LY

amusement with youog . girls .and women of
the world; 1 am accustomed to-it, though

rurely if the saints have heard me his soul 1B
not in heaven "

relieved by the white kerchief
about her shoulders; and round her small well-

ald verdure. nag loat in. the dense purpls
:ﬁgown :::'l "éall‘peakl:ot' - the Appenines ;. the

aoftly by"to ihe tinkle of the mandoline,
sound of s wife and childrén’s ﬁgghﬂ?.md the
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The Story of One Forgptten_.‘ -

CHAPTER XXVIL~Continued,

T understood her. She wanted to geb hack
Mer uwn let.era to the dead manylest her inti-
macy with him should laak out 1n some chancg

_‘way for which she ‘'was nupiepared. I was al:
most glad she showed me to what & depth of
vulgar vice she bad fallen. There wasno gues-
wion of pity or forbearance in-her case. 1t all
bhe tortuzes invented by savages' vr stera in-
quisitors could be heaped upon her at onés, such
punishment would be light in comparison with

et critnas,—crimes for which, mark i‘oiu, the

law gives you no remedy but divorce, Tired of
the wretched comedy, I looked at my watch. "

“ Tt i time for me te take my leave of you,
X asid, in the atiff, coartly manoer I affected,
** Moments fly fast in Yonr -enchanting cem-
pany! But I have still to walk to Castella-
mare, there to rejoin my carriage, ‘and I have
many thinge to attend to belore my departure
this evening. On my return from Avelliro
shall I be welcome?”. .. T

“ You know1t. 1 only wish yon were . not

oiog at all, Dearest, do not stay long away.

gnhall be 50 unhappy till you come baclf.!
 Absence atrengthens love, they say,” I cb-
served with n forced emile. *‘May it do g0 in
our case. Farewell, cara mia/ Pray fc!}- me;
I suppose you do pray a geeat deal here?”

“‘ Oh, yes,” she replied, naively: * there ia
nothing els= to do.” .

. I beld her handa closely in my grasp. The
eogagement ring on her finger, and the dia-
mond signet on my own, flashed 1n the light

Bke the crossing of swords.

4 Pray,’ shen I eaid. *storm the gates of
heaven with sweet-voiced pleadinga for the re-
pose_of poor Ferrari’s soul! ember he
loved you, though got never loved him. For
your sake he quarrelled with me, his best friend
~for your sake he died! Prey for him—who
knows,” and I spoke in thrilling tones of earn-
esbacss, “‘who knows but that his tr0-hastily
departed spirit may not be near us now—hear-
ing our voices, watching our looks "

She shivered alightly, and&t hands io mine
grew cold,

*“Yes, yes,” I continued more calmly;
¢ yon must not forget to pray for him—he was
young and not prepared to die.”

My words had some of the desired effect upon

her, . . , for once her ready epeech

failed, —she seemed as_though she sought for

;0:\3 reply and found nome, I still held her
ands,

“Promise me "I continued ; *‘and at the
same time pray for your dead husband! He

_poor Ferrari wers close friends, you know ;
3t will be pions and kind of you to _join their
names in one petition addressed to Him ‘from
whom no secrets are hid,’ and who reads with
unerring eyes the purity of vour intemtiona.
“Will you do it ?”

Sha smilsd a forced, faint amile. .
= ¢+ 1 cortainly will,” she replied in a low voice;
¢ I promise you.”

She watched me ag I fastened my coat and
began to draw on my gloves.

“ Are you going now?!” she asked somewhat
+.midly.

* Yes, I am going now, cara mia,” I said,
** Why } what makes you look so pale "

Yor she had suddanly tucned very white,

‘ Lmt me see your hand again,” she demand-
ed with feverish aagerness, * the hand on which
I placed the ring !”

Smiling}r and with readiness I took off the
glove 1 bad just pub on.

“What odd fancy possesses you now, little
one ?” I asked with an air of playfulness,

She made no answer, but took my band and
examined It closely and curiously, and she
laughe:l a little hard, mirthless laugh.
ro*‘Your hand,” she mur.wured incoherently,
“‘with—that —signet—on—it,—is exactly like—
like Fabio’s !

Aund before I had titne to aay a word she went
on into a violent atate of hysterica—aobs, little
eries, snd laughter all intermingled in that wild
and- reasonless distraction that generally un-
nerves the stronzert man who isnotascustomed
to it. T rang the bell to summon assistance ; a
lay-sister answered it, and seeicg Nioa's con-
dition, rushed for a glass of water and eum-
moned Madame la Vicaire. This Iatter, enter-
ing with her quict step and inflexible demesanor,
took in the situation at a glance, dismissed the
lay-sister, and prsiessirg herself of the tumbler
of water, sprinkled the furehead of theint:rest-
17 patiznt, ard forced some drops between har
clenched teeth. Then turning to me she in-
quired, with kome stateliness of manner, what
had caused the attack?

* T really canaot tell you madame,” I said
with an alr of affected concern and vexation,
1 certainly tcld the Countess of the unex-
pxted death of a friend, but she bore that
newa with exemplary resignation. The cit-

cumatance that appears to have so w@reat-
ly distresed her is that she finds, or
says she finds a resemblonce between my
hand aol1 the hand of bher deceased
husband, This s ems to me absurd, bub there
i8 no acoounting for ladies’ caprices "

Aund I shrugged my rhouldera as though I
weore annoyed and impatieat.

Orer the pate, seriovs face of the nun thers

1t{ed a amile in‘which there was certainly the
@oa! of paroinm.
='* All penisitivenens pnd $endéiness 9i‘ licare,
you sce)” whe said in her hill, pissionless
ton:a which 107 a8 they were, somehow con-
veyed to my ear another meaning than- that
implied by the words she uttered. ** Wa can-
vt perthap: understand the extreme delicacy
:fh;;‘ex", feelings, .and we fail to do justice to

t

Here Ninn opened her eyes, and looked ab us
with piteons plaintiveness, while  her bosom
heaved with those long, deep sighs which are
the finishing chnrds of the Sonata Hysteria,

** You sre bettar, I trust?’ cotinued the
nun, without any sympathy in ber mono-
toncus accents, and addreesiog her with ‘aome
reserve. “ You have greatly alarmed the Count
Oliva.”

*“T am sorry~~—" began Nina feebly

I hastened to herside. = _ . L

*Pray do nobspesk of it " I urged, forcing
tomething like &' laver’s ardor into my voice.
I regrét beyond measure that it is my. misfor-
tune to have haods llke those of your late hus-
band ! I asure youI am quite miserable
about it, Can you forgiveme ' | ' °

She waa recovering qiickly, and she was
evidently gonscions that.she had behaved some-
what  foolishly. '~ Sbe smiled, a weak: pale
smile ; but shelocked very scared, worn and
;l .%?o ‘rose from hér chair “slowly and
anguidly. T

‘"I think I will go to my room," ahe said, not
eegarding Mbre ‘Marguerite,  who bad with-
drawn to a littl distance, who stéod rigidly
erect, immovably festured, with' hef  silver
erucifix glittering coldly on her atill ‘breast, -

** Good-bye, Cesare’! " Pleass” forget my
stupidity, ana write to'me from Avellino,” !

1 took her’ ontetretéthed hand, and Bowidg.

over it, touched it gently with ‘my. lips; . She
turned _towards “the doot, wueqi;ya‘xﬁeﬁly‘ S
mischievons idea seemed to eoter her mwind.
She lookpd ab’ Madame la
came back to me,” =0 0 C [ e
** Addio, ‘arior mio /" she’ said, Wwith @ sokt of
rapturods  amphiasis, ‘and ‘throwing. her ekt
r::ln_q_ my néck;she, kisted'me’ altmost’ paslioy:
atelyy - T R e s v I
Than 'she glanced maliciouslygt the nun, W
had %.}pv_veret{!%qi_-q; eyes' til| ‘ﬂ;_é;{ appeared ‘ffa'l;'b
shut,, s1d bieaking'into & low p
amuseqd 1sughter, wavéd her and
lef{. the éaqm'. h Lol D bl s
a8 omewhat' confused.” ' T'ho Fuddenniess:
and%a;r;:ﬁqh of. her aress hid! Dok, T Tnon. 8
mere monkeyish trick, designed to vex thé reli.’
gioug scriples of Mare Marguerife; - ’
what 'to. #ay $0."that: stately wom
maited coifrénting me with down
Lips that ‘moved dumbly a#Pthdug
As the doar cloged “after "my  wite
. figute'the-1iun looked up i“theres

NYED

»
ot
|-

el

o

. ‘un‘d,thp:e,{

A" retreating

wiad 'wslight

“ fluslion har patlidickieekd; and:.to iy watonish-

- :ment, bears glittered on heridarkilashes;:+? ..: :
“ n LR
,od;ld_aq,lxme, I began eamestly, .* T assure
‘‘Saynathing  ignor,” she interrupted me
with a sligh ca“orv gesture; *“it is quite

. Vicaire, and then | -pla

1of indolgntly

oW, 8.

; ] "wh“‘ e ] ;‘.L’
Ast eyes ind | Kil o o Tt purogs
b prayer. | 15ved me, gﬁ'h’e’ far

gmew‘? not;,

I feel 1ts cruelty more than I ougl’;t; to do.
Ladies like the Countesa Romani think that we
—we, the sspulchres ot womanhood, —sept
that we have emptied and cleansed to the best
of our abi ity, so that they may more ' fittingly
hold the body of the crucified Christ; these
grandes dames, 1 say, fancy that we areignorant
of all they know,—that we caonot understand
love, tenderness or passion. They never reflect,
bow should they, that we also have had-our his-
tories—histories, perhaps, that would make
anzels wesp for pity! I, even-I—" and ske
atruck her breast; fiercely, then suddanly recal-
lectiyg berself, she continued coldly—** The
rule of our convent, signor, permitsno visitor
to remain longer than one hour—that hour has
expired. 1 will summon a sister to ehow Fou
the way out.” ) .

** Wa:t oue instant, madamsa,” I said, feeling

altempt to make some defence of Nina's con-
duct; ‘“‘permit me to say a word!
My fiancee is very young and shoughtless, I
| really cannot think that her very ionjcent part-
ing curess to me had ,anythmg in it that was
meant to purposely annoy you.” .

-The nun glanced at me, her eyes fiasked dis-
dainfully. ]

“You think it was all affection for you, no
doubt, sigoor? A very natural supposition,

and I shruld be sorry to undeceive you.”
be pansed a mementand then resumel :

**You seem an earnest man ;j—msaybe you
are destined to be the means of saving Nina;
I could say much,—yet it is wise to be silent.
1f you love her do not flatter her; her over
wening vanity is ber ruin. A firm, wiss, rui"
ing master-hand may perhaps—who knows?
She hesitated and signed, then added gently,
* Farewell, signor I Benedicite /”* and making
the sign of the croes a3 I respectfully bent my
head ¢ recoive her blessing, ehe .passed noise-
lessly from the room.

One moment later, and & lame and aged lay-
sister came to escert me to the gate. As I pass-
ed down the stone corridor a side door opened
@ very little way, and two fair yonng faces
Feeped out at me. For an ivstant I saw four

aughing bright eyes, I herrd a smothered voice
say, ‘‘c’est un vieux wapa /* and then my
guide, jwho though lame was nov blind, per-
ceived the opsned door and shut it with an
angry bang, which, however, did not drown the
ringing merriment that echoed from within,
On reaching the outer gates I turned t» my
venerable companion, and laying fonr twenty-
frano pieces in her ghrivelled palm, I said:

““Take these to the Reverond Mather for me,
aud ask that Masa may be said in the chapsl to-
morrow for the repose of the soul of him whose
name i written here.” ) .

Aund I gave her Guido Ferrari's visiting card,
adding in lower and more solemn tones :

““He met with & eudden and unprepared
death. Of yoor charity, pray also for the man
who killed him "

The old woman looked startled, crossed her-
self devoutly ; but she promised that my
wishes ahouid be fulfilled, and X bade her fare-
well and passed out, the convent gates closing
with a dull clang behind me. I walkedona
few yards, and then paused, looking back.
Few, very fow, amoog ths thousands of young
women who leave the scene of their quiet achool
days for the social whirligig of the world, ever
learn to take life In earnest, love in
earnest, sorrow in earnest, To most of
them life is & large dressmaking and mil-
linery establishment ; love a question of
money and dismonds ; sorrow & solemn cal-
culation as to how much or how little mourning
i# considered becoming or fashionable. And for
creatuves such as these we men work—work till
our hairs are grey and our back bent with toil—
work till all the joy and zest of living has gone
from us, and our reward is,—what?® Happi-
nees ?'—Seldo:m. Inﬁdul:{?—Olten. Ridicule?
Truly we ought to be glad if we are only ndi-
culed and thrust back tooccupythe second place
in our own houses ; our lady-wives call that
“kind treatment.” Is thers a married woman
living who doss not now and then threw a small
stone of insalent satire at her husband when his
backis turned ? What, Madame ? You, who
read these words—you say with indignation—
3¢ Certainly there ts, and J amn that womnan !”
Ah, truly ? salute you profoundly !—yon are,
no doubt the one exception !

CHAPTER XXVIII.

Avellino is one of those dreary, quiet, and
picturceque t>wns which have not as yab been
deaecrated by the Vandal tourist. Persona
holding *through tickets " from Mesars. Cook
or Gaze do not stop there;—there are no
“sights” save the old sanctuary called Monte
Vergine standiog aloft on its rogged hill, with
all the memories of its ancient days clinging to
it like & wizard’s cloak, and wrapping itin a
gort of mystericus meditat've silecce. Tt
can look back through a vista of eventful
years to the eleventh century, when it was
erected, fo the Eeople 8ay, on the ruins
of a temple of Cybele. DBud what do the
sheep and geese that are whipped abroad
in herds by the drovers Cock and Gaze know
of Monte Vergine or Cybele? | Nothing,—snd
they care less ; and quiet Avellino escapes from
their depredations, thankful that ‘it is not
marksd on the businis map of the devvers’
“rups.” Shut in bythe lofty Appenines, buily
on the slope of the hill that winds_gently down
into & ereen and fruitful valley through which
the river Sabato .rushes iae,ﬁy gleaws white
agaitst cleft rocks that look liké War-worn and
deserted castles, a .droway peace encircles it,
and a sort of stateliness, which compared with'
the riotous fun and folly of Naples only thirty
miles -away, is as though the statue of a nude
Egeria wore placed in rivalry with :the painted
waxen image of a balf-dressed ballet-dane:r.
Few lovelier sighta are tobe ssen in nature than
& gonset from one' of the smaller -hills round
Avellino,~when the -peaks of the Appenines
seem to catch fire from the flaming clouds, and
below them, the valleys are full of thoss tender.
purple and -greyv shadows that one sees on the
canbvases of 8alvator - Rosa, while  the
town - iteelf - looks - -like ' 'a  bronzed
carving ' on- an -old. shield,  outlined
clearly againab the dazeling lustre of the sky.
“To this retired spot I same,—glad to rast for a
time from my work of 'vengeance,—glul ‘to lay
-down my burden of bitternesa for a brief apace,
and becoms, asit were, hnman again, in the
eight of the near mountains. For within their
close proximity, thipgs common, things mean
soem 10 slip from the sonl,—n norb of larmeness'
pervades the thoughts, the cramping posiness of
 daily life has po room to- aesert 1ts sway,—a
‘grand hush ‘falls -on 'the -stormy waters of
passion, and l'ke a chidden babe the strong
man stands, dwarfed to an infinite httleness
in‘his own eipht, before thosemajeatio monarcha
-of the landeeape, whose large brows are crowned
‘| wnth the blue circlet of heaven, - -~ .7

1 ook up my abodg in u‘guieb,' almost hitinble
lodging, living simply, ‘and attended only by
Vincenzo, . I wae tired of the ostentation I had

'| béen forced to practice’in Naples in order.to at-:

a-relief to

'tain my ends,~and it was ar
I were a -

méto be’
foria time, ,qq'ﬁhhuglh“ were %;o'r.;'mnh".'
‘The house, in.'which I’ found room thatinited
me, was a rambliogly built,  pistucesqua Jittle
Jitnated . on the outskirts of the town,
‘and the woman who owned it wae in -Her way
] & charagter, She was ‘s Romax, she told mé,"
{ with pride flashing in_her 'blask éyes—I conld’
; Smas‘,.‘ that ab, ¢nce ,,bny ;her _atrongly-marked:

eatures, her magnlﬁ\ 3 il,z moplded fﬁﬁurg,"_an’dj'
1y heér| free, firm trepd—bh 57!!61\; which “is swift
i wiélpnp' being baaty, whloh igthe manxer born’
+of Ronia. , She 'told ‘me' -her history in' a few
"woids,, with. ' such, eloguens = gehtures, that'
hel seemed "o live  through it dgdin. as sbe
‘ppok% ;'her’, busband “had."been “a worker' in'a:
matble quarry—one of "his’fellows, had les'a
_hqégplqce}‘df ‘the rook' fall 61 him, and " he was
',druihe‘d—(:b'.‘déahh. ST S U FO

And well do I know,” ‘she said, ' *'thab He
O oot 7, 1n e Watld-hivt

10, had he gg‘qﬁ_._ﬁ“ uy I sm's "cotmon
woman, ee you--and it 8eéms to me one cinnot’
llie Apd” when, iy, love® poar. body wes
-scates dovered ip the earth, tha¢ misetable'ore'
s==the murdarpr-—~came to ine ;>~he"offered mar.;
rigge. L.acoused him of hig cFimé!~~ha 'denied
it—he &aid ‘the'rock &lipbed (rom™his bands, he
knew nub how. I strack him on the mouth,
and bade h.n leave my sight and take

hres | arms she thre

1and foliage—about eight acres of g

that to enact my part thoroughly. I_ought to

 mioteéments gavEad (e to lo

he spoke with fiashing eyes and put-
po?ehfuu!li ‘e:e:gp; while with her strong brow‘;n
w open the wide casement of :1 3
sittmg-room I hed taken, and bade e v:ewd or
orchazd. 1t was a fresh green strip of Vﬂlia gée
£}
trees.
ahowing - her white
made the admiring
“ Avellino has

planted entirely with apple
% Ve, traly " ehe said.
teoth in & pleased smile as I

h expeced. |
lr:::rk dsea nug)e for its spples—but,

h . .

the Holy Mother, I think in the
:2:;)? ttt‘x:)era-is nO frgit -in all the ng=ghporhood
finer than ‘mine. The produce of it brings me
almost encugh to live upon—that and th;i
houre, when I con find signort willing todwe ]
with me. But few strangers come bither;
gometimes an artist, sometimes & poeh—suctrlj as
these are soon tired of gaiety, and are glad to
rest. 'To common pereons I would notoyez my
door—not for pride, ah, no ! bt:,t when cae hasa

girl, one canmot be too careful. -

“You havea dnufbtel:i then?™
es softened.
E{gngil‘:ye iil‘la.. 1call her my blessing, and
too good for me. Oftea 1" fauncy’shat 1t is ‘he-
cause she tends them that tha tress bear &0
well, and the apples are 0 sound -and sweotb,
Ana when she drivea the load of fruit to market
and sits so smilingly behind the team, it seems
to me that her very face brings juck to the
»

o' -
iled at the mother’s emthusiasm, and
a'lglhein eg had po fair fsiths left—I -could
not even believe in Lilla. My Iandlady,
Signoes Mongt as she was called, saw thab
I looked fatigued, and ieft me to myseif,
and during my etay I saw wvery little of

her, Vincenzo coustituting himaelf my
major-domo, or rather becom for my-take
a sort of amiable slave, always looking to the

alleat datails of my comfort, and studyin¥
:vnilshes with an anxious solicitude that touched
while it gratified me. I bad'been fully thres
days in my retreat before he ventured to eater
upon any conversation with me, for he had ob.
served that I always sought to be alone, that I
took long, solitary rambles through the woods
and across the hills ; and, not daiirg to break
throngh my taciturnity, be bad contented him-
self by merely attending to my material com-
forta in silence. Oue atternoon, however. after
clearing away the remains of my light luncheon,
he lingered in the room. .

“‘The Eeccellenza hss not yet seen Lilla
Monti?” he asked hesitatiogly.

I looked at him in some surpri . There was
ablush on his olive-tinted cheeks and an un
usual sparkle in bis eyes. For the fiist time I
realixed that this valet of mine was a bandsome

W,
T egguoLilla Monti!” 1 cepeated, balf-
abaently ; ** ob, you mean tha child of the land-
lady? No, I havenot aeen her. Why do you
o
“]'\{T'incenzo amiled. '* Pardon, Eocellenza ! but
she is beautiful, and there is & saying 1o my
province— Be the heart heavy as 2 stons, thu
sight of afair face will lighten it { ”

I gave an_impatient gesture. All folly,
Viacenzo ! Beauty is the curae of the world.
Read history, and you shall find the greatest
canquerors and sages ruined acnd diszraced by
its snares.” \

He nodded gravely. He probab'y thought of
the announcement 1 had made at the banquet
of my own approaching mnarriage and 8trove to
reconcile it with tha appareut inconsistency of
my present observation. But he was too dis-
creet to utter bis mind aloud,—he merely eaid,
“No doubt yon are right, Fecellenza,  Still
one is glad to see the roars ploont, and the stars
shine, and the foam-bells sparkle on the waves,
8o ome is glad to see Lilla Monti.” .

I turned round in my chsir to observe him
more closely—the flush deepened oa his cheek
s I regarded him. I laughed with m bitter sad-

@58,
' Yn love, amico, are thou? So soon ! —three
days—and thou hast fallen a prey tv ths smile
of Lilla! Iam sorry for thee!”
He interrupted me eszerly.
“The Ec-ellenza isin error! I would not
dare—she is too innozent,—she knows nothing !
She i like & little bird in the nest, so soflt and
tender,—a word of love would frighten her; I
sbculd be a coward to utter it.” :
Well, well ! T thevght, what was the use of
sneering at the poor fellow! Why, because my
own love had turned to ashes In my grasp,
should I mock at those who fancied they had
found uhe golden fruit of the Hesperides?
Vincenzo, once o soldier, now balf courier,
half valet, was eomething of a poet at heart;
he had the grave meditative turn of mind com-
mon to Tuscans, together with that amorous
fire that ever burps under their lightly-worn
mxisk of %aemin E:-esm-wa. < terestod

roused myseif to appear 1nterested. .
¢t | see, Vigcenzo," I eaid with a kinily air

mora than compensates you for that portion of
the Neapolitan carnival which you lose by being
here. ab why you should wish me to behold
this paragon of maidens I know no:, unle»,s’
you would have me regret my own lost youth.
A 'ourious and perplexed ¢xpression flitted
overhis face. At last e eaid firmly, as thorgh
bis mind were made up ;

¢ The Eocellenza must pardon me for see-
ing what ,;,)erhnps I ought rot to have svenm,
D boamemne

u B
¢ Bub what ¥’ I asked. . ,
¢ Eccellenzs, you have not lost your youth.’
I turned my head towards him again—he wus
looking ay e in soms slarm—he feared sume
outboret of anget. .
' Well 1" I calmly’ calmly. ‘That is yoar
idea isit,and why?" -~ " 77
“ Eecollenza, 1. saw yon withoub your spr cba-
clés that day when you fought ‘with the unfor-
tunate Signor ‘Ferrari, 1 watched you when
ou fired, Your éyesare beautiful aod terrib'e
—the eyes of a young man, though your hair is
white.,” - - T .
Quietly Itook off my plasses and laid them
on the table besidemie. . . |
© ¢ Ag you have seen me once without them,
you can see me again,” I obsecved gentlv. **1I
wear them for n special purpose. Here in
Avellina the purphse does not hold. Thus far
I confide in you. -Bub beware' how you betray
my gonfidence.” -~ © ' - o .
*¢ Bocellenza !” cried Vincenzo in traly pained
scceiits, and with s grieved look.
-+ 1 fose and laid my havd on his arm,
- “There'! I was wrong—forgive me. You
are honest ; ‘'you have aerved Zour'country wall
enough to know the value of fidelity and dntg.
But: when you say 1have not lost my youth,
you are wrong, Vincenzo! I kavelost it—it has
‘been killed within me by a great sorrow. The
strepgth, the jauppleness of limb, the hrightness
of' eye, thesd are ‘'mere ' outward thicgs;
b4b! in  the "heart and' ®cul’ are the
chill and 'drear ‘bittérness of ‘deserted age.
Nay, do not emile; I am in sruth very cld—so
-pld that I tire'of my lengthi of days; yeb again,
‘Dot too old to appreciate your affection, amico,
'and—""here I forced & faint amile, ** when I
see the maiden Lilla.' I will tell you frankly
what I think of her.” . "'
* Vincenzo stooped his head, caught my-hand
within “his’ own;; and_ kissed it, " then. -left
thej room. abru‘pbl{,' to hide the teéarsthat tny
'words Bad brought 6o hiseyes: - He wis sorry
‘for, mie,” T - could ‘8ee,” and ™' I <jodged him
-#ightly when I thought that the very mystery
‘sirrounding me incresséd his attachment. On
the: whole I was glad.che.had.esen me undie-
guised, as it was a relief to ‘me to'be without
smy: smoked glasees for :a: time, and during all
‘the: resb of my stay ot Avellino I, never wore
-them once.. .- T “r
"~ 'Qne day 1 saw Lilla. T had Etrolled np to a
quaint chureh, situated on a rugged hill spd
‘surrounded by fine old chestnut-trees, ‘'where
'there was & pioture of the Scourging of Clirist
raid to have been the woik of Fra Angelico.
The little * sanctusry wss : quite : deserted
when "I :entered : it, and ‘I pans~d .on  the:
thréshold; touched by the simplicity of the
'plage, aud:soothed by the intense silence. .,I.
walked on tiptos up to the corner wheré hung
‘thej picture I had comie to ree,"and as I did ro a
‘girk passed  me with, a light step, oarrying o
Thdsket of fragrant' wintér narcissi:and wiaiden
‘hair férn: . Something Jn’her graceful, noiseless
noTémenty" ook’ after ‘her' s but:
sha had turned’hér> baolkt to me.'nhd was kneel-:

jng ab the sbrine consecrated to the Virgin,
having ploced ter flswers on she lowess step of

of barter, * that the sight of Lil'a Momti | &

shaped head the rich chestout hair was coiled in
thick shining braids. ‘

1 felt that I muss see her face, and for that
reason went back to the church door and wait-
ed till she should pass out. Very soon she
came towards me, with the mame light tim d
s*ep that I had before moticed, and her fair

oung features were turned full 7 _upon e

hat was there in those clear candid eyes that
made me involuntarily bow my head in
& reverentinl salutation as she ?
I know not It was mot beauty—for
though the child was lovely I had seen lovelier ;
it was somethir@ inexplicable and rare—aome-
vhing of a_maidenly compoaare and sweet dig-
nity that I had never beheld on any woman's
face before. Her cherks fiushed softly as sho
modestly returned my salute, and when sbe
was once outside the church door she paused,
her small white fingers - still .clasping
the carven brown beads of her 1osary.
shyly yet brightly,— - oo
: ;‘ff: the, Kccellenza will walk yeb a little fuc-
ther up the hill he will seea finer view of the
mounthing, -~ . . e e e

Something familiar in her Took—a sort of re-
fiection of her mother’s illness~made me pure
of her identity. Irmiled. |

“ Ah | you ara Lilla Monti ¥

She blushed egaia.

¢ 8§, Sigoor. 1 am Tidlla.” .

I let my eyes dwell on her searchingly and
almost sadly. Vincenzo waa right: the girl
was beautiful, not with the forced hot-house
beauty of the soclsl world and artificial con-
straint, but with the loveliness and fresb radi-
ance which nature gives to those of her cher-
ished ones, who dwell with her in peace. Ibad
seen many exquisite women,—women of Juno-
like form and face—women whose eyes were
basilisks to draw and compel the soul of
men,—but I had never seen any eo epiritually
fair as this little peasant maiden, who &
fearleasly yet modestly regarding me with the
innocent inquiry of a child who suddenly sees
somethirg new, to which it is unaccustomed.
She was s little fluttered by my earnest gaz>,
and with a pretty curtsey turned to descend
she hill. I said gently,— .

““You are going home, faueiulla mia ?’

The kind, protecting tone in which I apoke
reassured her. She anewered readily.

 Si, signor. My mother waits for me to help
her with the Eccellenza’s dinner.”

I advanoed and took the little hand that held
the rosary. )

“ What " I exclaimed playfully, '*do you
still work hard, little Lillie, even when the ap-
ple season {s over ?"

She laughed musically,

“Oh! Ilovework, Itis goad for the tem-
per. People are g0 cross when their hands are
idle. And many are ill for the same reazon.
Yes, truly!” and sbe nodded her head with
grave importance, *‘1t is often so, Old Pietro,
the cobbler, took to his bed when he had no
shoes to mend, yes; he sent for the priest and
said he would die, not for want of money,—oh,
no! he has plenty, he is quite rich,—
but because be had nothing to do. So my
mo*her and I found some sboes with holes
and took them to him; he sat up in bed to
mend them, and bow he is as well as ever !
And we are careful to give bim romething
always,”

She laughed again, and again looked grave.

““Yes, yes !” she Baid, with a wise shake of
her littls glessy head, *‘one cannct live with-
out work. My mother says that good wowen
are never tired, 1t is only wicked persona wh»
are lazy. And that reminds me I must make
haste to raturn and prepare the Eccellenza's
coffee.”

*“Do you make my coffee, little one?” I asked,
¢ and does not Vinceuzo help yon?”

The faintest suspicicn of a blush tinged her
pretty cheeka.,
*Qo, he is very good, Vincenzn,” she said de-
murely, with downcast eyes; ‘‘he is what we
call buon’ amico, yes 1ndeed ! But be ies often
glad when I make coffee for him also; he likes
it somuch! He says I doiteo well! But per-
haps the Ecelirnza will prefer Vincenzo ¥°

Ilaughed. She was so0 naive, so absorbed in
her little dutes,—such a child altozether,

**Nay, Lilla, I am proud to think you make
anythiog for me. I shall enjoy it more now
that I know what kind hands have teennt
work., But you must not spoil Vinesmzo—you
will turn his head if you make his c>ffee too
often.” .

She looked surprised. She did not under-
stand, Evidently to her mind Vincenzo was
pothing bus a goo3-natured yourg fellow, whose
palate coull be pleased by her culioa-y skill ;
she treated him, I dare say, exactly as she
would have treated one of her own sex. She
seened to think oaver my words, as ona who
con:iders a conundrum, then she apparent'y
ave jt up ae hopeless, and shook her head
lightly as thongh dismissiog the subjeet.

*¢ Wil the Eccellenzn visit the Panty d’An-
gelo?” ¢hi9 #aid brightty, as she turn:d tn o,

I had never heard of this place, and asked her )
to wht :be alluded.

““Itisrot far from hiere,” sha +x lained, it
in the v ew I ap ke «f tefore, Jnst a littl- far-
ther up the hil you will seea flat gr-y r.ck,
covered with blue gentians, No one knoas how
they grow, they are slwave there, hluoming in
suinwer and winter,  But it is said that one
of Go’s own great angela comes once in every
mouth at miduight tv bless the Monte Vergine
pnl that h3 stunds c¢n that rock. Ang, of
courke, whetever tha argels (read there are
fl 'werr, and no et.rm can destrey thom—not
even an avslanche. That is why the people c:ll
it tha Punto d’Angelo. It will pleise yeu fo
sea i, Eccellanza,—it ia but n wa'k of a littl:
ten miontes,” _

And with a emile, and a curtsey as pretty acd
a8 light ag a flower might make to the wind, she
left me, half runniog, half dancing down the
hiil,"and singiog aloud for sheer hai.piness and
maocence of heact. Her pure lark-lke notis
floate? upward 33wards ine where I stood, wist
fully watching her as she disappeared. Tae
warm afternoon sunshine casught lovingly at
her chesthut bair, turnirg 1t to a golder bronze,
and touched up the whitenesa of her throat and
arms, and beightened the scarlet of her bodice,
as she descended the grassy slopa, ard was at
last 10st to my view amnid the folia e of the sur-
rouading trees.

. CHAPCER XYIX.
Ig-gha.-l heavily as I resumerd my walk,” X
realized all that I had lost. This lovely child
with her eimple fresh naturs, why had I
not me: such an ons and wedded ker
instead of the vile creature who had been
my soul’s undoing? The answer came ewiftly,
Evenif I had seen her when I was fien, I doubt
if T should have known her value. We m'n of
the world who have social pasi:ions to support,
we see little or nothing in the. peasant type of
womanhood ; we must marry * ladies,” so-called
—educated girls who ‘are” as. well versed in
the world's ways as ourselves, if not more so.
And so we gob the Cleopatras, the Du .Barrys,
the Pompadours, while unspoilt maidens "such
as Lilla too often bacome the household drudges
-of mechanics or day-laborers, living and .dying.
-in the.one routine. of hard. work,. and often
knowing and carine for nothing better.tham 1he
'mountain-hut, the farm-kitchen, or the covered.
stall . in . tha. market-place. .. Burely. 1t is
an :ilj-balanced . world . ..., . &0 many mis.’
takes are made ; Fate plays us eo’ many appar-
ently. unnecessary, tricks, and we- axe all of.us
s#uch blind ymadmen, knowing..not. whither . we
‘are going from one day.to .another! T am. told
that it i mo longer .fashionable to believe in a
(devil,——bnt I'care nothing for fashion { - A devil
there,is I .am sure,-who for ‘some . inscrutabla
veagon has a ehare in the ruling of this planet—
adevil who :delights in mocking us from the
cradle to the grave. - And rerhaps Wwe are Lever
80. hopelessly, utterly.fooled as in our mar-
riages!.. . ., i .
Ucoupied in various thoughte, I scarcely saw

.where I wandered till a flashing glimmer of blue
blossoms recalled.me to the object of my walk,
I had reached the Panto d’Angelo, It wae, as
Lilla had raid; a flat rook, bare in. every piace.
‘8ave at the suromit, whers ib. was;/thickly , cov-
dred.with the lovely gentians,, flowers thab are
/in’ thig pary.of Italy., Here then the fa

venerable sanctuary of Monte Vergite!

I stopped oand looked around me. The

"hill.and returned homeward . th:‘ouﬁl;‘i
B

bled|’ fi
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towo of Avellino lay at my feet, small yet
clearly defined as a miniature painting on porce-
lain; and a littts further beyond aud above me
rose the grey tower « the:Monte Vergine iteelf,
the ons sad and eolit-ry-leokiog objeotin all the
luxuriant riante landscape. - - ; .
T sat dawn to rest not a8 an intruder on-the
abgel’s flower-cmbroidered “throne, but'on &
grassy kuoll close by. And:then I- bethought
me of a pecket 1 -had, received from Napls
that morning —a packet that T desired yet hesi-
‘bated to open, "It hud Béen eent by the Marquis_
D'Avencourt, accompauied: by a courteona
letter, which informed me that Ferrari's body,
had been privately buried with ail thelast re-.
Hgious 1ites in the cemetery, ‘!closa.to the
funeral vault of the Romani fawily,” wrote
D'Avencourt, “as, from ail we can hear or dis-
cover, such seems to have been his own desire,
‘Hea was, it appears, & sort of adopted brother of
the lately decessed. Count, and on being in-
formed of this circumstance, we buried him in
accordance with the sentiments he woull no

| doubt have_ expressed had he considered the

possible nearness of his'own end st the time of
the combat.”

With regard to the packet enclosed, D'Aven-
court continued—*‘the accompanying letters
were found in Ferrari’s breast-pocket, and on
opening the first one, in the expectation of find-
ing some clue as to bis last wishes, we came to
tha conclusion that you, as the futore husband
of the lady whose signature and bandwriting
you will bere recognize, should be made
aware of the contents, not only for your
own sake, but in justice to the deceared.
If all the letters are of the same tone as the
one 1 nnknowingly opened, I have no doubt
Terrari considered himself a sufficiently injured
man. But of that you will judge for yourself,
though, if I might venture so far in the way of
friendship, I should recommend you to give
careful consideration to theeuclosed correspond-
ence before tying the matrimonisl knot to which
you alluded the otker evening. It is not wise to
walk on the edge of a precipioe with one’s eyes
thut! Captain Oiabatti was the first to in-
form me ot what I now know for a fact—name-
ly, that Ferrari left a will ia which everything
he poseessed is made over uncooditionslly to
the Countess Romani. You will of course
draw your own conclugions, and pardon
me if I am guilty of trop de zéle 1n your eer-
vice. I havs now only to tell you that all the
unpleasantness of this affair is passing over
very smoothly and without scandal—1 have
taken care of that. You need not prolong your
absence further than you frel inclined, and I,
for one, shall be charmed to welcome you back
to Naples. With every sentiment of the high-
g:: teonsideral:ion and regard, I am, my dear

nte

* Your very true friend and servitor,
“PriLiprE D’AVENCOURT.”

I folded this letter carefully and put it aside
The little package he had rent me lay in my
hand—a bundle of neatly-folded letters tied to;
gsther with a narrow ribbon, aod strongly per,

nmed with the faint sickly perfume | knew
and abhorred. I turned them over and over ;
the edges of the note-piper were stained with
blood,—Guido’s blood,—as though in its last
slugzish flowing it bad eodeavored to
obliterate all traces of the duiatily-penned
lines that mnow awaited my perusal,
Slowly I untied the ribbon. With methodical
deliberation I read one lotter after tne nther.
They were all from Nioa—sll writter to Guido
while be was in Rume, some of thera bearing the
dates of the very days when rhe had feigned to
love me—me, ber newly-accepted husband. One
very am-rous epistle bad been written on the
self-same evening she had plighted her troth
toms! Letters burning and tender, full of tne
most passicnate protestutions of fidelity, over-
flowing wich the eweetest terms of endearment ;
with such aring of truth and love throughout
them that surely it was ro wonder that Guido's
suspicions were all unawakened, ard that he
had reason to believe himself safe in his tool’s
paradise  One passige in this poetcial and
romautic coreapondence fixed my avtention; it
ran thus :—

“Why do you wiite so muth of marriage
to me, Guido mie ?

I studied these words attentively. Of course
I understosd their drift. She had tried to feel
her war with the dzad man. She 'had wanted
t) marry me, and yet retain Guido for her
I>nely heurs, as * her lover always!”™ Sucha
pretiy, ingenious plan it was ! No thief, no
murderer ever laid mome cunninrg schemes than
she ; but the law lo.ks after thieves and mur-
derers. For such a woman a3 thi:, Law says.
“Divorce ber—that is your best remedy.”
Divores her! I.et the erimical po seot free |
Others may do it that choose,—1I have Qifferent
idass of justice !

Tying up the packet of letters again, wi.h
their sickening peifume and their blood-atained
edges, I dr-w out the lust graciously worded
missive I had rece’ved from Nina. Of course I
hasrd trom her every day, she was a moat faith-

ful corfe poudent !} The same affectionate ex- |

p esslons charn:terized her letters to me as
these that had deluded ber dead lover,
with' this diff-rerc>, that wh.reas she
inv-ighed sery much against thke prosicess
of vurr'aze to Guido, to me she drew the
most’ tou bing piciures ¢f her deeclate ccn-
d.tin: how lonely she hat feltsince her * dear
hu band’s” drath, how reéjoiced she was to
think that she wa<soin again to bea happy
wife—the wife of one eo nuble, so true, ro
dovoted asy T was! She had left the
¢oavint and was now at home,~when
shoull she hava the happiness of welcoming
me, her best-beloved Cesare, back to Nap'es?
S:e certainly deseived sume credit for arlistic
lying; Icoald not understand how shs roan-
sgaa it eo well, Almost I admi-ed her ekill, as
one sometiines admiren & cool-headed burglar,
who has more rkill, canning, and pluck than Lis
comrades. I thought with triumph that though
the wording «f Ferrari's will enabled her to se-
oure all other letters she might have written to
him, this one little packer of documentary
evidence waa more than sufficient for my tur-
poses. And I resolved to retain it in my own
keeping till the time came for me to uss it
againss her,

And how about D’Avencourt’s friendly ad-
vice coscerning the matrimonial krot? “A
man should not walk on the edge of a precipice
with ‘h's eyes shut.” Very true. But 1f hwe
eges ave open,. and he has his enemy by the
throat, ths edg+ of & precipice is a convenient
vositioa for hurling that en my down to death
in a quiet way, th:t the warld need know no-
thing of, 8> for the present I preferred the
precipice to walking on level ground.

I rese from my seat nearthe Puntod Angelo.
It wns growing late in the afterrom. From
the little church below me soft bells Tang out
the Angelus, and with them chimed in a
solemn aod harsher sound from the turret of
the Monte Vergine, T lifted my hat with the
customary reveremce, and stood listening,
with ‘'my feet deep in the grass and .scent-
ed ithyme, and more than . once .glanced
up * at the height whereon the . wvener-
able sanctuary held:ite post. .., . |
" ‘U'be bells, ceased mnging; I descended the
) | homewar o 6hady,
Yalley, full of the odor of pines and bog-myrtle,'
.On reaching the' gate of the Bignora Monti's
humble’ yet picturesque dwelling, I ‘heard ‘the
sound’ of - Ianghter and clapping -of : hands,'and |
looking in' the direction: of -the. orchard, 1 .saw;
Vinoanzo hard at work, his shirt-sleaves rblled
up ‘to:the shoulder; sp]ittiug
‘of wood, while-Lilla stood beside; him, merrily
applaudieg, and enconragiog .his efforts. He
sepm_qgl_,gkqlta_ in his element, and wielded  his
‘axe Witn, a regularity and vigor "I should
unearcely. have expected from & man whom I was
sccustomiod ‘0. sea pdrforming the somewhat
éffeminate ” duties “of v'a ‘valet-de-chambre.’ I
watotied'him and the fair girl -beside him for.a
few ioménts, myself unperceived, : - .,
~ . Jf tbis little budding romunce were left alone«
it would: ripen ‘ into “a.flower, -and. Vincenzo

-.Bome- goodly logs }.

" ‘What fairer fate could & man depire?—
life more certain to keep health in the b;d;' zm
peace in the mind? Could I not help him
to his happinesr, I .wondered? I,
had grown stern .with
;me_l m{ ve';ti1 gem;cei?fmi:;il I
ug joy to others ?. L could, my min

ba somewhat Lightened of its Lurgen—adb::&ue‘g
grown heavier since Guido’s death, for from hie
blood had rprung forth a new group of Faries,
that lashed me on, ta my task with sco ion
_whips of redonbled’ wrath and passionate tero-
city: - Yet if I could do one goad -action now—
- would it not be a3 5 gtar shining in the midss of
'my soul’s storm and darkness? Just then
Lills " laughed—how _sweetly I—the laugh
of 'a-very young child, {Vhah amused
hér'mow. I looked. and saw that she had
taken the axe from Vincenzo, and lifting it in
her Jittle hands, was endeavoring bravely to
imitate his strong and telling stroke ; he mean-
while stood aside with an airof emiling sn.
pariority, mingled with a deal of admira-
tion'for the slight active figure arrayed in the
bfie ‘kirtle and- scarlet bcdice, on which
th‘:h w;rm r:ys, of the ldat.a sun _fell
wi BO much amorous tendernens,
little Lilla! A penknife would have madfogz
muzh impreesion as her valorous blows pro-
duoced on the inflexible, gnarled, knotty old
stump she essayed to eplit in twain, Flushed
and breathless with ber efforts, she looked
prettier than ever, and at last, baffled, she
resigned the axe to Vincenzo, laughing gaily as
her incapacity for wood-cutting, and
duintily shakiog her apron free from
the chips and dust, till a call from her
mother cansed her to run swiftly into the honse
leaving Vincenzo working away as arduonsly a8
ever. I wentup fo him ; he saw me approach-
ine, and paused in his labours with an air of
slight embarrassmens,

* You like this sort ot work, amico 7" 1 said

who
long  brooding
not aid in bring.

ently.

* Anold habit, Eccellenza—nothing more, It
reminds me of the days of my youth, when I
worked for my mother. Ah ! a. pleasant place
it was—the old home juet abuve Fiesole.” His
eyas grew pensive and aad. * It'is all gone now
—ficished. Thatwas before I became & soldier,
But one thinks of it sometimes.”

I understand, Aund no doubt you would be
glad to retura to the life of your boyhogd 7"

He looked a 1 ttle stariled.

*Not to leave yor, Eccellenza 1)

ILomiled rathereadly. “Not to leave me~
Not if you wedded Lilla Monti ¢
y Igs olive cheek flushed, but he shook his

esd.

“Iinpossible! She would not listen
She is & child.” to me.

. *'She will soon bs a woman, believe me! A
little more of Your company will make her so,
Bub there is plenty of time. She is beautifu),
as you said ; and something bet‘er shan that,
she is innocent—think of that, Vincenzo! Mo
you know how rare a thing innocence is—in a
womsan? Respect it as you respect God : les
ber youog life be sacred to you,” :

Be glanced upwards reverently.

“ Eccellenza, I would as soon tear the Madon.
na from her altars 2a vex or frighten Lulls !”

Ismiled and esaid no more but turped into
the house, Trom: that moment I resolved to
let this little love-idyll have a fair chance of
success. Therefore I remaired at Avellino
much longer than I had at first intended—
ot for my own sake, but for Vincenzo's.
He served me faithfully ; he should have his
reward. I took a pleasure in noticing that my
efforts to premote his cause were not alsogether
wasted, spoke with ILilin often on
indifferent  matters that interested her,
and watched her constantly when &he
was all unaware of my observant gaze.
With me st e was as fraok and fearless as a tame
robin ; but after some days I founi that she
grew thy of mentioning the name of Vincenzo,
that she blushed when he approached her, that
she was timid of asking him to do anything Jor
her ; and from sll these litile signs I knew her
mind, as one knows Ly the j0sy streaks in the
sky that the sunriae ia near.

Ove afternoon I called the Siguora donti to
my room. Skte came, surprised, and a little
anxious. Was auything wrong with the ser-
vica? I reassured her house-wifely scruples,
and came to the punt at once,

T would ageak_ to you of your ckild, the
little Lills,” I snid kindly. ‘*Have you ever
thonght that tha may ma:ry " ’

_ Her dark bold eyes filled with tesrs and her
lips ﬁwered.

“Truly I have,” she replied with a wistful
radness ; ‘‘but I have prayed, perhaps foolish-
ly, that she would not leave me yet. Ilove her
8o well ; she is slways a baba to me, eo small
and sweet ! I put the thouzht of her marriage
from mo as a sorrowful thing.”

“ I understand your feeling,” T said. ** Still,
suppose your daughter wedded a man who would
be to you as a son, and who would not part her
from you? —for instnce, let us say Vincerze ?”

Signora Mcrti emiled through her tears,

**Vincenzo! He is a good lad, s very good
lad, aod I love him; but he does not think of
Llla; he id'devo'ed to the Eccellenza.™

*“I am aware of this Fevotion,” 1 asswered.
*Still I beliave you will fiad out eecn that he
loves your Lilla. At present he s .va nothing—
bhe feers to offend you and alarm her ; buthis
eyes sp°ak—s0 do bers. You sre a go.d woman,
a good mother; wa'ch them bfth, you will
eoon tell whether love in b.tween them or no.
And sen,” here I handed her a eesled envelope,
“in this you will fid notes to the
amount - ¢f four thousand francs,” She
utiered a little ory of amazement. ** 1t is Lilla’s
do =iy whoever she marries, thoogh I thiikahe
will marry Viurezo.” Nay.—no thanks, money
is of ;no value to me ; and this is the one pleat-
ure I have had f>r many weary montks, Think
well!of Vibeenzo,~heis an excellent fellow.
And all T ask ¢f you is, that you keep this
little dowry o secret till the day of your fair
child’s espousalsa.” . .

Before I could prevent her the enthusiastic
womban had eeized my haud and kissed it. Then
she lifud her head with the proud;free-born
digudlity of & Roman matren ;- her broad,bosom
heaved, and her stroog voice quivered with
suppreseed em ition. | )

1 thank you, signnr,” she mid simply, ¢ for
Lilla’'s s8ke ! Not that mv little une peeds
more tban her molher’s hands have toiled for,
thanks be t6 the blesred saints; wt.o have had us
both in tbeir keepirg | ' Bot this i8 aepecal
blesain%of God seut throvgh my hands, and I
should be unworthy of al prosperity were I not
grateful. Eccellenza, parden me. but my ¢yes
are quick to ace that you have suffered surrow.
Good actions liih‘en grief. - We will pray for
{our happiness; Lilla and I; till the last breath
eaves our lips. Believe it—ths name of our
benefactor sball ‘be- iifted - to the eaints night
and morniog, and who knows but good may
comeofit ! - i ]

T ami'ed faintly, o )

“Good will come of it, my excellent signora,
that I ‘am sll unworthy of your prayers,
Rather pray,” and I sigbed heavily, *for the
desd, * that they niay-be loosed from their sina.’”

.The'good woman looked at me'with & sort of
kindly pity mingled with awe, thén murmuring
once more‘her thanks and blessingn, ehe left the
roo, A -few mioutes afterwards Vincenso en-
tered. I addressed him cheerfally.<' - . . .

- Absbinge’ in'the hieat:test of:Jove, Vineenzo ;
‘prepare all for our departure | ‘We shall leave
. Avellino the day affér-to-piorrow.”

‘And 0. we did., Iallg looked elightly down-
cast, but' Vingenso’ reemed ratisfied, and' I
avgured.from their faces, and from the myster-
inus smile.of Signiora Menti, that all was goinﬁ
well,". I, -left the beautiful,mountain town wit
regret, knowing ‘I should ~ see’ ‘it’: no
mote. I touched Lillu’s fair check lightly
‘at | -parting, - and . itook .what . I knew was.

roy ~last look ¢ inte:.:the. .uweet condid:
young. face.:- ¥et the consciousness' that 1 had
done some. littler good gave my..tired.heart a.
senss of entisisction and:tepose—a feelivg I'had .

would.be s happier,;man than-his. master.,  He | not experienced since I,diedanid rose again.
"was & true Tuscan, from the very wa ;e han- ) from thé déad: ii .0 v rf ‘80 sl w0 o
_dled his wood-axe: I t_:oq_ld',s.eai that* he loved’ R I | inueds) i ot

[thd life of sthe tills, aid; felda=the liferof n | . ¢ .0 uds g Reb e g

wple, farmer., and - ffuibgrower,  Sfull - of
ples in ‘'his  orchard, I .‘cotld? fiveion
bis futur with Lil's beside him.

Ho

4 ESH

E ‘ e e e et . N
W b s IR Tt eed DT 1y Gy, v s
The ; Canadian; papers..are,.oalling, . Mr. . .:

-

Ghamberlain: b Jonoha - He,ought then.lo-ho. , .
eble to get on the jveide of thie Hsh gnestion.

-
(N



