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He put on his hat and coat and '
stolled vaguely forth, and in an hour
or two cam2 by a roundabout course
to the gondola rtation nearest his own
houw e.; There he stopped, and after an
ab.ent contemplation of the boats,
Irom which the go:idoliers were clam-
oring for his custom, he stepped into
one and ordered the man to row him
to a gate on a small canal opposite.
‘The gate opened, at his ringing, into
the garden of the Vervains.

Florida was sitting alone on a
bench “hear the fountain. It wasno
longer a ruined fountain; the broken
noed naiad held a pipe above her
head, and from this rose a willowy |;
epray high enough to catch some |
coors of the sunset then striking in-
to the garden, and fell again in a
mist around her, making her almost
modest.

“What does this mean?’ asked
Ferris, carelessly taking the young
giM’s hand. “I-thought this lady’s oc-
cupation was gone.”

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

“It ig, indeed,” said the painter,
with a gingular desire, going through
him like a pang, likewise to do some-
thing for Miss Vervain. “Did you go
to Don Ippolito’s house the other

,» to ree his traps?” .
“Yes; we were very much inter-
. I was sorry that I knew so
little about inventions. Do you think
there .are many practical Hees
amongst his things? I  hope there
are—he peemed so proud and pleased
to rhow them. Shouldn't you think
he had pome real inventive talent?”

“Ye:, I think he has; but I know as
little about the matter as you do.”
He sat down beside her, and picking
up a twig from the gravél, pulled
the bark off in silence. Then, “Miss
Vervain,” he said, knitting his brows,
as he always did when he had some-
thing on his conscience, and meant
to ease it at any cost, “I'm the dog
that fetches a bone, and ecarries a
bone; I talked Don Ippolito over with
you the other day, and now I've been
talking you over with him. But I've
the grace to say that I'm ashamed
of myrelf.”

“*Why need you be ashamed ?”
acked Florida, “You said no harm of
him. Did you of us?”

“Not exactly ; but T don’t think it
was quite my business to discuss you
at all. T think you can’t let people
alone too much. For my part, if Itfy
to characterise my friends, I fail to
do them perfect justice, of course ;and
yet the imperfect result remains rep-
resentative of them in my mind; it
limits them and fixes them, and I
can’'t get them back again in
the undefined and the idedl
where they really belong. One cught
never to espeak of the faults of
one's friends: it mutilates them;
they can never be the same after-
wards.” ®

“So you have been talking of my
faults ?”  saki  Florida, breathilfg
quickly. * Perhaps you could tell
me of them to my face.”

“L should have to say that un-
fairness was one of them. But that
is common to the whole sex. I never
said I was talkihg 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 faulta They may be
virtues in disguise. There is a
charm even in unfairness. Well, ' 1
did say that I thought you had a
quic® temper "——

Florida colored violently.

“But now I see that I was mis-
taken,” said Ferris with a laugh.

“May I afk 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 have you mentioned
the matter to me at all?”

“I wanted to clear my conscience,
I suppose, and sin again. I wanted
lt;o talk with you about Don Ippo-

Florida lcoked with perplexity at
Ferris’ face, While her own slowly
coovled and paled.

“ What did you wamt ¢o say of
him ?”" she asked calmly,

“I hardly know how to put it;
that he puzzles me, to bégin with.
You know I feel somewhat respon-
sible for him.”

“Xes.” 8

“Of course, I mever should have
shought of him, if it hadn’t been
{or your mother's.talk that morning
roming back from San Lazzaro.”

1 know,” said Florida, with a
faibt blush.

£ *nd yet, don’t you see, it was as
much a fancy of mine, a weaknesk
for the mon himself, as the desire
to serve your mother, that prompted
me to bring him to you.”

."l\'m, 1 see,” amswered the young
girl.

"1 acted in the teeth of a bitter
Venetian prejudice against priests.

In The Furnace
of Temptation
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of mine, a quite formless desire to-hayvo
tou possessed of the whole casé as it
had come up in my mind. I’ve made a
mess of it,” sa/d Ferris, rising with a
Tueful alr. “‘Begides, I ought to haye
spoken to Mrs.. Vervain.” :

“*Oh, no” eried Florida, eagerly
spring’ng to her feet beside him.
“Don’t! Little things wear upon my
mother, s0. I'm glad you didn’t speak
to her. I don’t misunderstand you, I
think ; I expressed myselfl badly,” she
added, with an anxious face. “I thank
you very much. What do you want
ma to do?” |

By Ferr!s’ impulse they both began
to move down the garden, path towar
the water-gate. The sunset had faded
out of the founta’n, but it still lit the
whole Jieaven, in whosa vast blue
depths hung light whiffs of pinkish
cloud, as ethereal as the draperies
that floated after Miss Vervain as she
walked with a splend'd grace beside
him—no awkwardness now, or self-con-
stralnt in her. 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 willingness
to be bldden by hfm gaye him{.a, deli-
cious thryll. He looked at the saperh
creature, 80 proud, so helpless; . =go
imuch a woman, so much a child; and
he caught his breath before he an-
swered. Her gauzes blew about his
feet in the I'ght breeze that lifted
the foliage; - vhe was a little near-
sighted, and In her eagerness she
drew closer to him, fixing her eyea
full upon his with a beld innocence,
“Good heavens! Miss Vervaln,” he
cricd, with a sudden blush, “it isn't
a gerious matter. I'm a fool to have
spoken to you. Don’t do anything. Let
things go on as before. It lsn't for me
to Instruct you” ¢

“I should have been very glaa of
your advice,” she said, with a dis-
appointed, almost wounded manner,
keeping her eyes upoa him. .
seems to me we are always going
wroing '——

She stopped short, with a flush
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. “T  wish you'd
dismiss all my stupid talk from your
mind,” he w®aid. *“I feel as if Td
been guiltily trying to set you
against a man whom I like very
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. It would break his heart, I'm
afraid, if you treated him in a dif-
ferent way from that in which
you've treated him till now. It's
really touching .~t6 ‘Tiften to his
gratitude to you and your mother.
It's only conceivable on the ground
that he has mever had friends before
in the world. He seems like another
man, or the same man come to life.
And it isn’t his fault that he's a
priest. 1 suppose,” he added, with
a sort of final throe, * that a Vene-
tian family wouldn't use him with
the frank hospitality you’'ve shown,
not because they distrusted him at
all, perhaps, but because they would
be afraid of other Vemetian tongues.”

This ultimate drop of venom, help-
lessly distilled, did not seem to
ravkle in Miss Vervain’s mind. She
walked now with her face turned
from his, and she answered coldly,
“ We shall not be troublel. We
don’t care for Venetian tongues.”

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

“ Won't you wait and see my mo-
ther ?* asked Florida, with her awk-
ward self-constraint again upon her.

‘*“No, thanks,” said Ferris, gloom-
ily. *“I havem't time. I just drop-
ped in for a moment, to blast an
innocent mjan's reputation, and de-
stroy a young lady’s peace of mind.”

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

“Well, I've done my worst,” re-
turned Ferris, drawing the bolt.

He went away, hanging bis head in
amazement and disgust at himself for
h's clumsiness and bad taste. It seemed
to him a contemptible part, first to
embarrass them with Don Ippolito's
acquaintance, if it was an embarrass-
ment, and then™“try-—t-> sneak out of
his responsibility by these tardy cau-
t'ons : and if it was not going to be an
embarrassment, it was folly to have
approached the matter at all.

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

VIII.

It was late before Ferris forgot his
chagrin in sleep, and when he woke
the next morniang, the sun was making
the solid green blinds at his window
odorous of their native pine woods
with its heat, and thrusting a golden
spear at the heart of Dcn Ippolito's

All ‘my frionds here—they're mostly | effigy where he had left it on the easel.

young men with the modern Italian

Marina. brought a letter with his

ideas, or old liberais—hate and de- | coffce. The Jetter. was from Mrs. Ver-

spise the priests. They believe that
priests are full of guile and deceit,
that they are spies for the Aus-

vain, and it entreated him to come to
lunch at twelve, and then join them on

an excurson, of which they had all,

trians, and altogether evil.” ., often talked, up the Canal of the

“Don Irpolito is welcome to report
our most eecret thoughts to_the po-
lice,” sa'd Florida, whese look o rising
alarm relaxed into a smile,

O eried the painter, ‘4iow yoeu

leaj to conclusions! T never Intimated arrangement. Yon must come—it alk

Brenta. * Don Ippolito has got his
perm’'ssion—think of his not belng able
to go' to the mainland without the
Patriarch’s leave! and can go with us
to-day. 85> I try to make this hasty

that Don Ippolito was a 8py. On the | depeads upon you.”

contrary, % was h's difference from

“ Yes, €o ‘it seems,” groaned the

other priests that made he think of painter, and went. 0

him for a moment. He seems to be as
much ¢ut off from the church as from
the world And yet he is a priest,
with a prlest’s education, What if 1
shou'd haye been altogether mistaken?
He !s efther one of the openest souls in
the worid, as you have Insiste@ or he
is one of the closast.”,. |

"I should not be afrald of lim in
any case,” sn’d Florida,; “but I ean't
belleve any wrong of him.”

I'erris frowned in annoyance.  “‘I
don’t want you to; I don't, myself.
I've bungled the matter, as I' might
have known?T would: I was trying to
put nto words an undefined easiness

~

In the garden he found Don Ippolito
and Florida, at the fountain where
he had himself parted with her the
evening Lefore, and he observed with
a guilty relief that Don Ippolito was
talking to her in tne nappy uncon-
sciousness habitual with him.

Florida cast at the painter a swilt
glanee of latent appeal and intelli-
gence, which he refused, and in the
same Imstant she met him with

another look, as if shé now saw him |

for the first time, and gave him her
hand in greeting. It was a beautiful
hand; he could not help worshipping
its lovely nd the lily white-

ness oimn'.l‘e sottlne- %( ttl:;e :a;:. the
rone the palm an h

She idly resumed the great Venetian
fan which hnnf from her waist by
a chaln. ito has been talk-
ing about the villeggiatura on the
Brenta in the old days,” she explained.

“Oh, yes,” said the painter, * they
used to have merry times in the villas
then, and it was worth while bein
a priest, or at least an abbate
casa. I think you wouldysigh for a
return of those good old days, Don
Ippolito. Just e if you were
abbate di casa with some patrician
family about the close of the last
century, you might be the instructor,
companion and spiritual adviser of
Illustrissima at the theatres, card
parties and masquerades, all winter,
and at this season, instead of going
np the Brenta for a day’s pleasure
with us barbarous Yankees, you might
be metting out with Illustrissima and
all the ’Strissimi and 'Strissime, big
and little, for a spring villeggiatura
there. You would be going in a gild-
ed barge, with songs and fiddles and
dancing, instead of a common gon-
dola, and you wonld stay a month,
walking, going to parties and cafes,
drinking chocolate and lemonade, gam-
Ing, sonneteﬁrlng and butterflying
about erally.”

“It wg:f uouby},lessv'ﬁ beautiful life,”
ancwered the priest, with simple in-
difference. “But I never havz thought
of it with regret, because I have
been preoccupied with other ideas
than thoze of social pleasures, though
perhaps they were no wiser.”

Florida had watched Don Ippolito’s
face while Ferris was speaking, and
she now asked gravely, “But don’t you
think their life nowadays is more be-
coming to the clergy 7’

“Why, madamigella? What harm
f was:there in those gaieties? I sup-
poze.the bad features of the o!d life
are exaggerated to us.”

“They couldn’t have been worse than
tho amusements of the hard-drinking,
hanrd-ridng, hard-swearing, fox-hunt-
ing Engl'sh parsons about the same
time,” sa{d Ferris: ‘“Besidbes, tle abbate
di casa had a charm of his own, the
charm of all rococo things, which,
whatever you may say of them, are
somehow elegant and refined, or at
least refer to elegance and refinement,
I con’t say - they're enngbling, but
they're fascinating. I don’t respect
them, but I love them. Whepni I think
about the past of Venicz, I don't care
80 much to se2 any of the heroically
historical things; but 1 should like
immensely to- have looked in at the
Ridotto, when the place was at {ts
gayest with wigs and masks, hoops
ard small-glothes, fans and raplers,
bows ard courtesies, whispers and
glances. I daresay I should have found
bon Ippolito there in some vecoming
drgusel”

Florida locked from the painter to
the priest ard back to the painter,
as Ferris spoke, and then she turned
a little anxiously toward the terrace,
and a shadow slippad from her face
as her mother came rustling down the
steps, catching at her drapory, and
shaking it into place. The young girl
hurried to meet her, lifted lier arms
for what promised an embrace, and
with f'rm hands set the elder lady’s
bonunet straight with her forehend.

“I'm always getting it on askew,”
Mrs. Vervain sa’d for greeting to Fer-
ris. “*How db you do, Don Ippolito ? But
I suppose you think I've kept you long
enough to get it on straight for once,
So I have. £ am a fuss, and I don’t
deny it. A% my time of life, it’s much
harder to make yourself shinshapo
than 1t is when you're younger. I tell
Florida that anybody would take her
for the cld lady, she does seem to give
50 lttle care to gatiting up an appear-
ance.”

““Aund yet she has the effect of a
styl'sh young person in the bloom of
youth,” observed Ferris, with a touch
of car’cature.

**We had better lunch with our
things on,” safd@ Mrs. Vervain, “and
then there needn’t be any delay in
gtarting. I thought we would have it
here,” she added; as Nina and the
house-servant appzared with trays of
dishes and cups, ‘“so that we can
start In a real pienicky spirit. I knew
you'd think it a womanish lanch, Mr.
Ferris—Don Ippolto likes what we do
—*And so I've provided you with a
chicken ealad; and I'm gofng to ask
you for a taste of it; I'm really
hungry.”

There vas salad for all, in fact;
and it was quite one o'clock before
the unch was ended, and wraps of
Just the right thickness and thinness
were chosen, and the party were com-
fortably placed under the striped
‘Anen canopy of the gondola, which
they had from a public station, the
nouse-gondoln being engaged that
day. They rowed through the narrow
canal skirsing the garden out into
the expuns: &defore the Giudecca, and
tnen struck across the ‘agoon towards
KFusina, past thesisland-church of San
Giorgio in Alga, whose beautiful
tower hns fiushed and darkened in
80 mhny pictures of Venetian sun-
sets, and past the- Austrian lagoon
forts with their coronets of guns
threatening every point, and the
Croatian sentinels pacing to and fro
on their walls. They stopped long
enough at dpe._of the customs barges
to declare the swarthy, amiable
officers the innoccmce of their freight,
and at the mouth of the Canal of the
Brenta they paused before the sta-
tion whi® a policeman came out and
scanned them. He bowed to Don Ip-
polito’s cloth, and then they began
to push up“the sluggish canal, shallow
and overrun with weeds and mcsses,
into the heart of the land. ;

The sx;r’éng. which in Venice comes
In the: tening air and the per-
petual azure of thiz heavens, was re-
newed to their senses in all its mir-
acu’ous Toveliness. The garden of the
Vervains had indeed confessed it in
opusence of leaf and bloom, but there
it seemed somehow onily like a novel
effect of the artifice which had been
able to create a gapden in that city
of stone apd sen. Here a verma! world
suddenly jopened before them, with
wide-stretching fields ol green under
4 dome of perfect blue; against its
walls only the soft curves of far-off
hiils were traced, and near at hand
the tender forms of fui-foliaged
trees. The long garland of vines that
festoons ol Italy seemed to begin in
the neighboring orchards; the mea-
dows waved their taill grasses in the
sun, and broke in poppies as ths sea-
waves break in iridescent spray ; the
well-grown mafze shook its gleaming
blides in the. light; the poplars
marched in’ stately procession on
‘either side of the stmight, white
road to Padua, till they vapished in
the long perspective. The blossoms had
fal’én from the trees many weeks be-
fore, but the air was full 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 camal, and

drying in the mellow heat of the sun.
The voyagers spoke from time to

that succeeded each other

canal. Don Ippolito knew a few of
thiem, the gondoliers knew others ; but
after all, their names were nothing.
These haunts of old-t‘me splendor and
idleness, weary of themselves, and
unable to escape, are sadder than any-
thing In Venice, and they belonged,
as far as the Americans were con-
cerned, to a world as strange as any
to which they should go in another
life—the world of a faded fashion and
an alien history. Some of the villas
were kept in a sort of repair; some
were even maintained in the state of
old; but the most showed marks of
greater or less decay, and here and
there ope was falling to ruin. They
had gardens about them, tangled and
wild-grown ; a’ population .of decrepit
statues in the rococo taste strolled in
their wulks or simpered from their
gates. Two or three houses seemed to
be occup ed ; the rest stood empty, each
“ Close Iatticed to the brooding heat,

And silent in its dusty vines.”

Tlhe pleasure party had no fixed plan
for the day further than to ascend the
canal, ind by and by take a carriage
at scme convenlent village and drive
to the famous Villa Pisani at Stra.

“ These houses are very well,” gaid
Don Ippolito, who had visited the villa
once, and with whom it had remained
a memory almost as signal as that
night in Padua when he wore civil
dress, “ but it is at Stra that you see
something really worthy of the royal
splendor of the-putricians of. Venice.
Royal! The villa is now one of the
palaces of the ex-Emperor of Austria,
who does not find it less imperial than
his other palaces.” Don Ippolito had
celebrated the villa at Stra in this
strain ever since they had spoken of
going up the Brenta ; now it was the
magnificent conservatories and or-
angerigs that he sang, now the vast
garden with its statued. walks be-
tween rows of clipt cedars and firs,
now the stables with their stalls for
numberless horses, now the-palace it-
sell with its frescoed halls and treas-
ures of art and virtu. His enthusiasm
for the villa at Sira had become an
amiable jest for the Americans. Fer-
r’s laughed at his fresh outburst; he
declared himself tired of the gon-
dola, and he asked Florida to
disembark with llimjnd walk under

!

time of some peculiarity of t; llas
aiong the

the trees of a easant street
runn’ng on one side bétween the villas
and the canal. ** We are gomg to
find something much grander than
the Villa Pisani,” he , with a
look at Don Ippolito.

As they sauntered along the path

togetther, they came now and then
fto a stately palace like that of the
Contarini, where the lions, thatgive
their name to one branch of the fam-
ily, crouch in stone before the grand
portal; but most of the houses were
interesting only from their unstorvied
possibilities to tho imagination. They
were generally of stucco, and glared
with  fresh whitewash . through
the foliage of their gardens. When
. peasant’s cottage broke thelr line,
it gave, with its barns and straw-
stacks and its beds of pot-herbs, a
homely relief from the decaying gen-
Cility of the villas.
« “What a pity, Miss Vervain,” said
the painter, “that the blessings , of
this | world should be so unequally
divided! Why should all this sketch-
able adversity be lavished upon the
fneighborhood of a city that is g0
rich as Venice in picturesque dilapi-
dation? It's pretty hard on us
Americans, and forces people of sen-
sibility into exilee What wouldn't
cultivated persons give for a stretch
of this street in the suburbs of Bos-
ton, or of your own Providence? I
suppose the New; Yorkers will be set-
ting up something of the kind one bf
these days, and giving it a Frenrh
name—they’ll call it Aux bords d@
Brenta. fThere was one of them
carried back a gondolan the other
day to put on a pond in their new
park. But the worst of it is, you
“an’t take home the gentiment of
these things.” .

“I thought it was the business of
jpainters to send homo, the sentiment
of them in pictures,” said Fiorida.

Ferris talked to her in this way
because it was his way of talking;
it always surprised him a little that
she enftered into thg apirit of ib; he
was not quite sure that she did; he
sometimes thought shg waited +ill she
could seize upon a point to ‘turn
against him, and so give herself the
pir oI having comprehended the
whole. He laughed: “Oh yes, a poor
little- fragmentary, faded-out re-
production of their ®entiment—which
l¢ ‘as moonlighti unto sunlight and as
water unto wine,’ when omplared
with the real thing. Suppose I made
n picture of thid very bit, -ourselves
in the foreground, looking at ‘the
garden over there where that amus-
ing Vandal of an owner/has just
had his statues painted AFhite ; would
our friends at home understand it?
A whole history’ must be left
‘unexpressed. I could only hintat an
entire situation. Of course, people
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 the .rococo, are the very essence
of the sentiment of the scene; but
what would the honored connoisseurs
<the good folks who get themselves
up on Ruskin 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 your pose, if I were 50 lucky as
to catch it, and your way of pat-
ting your hand under the elbow of
the arm that holds your parasol,’
—Florida seemed disdaiufully to keep
her attitude, and the painter smiled
“but they wouldn't know what it
all meant, and couldn’'t imagine that
we were inspired by this rascally
little villn to sigh longingly over
the tvicked past’——

‘“Excuse me,” interrupted Florida,
with a touch of trouble in her proud
manner, *“I'm not sighing over it,
for one and I don’t want it back.
I'm 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 tone. '

If Miss Vervain wanted to - turn
the talk upon Don Ippolito, Ferris
by no means did; he had had enough
of that subject yes y; he got
as lightly away from 4t as he could.

‘“Oh, Don Ippolito’'s a pagan, I
tell you; and I'm a painter, and the
rococo i8 my weakness. I wish .1
could paint it, but I can't; I'm a
hundred years too¢late. I couldn't
even paint ‘myself in the act of sen-
timentalizing it.” ;

-one could
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While he talked he had been mak- | Jo| meant, “The girl 1s o J

ing a few lines in a small sketch-
book, with a furtive glance or two

at Florida. When they returned 1 ;
to the boat, he busied himself azain ::,ﬁa: {ll:ltl f’ﬁlmﬁx 1
with the book, and presently he disclaim all responsib

handed it to Mrs. Vervain.
*“ Why, it's Florida!” cried  the

wirh I was out of this.]

The pleasure of the:

lady. “How very nicely you do It could not rally fron

sketch, Mr. Ferris!"

They went on to St

*“ Thanks, Mrs. Vervain; you're | paq planned, but the e

always flattering me.”
“ No, but seriously.

Villa, Pisani was eclip
I wish that | polith. He plainly @id not know:

for Don Ip-

I had paid more attention to my what to do. He did not address Flor-
drawing when I was a girl. And ida again, whose savagery he would
now, Ilorida—she won't touch a | pot probably have known how to re-

pencil.
Mr. Ferris.”

I wish you'd talk to ler, [ pent if he had wished to resent it.
Mrs. Vervain prattled away to him

**Oh, pecple who are pictures needn’t with unrelenting kindness; Ferris
trouble themselves to be painters,” kept near him, and with affectionate

sa.d Ferrs, with a little burlesque.,

zeal tried to make him talk of the
Mrs. Vervain began to look at the villa, but neither o(ll

the frescoes, nor

sketch through her tubed hand; the | ghe orangeries, nor the green-houses,
palnter mads a grimace. “But Jou've | nor the stables, nor the gardens.
made her too proud Mr. Ferris. She could rouse himi from the listless daze

doesi’’t look like that.”

in which he moved, though Ferrisg

i Yes, she does—to those unworthy | found them all as wonderful as  ho

of her kindness. I have taken Miss Ver- had said.
vain iy the act of scorning the rococo, barra
and its humble admirer, me, with it.” | pyt, the author of its

Amidst this heavy em-
t no ome d at easa
She did not,

“I'm sure I don't kuow what you | g0 po sure, speak to Don Ippolito,
mean, Mr. Ferris; but I can't think | byt ghe followed her motlier s usual

that this proud look is habitual with

with her assiduous cares, and she

Florida ; and 1've Leard people say— appeared tranquilly unconscious of

very gocd ju

s—that a0 artist | gpe sarcagtic civility with which Fer-

oughtn't to perpetuate a temporary | pig rendered her any service,

expression. Something like thot.”

It was late in the afternoon when

oIt can’t be helped now, Mrs. Ver-| gpey oot back to their boat and be-
vain; the sketch is irretrievably im- ngly g) descend the canal towards

mortal. I'm sorry, but it’s too late.”
“Oh, stuff! As if you couldn’t turn

Venice, and long before they reached
Fusina the day had passed. A sun-

up the corners of the mouth a litgle: set of melancholy red, streaked with

Or somethimng.!” .

level lines of murky ecloud stretched

“Aud glve her the appearance of | jeroce the flats behind them, and

laughing at me? Never!” f
“Don Ippolito,” sa’d Mrs.,, Vervain,

aintly tinged with its reflected light

the eastern horizon which the tow-

turn'ng to the priest, who had been ers and domes of Venice had not yet

Lstening intently to all this trivial
talk, “what do you think of this
sketch 2

begun to break. The twilight came,
and then th
ens the moon shone dim; a light blos-

h the overcast heav-

He took the book with an eager | conoq) ok and there in the villas,

hand, and perused the sketch as if

cow lowed, a d

distant voices called musically; a
trying towread some secw%ltlhere. After ﬁ barked; the rich,
th

a minute he handed it back with a

sa‘d nothing.

T sweet breath of
light s'gh, apparently of relief, but gled its odors

e vernal land min-
ith the sultry air of

2. U B
“Well " asked Mrs, Vervain. };he neighboring” lagoon. The way

arers spoke little; the time hung

“Oh! I ask pandon. No, it isn't my Jheavy on all, no doubt; te Ferris it

that her likemess must be sketched j

idea, of madpnrgella. It seems to m:
color. Those lmes are true, but theE

too far; they are more than true.’

was. a burden almost intolerable to
| fear the creak of the oars and the

need color to subdue thiem; they go &rnc:thIMg t(l’lfzr. the gondoliers keeping

At last the boat

“You're quite right, Don Ippolito,” stopped in front of the police station

sa'd Ferrfs.
“Then you don’'t think she always

in Fusina; a soldier with a ‘sword
at hie side and a lantern in his hand

has this proud ldok ?” pursued Mrs. | CAIMe out and brlefly parleyed with

Vervain.

the gondoliers; they stepped ashore,
tion before hime

The painter fancied that Florlda-. and he marched them into the sta-
R

quelled in herself a movement of im-~
patience; le locked at her with an
amused smile. | 4 "% -

‘““Not always, no,” answered
polito. “Sometimes her face @
the greatest meekmess in t! v

‘“But not at the presen
thought Ferris, fasenate
stare of angry J D 4
bent upon the u

“Though 1 g ¢
hardly know | Lra
habitual expré
lito.

“Thanke,”
lly. “I'm tireg
an importangs

“Oh, yes,
Vervain,

+

Ppriest.
b I should

da, peremptor-

erize her | Féemained seated.
added ing, too, Don Ippolito?” asked Mrs.
¢ . A Vervain., ’

“We have nothing left to wish for

now, said Ferris, breaking into an
ironical laugh.

“What does it all mean ?”’ asked Mrs.

Vervain, v 4

“I think I had better go and see.”
“We will go with you,” said Mrs.

i the :ll: Vervain.

“Pazienza !” re;;lled Ferris. :
The ladies” rose; but Don Ippolito
“Aren'tt you go-

“Thanks, madama ; but I prefer to

o subject ; it fsn’t | Stay heres . .

Lamentable cries and shrieks, as if

R Xy d Mrs. | the prisoners had immediately been
.fvgef&pmsalm to | put to the torture, came from the sta-
: tion as Ferris opened the door. A lamp

pu ; i &

Y if [%o“glm yg.‘,’.',' of petroleum lighted the scene, and
s a general thing, | shone upon the figures of two fisher-
@rver, 1 should con- | men, who bewalled themselves unintel-

upon myself.” | 1

ig'bly in the vibrant accents of

r wvoking langh, as | Chlozza, and from t‘me to time ad-
yee 'Iy, "lgmuast,glns]gt, vanced upon the gondoliers, and shook
PW did you ever gee | thelr heads and beat their breasts at

Wiy to and fro be- ;)

pok so with you,

them. A few police-guards reclined
k, and began to | upon benches about the

m, and sur-
reyed the spectacle with mild impassa-
it

ty.
Ferris politely asked one of them

priest, with | the cause of the detention.

an anxig lorida, who let
her fan L

cat stillg
rmoothne
thing lika
a man mig

prity, such as
i could dispense | 1

“Why, you see, s'gnore,” answered

her lap, and | the gnard amiably, * these honest men
with priestly | acucse your gondoliers of having stolen
uch of some- | a rope out of their boat at Deélo.”

“It * was my blood, you know!”
iowled the elder of the fishermen,

indulgenc E penances. “No | tossing his arms wildly abroad, “it

to you, ay
firet an g
[ have j
her rel
seemed

nigella has

<33

devotedness | was my own heart,” he crled. letting

ed from the | the last vowel die away and rise again
nderness that | in mournful refrain, while lie ‘stared
malled. In all | trag'cally into Ferris’ face.

“What is the matter ?”’ asked Mre.

Vervain, putting up her glasses, and

Floni [ *You are | trylng with graceful futility to focus

not FEy behav- | the melodrama.

ior # ! i are not
Invite atf |

“Nothing,” said Ferris; “our gondo-
lerg have had the heart’s blood of this

all!” X 0 vio- | re petable Dervish; that is to say,
lence, d her | tehy have stolen a rope belongng to

blue & ; polito, | him.)’

who ' rude-
i ‘Tace.
my

(To be Conttnued.)
Neuralgia’s Per istent Agony.

. Why wait, if suffering pain ? but go
at once to the nearest drug store and

a bottle of Polson’s Nerviline. It
il cure you. Pain cannot

stay where
1t i the thing' to ha
s fust Mx b

g house to meet a sudde
. Nerviline cures flen

»
b
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