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hiinsell up into a [ever. His face was white. Droi)8 of s-.mmI
stood on his forehead.
He had set out to be deceptive—what he would have called

un poco hirbanle, and he had even deceived himself. lie knew
that it would be dangerous for his Padrona to live a;;iin near
Marcchiaro. Any day a chance scrap of gossip lui^ht reach
her ears. In time she w.mld be certain almost t > h'.-ar some-
thing of the dead Padrone's close acquaintance with the
dwellers in the C.i.sa dclle Sircne. She would qif-.tjon him.
perhaps. She would suspect something. She woii'-l iniiiro.
She would .search. She would find out the hid'.oii.s Uiitii.
It was this fear which made him argue on the same side a;
Artois. But in doing sti lie cauf,'ht another fear from his owu
words. He became really natiiml. r.-ally trutlifiil in his fear.
And—she scarcely knew why— Hcraiionc wa.s even mjrc
governed by him than by Artois. He had lived wilhtlic n in
the Casa del Prcte, been an intimate put of their life tliere.
And he was Sicilian of the soil. The boy had a real power to
move, to dominate her. which he did not then HiisiK-ct.

Ag.'iri and again he repeated those word.s. ' La pouera
bamin.ia - la poverci piccola hamhina." And at last Hcnnionc^
was overcome.

" I won't go to Sicily." she siiid to Artois. " I'or if I went
there I could only go to .Mimic Amato. I won't go until
Vere is old enough to wisli to go. to wish to see the house where
her father and I were happy. "

And she had never gone' back. For Artois had not been
satisfied with this early victory.

In returning from a tour in North Africa the t .Mowing
spring, when Vere was nearlv two years old. he liad paid a visit
to Marechiaro. and. while there, had seen the coutadino from
whom Hermione had rented, and still rented, the hou.';e of the
priest. The man was middle-aged, ignorant but shrewd, and
very greedy. Artois made friends with him. and casually,
over a glass of moscato, talked about his affairs and the land
question in Sicily. The peasant became communicative and,
of cour.se, loud in his complaining. His land yielded nothing.
The price ,i almonds had gone down. The lemon crop had
been ruined by the storms. As to the vine,-, -they were all
devoured by the phyllo.Kera, and he had no money to buy and
plant vmes from America. Artois hinted that he received
a good rent from the English lady for the cottage on Monte
Amato. The contadino acknowledged that he received a fair
price for the cottage and the land about it : but the house,
ite declared, would go to rack and ruin with no one ever in it,

and the land was lying idle, for the English lady would have
e\'erything left exactly as it had been when she lived there
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