and I’m a painter, and the 
rococo Is my weakness. I wish I 
could paint It, but I can’t ; I'm a 
hundred yqnrs too* late, 

paint ‘myself

my mo­
ther?” asked Florida, with her awk­
ward self-constraint again upon her.

“ No, thanks,” said Ferris, gloom­
ily. “ I haven't time.

I’m really

1 just drop­
ped in for a moment, to blast an 
innocent nyvn’s reputation, and de­
stroy a young lady ’s peace of mind.”

” Then you needn’t go yet." an- 
sweredt Florida, coldly, “for you 
haven't succeeded.’’

” Well, I’ve done my Wv>rst," re­
turned Ferris, drawing the bolt.

He went away, hanging his head in 
amazement and disgust at himself for 
li's cliunsines? and bad taste. It seemed 
to h:m a contemptible part, first to 
embarrass them with Don Ippoilto’s 
acquaintance, If it was an embarrass­
ment, and then^try-to sneak out of 
h:s responsibility by these tardy cau­
tions : and if It was not going to be an 
embarrassment, it was folly to have 
approached the matter at all.

What had lie wanted to do, and with 
wliat motive ? He hardly knew. As lie 
battled the ground over and 
ngain, nothing comforted him 
the thought that, bad as it was to 
have spoken to Miss Vervain, it must 
have teen infinitely worse to speak 
to her mother.

I •

ÉÊttt Ip-
have you mentioned 

the matter to me at all ?”
“ I wanted to clear my conscience, 

I suppose, mid sin again. I wanted 
^^telk with you about Don Ippo-

Florida looked with perplexity at 
Ferris’ face, While her 
cooled mid paled.

“ What did you want 
him ?” she asked calmly.
“1 hardly know how to put It ; 

that lie puzzles me, to bdgLn with. 
You know I feel somewhat 
sible for him.”

“ Yes.”
“ Of course, I never should ____

thought of him, if it hadn’t been 
for your mother’s talk that morning 
willing back from Son Lazzaro.”
, V* know,” said Florida, with a 
famt blush.

“ 4n<i don’t you eee, it was os 
much a fancy of mine, a weakness’ 
for the man himself, as tlie desire 
to serve your mother, that prompted 
me to bring him to you.”

“ Yes, I see,” answered the young

! •>rld.”
Ve
the

the girl
est.

I should 
terlze her 
Dan. Ippo-

‘‘Aren’t you go­
ing, too, Don Ippolito?” asked Mrs. 
Vervain,

“Thanks, mndama ; but I prefer to 
stay here/’

Lamentable cries and shrieks, as If 
the prisoners had immediately been 
put to the torture, came from the sta­
tion as Ferris opened the door. A lamp 
of petroleum lighted the scene, and 
shone upon tlie figures of two fisher­
men, who bewailed themselves unintel­
ligibly in the vibrant accents of 
Chlozza, and from time to time ad­
vanced upon the gondoliers, 
their heads and beat their breast» at 
them. A few police-guards reclined 
upon benches about the çoom, and sur­
veyed the spectacle with mild i m passa- 
bUity.

Ferrîs politely asked one of them 
the cause of the detention.

“Why, you eee, egnore,” answered 
the guard amiably, “ these honest men 
acucse your gondoliers of having stolen 
a rope out of their boat at Dolo.”

“It was emy blood, you know!" 
howled the elder of the fishermen, 
tossing Iris arms wildly abroad, “it 
was my own heart," he cried, letting 
the Inst vowel die away and rise again 
In mournful refrain, while he 'stored 
tragically into Ferris’ face.

“What is the matter?” asked Mrs. 
Vervain, putting up her glasses, and 

xou are trying wStli graceful futility to focus 
f behav- tue melodrama.
are not “Nothing,” said Ferris ; “our gondp- 
feict ateLliers have had the heart’s blood of tli*» 

respsbtiable Dervteh ; ;tlmt is to say, 
teliy have stolen & rope belonging to 
him/*

own slowly hwhose beautiful 
and darkened in 

so mlany pictures of Venetian sun­
sets, and past the Austrian lagoon 
forts with their coronets of guns 
threatening every point, and the 
Croatian sentlneùs pacing to and fro 
on their 
enough at 
to declare 
officers the

to say ot "Thanks,” ■brida, peremptor- 
■è subject ; It Isn’t

pr, dear,” said Mrs. 
rlt’s important to 
you ; ferf I’m your 
r> If I /thought you 
is a general thing, 
rver, I should con­
ation upo-n myself.” 
revoking laugh, as 
etly. "1 must Insist, 
r did you ever tee

back, and began to 
fly to and fro be-

P look so with you, 
P the priest, with 

Florida, who let 
Ipnto her lap, and 

with priestly 
touch of some- 
hority, such as 
p could dispense 
1 penances. “No 
her devotedness 
Blred from tlie 
■hderness that 
gttelled. In all 

ligella has

lly. “I’m tt 
an importa 

"Oh, yes. 
Vervain. ‘M 
me, if it Æ 
mother,^* 
looked ■ 
to a ca|H 
elder lt | 
Ferris gfl 
she contHfl 
Don IddoM

t
I could only hint at an 

Of course, people
respon-

wolIs. They stopped long 
-of the customs barges 
this swarthy, amiable 

,-OOfince of their freight, 
and et the mouth of the Canal of the 
Brenta they pauaad before the sta­
tion whi le a policeman came out and 
soanned them. He bowed to Don Ip- 
po.lto’s cloth, and then they began 
to pushi up vhe sltiggish canal, shallow 
and overrun with weeds and 
Into the heart of fhe Landi I \.

The sprbig, which in Venice comes 
the softening air and the per­

petual azure of this, heavens, was re­
newed to their senses in ajl its mlr- 
acu.ioufl loveliness. The garden of the 
Vervains had indeed confessed It in 
opulence of leaf and- bloom, but there 
tt seemed somehow dnQy Like a novel 
effect of the artifice which had been 
able to create a garden In that city 
of stone and sen. Bare a vernal/ world 
suddenly jbpened before them, with 
wide-stretching fields ol green under 
a dome of perfect h’Jue ; against its 
waXs only the soft curves of far-off 
hi ;Is were traced, and near at hand 
the tender forms of fuiX-foliaged 
trees. The long garland of vines that 
festoons ntl Italy seemed to begin in 
the neighboring orchards ; the mea­
dows waved their tail grasses in the 
sun, tund broke in poppies oa thi3 sea- 
waves break in iridescent spray ; the 
well-grown maize shook its gleaming 
blades in the light ; the poplars 
marched in stately procession on 
either side of the straight, white 
road to Padua, ti’Jl they vanished in 
the .long perspective. The blossom» had 
fallen from the trees many weeks be­
fore, but the air was fuü of the vague 
sweetness of the perfect spring, which 
here and there gathered and defined 
itself as the spicy odor of the grass 
cut on the shore of the cafncu’i, and 
drying in the melilow heat ot the sun.

The voyagers spoke from time to

»

over
save

J®

and shook

Flo
VIII. The 

wav© 
for© lIt was late before Ferris forgot his 

chagrin in sleep, and when lie wokp 
the next morning, tlie sun was making 
the solid green blinds at his window 
odorous of their native pine woods 
w.th its boat, and thrusting a golden 
spear at the heart of Den Ippoilto’s 
effigy where lie had left it on the easel.

Marina brought a letter with his 
coffee. Tlie fetter was from Mrs. Ver­
vain, and it entreated him to vome to 
lunch at twelve, and then .loin them on 
an excurson, of which they had all. 
often talked, up the Canal of the 
Brenta. “ Don Ippolito has got Ills 
perm'ssion—think of his not being able 
to go* to the mainland without tlie 
Patriarch's leave! and can go with us 
to-day. S> I try to make this hasty 
arrangement. Yon must come—it abK 
depends upon you.*’

“ Yes, eo it seems,” groaned the 
pa inter, and went. B

In tli© garden he found Don Ippolito 
... . , . and Florida, at the fountain where

- v. th _ ..-i-yfl*hu yet ho is a pr-est. he had himself parted with her the
hi n m Vil, l , duo.-Lt io u. What if I evening before, and he observed with
lle sl-fthar ^ U:Lstak>?? a relief that Don Ippolito was

^neottli.e opeiiret «oils In talking to her in the nappy uncon- 
•s nTnf^i as yoii have imesrte^fc or lie sciousness habitual with him.

NKlmuvf n?9?" ' . Florida cast at th© painter a swift
l*™ ,U Blnnee of-.Intent appeal and intelli- 

d,,1' .Î"14 1 calV"t genee, which he refused, and in tlio
5 WI-2‘Sof lllm- Game Instant she met him with

S l'^wiad in annoyance. "I another look, as if she now saw him "
I •?„ V L4, y7;11 to: 1 don’t- myself.' for the first time, and gave him her
I,Z/h,,'g.<„d,vt le ™at*er’ ■LS' 1 might hand in greeting. It was a beautiful 
have known/! ,would.- I was trying to hand ; he 
put .uto word- anyundefined easiness its lovely

■messes,
"I

dear mdH 
nn anxM 
her fan™ 
eat still.# 
rmoothnep 
thing like 
a man mij 
indulgence 
on© could 
to you, aj 
first an aj 
I have »! 
her rel^J

ingirl.
" 1 acted in the itoetli of a bitter 

Venetian prejudice against priests. 
ah my friends here—they're mostly 
young men with the modem Italian 
ideas, or old liberals—hate and de- 
«pi.se the priests. They believe that 
priests are full of guile and deceit, 
that they are npiee* for the Aus­
trians, and altogether evil.” -,

"Don ItpdLto jvS welcome to report 
<>ur most secret thought* to the po­
lie. sa'd Florida, whyse luokol rising 
a i n mi rela xed into a sm ile. J

“Oh.” cried the painter, "A\ow you 
Leap to conclusions ! I never Intimated 
that Don Ippolito ..was a spy. Oil the 
contrary. :t was his difference from 
other priests that niad9 he think of 
h uu for a moment. He seems to be as 
much cut off from th© church as from 
the wor’d.

x<j

eeei
Floj

not
ior
Invite 
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lenee, 
blue ( 
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li vlo- 
ld her 
polito, 
[rude 
[face. 
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(To he Continued.)ness
Neuralgia’s Per latent Agony.

Why wait. If suffering pain ? bat go 
at once to the nearest drug store and 
boy a bottle of Poison's Nervlllne. It v 
Will cure you. Pain cannot stay where < 
■JWnaed. It Is just the thing to havSi- 
jn the house to meet a sudden attacr i.. 
■■ness. Nervlllne

"W1
mot!

She /■
iOTlsfl| 
clash,»

" FioeSGtM
gravely.

Ferris tdjj* 
like one whig» 
done to conlSS 
poilto’s speeon 
the beet, but fl 
a foreigner’s m 
the worst it w

cares denralgia In X 
tee; toothache instantly; 
pain Just as quickly. Why 
this 7 Because It contains 

lowerful pain subduing sab- j
pwn to medical science. Try j
Mgpvinced. J ♦ I

I couldn’t 
in the act of sen-1 not help worshipping 

Ijfrnd the illy white- even
tlmen talking ’ it.”i
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