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w0,

“Oly ng, 't stops at Peschiora,
where the passengens have thelr piss-
ports examinid; and then another
train backs down from Desenzano and
takes them on to M . Aud alter
thaty” continued the man with anima-
tion, . you ire on the way bu kg

, for exawmple, another train car-
res you Susa, ard thenee you get
the @ ligance over the mountain o
St. Michel, where you take ra'lrcad
agaln, and so on up through lars to
Boulog: r-Mer, ard then by steam-
er to I stone, and then by rallroad
to Lorg and to Liverpool. It s at
Tiverpool that you go on board the
steamer for Amor'ea, and viff! in ten
days you are !n Nuova York. My
frend | written me all about it.”

**Ah, yes, your friend. Deoes he like
it there fn Ameripa ?” i

“Passably, nassably. The Americans
have ne manne but they are gir(,d
devils. They are governed by the Ir'sh.
Atd the wine !s dear. But he likes
Ameren ; yes, he lkes it. Nuova York
iz a ffne ("l.:}'_. But immense, you know!
Eight tfmes as large as Venice!”

“Is your friend proeperous there ?”

“Ah, heigh! That is the prettiest
part of the story. He has made him-
self rich. He is employed by a
large house to make designs for
mantlepieces, and marble tables, and
tombs ; and he has—]isten —six hun-
dred franes a month!”

**Oh, per Bacco!" cried Don Ippo-
lito.

* Homestly. But you spead o’ great
deal there. Still, it is magnificent,
is it not? I it were not for that
blessel war there, now, that would
be the place for you, Doa Ippsiito.
He tells me the Americans are ac-
tually, mad for inventions. Your ser-
vant. Excusz the (frecedom, you
know,” said the man, bowing and
moving away. 5

* Nothing, dear, nothing,” an-
swered the priest. He waiked out of
the station with a light step, and
went to his own house, where he
sought the room in whnich his inven-
tio vere stored. He had not touch-
ed them for weeks. They were all
dusty, and many . were cobwebbed.
He blew the dugt from some, and
bringing them to the light, exam-
ined them  eriticaily, finding them
mostly disabled in one way or an-
other, except the mode's of the
portable furniture which he pol-
ished with his handkerchief and 501
apart, surveying them from a dis-
tanes with a jlook of hope. He took
up the breech-loading cannon and
then suddeniy put it down again
with a little shiver, and went to
the threshold of the porverted ora-
tory and gilanced in a*% his forge.
Veneranda had carelessly left the
window open, and the draugh® had
carried the ashes about tho floor.
On the cinder heap lay the tools
which he had used in mending the
broken pipe of the fountain at Casa
Vervain, and had not used since. The
place sgemed chilly even on that
summer’s day. He stood in the door-
way with clenched hands. Then he
colled Venerando, chid Ler for leav-
Ving the window open, and bade her
close it, amd so quitted the house
and left her muttering.

Ferris seemed surprised to s2o him
when he appeared at the consul-
ate mear the middle of the after
noon, and seated _ himself in the
place where he was wont to pose
for g painter.

* VWere you going® to give me a
sitting ?”' asked the latter, hesitat-
ing. “Tha light is horrible, just now,
with this giare from the camal. Not
that I manage much betier when
it's gool. I do1't gat on with you,
Don Ippolito. There are too many
of you. 1 shouldn't have known you
in_the procession yesterday.”

Don Ippolito did not respond. He

rose and went toward his portrait on !

the easel, and examined it long, with
a curious minuteness. Then he return-
el to his chair, and continued to ook
at it. “I suppose that it res mb es

me a great dea.,” he said, *“ and yet |

[ do not fee! like thai,” he said. “1I

hardly know what is the fault. It is

as I shouil be if I were L other
ests, perhaps ?”

“1 know it’s not gcod,” said the
painter. “It is comventional, in apite
of everything. But here’s that first
sketch I made of you.”

He took up a canvas facing the wall,
and set it on the ease. The character
in this charcoal skietch was vastly sin-
verer and sweeter.

“Ah!” suid Don Ippelito, with a |

1 and smie of re: “that is im-

wish I could |

1d, in a mocod
as this pie-
that
have just
rom the railroad staiion.”
ing scm» ?  asked

or, Ind ntiy, hovering |
a bit of char- |

it

1is hand, and hesitating whe-

lher to give it a coertain tcuch. He

gunced with half shut ejes at the
priest.

> painter put down his charcoal, |

dusted his fingers, and looked at the

priest without saying anything.
‘‘Do you _ remember when 1

cane to you 2”7 askel Don Ippolito,
“Certainly,” said Ferris. *Is it of

that nitter you want to S| q~:1!: |
to me? I'm very s vy to hear ii, for |
: A

ieal,
pract il
. *“ Nothing is%y 3
triesl. And why s
not go to America /7’
* Berause you can’
port, Yor one thing,
painter dry.y
*I have
Don Ippol
et RL

patisnily, “I can
France from the
ties  he anl at
ba ways in which I
T ene from my cwn
* this title that pat-
days spoke
i would
into Eng'ani.”
ent. “That

Why ha«

f that when you first |

came to r

“I cannes'tell, I ¢lidw't know that

I counld even et 1 passport  for
France till the other day.”

Both wera si.ent while the painter
filled his pipe. *“Well,” he said pre-
sently, “Lim very sorry. I'm afraid
you'r dooming yoursell to many pit-
ter disappointments in going t6 Am-
cerica. What do youw expeet to do
there 27

“Why, with my inventiong’—

“l suppose,” interrupted the other,
putting a lighted match to his pipe,
“that a painter must be a very poor
sort of American; his first thougnt is
ol caming to Italy. &0 i know very
Jdttie awrcetly about the Zurtunes of
my inventive iellow-countrymen, or
wviether an inventor has amy pros-
p2et of making a living. But once
when I wag atv Washington I weni
into the Post-office whers the models
ol the inventions are deposited ; the
buliding is about o large as the Du-
cal Palace, and it is fuli of them. The
people there told me nothing was
<ommoner than for the same inven-
tion to be rop.ased over and over
again by different inventors. ffome
1ew succeed, and then they havelaw-
suits with the imirangers of thelr pa-
tents: some scll out their inventions
ior a trifle to campanies that have
capital. and that grow rich upon
them; the great number can never
uring their ideas to the public no-
tive at ali. You can Judge for ycur-
sell what your chances would be. You
have asked mo why you should not go
W America.  Well, because I think
you would starve there."”

“I am used to that,” said Don Ippo.
‘dto: “and besides, until soms of my
inventions became known, I could mive
wsEons in ltatian.”

“Oh. bravo!” said Ferris, “you, pre-
fer instant death, then 2

“Bat madamigeila seemed to beliovo
that my success as an inventor wouid
Lbe assured there,”

Ferris gave a very ironical laugh,
“Miss Vervain must have been about

‘elve years old when she left Am-

Even a lady's wnowledge of

- at that age, islimited. When
did you talk with her about it? You
had not spoken of it to me, of Iate,
and 1 thought you wers more con.
wented than you used to be.”

"It is true,” said the priest. “Some.
timies within the jase iwo mont).s I
have almost forgotten it,”

“And what has brought it so foreibly
to your mind agaon ¥ '

Crhat is whau [ so greatly dasire to
tell you,” replid Doit Ippolito, with
an app2aling lovk at the painier’s
lace, Me mo.stened his parched lips a
I'ttle, wa'ting for further question
from the paivier, to whom he seemcd
a man fevered by some strong emo-
ton, ard at that moment nov quige
wholesome. Ferr's @&'G not speak, and
Don L;pilto began agan: *‘Even
though I have not sa'd so in words
to yuu, dear friend, has t not ap-
peared to you that I have no heart
In. my veeation ¥

“‘Yes, I have sometmes fanc’ed that,
I had no r'ght to ask you why.”

“Some day I’will tell you, when 1
have the courage to go all over it
again It (s partly my own fauit, but
v i more my miserable fortune. But
wherever the wirong lies, it has at
last become intolerable to me. I can-
nov erdure 't any lengar and e, 1
must go away, I must fly from it

I'err:s ¢l nk from him 2 little, as
men instfadtively do frem ore who
has set hinsell unon some d>speratag
attempt. “Do you mean, pon Ippo-
I'to, that you are gang to renounce
your priesthocd 2" -

I Iipolito opened his hands and
let his prresthocd drep, ak it were, to
the ground.

“You never spoke of tli's before,
when you talked of going to Amerca,
Thiough, to be sure”—
> "Yes, yes!" - replled Don Ippolits
with vehemenee, “but row” an angel
has appeared and shown me the black-
ness of my Iife,”

Ferr:s began to word-r if he or Don
Ippolito were not perhaps mad.

CAn argel, yeu,” the - rest went on,
r’sng from his chair, “an  angel
whose immaculate truth has mir-
rored my falsehcod in all its vile WSS
and distortlon—io whom, if it dedtrovs
ma, I cannot devote lesy than a, truth-
futiieas I'ke heps ! i

“Hers—hers?” ecried the pa‘nter,

: udden narg. “Whese ? Don’t

in these rddes. Whom do You

I mean but only one?
192 x

Do you mean to sy
n has%dvised you to
renpunee yeur priesthood 2

“In as many words she has biddon
me forsake it 2t ary rsk—at the
cost of kingdred, friends, good [fame,
country, €very'thing!”

The painter passed W's hand confus-
€dly over Iv's face, Thuss wero L
words, the werds he had used § ¢
r& with Flovida of the s posnd skep-
teal priest, He grew very pule. May
| ask,” he drmmandpd, fu a dry, hard
\;7 ce,“‘hoe he came to advice such a
dtep v

“Ioean hardiy tell. Something had
already movad 8 to leam from me
the story of my Ife—to know that 1
was aoman, with Ll ith nor

Her pare hoart wa« topn by the

rht of wrong and of my error,

myself ‘n such do-

@ saw m2 evel when she

th that d'vine comnassion.

Imost glad to be what I w as

of her angslie pity for me:”

tears sprang to Don Ippol:to’s

but Ferpl ke fn the same tone

befora, ““Was t then that sho bade
T

W 1o i gsrP pro

then,’ tently repied the
! s too groat)

moed with my calam'ty 4
¥y cure for 7t To'dny 't was that

she utterad those werd

I shall mever forg:t,
U ard comfort me, 3

The pain

the stom of |

ard begnan ore rng the
P01t a0 tabla aga'nst
g them elosn toget
. Btraght ; .

I e N[
¥ovitio gt A
" angeorcd tho

ntll Y
. and

I shall follow them at once,”
“I'ollow them 2"

“They are go'ng, she told me. Ma-

dama does %m'u grow better. They are
homes'ck. They—but you must kuow
all this al s b

“'Oh, nos atv all, net at all,” sa'd the
painter,with' a very bitter smile. “You
are taillg me newws, Yray go on.”

“'There 8 no mcre, * She made me
rromase to com to you aund Lsten to
your avdoe befors I took any step. 1
must not trust to her alone, she sa'd ;
buv f X took thhs step, then through
whatever happaned she would be my
frecd. Al, dear fi%end, muy I speak
W you of the hope that these words
gaye me? You have oeen—have you
uot “—you muvt hayve secen thot'—
The vriest faltered, and Fer-
rs stared at hum helpless.
When o the next words rame  he
could mnot fnd any strangeness in
the fact which yet gave him so great
a shock. He found that to his nether
consciousness It had been .ong fam-
illar—ever since that day when he
had first jestingly proposed Don Ip-
polito as Miss Vervain's teacher. Gro-
tesgue, tragic, impossible—it had still
been the under-current of a!l his re-
veries; or so now it scemed to have
been.

Don Ippolito anxiously drew nearer
to him and laid an imploring touch
upon his erm,—“I love her!”

“ What !I” gaspe: the painter. “You?
You! A priest ?”

“ Priest! priest!” cried Don Ip-
polito, violently. ‘‘From this day I
am no “onger a priest ! From this hour
I am a man, and I can offer her the
honorable love of a man—the truth
of ‘a most sacred marriage, and fide.-
ity to death |

Ferr:s made no answer. He began
to ‘ook very coldly and haughtily at
Don Ippoiito, whose heat died away
under his’stare, and who at last mot
it with a glance of tremulous per-

Pexity. His hand had dropped from,

Ferri=’ arm, and he now moved some
steps from him. *“ What is it, dear
friend ?”’ he besought him. “Is there
something that offends you? I came
to you for counsel, and you mgét me
with a repuse little short of enmity.
I do not understand. Do I intend
anything wrong withocut knowing it?
Oh, I conjure you to speak plainly!”

“Wait ! Wait a minute,” said Fer-
ris, waving his hand like a man tor-
mented by a passing pain. “I am try-
ing to think. What you say is—I can-
not imagine it!”

“ Not imagine it? Not imagine it?
And why? Is she not beautifu: ?”

“Yes.”

“And good 9"

* Without doubt.”

“And young, and yet wise . bey
her wears? And true, and yet an
cally kind 2’

*“ It is as you say, God knows. But—
a priest”’—

‘Oh! Always that accursed word!
And at heart, what is a priest, then,
but o man $—a wretched, masked,
imprisoned, banished man ! Has he not
blood and nerves like vou ¢ Has he not
eyes 'to see what Is failr, and ears to
hear what is sweet ¢ Can he .ive near
so divine a flower and not know her
grace, not inhale the fragrance of
her soul, not adore her beauty ¢
Oh, great God! And If at last
he would tear off his stifling
mask, escap» from his prison, return
from his exile, would you gainsay
hime 2"

“No!” said the painter, with a king
of groan. He sat down in a tall,
carven gothic chair—the furniture
ol one of his pictures—and rested his
head agninst its aigl back, and :ooked
at the priest across the room., “Excuss
me,” he continued with a strong el-
fort. “I am ready to befriend you
to the utmost of my power. ‘“What
was it yow wanted to ask me? T have
told you truly what 1 ‘thougn: of youy
schem2 of zoinz to America; but i
may very well be mistaken. Was it
about that Miss Vervain desired you
to consult me 7" His voice and manner
hardened again in spite of him. *“Or
did she wish me to advise you about
the renunciation of Your priesthood ?
You must have thought that carefu!-

|1y Yayer for yoursclf

. I o not think you conld make
that as a greater difliculty
has appeared to me.” He
With a confused and daunted

some important point ha

mind.  “But T must takoe
the step; the burden of the double
part I play 4s unendurable, is it
not ?

“You know better than I.”

“But il you are such a .man as I;
with neither love for your vocation
nor faith in it. should You rot cease
to be a priest 2

“Il vou ask me in that way—yes,”
answer=l th: painter. “But I ad-
vise vou nothing. I could rot coun-
sel another in such a case.”

“But you think and feel as I do,”
sald the priest, “and I am right,
thew”

“l do not say you are wrong."

Ferris was silent while Don Ippoli-
to moved vp and down the room, with
his sliding' step, like some tall, gaunt,
unhanpy girl.  Neither could put an
end to this interview, so full of in-
tangible, inconclusive misery.  Ferris
drew a ‘long breath, and then sald
steadily. “Don Ippolito, I suprose
you did not speak idly to me of your
—your feeling for Miss Vervain, and
that I may speak p:ainiy to you in
return,” {

“surely,”  answerad the  priest,
pavsing in-his walk and fixing  his
€yes upon the painter. “It was to
you as a fr 1 of boch that I spoke
of my love, and my hopz— which is

tenor mv a Y

‘TLen you have not much reason to
believe that she returns your—I[eel-
ing 2” ‘o
. how could she consciously re-
it? I have been hitherto a
priest to her, and tho ‘Lhought
of ma woul i have breen
:mpurity. But hereafter, if I can
prove myeelf a man, if I can win my
p.ace .n the world— No, even now, why

hou!d she ecaro so much for my es-

cape from thee bonds, if she did nosw

:are for mo more t

‘T semoad to you that if suchr]

n knew her:elf to have once
en yéu pain her atone-
fe as hewd'onggand ex.

cexive as her offence ? That she could
Lave no reserves in her repara £
ipreliip, 16oked at  Ferris, but
o Intérpose.

o ‘ervain 8" very relizious in
way, and che is truth itself. Are
Lure that it is not concern  for
feems to her your terr'ble Po-
has madg her show so

Xely ol your accouns 2"

“D> I not know that well? Huveo

i [ not telt the balm of her most hea-

tenly pity ?”
“And may she not be only tr:
to appeal to fomethins in you as

A TORNTu MERCHANT'

Bears Important News to His
Fellow Citizens,

Toronto, Dec. 20th.—Here is a let-
ter we hope everyone of our readc.s
will peruss: “I am 39 years o!d. Have
been troubled for four years with
what I thought was rheumatism—
stiffness  in the muscles of my legs,
later in the arms. Soon the stiffness
changed to soreness. Went to Hot
Springs, and came back a little bet-
ter. Was a moderate drinker, but quit
using liquor altogether, and cure-
fully regulated my diet. One day 1
got wet, and then the trouble was
worse than ever. Had to lay off for
three weeks. Have had similay at-
tacks at intervals ever since, each
one worse than its predecessor. Had
headache, pain in the small of the
back, urine dark, scanty and scald-
ing. Began using Dr. Arnold’s Eng-
lish Toxin Pills a short time ago, and
am - already wonderfully improved.

I shali. give them the chance and re-
port. I hmve not felt so well for years
as I have since I began using your
pills. H. LEWIS,
477 Yongs street, Toronto.
Dr. Arnold’s Eugish Toxin pills,
the only medicine on earth that
cures disease by killing the germs
that cause it, are sold by all _drug-
gists at 75c a box; sample size at
Z5c¢. or sent postpaid on receipt of
price. by the Arnold Chemical Com-
pany. Limited, Canada Life Bullding,
42 King street wess, Toronto.

as the Impulse of her own heart ?”

“As high!” cried Don Ippolito, al-
mo:t angrily. “Can  there be any
higher thing in heaven or on earth
than love for such a woman ?”

“Yes ; both in heaven and on earth,”
an-wered Ferris.

“I do not understand you,” sald
Don 1ppolito, with a puzzled stare.

Ferris did not reply. He fell into a
du.l reverie, in which he seemed to for-
et Don Ippolito and the whole affair.
At lact the priest spoxe again: “Have
you nothing to gay to me, signore?”’

“I? What is there to say ?” re-
turned the other blankly.

“Do you know any reason why I
chould not love her, save that I am
—have been—a priest?”

“No, I know none,” said the paint-
er, wearily.

“Ah,” exclalmed Don  Ippolito,
“There is something on your mind
that you will not speak. I bescech
you mot to let me go wrong. I love
lier so well that I would rather die
than let my love offend her. I am
a man with the passions and hopes of
a man, but without a man’s experi-
ence, or a man’s knowledze of what
i st and right in these relations.
If you can be my friend in this so far
as to advise or warn me; if you ecan
be hey friend”—

Ferris abruptly rose and went to
his  baleony, and looked out upon
the Grand Canal. The time-stained
palace opposite had not changed in
the last half-hour. As on many an-
other summer day, e saw the black
boats going by. A heavy high-point-
ed barge from the Sile, with the
captain’s family at dinner in the
shade of a matting on the roof, mov-
ed sluggishly down the middle cur-
rent. A party of Americans in a
gondola, with = their opera glasses
and guide books in their Lands,
pointed out to each other the eagle
on the comsular arms. They were
all like sights in a mirror, or things
in a world turned upside down.

IFerris came back and looked diz-
zily at the priest, trying to believe
that this inhuman, sacerdotal phan-
tasm had been telling him that it
oved a beautiful young girl of hLis
own race, faith, and language.

“ Will you not answer me, sig-

nlore ?" meekly demanded Don Ippo-
Iito. .
*In this matter,” replied the paint-
er, “I cannot advise or warn you.
The whole affair is beyond my con-
ception. I mesn no unkindness, but
L cannot consult with you about it.
There are reasons why I should
not. The mother of Miss Vervain is
here with her, and I do not feel that
her interests in such a matter are
in my hands. If they come to me for
help, that is differeat. What do ycu
wish? You tell me thait you arere-
solved to renounce the priesthcod
and go to America; and I have an-
swered .you to the begt of my power,
You tell me thag you are in love with
Miss Vervain. What can I have to
say -abeut thaft ?**

Don Ippolito stcod listening with
a patient, and then a wounded air.
“ Nothing,” he answered proudly.
“I ask your pardoa for troubling
you with my affairs. Your former
kindness embo!dened me too much.
I shall not trespass again. It was
my ignorance, which I pray you to
2Xcuse. I take my leave, signore.”

He bowed, amd moved out of the
room, and a dull remorse filled the
painter, as he heard the outer door
close after him. But he could do
nothing. If he had given a wound
to the heart that® trusted him, it
was in an anguish which he had not
beer able to master, and whose
causes he could not yet define. It
was all a shapeless torment ; it held
him like the m=2mory of somo hideous
nightmare proionging it§ hcrror he-
yond sleep. It sepmed impossible thag
what had happoned should have
happened,

It was & as he sat n the chai
from which he hath talk i D
Ippolito, Lefore he could reason about
what had Leen said; and then the
worst phaso presented itseif first. 1o

not help z that the priest
ht have found caue for hopa in
the girl's behav towards nim. Her
vio'ent resntments, and her euaually
violent repentances: her fervent |
tere:t in his unhappy fortunes,
her anxiety that he ehould. at once
forsake the nriesthood : her urgin
to 20 to America, and hor promi:
him a home under her m: her’s
there: why might it not all be
fact a proof of her tenderness forp
\hi ? She might have found it neees.
7 to be thus coarsely explicit with

=

her interest in. him. But
king ure of Fer 1o confirm
purpores by his words, her
them co that they should
come back to him from Don Ippolito’s
her letting another man a0 with
to look upon the proce-sion in
1 her prie<tly lover was to

penr imy his sacerdotal waneply : the
| things conld nos , be 1ted for ex-
cept by that strain of nsolent, pas-
slonate defiance which he had noted
n her from the bezinnine. Why should
U tell Don Ippolito of their g0-
2y ? “Well, I wil Lim joy of

I'e2) coniident they will-cure me, and™

uks bargain,” ml‘!;j‘errls a.cud, and,
riing, shrugged His shoulders, and
eried to cast off all care of 2 mat-
ter that did not concern him. But
one doe: not so easly cast off a mat-
ter that does not concern one. He
found himself haunted by certain
vones and looks and.atvtitudes of the
young girl, wholly alien to the char.
acter ho had just constructed for her.
They were ch.ldLke, trusting, uncon-
«clous, far beyond anything he had
yet known in women, and they ap-
pealed to -him now with a madden-
ing pathos. she was standing there
before Den Ippolito’s picture as on
that morning when tshe came t¢ Fer-
riy, looking anx.ously at him, her in-
notent henuty, troubled with rsome
hidden care, hallowing the place.
Ferris thought c¢f the young fellow
who told him that he had spent three
months in a dull German town Le.
cau:e ho had the room there that was
once occupied by the girl who had
refuted him; the painter remember-
ed that the young fellow said ke had
just read of he:r marringe in an Am-
erican newspaper. 2
Why did M:s Vervain send Don
Ippoiito te him? Was it some scheme
of her recret love for the priest ; or
mere coarse resentinent of the
cautions Ferrls had once hinted,
a piece of vu.gar bravado ? But if she
had acted throuvghout in pure s~
pileity, in unwize goodness of heart ?
If Don I; poito ware altogather velf-
decived, and noth'ng but har unknow-
g pity had given him grounds of
hope ? He himself had onggested this
Lo the priest, and now: with g different
myxtive he lookid ab it in his own Te-
hall. A great lond began slowly to lift
iteelf from Ferrls' heart, which could
ache mow for this most unhappy
priest. But f his conjecture were just,
his duty would be d.fferant. He must
nol coldly acqulesce and let things
tage their course. He had niroduced
Don Ip: to to the Verva'ns; he way
in some zort responsible for him; he
must sayve» them f possible from the
painful  consequences of the priost's
halluefnation. But how to do this wiis
by 20 means clear. He blamed himself
for ot hayving been franker with Don
Irpolito, ard tr to make. him see
that the Vervains mght regard his
passion as a presumpt.on, upon their
klnekaess 1 0'aw, an abuse of their hos-
pitable friendship; and yet how could
he nave «« th.s without outrage to
a semsitive and righ:t,«nn‘nning soul ?
For 1 mement it seemed to h'm that
he must seck, Don Izpolito, avd repair
Iis fault ; but they had hardly parted
as friends, and h's action might be
easily mecionstrued. If he shrank from
the thought caking to him of the
el i vprared yet more
asble to bring it before the Ver-
vains, Like o man of the imaginative
temperament as he was, he exagzers
ated the bable elffe:t, and p'ctured
the'r d" 7 i colors that made his
¢ seem o Jud erous  enor-
mity ; ' fact, it wonld have been an
awxward business enough for one not
hampered by his intricate ooligations,
He felt bourd to the Varvains, the 'g-
norant young g'rl, and the addle-nated
mother, but 'f he cught to go to themy
ard tell them what he knew, to which
pf them ought he to speak, and how ?
In an anguish of rerplexity that mada
the sweat stand in drops upon  his
forehead, he smiled to thimk it just
possible that Mrs. Verva'n might
take the matter serlously, and wish to
considar the prepriety of Florida’s ne-
pepting Do Tppolito. But if he spoke
to the daughter, how should he ap-
proach thp subject? ‘“Don Ippolito)
tells me he loves you, and he goes to
America, wfith the expectrntion that'
when he has mad» his fortune
with a wpatent back-action apple-
corer, ycu will marry him.” Should
he say eomething™ to ths nur-
port? Anrd in Heaven's name what
rght had he, Ferr to aay any-

the inexorabhle delicacy of his posi-
tion made him laugh.

On the other hand, besides, he was
bound to Don Ippolite, who had come
to him as the nearest friend of both,
and confided in. him. He remembered
with a tardy, poigang inte’ligence how
In their first ta'k of the Vervains Don
Ippolito had taken pains to inform
himse'f that Ferris was not in love
with Florida. Could he be less manly
and: generous than this poor priest,
and violate the sanctity of his confi-
dence ? Ferris groaned aloud. No,
contrive as he wou.d, call it by what
fair name he chose, he cou'd not com-
mit this treachery. It was the more
impossib’e to him becaus?, in this
agony of doubt as to what he shou.d
do, he now at last read his own heart
and had no longer a doubt what was
in it. He pitied her for the pain she
must suffer. He saw how her simple
goodness, her blind sympathy with
Don Ippolito, and only this, must have
‘ed the priest to the mistihnken pass
at which he stood. But Ferris felt
that the whole affair had been fatally
carried beyond his reach; he cou.d
do noth'plg now but wait and endure.
There are cases in which a man must
not protect the woman he loves. This

")

| was one. u
{ The afternocn wore away. In the
evening he went to the Piazza, and
drank a cup of coffee at F.orian’s.
Then he walked to the Public Gar-
dens, where hs watched the crowd
ti.l it thinned in the twilight and
eft him alone. H> hung upon the
parapet, looking off over jagoon
that at last he percelved to be' flood-
ed with moonlight. He desperatiely
called a gondola, and bade the man
to row him to the public landing near-
est the Vervains’, and s> wa.ked up
the ca’le, and entered the palace frem
the campo, through the court that on
+ one side opened into the garden.

Mrs. Vervain was alone in the room
where he had always been acenstom-
ed to find her daughter with her,
and a chil as of the imp2nding change
fe!l upon him. He felt how pleasant it
had heen to find them together ; with
a vain, plercing regret he fe.t how
much like home ths place had been to
him. Mrs. Vervain, indeed, was not
changed ; she was even more thun
ever herse’f, though a!l that she said
Imported change. She secemed to ob-
serve unothing unwonted in him, and
she began to tak in her way of things
that she cou'd not know were so near
his heart.

“ Now, Mr. Ierris, I have a little
surprise for you. Guess what it is!"

“I'm not good at guessing. I'd rath-
er not know what it is than to have
to euess it.” said Ferris, trying tobo
light, under his heavy trouble,

“You won't try omce, even? Well,
you're going to beridef us soon! We
are going away.”

“Yes, 1 knew that,” said Ferris
quietly. “Don Ippolito to!d me soto-
day.”

“And is that all you have to say?
Isw't It rather sad? Isn’t it sud-
den? Come, Mr. Ferris, do be a lit-
tle vomyulimentary, for once!”

“It's sudden, @and I can assure you
it's sad enough for me,” replied the
painter, in a tone "which could not
leave any doubt of his s'neerity.

“Well, so it is for us,” quavered Mrs.
Vervain. “You have been very, very
rood to us,” she went on more col-
lectedly, “and we shall never forget
it. Florida has been speaking of it,
too, and she’s extremely grateful, and
thinks we've quit> imposed upon you.”

“Thanks."”

“I suppose we have, but as I always
say, you're the rcpresentative of the
country here. However, that's nei-
ther here nor there. We have no
relatives on the face of theearth, you
know ; but I have a good many old
friends in Providence and .we’re £o-
ing back there. We both think I
shall be better at home; for I'm sorry
to say, Mr. Ferris, that thouzh T
don’'t complain of Venice—it's really
a beautiful place, and all that; not
the least exaggerated—still I don't
think it's done my health much good;
or at least I don’'t seem to gain, do't
you know, I don’t seem to gain.”

“I'm very sorry to hear it, Mrs.
Vervain.”

“Yes, I'm' sure you are; but you see,
don’t vou, that we must go? We are
going next week. When we've once
made "up our minds, there’s no ob-
Jeet in prolonging the agony.”

Mrs. Vervain adjusted her glasses
with the thumb and finger of her
right hand, and peered into Ferris’
face with a gay smile. “But the great-
est part of the svrprise is,” she re-
sumed, lowering her voice a little,
“that Don Ippolito is going with
us.” ¢ !

“Ah!" cried Ferris sharply.

“I know I should surprise you,”
lavghed Mrs. Vervain. “We've been
havinz a regular confab—clave, I
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mean—about it here, and he’s all on
ire to @0 to America; though it
must be kept a great secret on his
account, poor fellow. He's to join us
in France, and then he can easily

thing at all ¢ The horribly absurdity, | et into England, with us. You know

he’s to ‘give up being a priest, and
he is going to devote himself to in-
vention when he gets to America.
Now, what do you think of it, Mr.
Ferris? Quite strikes you dumb,
doesn’t it ?” triumphed Mrs. Vervain.
““I suppose it's what you would call
a wild goose chase—l used to pick
up all those phrases—but we ghall
carry it through.”

" Ferris gasped, as ythough about to
speak, but said nothing.

‘“Don Ippelito’'s been here the
whole afternoon,” continued Mrs.
Vervain, *““or rather ever since about
5 o'clock. He took dinner with us,
and we've heen talking it over and
over. He's so enthusiastic about it,
and yet he breaks down every lit-
tle while, and seems quite to despair
of the undertaking. But Florida
won't let him do that; and really
it's funny, the way he defers o
her judgment—you know I always
regard Florida as such a mere child
—and seems to take every word she
says for gospel. But, shedding tears,
now : it's dreadful in a man, isn't
it? T wish Don Ippolito wouldn't
do that. It makes one creep. I can't
feel that it's man'y; ean you ?”

be Continued.)
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So universal has become the use of
Dr. Chase's Syrup of Linsced and Tur-
pentine as a family remedy for eroup,

found advisable to put it up in large
The regular 25-cent ize will still bo
ada and the United States Dr. Chase

ways kept in the house as a saleguard
against conszumption, pneumonia and
other fatal It troubles, and to the
scores of tli vads who uso it in large
quantities t new style of package
will prove n
more economical.

ed with Dr. Chasc’s Syrup of Linseed
and Turpentine, il such there are who
read this paper, we shall simply say

that the bost evidenes of the merit of

brounchitis, asthma, sore throat and all |
coughs and colds, that it has been !

family size bottles, Lo sell at 63 centa. |

NOW YOU CAN BUY
THREE TIMES AS MUCH

Of Dr. Chase’s Syrup of Linsecd and Turpéntine
for 60 Cents as You Could for 25 Before the
Family Size Bottle Was Introduced.

= =

this great romedy for throat anl lung

i troubles is to be found in the fact, of

the steady fucrease in its sales year
by year. :
Though the market is flooded with
all sorts of cough remedios and cold
cures, the demand for Dr. Chasc's

X e | Syrup of Linsecd and Turpantine is
ut in nearly every Lome an- | . . this
sold, but iu nearly every Lome in Ca ™" | larger this séason than ever before,

| The salos are €normous.

Syrup of Linsead and Turpentine is al- |

Dr. Chase’s Syrup of Linsced and
Turpentine is brompt and positive in
its action and absolutely and thor-
oughly cures croup, brere! 4
asthma, sore throat, whooping ( gh

3 X ;and all throat and lung  troubiles,
* convenient as well as |

Twenty-five cants a bottle; family

. | €1z, three timeos ag much, 6) conts. Ab
To those who are not yet acquaint-

all dealers, or Ldmanson, Bates & Co.,
Torouvo.

Dr. Cha-a's tmont is an absolute
cure for piles. #Mxty cents a box, at all
dealers, >
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