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The Story of One Forgotten.

4 1

"CHAPTER 'V,—CONTINUED.
I recoiled from thess last words in & sord
«f terror; they were like an electric
shock I as I indeed. so changed? 'Was
s possible that the horrors of & night
»a the vanlt had made such a dire impreesion
upon me?! My bair white?—mine / could.
tardly balieve ib. IF so, perhaps Nina would,
nat recy 1ize me—she might be terrified at my
aspect—dmdo_himself might have doubts of
my idenzity. Though, for that matter, I could
easily prove myself to be indeed Fabio Romani
—aven if I had to show the vault and my own
eandered cotfin, While I revolved. all this in
* my miad the old man, unconscious of my
emotion, wens cn with his n}umbl;ng chatter.

“ Ah, yes, yes ! He wasa finefcllow—a strong
fallow. - ?[ used to rejoioe thabt he was so strong.

He ocould have taken the little throat of
his wife Letween finger and thumb and
mipped it—so! and she would have told
no me lies. I wanted him to do it—I
waited for it. He wonld hava Jooe it surely,
kad be lived. That iz why I am sorry he died.’

Mastering my feelings by & violent effort, I
forced myself to speak calaly to this malignaut
old brute.

*Why do you hate the
mmuch?” I asked him with sternness.
gbe done you any harm?”

He niraightened himsel! as much as hs was
shle anu l.oked mo full in bhe eyes.

“ Se you ! " he answersd, with a sort of leer-
fng laugh aboud the corners of his wicked
. maonth. *°I wili tell you why I hate her—yes—
X will tell you,because you are & man and strong,
X Like 871> g men—they are sometimes fooled
By wome « it is trus—but then thev can take
meveuge. L ~ns strong myself once, And you
—you are -Jd—but youlove a jest—you will
wndersta:.d The Romani woman has done me
1o harm. 5 .2 laughed—once. That was when
oo horses k. cked me dowa in the street. I
" wuras burt---hut I saw her red lips widen and her
white te- © zlitter—she has a baby smile—the
people wii 1ell you—so iunocent! I waapicked
=p-her ¢. riage drove on—her husband was
ot with ke-—he would have acted differently,
And he Lgan to grope among a number of
#hings that were thrown in a confused heap at
Ghe back of tlia shop. While in this attitude he
. Jooked so gauus and grim that be reminded me
ef an aged valture stooping over carrion, aund
ot there was something pitiable about him too.
L a way I was sorry for him; a poor half-
witted wretch, whoae life had been full of gall
and wormwood. What a different fate was his
$o mine, I thought, He hated Nina foran act
of thoughtlessness ; well, no doubt she was oot
the only woman whose existence snnoyed him ;

. i was moss probable that he wasatenmity

with all womea. I watched him pityingly
a8 he searched amnong the worn-out garmenta
<which wers his atock-in-trade, and wondered
why Death, so active in smiting down the
atrongest in tha city, abould bave thus cruelly
‘.gseﬁy this forlorn wreck of human misery,
. whom the grave would have surely been a
mosf_welcomr relsase and rest. He turned
round at last with an exulting gesture,

“T have found it !” he axclaimed, *“‘The
wery thing to suit you. You are perhapsa
.goral-fisher ? You will like a fisherman's dress.
Hersis one, red sash, cap and all; io beautiful
eondition! e that wore it was about your
Teight ; it will fit you well as it fitted Lim ; and,
Book you! the plagusisnnt in it; the ses haq
soaked through and theough it ; it smells of the
saad and weed.”

«

the Countess Romani so
‘ Has

He spreat out tha rourh garb bafors me., I
ced at it carelesaly. .
“ Did the former wearer kill his wife?” I

saked, with o slight amile,

The old rag-picker shook hia hend and made
agign with his outspread fogars expressive of
oontempt.

~ yoi he! He wss afool. Hbs killed him-

** How was that? Byaccident or design?”
% Cht! Che! He knew verf well what he
- was doing. It happendd oxnly two months
since. It waa for the sake of a black-eyed jade;
she lives and laughs all day long upat gorreuto.
He had been on a long voyage; he brought
%er pearls. for her throat and coral pins for her
“hair. He had just landed ; hs met her on the
-quasy; he offered her the pear! and coral
inkets. She threw them back and told him
she was tired of him. Just that—nothing more.
He tried to roften her ; she zawzed at him likea
#iger.cat.  Yes, I was ove of the little crowd
ghat 8tood round them on the quay; I saw it
all. Her black eyes flashed, she stamped and
bit her lipa at him, her full bosom heuved as
‘though it would burat her lnced bodice. She
wrag only & mnrket-fir], but she gave herself the
airsof a queen.  *1 am tired of you !’ she said
fokim. ‘Go! I wish tosee you no more.’ He
was tall and well-taade, & powerful fellow ; but
ho staggered, his face grew pale, his lips
quivered. e bent his head a httle—turned—
and before any hand could stop him, he sprang
from the qusy into the waves; they closed over
Tis bead, tor he didnot try o swim; he just
sark down, down, like a stone. Next day hia
Bod - came ashore, and I bought his clothes for
&w . ‘rance ; you shall bave them for four.”
-+ And what became af ths girl ?” I asked.
€ Oh, she/ She laughs all day long, What
sk ddshe care?” i
1 dvew out ny1y purae. **I will take this
mmi.,” Ieaid. * You aslic four francs, here are
®ix, bus for the extra two you mush show me
®ome private ¢)rner where I can dress,”
#Ves, yes, But certainly!” and the old fel-
ow trembled all over with avsricious eagerness
asT oounted the silver git_aces into his withered
palm. * Anything to oblige & generons stran-
ger! There is the place I sleep in; it is not
much, but there ia a mirror—Aer mirror—the
only tbinlz,.I keep of hers ; come this way, come
wa

yi%

And stumbling hastily along, almost falling
over the disordered buudles of clothing that lay
about in all directions, he opened a little duor
that seemed to ba cut in the wall, and led me
dnto o sort of close cupboard, smelling moat
wilely, and furnizhed with a miserable pallat
@od and one broken chair. A small sguare
pane of glass admitted light enough to
see all that there was to be seen, and
close to this extemporised window bung
the mitror slluded to, a baautiful thing set in
gilver of antique workmauship, the costliness of
<wwhich I at unce recognized, though into the
%!&ss itself I dared not for the moment look.

he old man showed me, with some pride, that
4he door to this narrow den of his locked from
within,

] made the lock and key awnd fitted it all
myself,” he said.  “Look how neat and strong!
Wes; I was clevar once ab all that work—it
was my t:ude. Here is the fisherman's suit 3

can take your time to pub it on; fasten the
-door; theraom iz at your service,”

And he nodded saveral times in a manner
Shat was mengt to be friendly, and left me, I
followed his advice abonoa and locked mynelf
in, Thea I etapped steadily to the mirror
hanging on the wal, and looked at my own-re-
#lection. A bitter pang shot through me. The
dealer’s night was good, he had said truly., I
wns old! If twenty years of suffering” had
wassed over my head, they could hardly have
changed mo more terribly, My iliness had’
thinned my face and marked it with deep
-Hines of pain; my ‘eyen had retreated far

sack into my- head,.while a certain wild-
‘et of cxpression 1n them bore witness to
zeterrors I -had spffered in the vault,
+dto crown all my hair was indeed perfectly
~ Lite. Tunderstoed now the alarm of the man
. ohad sold me grapes on .the highway that

“yuing ; my appearance wns stratgs enough:
-atartle anyone. Indeed;: Ij:suucg;]y renggv

redmysell. "Would my wile,.would, Guido
sognize me? Almoit X doubted it, This
aught was g0 painful' to"meé that the - tears
«rang to my eyes. I brushed them away:in

ste, D e e .
*'‘Fie ou thee.Fabio! Be a man1"I said ad-

"' «dressing mydelf angrily, . 0f what matter after
- al]whether:hairs 1 are.black or..white ? 7 ' What
- matterhow the_face- changes,. 8o’ :long.
i :Boartia'troe? . For' 'a moment;:
.;(lovepw’ w pale ay sight of thee ; bub
| B "-I'T'I:,ﬁ{\‘;ﬁ- Cf‘.'é"m”*.-j:i;f A .

J_ R 4

when

n o e

e

g .88
perbaps;” 'thy:

; she k'zic)ys' of t,hvvis'uffléifings, wi'l}-’-l;liou ‘not_be

dearer forher tnanever.? Will not one of her
soft ambraces recompense thee for all thy past
‘anguish, and enflice to. make thee yourg
again ?? . .- B e
. v.And thus encoumgin'g my sinking spirits, I
unickly arrsyed myselfin the Neapolitan coral--
tishers garb, The trousers were very lcore,’
ard 'were provided with two long deep pockets,
convenient receptacles which easily oontained
the leathern bags of gold and jewals I had taken
from' the brigand’s coffin. When my basty
toilet was completed I took another glauce at
the mirror, this time with a half smile. True,
I was greatly altered ; but after all I did not
look so bad. The fisherman’s picluresqus cos-
tume became me well; the scarlet cap. sat
jauntily on she anow-white_curls that clustered
go thickly over my forohead, and the conscious-
ness I had of approaching happinesssent a httle
of the old fearleas Iustre back into my sunken
oyes. Bemdes, I koew I should not always
have this careworn and wasted appesrance;
rest, and perhaps a ohavge of air, would infal-
libly restore the roundness to my face snd the
freshnesstony complexion ; even my white locks
might return to their pristine color, such things
‘had been ; and supposing they remained white?
well I . . . thers were manv why would
admire the peculiar contrast between a young
man’s face and an old man’s hair.
Having finished dreasing, I unlicked the door
of the stuffy little cabin and called the old rag-
picker. He came shuffling along with his head
bent, bub raising his eyes as he approached me,
threw up his bands in astonishment, exclaiming,
4 Sansivsima Madonna ! But you are a tine
mao—a fineman! Eb, eh! What heightand
breadth! A pity—a pity you are o!d; you
muat have been strong when you were young.”
Half in & joke, and half to humer him in his
fancy for mere muscular force, { rolled up the
?!e%v? of my jacket to tne shoulder, cayiog
ightly, . .
 Oh, a8 for being strong ! Thers is plenty
of strength in me still, you see.”
He stared ; laid hia yellow fingers on my
bared arm with a kind of ghoul-like interest
aod wonder, and felt the muacles of it with
childish, almost a maudlin admiration.
. “ Beautiful, beautiful!” he mumbled. ‘‘Like
ircn—jast think of it ! Yes, yes. You covld
kill anything easily ? Ah! I used to be like
that once. I was clever at sword play. T
could, with well-tempered steel, cut asunder a
seven-timeas folded piece of silk at one blow
without fraying out & thread. Yes, as neatly
88 one cuts butter ! You could do that, too, if
you liked. It all lies in the arm—the biave
arm that kills ot a single stroke,”
And he gazed ab me intently with his smali
blear eyes, as though anxious to know more of
my character and temperament. I turned ab-
ruptly from him, and called his attention to
my own discarded garments.

“See,” I said carelassly; “you can have
these, though they are not of much value.
Aud, stay, hera are another three francs for
some secks and sho2s, which I daresay you can
find to anit me.”

He clasped his hans ecstatically, and poured
out a torrent of thanks and praises for this ad-
ditional and unexpected sum, and protesting by
all the saiats that he and the entirs contenta of
his shop were at the service of so generous a
stranger, he at once produced the articles I
nsked for. 1 put them on,—and then stood
up thorougbly equipped and ready to make my
wny back Lo my own home when I choss. But
I bad resolved oa one thing. Seeing that I
was 80 greatly changed, I determined not to o
to the Villa Romani by daylight, lest I should
startle my wife too suddenly. Women are
delicate ;—my unexpected appearance might
give her a nervous shock which perhaps would
have serions results. EXI would wait till the sun
had set, and-then go up to the housa by a vack
way I knew of, aud try to get speech with one
of the servants. I might even meet my friend
Guido Ferrari, and he would break the joyful
news of my return from death o Nina by
degrees, and nlso prepare her for my altered
looks, While she.e thoughts flitted rapidly
through my brain, the old rag-picker stood near
me with his head on one side Jike a meditative
raven, and regarded me intently.

‘“Are you going far " he asked at last, with
a kind of timidity.

“}_!ee," I aspswered him abruptly; “‘very
r.

He laid a detsining hand on my sleeve, and
his ayes glittered with a malignant expression.
“‘Tell me,” he mustered eagerly, “tell me—I
will keep the secret. Are you going to a
woman ?

I looked down upon him, half in disdain,
half in amusement.

“ Yo !” Isnid quietly; “I am going to a
woman.” .

He broke into silent laughter—hideons
laughter that contorted hia visage and twisted
his'b-dy in convulsivo writhings.

Iglanced at him in diszust, and shaking off
hiz hand from myarm I made wy way to the
door of the shep.  He hobbled after me, wiping
away the moisture that his inward merrimens
had brought into kis eyes.

““Going to & woman!” he croaked. *‘ Ha,
ha ! You arenot the first, nor will you be the
last that has gone so! Going to » woman !
that is well—that is good ! Go to her, eo!
You are strong ; you have abravearm ! Go to
her; find her out, and-—Killher/ Yes yes—
you will be able to do it easily—quite easily !
Go and kill her !”

He stood ab his low door mouthing and point-
ing, his stunted figure and evil face reminding
me of one of Heinrich Heine's dwarf devils who
are  depicted as piling fire on the
heads of the saints. I bade him “Good day”
in an indifferent tome, but he made me no
snawer. I watked slowly away. Looking back
once I saw him still standing on the threshold
of his wretched dwelling, his wicked mouth
workiog itself into all manner of grimaces,
while with his crooked fingers he made signs io
the air ag if he caught an invisable somethiog
and throttled it. I went on down the atreeu
and out of it imrto the broader thoroughfares,
with his last words ringing ir my ears, *‘Go
and kill ker 1"

CHAPTER VIL

That day seemed very long tome. I wander-
ed aimlessly aboub the city, seeng few faces
that I knew, for the wealthier inhabitants,atraid
of the cholera, had either left tha place alto-
gether, or remained closely shubt within their
own houses. Everywhere I went something
bore witness to the terrible ravages of the
plague. At almost every corner I met a funer-
al procession, Once I came :pon s group of
men who were standing in an open door-
way packing 6 dead body into a coffin
tos small for it. There was something truly
revolting in the way they doubled up the arms
and legs and squeezed in the shoulders of the
deceased man—one could hear the bones crack.
I watchod the brutal proceedings for a minute
or 8o, aud then I said aloud :

““You had better make sure he is quite
dead.” .

The beceamorti looked at me in surprise ; one
langhed grimly and said ; *‘The cholers never
fails, he is dead for certain—see!" And he
knocked the head of the corpse to and fro
against .the sides of the coffin with ;o more
compunction than if he had been a block of
wood. Sickened at the sight, I turned away
and eaid no more. On reaching one of the more
important thoroughfares I perceived several
kuoots of people collected, who glanced at one
another with eager yot shamed faces, and spoke
in low voices, -A whisper reached my ears,
$The King! the King!”  All heads were
turned iv one direction ; I -paunsed and looked
also, Wallking at a leisurely pace, accompanied
by a few gentlemen of earnest mien and
grave daportment, T saw the fearléss mon-
arch, Humbert of Italy—he whom his subjeots
delight to honor, - He was making o round
‘'of visits to all the Viles holes and corners of the
oity, whera the plague raged most terribly ; he
.had noh so much as. a-cigarette in bis-mouth to.
ward off infection. ° He. walked. with the eauy:
{fe of his people
had pressed:heavily upoo'his sympathetic Leart,
T bared" my. head reverently:as he passed, his
keoen'kind eyes lighted on me" withi'a smile, '~

. ¢ A 'subjact for a. painting, yon;white-baired
fisherman " T “heard him say “to” one of
his attondants, Almost I betrayed myeelf. I
was: on the - point "of epringing ‘.forward
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and assured atep of . a hero 3 his face. was.some-
‘| whab sad; as thc;t;fh‘thq sufferinga of his pe

and throwing myeelf at:hia:fea .
my story. - It seemed to me both?cruel and uo-
natursal thad ‘he, my beloved Sovereign;+-shou'd’
pass without recognition=—me, to whom he had-
spoken s0 often "and go ;cordially. For whenl
visited Rome, ag Iwas’nccuatomed to doan-
vually, theré were fewmore welcome gueats at
the-balls- of the ‘Quirical Palace than' Count
Fabio. Romani. I-began to wonder-stupidly
who Favic Romani was ; the gay gallant known
34 such seemed ne looger to have any existanes
—a ‘““white haired” Asherman” usurped his
place. But though I thought these things I
refrained from addressing the King. ' Some im-
pulse, bowever, led' me to follow him at a re-
spectful distance, as did also many others. -

His Majesty strolled through the most pesti:
lential streets with as much unconcern as though'
he were taking his pleasure in a garden of roses;
be stspped quietly into the dirtiest hovels where
lay Lboth dead and dying ; he spoke words of
kindly encouragement o the grief-stracken and
terrified ) 1
teara at the monarch with astonishment and
gratitude ; silver and gold were gently dropped
1to the hands of the sufferieg poor: and
the very preesing oases received the h.oyal
benefactor’s personnl attentlon - and immediate
relief. Mothers with infants in their arms
knelt to implore the King's blessing,—which to
pacify them he gave with & modesc hesitation,
a8 t.hou%h he thought himself unworthy, and
yet with s parental tenderness that was infio-
itely touching. One wild-eyed blnck-_hmrqd
girl flung herself down on the ground right in
the King’s path; sho kissed his feet, and then
aprang erect with a gesture of vrinmph.

T am saved !" she cried ; *‘the plague cannob
walk in the same road with the King !

Humbert smiled and regarded her somewbat
as an induigent father might regard a spoilt
doughter ; but he eaid nothing, and passed on.
A cluster of men and women standing at the
open door of one of the poorest-looking houses
in the streat next attracted the monarch’s st
tention. There was some noisy argument going
on ; two o thres beccamorti were loudly discuss-
ing together and swearing profuseiy—some
women were ccying bitterly, andin the centre
of the excitea group a coffin stood on end as
though waiting for an occupanb, One of the
gentlomen in attendance on the Xing preceded
him aod avnouncei his approach, whereupo

o N ‘(bﬂ‘, RS
| sbrve their own ‘interests,—trae, there

-} coffee and rolls of bread. Seating_mysalf eare-

mournera who stared through their |.

‘are ex-T
eephions to this rule, bub they are deemed fools
for thejr pains. - . - .- S
.-:As doon as the King disappeared I also-left
the scene of the foregoing incident. I had a
‘tancy'to visi6. the little restaurant where I had
been taken ill; nad after some trouble I found
it. «The door stood open. I saw the fat land:
loré,» Pistro, polishing his glasses ms though he
had never left off ; and there in the same ocor-
ner was the -very wooden bench on which
I had lain, — where . — a8 wWa3
generally supposed — died. 1 stepped in.
The landlotd looked up and bade e good-day.
I roturned his salutation, and ordered some

lénsly =t ope of the little tables X turned over
the newspaper, whila he hustled aboub in haste
¢+ serveme, .As he dusted snd rubbed up & cup
and saucer for my use, he said briskly :

** Wou have had a lung voyage, amico? And
successful fighing 2"

For a moment I was confused and knew not
what to auswer, bat gathering my wits together
T amiled and answered readilym the afiirma-
tive.

“ And | you 2 T gaid gaily. “ How goes the
cholera ? .

Tae landlord shook his head dolefully.

“Holy Joseph ! do not speak of it. The
pecple die like flies in a honey-pot. Ounly yes-
terday,—body of Bacchus !~who would have
thought it 1

And he righed deeply as _he poured ont the
steaming coffee and stook his head more ror-
sowfully than before. ,

“Why, what happeved yesterday?’ Tashed,
though I knsw pertectly well what he was going
to eay;—“I am a straoger in Naples, and
empty of news.” .

he perspiring Pietro 1aid a fat thumb on the
macble top of the lt'.a.hle, and with is traced a
attern meditatively. .
N “Younever hean{ of the rich Count Romani?”
he inquired. .

Imade asignin the negative, and bent my
face over my coffee-cup. .

*“Ah, well 1 ” he went on with a half groan,
* it does not matter,—there isno Count Romsani
any more. Itis all gone—finished! But he
was rich—as rich as the King, they say,—yet
sae how low the saints brought him ! Fra Cip-
risno of the Benedioctines carried him in here

the Joud clamour of tongues ceased, the men
batx)-ed their heads, and the women checked thair
aobs,

** What is wrong here, my friends?” the
monarch asked with exceeding gentleness.

There war silence for a momenst ; the beeea-

morti looked sullen and ashamed. Then oune of
the womean with a fat good-natnred fuce and
eyes rimmed redly round with weeping, el-
bowed her way through the little throng to the
front ana spoke,
¢ Bless your Majesty!” ehe cried in shrill
accents. “‘ And as for what is wrong. it would
soon be right if thore shameleas pigs,’” point-
ing to the beecamorti, ** would lut us alone.
They will kill a man rather than wait ao
hour—one little hour !
Majesty—and Giovanni, pnor lad ! will nos
leave her ; thlok of it ! and she a cholera
corpse—and do what we can, he will not be
pavted from her, and they seek her body for
the burial. And if we force him away, poverino,
he will lose his head for certain. One little
hour, your Majesty, just one, and the reverend
father wiil come and persuade Giovanni better
than we can.”
The king raised his hand witha slighs gesture
of command—the little crowd parted before
him—and he entered the miserable dwelling
whezein lay the corpse that was the canse of all
the argument. His attcndanss followed ; I,
too, availed myself of & corner iz the doorway,
Tte Beene discloaed was 85 terribly pathetic that
few could look upon it without emotion—Hum-
bt of Italy himself uncovered his head and
stoodl silent,  On a poor palles bed lay the fair
body of a girl in her first youth, her tender
luveliness as yet untouched even by the disligur-
ing marks of the death that had overtaken
her. One wonld have thought she slept, had
i5 not been for the rigidity of her stiffened
limbs, and the wax-like pallor of her face
and hauds. Right acrors her form, almost
covericg it from view, a man Iay prone, as
though he had fallen thece lifeleay,—indeed he
might have been dead alw for any sign he
showed to the oontrary. His arms wers closed
firmly round the gitl’s corpse,—his face was
hidden from view on the cold breass that would
no ware respond to the warmth of his carerses,
A straight beam of sunlicht shot like a golden
apear iato the dark little room and lit up the
whole scene,—the prostrate figures on the bed,
the erect form of the compassionate King, and
the grave and anxious faces of the little crowd
of peoplo who stood around him,

* See ! that ia the way he hay been ever
since last night when she died,” whispered the
woman who had before spoken ; **and his hands
ars clenched round her like iron—one canoot
movea finger

The King advanced. He touched the
shoulder of the unhappy lover. His voice,
modulated to an exquisite softness, struck on
the cars of the listeners like a note of cheerful
music,

“ Riglio moi 1

There was no answer. The women, touched
by the simple endearing words of the monarch,
began to sob, though gently, and even the msn

brushed a few drops from their eyes. Again
the king spoke. .
¢ Figlio mio ! Iam your King., Have you

no greeting for me?’

The manraised his head from its pillow on
the breast of the beloved corpse and stared
vacantly at the royal speaker, His haggard
facs, tangled hair and wild eyes gave him the
appuarance of one who had long wandered ina
labyrinth of frightful visions from which there
wat 1o escape but self-murder, .

* Your hand, my son !" resumed the King in
a tone of aoldivr-like uthority.

Very slowly,—very reluctantly,—as though
he were forced to the action by some strange
magnetic influence which he had no power to
withstand, he loo-ened his right arm from the
dead form it c]uaged 80 pertinacioualy, and
stretched torth the hand as commanded. Hum.
bert caught it firmly within his own and held
it fast,—then looking the poor fellow full in the
face, he said with great steadiness and sim-
plicity, .

* There ie no death in love, my friend "

The young man’s eyes met his,—bis set
mouth snftened,—and wrestling his haod pax-
sionately from that of the King, he broke into
a pession of weeping, Humbert at once placed
a protecting arm around him, avd with the
assistance of one of his -attendants raised
him from the ved, and led him ubresist-
ingly away, as passively obedient ns a
child, though sobbing convulsively as
he went, The rush of tears had saved his
resnson, and most probably hislife. A murmur
of enthusiasiic applause greeted the good King
as he pasesed through the little throng of per-
gons who had witnessed what bad taken place.
Acknowledging it with a quiet unaffect-
ed bow, he left the house, and signed
to tho leecamorti who still waited outside,
that they were now - free to perform
their melancholy office,. He then went on his
way attended by more hearifelt blessinga and
praises than ever fell to the lot of the proudeat
conqueror returning with the spoils of & bundred
battles. I looked after his retresting figure
till 1 could sce it no more,—I felt that
I had grown. stronger in the presence
of a hero,—a man  who indeed was
ssgvery inch a king.” I am a royalist,
—yes. Governed by such a Sovereign, few men
of calm reason would bs otherwise. Bné royal-
i+t though I am, I would assist in bringing
about the dethronement aud desth of a mean
tyrant, were he crowned king & hundred times
over ! Few monarchs are like Hurmbert of
Italy,—even now my heart warmswhen I think
of him,—in all the distraction of my sufferings,
his figure stands ount like a supreme embod-
ied Beneticent: Force surrounded by the clear
light »f unselfish goodness,—a light in which
Italia. euns her fair face and smiles again
with the old sweet amile of her happiest days of
high achievement,—days’ in which her children
‘were great, m.‘;ﬁ‘y beocanss they were in earnest,
The fault' of all modern 'labor lies in"the fact

.. §-Ghat-thera” is 0o -heast in” auything we- dg,~we.

‘seldom love our work for work's sake,—we'par-
form - it eolely -for what we can get by. ib.
Therein:lies the secret of fuilure, . Friends will

scarcely serve_ each other unlear thav aan ‘nlan
s )
o ATy

The girl is dead, your |

yesterday morning—he was atmck" by the
plague,—in five hours he was dead,” here the
{andlord caught a moequito and killed it,—
“ah!as dead as that zinzara/ Yes, helay
dead on that very wooden bench opposite to
you, They buried him before sunses, It is
like a bad dream !” .

I affected to be deeply engrossed with the
cutting and spreading of my roll and butter.

] gee mothing particnlar about it,” I aaid,
indifferently. * That he was tich is nothmg—
rich and pror muat die alike.” X

*And that ir true, very true,” astented Pietro
with ancther groan, "‘for not all his poverty
conld save the%letsed Crpriano,”
I atartled, bat quickly controlled myself.
“ What do you mean?’ I asked, as carelessly
as I could, “*Are you talking of some saint ?”
“Well, if he were not cancnized he deserves
to be,” replied the landlord ; * I speak of the
boly Benedictine father who brought hither the
Count Romani in a dying condition. Ah! little
he kaew how soon the good God wouald call him
himsalf t” .

I felt o sickening seusation at my hears,

“Ts he dead " I exclatmed. .

“PDead as the martyrs!” answered Pietro.
‘‘He caught the p'ague, I suppose, from the
Conat, for he was bending over him to the last.
Ay, and he sprinkled holy water over the corpse
and laid his owa crncifix upon it in the eoffin.
Then up he weut to the Villa Romani, taking
with him the Count’s trinkets, his watch, riog
and cigar-care—and nothing would satisfy him
but that he should deliver them himself to the
g?udn;'z, Contessa, telling her how her husband

ed.

My poor Nina !—1 thought. “Was she
much grieved " ¥ inquired with a vague curi-
oaity,

‘VHow do I know ?' said the landlord, shrug-
giog hiz bulky shoulders. “The reverend
father aaid nothing, save that she swooned
away. But what of that? Women swoon at
everything—from & mouse to a corpse.

snid, the good Cipriano attended she Count’s
burial—and he had scarce returned from it
when he was seized with the illness. And this
morning he died at the monastery—may hia
soul rest in peace! I heard the news onlyan
hour ago. AEe!nhe was a holy man!”

I pushed away the rest of my meal untasted.
The food choked me. I could have shed teara
for the noble, pstient life thus self-sacrificed.
One hero the less in this world of unheroic, un-
inspired personst I sat silent, lost in sorrow-
ful thought. The landlord lcoked at me curi-
onsaly, .

**The eoffee does not plesse you?” he said at
last. ‘*You bave no appetite ?"

I forced a smile,

¢ Nay—your words would fake the edge off
the keonest appstite aver born of the breath of
the sea. Truly Naples affords but sorry enter-
tninment $o & stranger; is there naught to hear
bat stories of the dying and the dead?”

Pietro put on an air that wasalmoat apolo-

etic,

Nt Well truly !” he answered resignedly—
“ very little else, But what would you, amico ?
It ia the plague and thewill of God.”

As he said the last words my gaze was caught
aund riveted by the fiqure of a man strolling
leisurely past the door of the eafé. Iswas Guido
Ferrari, my friend ! I would bave rushed out
to speak to him.—but somathing 1n his look and
manner checked the 1mpulss a8 iY rose in me,
He was walking very slowly, smoking a
cigar as he went ;—3hars was & smile on his face,
and in hiscoat he wore a freshly-gashered rose
—a Gloire de Prance, similar to those that grew
in such profusion on the upper terrace of m
Villa. Istared at him as he passed,—my feel-
ings underwent s kind of shotk. He looked
perfectly happy and tranquil—happier indeed
than ever I remembered to haveseen hu;h—and

at—and yet,—accordiog to kis knowl {% I,
iis bess friend, had died only yesterday ! With
this sorrow fresh upon bim, be could smile like
ajman going to a festa, and wear a coral-pink
rose, wEich surely was no sign of mourming !
For one moment I felt hurt,—the next, I laugh-
ed at my own sensitiveness, Adfter all, what
of the smile,—what of therose! A man could
not always be answerable for the expression of
his countenance,—and as for the flower,
he might have gathered 1t ¢n passant,
withous thinking; or what was still more likely,
the child Stella might have given it to him, 1n
which case be would have worn it to please her.’
He diplayed no badge of mourniog? True!—but
then consider,—I had only died yesterday !
Th-re- had been no time to procure al those
outward appurtenances of woe which social cus-
toms rendered necessary, but which were no in.
fallible sign of the heart’s sincerity. Satisfied
with my own self-reasoning I mads no attempt
to follow Guido in bis walk—1I let him go on his
way unconscious of my existence, would
wait, T thought, till the evening,—then every-
thing would be explained. -

I turned to the landlord,
pey 27 T asked. L

*What you will, amico,” he replied—*‘I am
never hard on the heher folk,—but times ars
bad, or you would be welcome o n breskfast
for nothing. Many and many a day have
T done asmuch for your craft, and the blessed
Cipriano who is gone wused to say that
St, Peter would remember me for it. It is true
the Madonna gives a special blessing if oue
looks after the flshers, becauss all the holy
apostles were of the trade; and I would be
loth to loss her sroteutmn_—-yat—"

I laughed aod tossed him a frane,
eted it once and hi eyes twinkled. o

*¢ Though you ‘have not taken half & franc's
worth, he admitted . with an honesty very un.
usual in & Neapolitan—*‘ but the Sainte will
make it up.to you, never fear.1” ] S
. 4T amoeurve of:that " T maid gaily—** 4ddio,
my fijend | Prosperity to you and. our Lady’s

‘“ How much to

He pock-

fav"”“:" SREAY Lo
’]?ﬁ%éhlnhation,.whiohl knew to be a com

mog ond with Sialish marmers, the good Pistro
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son glory of the tunsot, which, like a wide flag

of triumph, was to be the eignal ef my sate re-

turn to love and happiness. .- .
-CHAPTER VIII. °© - = '~

It came a¥ last, the blessed, the longed-for
evening. A soft breeze eprang up, cooling the
burning air after the heat of the day, and
bringing with 3 the odors of a thousand flow-
era. A regal glory of shifting: colors blazed on
the breast of heaven,—the bay, motionlesa'as
mirror, reflected alt the splenéid tints with a
sheeny lustre that redoubled their magnificence.
Pricked ' iz every vemn - by..the stingiog
o my owan desives, I restramed myself;
I waited till the smn sank below the giassy-
wabers, till the pomp sod glow attending its
departure had paled into those dim, ethereal
hues which are like delicate draperies fallen
from the flying forms of angels,—iill the yellow
rim of the round full moon riselanguidly on the
edge of the horizon,—and then keeping back
my eagsrmess’ no longer, I took the well-
known road ascending to the Villa Romani.
My heart beat high—my limbs trembled
with excitement,—my ateps were impatient and
prec pisate—never had the' way seemed
go long. At last I reached the great gateway
—it was locked fast—its sovlptured lions
looked upon me frowningly, I heard the
splash and tinkle of the fountains within, the
scents of the roses and myrtle were wafted
towards me with every breath I drew. Home at
last Ismiled,—my wholeframe quiverad with ex-
pectaocy and delight. It was not my intention
to seck admission by the principal entrance,
—1I contended myself with one long loving look,
and turned to the left, where there was & small
private gate leading 1nto an avenue of ilex and
pite, interspersed with orange trees. This was
a favorite walk of miune, partly on account of
pleasatt shade even the hottest noon,—partly
becasse it was saldom frequented by any mem-
ber of the household save myself. Guido occa-
sionally took & turn with ire there, but 1 was
more often alone, and I was fond of pacing up
and down 1n the shadow of the treas,
reading some fevorite book, or pgiving
myself up to the dolee far  niente
of my own imsginings. The avenus led
round to the back of the Villa, and a3 I now
entered it I thought I would approach the
housse cautiously by this means and get private
speech with Assenta, the nurse who had charce
of little Stella, and who was, moreover, an old
and tried family servan$, in whose arms my
mother had breathed her last.

The dark trees rustled solemnly as I stepped
quickly yet softly aloog  the familiar moes-
grown path. The place was very still—
sometimes the nightingales broke into a bab-
bling torrent of melody, and then were sud--
denly silent, a4 though overawed by the
shadows of the heavy interlacing boughs,
shrough which the moonlight flickered, casting
strangs and fantastio patterns on the
ground, A clond of luceiole broke from
a thicket of laurel, and sparkled in
the air like gems loosemed from a queen’s
crown. Faint odoors floated about me,
shaken from erange boughs and trailing
branches of white jessamine, I hastened on,
my spirits rising higher the nearer I ap.
proached my destinatton.. I was full of awees
anticipation and passionate longing—I yesrned
to clasp my beloved Nioa in my arms—to eee
her lovely lustrons éyes looking fondly into
mine ;—I was eager to shake Guido by the hand
—and as for Stella, I knew the child wounld be
in bed at that hour, but still, I thought. I must
bave ber wakened tosee me ; I felt thay my
happiness would not be complete till I had
kissed her little charub face, and ecaressed those
clustering curls of hers that were like spun gold
seenes Hush—~hush ! What was that? Istopped
in rupid progress as though enddenly checked
by an invisible hand. I listened with straired
ears. That sound,......was it not a rippling
peal of gay sweet laughter? A shiver shook
me from head to toot. It was my wife’s laugh
—J knew the silvery chime of it well! My
heart sank coldly—I paused ircesolute. She
oould laugh then like that, while she thought
me lying dead—dead and out of her reach for
ever | All av once I perceived the glimmer of
a whitc robe through the trees; obeying my
own mmpulse, I stepped eofsly aside—1 hid be-
hind a dense screen of foliage throogh which I
could ses without being seen. The clear laugh
rang oub once again on the stiliness—its hright-
neass pierced my brain like & sharp sword, She
was happy. . . . . . she waseven merry
..+ » « « shewandered here in the moon-
ligh$ joyous-hearted, while I—I had expected
to find her close ehut within her room, or else
kneeling before the Mater Dolorosa in the libtle
ohapel, praying for my eoul’s rest, and mingling
her prayers with her tea s !

8, I had expected this—we men
aresuch faols when we love women ! Suddenly
a terrible thought struck me. Had she gone
mad? Had the shock and grief of my so unex-
preted death turned her delicate brain? Was she
reaming about, poor child, Like Ophelia, know-
ing not whither she wenb, and was her apparent
gaiety the fantastic mirth of o discrdered brain?
I shuddcred atthe ideas,—and bending slightly
apart the boughs behind which I was secreted,
I looked out anxiously. Two ficures were
slowly approaching—my wife and my friend,
Guido Ferrari. el . . . there was
nothing i that—it was as it should be , .
was not Guido ae my brother? , , . t
was almost hia duty to console and cheer Nina
as much as lay in his power . . . . but
stay! . . . stay !—was she slmply leaning
on his am for support—~or . . . a fierce oath,
that was almost a cry of torture, broke trom my
lips ! Oh, would to God I had died! Would
to God I had never broken epen the eoffinin
which I lay in pence ! What was death—~what
were the horrors of the vault—what was any-
thiog I had suffered to the anguish that racked
menow?! The memory of it %0 this day baorns
in my brain like inextir guishable fire, and my
hand involuntarily clenches itself in an effort
to beat back the furious bitterness of that mo-
menk ! Iknow not how I restrained the mur-
derous ferocity that awoke within me—how I
forced myself o remain motionlers and silent

miserable comedy out to its end, I Jooked
dumb'y onat my own betrayal! I saw my
honor ‘stabbed tothe death by those whom I
mosb trusted, and yet I gave no eign ! They—
Guido Ferrari and my wife—came so close to
my hidisg-place thab I could note every gesture
ang hear every word they uttered, They paused
within three steps of me—his arm encircled her
waist—hers was thrown careleesly around his
neck—her head rested on his shoulder. Even
s0 had she walked with me a thousand times!
She was dressed in pure white save for one spot
of: deep color near her heart—a red rose, as red
asblond, It wasg pinned there with a diamond
pin that flashed in the moonlight, I thoughs
wildly, that 1nstead of that rose, there should be
blood 1ndeed,—instead of & diamond pin there
should be the good steel of & straight daggar !
But I had no weapon—I stared at her, dry-.

‘eyed and mute. She looked lovely—exquisitely

lovely ! No trace of grief marred the fairness
of her face—her eyes were aa Janguidly limped
and tender as ever—her lips were parted in the
ohildlike smile that was 8o sweet—so innocently
trugtful ?  She spoke—the old bewitching music
of her low voico made my heart l:ap and my
brain reel,

¢ You foolish Guido!” ghe said, ir. dreamil
amused accents. * What would have happened,
I wonder, if Fabio had no$ died so oppor-
tunely ?” .

1 waited eagerly for the answer. Guido

have discovered anything.

langhed lightly.
¢ l{e would never

You were too clever for him, f;iocim'na ! Be-

sides, his conceit raved him— he had eo pood an

opinion of himself that he would not have

deem’?d it possible for you to care for any other

My wife—flawless diammd—Penl of. pure
womanhood !--sighed half restlesaly, - T
T am glad he 1 dead'}” she murmured ; bt
.Guido mio, you are imprudent. You'cannot
vis't mre now e _often—the servants will talk !
Then I must go into mourning for at Jeast six
:monthe—-nnd . there are .many other ‘thibgs to
rooneider,” 33y AN A
ay,then

. en; zﬁi‘fﬁ?o,’z hﬁo.,replied to'ber; 1 i
18 almost a'pity: Fahio 1s dead 1.

'While he lived,
e played a0 excel S 3.8 acreen—he wag’
an uaconscious, bot veritable: duenns . of - pro-

sérolling abont, she 1esat frequented: atreets of

ths. o1y, aﬁd‘lpg'q‘?ggfig:pigipntly for- the orim.
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priety for both of ny, ss nc ona’elag’oonld be !”
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in my hiding-place. But Idid. I watched the |

rustled. My wifo started
rustled. i ;
rotingher. y wife » and looked uneasily
“Huib'I” she said, ne . 6
buried only _ypsterdaylandr:lg:;]i;y ‘g]Ee ae
ghosts sometimes. | |, 8 avenue, too..re ire
wish we had not come here—it was his fayg t£
walk. - Besides,” she- added, with 3 nlinh
agent of regret, “atter all he' wag the fat b
of iy onld—you must think of that.” Aiher
*»Ah!” exclaimed Guido; fiercaly, *do T
think of it? Ay—and I curse him for ¢ i
kizs ho stole from your lips !» very
"I listened half-stupefied, = Her
) A Husbands w
thieves then—they. stole kisses ; b
honest in their embraces 1 Ob, g::]ylydla‘::-e;:i;:{?
my more than brother—how near you were ¢
death at that moment ! Had you but seen gy
face peering pillidly through the dmg y
}eu:;e;;ﬂg gi%%i?va known the forcs of thy
me—you
va}‘ued ymé}' dllfe at one daiveso ; ,wou]d nob have
) y ¥you maxry him " h
a litls paues, during which he t:y&e:lk:eitrf:fr
fusrhcufls ]ih;r. ﬂua.m:hagainsthin breaat, °
e looked up witha littl
m;i‘ ‘pg;ug’gechig shou}:dera ® mutnous poat,
y? ecanse he was

horribly poor. I cannob bear to ﬁ:"p:;d. ITE':E
he Joved m_P,"-—herﬁ her eyes glimmered witll:
malvglous trinmph—*‘ yes—he waz mag for mg—

an . . .

**You loved him " demasded Gui

ﬁe};c;lry- o Guido, almos
@ che I” Bhe answered, with an ¢ i

gesbure. “I suppose [ did. What ‘dp;::!;;:

mag:y forhat all? For ct?nvenience—money_

poaition—he wave me these thi

k".?% » o hfngs, as you
ou will gain nething b i

then,” he said, jealon:ly. § DY manying me,

Sbelaughed, and lnid ber little white hand
glittering with vings, lightly against his Lips,

*0f course not! Bemides,—~have X said I
will marry’ you?! You are very agreeable
asalover . . . . butotherwize ., , , ,
Tamnotsure! And Iam free now,~I ean do
aa I like; I want to enjoy my liberty, and”~———

She was not sllowed to completo Hersentence
for Ferraci snatched her close to his breast pnd
held her there as in » vice. His face wass
flame with passion.

“Iook you, Nioa,” he said,
.1y, “yon shall not fool me;
not ! bave endured enovgh
bands, God knows! Whenr I saw yon
for the first time on the day of your marriage
with that peor fool, Fabio—T loved you, roadly
—ayv wickedly as I then thought, but not for the
sin of it did I revent, I knew you wers woman,
not angel, and I waited my time. It came—I
sought yon—I told you my story of love ere
three months of wedded life had passed over
‘yourhead. Ifound you willing--ready--nay, eager
to hear me I'Vou led meon ; you know you did !
I mever pltied Fabio, never ; he was too easily
duped, and o married man basnorigbt te baother-
wise than Suspicious and ever on his guard ; if
he_relaxes in his vizilanoe he has only himself
$o blame when his henor is flunglikes ball from
hand to hand, as one plays with a child’s top, ¥
repeat to you, Nina, you are mine,.and 1 swear
you shall never escape me !

_The impetuous worcs coursed rapidly from:
his lips, and his deep musical voice had a defiant:
ring as it fell on the stillness of the evening air.
I smiled bitterly as I heard ! She struggled in
his arms half angrily.

*¢ Let me- po,” she said.
you hurt me !”

_He released herinstantly. The violence of
his embrace bad crushed the rose she wore, and
its crimson leuves fluttered slowly down ons by
one on the ground at her feet, Her eyes flashed:
resentfully, and an impatient frown contracted
her fair and level brows. She looked away from:
him in silence, the silence of a cold diedain.
Sometbing iz her attitude pained him, for he
spranﬁ forward and cavght her band,. coveriog
it with kieses..

hoarse-
you shall
at your

**You- are rough,

sntly. *I'did not mean to reproach you. Yon
cannot belp being beauntiful—and your beauty
maddensme !’ You arethe heart of my lieart,
the soul of my soul! Oh Nina mia, let us not
waste words In useless anger. Think of it, we:
are free—fres I! Free to make life a long dream
of delight --delighs more perfect than angels can
know! The greatest b]essing that could have
befallen us 18 the death of Fubio, and now that
we are all in ell'to each other, du not harden
youreelf against me ! Nina, be gentle with me
—of all things in the world, surely love is best!™
She smilea, with the pretty superior smile of°
ayoung empress pardoning a recreant subject,
aud suffered him to draw her again, but with
more gentleness, into his embrace.

¢ Yonu are so foolish, Guido sis,” she pouted,
passing her hitle jewelled fingers throngh his
clustering hair with a light caress—**so0 im-
petuous—so-jpa'ous ! I have told you over and
over again that I Jove you ! Do you not remem-
ber that night when Fabio sat out on the
balcony reaching his Plato, pror fellow !"—
here ahe Jaughed musically—** and we were try-
ing over rome ronge in the drawing-reom—did
I not sa¥ then that I loved you hest of anyone
in theworld? Youkoow I @did! You ought
to be saticfied I”

Giuido smiled, and stroked her shiring golden
curls.

** I am sndicfied,” he said, without any trace
of his former heated impatience—**perfectly
ratisfied: But do not expect to find love with-
aut jealously. TFabio wae never jealous—I
know—ie tyusted you too implic'tily, he was
nothing of & lover, believe me! IMe thought
mor« of himaself than of you. A man who will
go awsy for days at the time om a solitary
yachtin% and rambling excursions, leaving his.
wire to heér own devices—a man whoreads Plato
in preference to looking afier Aer, decides hia
own fate, und deserves to be ranked with those
so-called wise but mos$ ignorant philosophers:
to whom Women has always remained an un-
guessed riddle. As for me—I am jealous of the
ground you tread upon—of the air that touches.
fou—iﬁ any other man dare now to dispute your

ove with me I would not rest till his body had
‘merved moy sword as & sheath I’ .
Nina raised her head from bis breast with an:
air of petu'ant weariness,
‘“ Again !” she murmured reproachfully, *yo
.are going to be angry sgamn !

o kissed her.
**Nobt I, sweet one ! 1 will be as gentls as
‘wish, eo long as you love me and only 1.e.
: Come—this avenue is damp and chiily for you—
shall we go in?”
My wife asgented, With arms interlaced and
walking slowly, they began toretrace their steps
towards the house. ~ Unce they paused.
o you hear the nightingalea?” asked
Guido.
Hesr them? Who could not hear them ? A
shower of melody rained from the trees on every
side—the pure, swest, passionate tonen pierced
the ear 1 ke the repeated chime of litlle golden
bella—the beautiful, the tender, the God-inspired
birds sang their love stories simply and with per-
fect rapture—love stories untainted by hypo-
crisy—unsullied by crime—different, ah ! so very
different from the love stories «f selfish hunan-
ity | The exquisite poetic idyl of a bird’s life
love—is it not a thing (o put us ivferior crea-
turestoshame? . ., ., . forare we ever a8
true to our vows as thelark to his mate}? ., . .
are we ag sincers in our thankegivings for the
sunlight as_the merry robin who sings as
blithely in the winter snow- as_in the flower-
filled mornings of spring?  Noay—not we?
Our existence is but one long impotent protest
against God, combined with an insatiate desire

for base coin ! . )
Nins listened—and shivered, drawicg her
lighu scatf more closely about her shoulders.
“T hate them I” she-enid . pettishly ; *‘ their

poise isenough to perce one’s ears, .And he
vaed to he so ford of them ; he used to sing—
what wasit? - . )

. %7 saluto, Rosignuolo,
... .~ Net tuo duolo, tisalato!

.. 'Seil'nmantedella rosa

*" ‘Ohe morendo si fa sposs !

‘Her 'vich” 'voios rippled -out . on -the air,

i,4 Poor Fabio | there was'alwaya a: false ‘note,
somewhere when'he'sang,.; Come, Guido {"
~. Andthey paced’.on. quistly; as thoughtheir
‘conaclenices were:clean,—as though'nio) just re

butioa dogged their steps,~—as though'no ahadow

St covered, me reaked and .

'of o terrible Yengeance bocmed in'the. heayen ot
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© Was & new

“ Forgive me, oarniz mia,” he cried repent- )

to get the better of one another in the struggle

ivaittog. the songe of she-aightingales’ them:
selves. Sho brcite of with a little laugh— - -

o/ just robei-



