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ARIADNE:
THE STORY OF A DRÈAM.

CHAPTER I.

"IT is an Ariadne; of course it is an Ariadne. A Bac-
chus?-pooh t" I said over and over agaîn to myself, sitting
before it in the drowsy noon, all by myself in the warm sum-
mer weather; for the porter in the hall yonder was a friend
of mine, and often let me in when the place was closed to the
public, knowing that I was more likely to worship the marbles
than to harmthem.

It was intensely still.
Outside the sun was broad and bright upon the old moss-

grown terraces and steps, and not a bough was stirring in the
soft 4gloom of drooping cedar and of- spreading pine. There
was one of the lattice casements open. I could see the long
lush grass full of flowers, the heavy ilex shadows crossing one
another, and the white shapes of the cattle asleep in that fra-
grance and darkness of green leaves. The birds had ceased
to sing, and even the lizards were quiet in these deep mossy
Faunus-haunted ways of beautiflI Borghese, where Raffaelle
used to wander at sunrise, coming out from his little'bed-
chamber that he had painted so prettily with his playing glee-
ful Loves, and flower-hidden gods, and nymphs with their
vases of roses,,and the medallions of his Fornarina.

"It is an Ariadne," I said, sitting in the Coesars' Gallery,-
that long, light, most lovely chamber, with its wide grated
casements open to.the woodland greenness, and the gleam of
the browa lily-laden waters, and the leaf-tempered glory of the
golden sunlight.

Do you know the bust I mean ?-the one in bronze on a
1*



6 ARIADNE

plinth of flowered alabaster, with a crown of thickly-woven
ivy-leaves on its clustered hair? It is not called an Ariadne
here in Villa Borghese: it is called w.young Bacchus; but
that is absurd. It might be Persephone or Libera, but to my
thinking it is an Ariadne.

It has a likeness to her of the Capitol, only it is without
her heaviness of cheek and chin, and with sonething of ex-
treme youth, of faith, of hope, of inspiration, which are very
beautiful and are all its own. Go you, traveler, and see it
where it stands, with all the bestial, bloated, porphyry emperors
around it, and the baby Hercules in his lion-skin hood in front
of it, and you wll sec that I am right: only it is an Ariadne,
mind you, before the abandoument on Naxos.

There is a Bacchus here,-nay, there are many,-but there
is one in this Gallery of the Cæsars that is perhaps the most
beautiful ideal of the Homeric Dionysos in the world, and it,
stands here, too, in this room of the Cesars. Do not con-
found him with the Bacchus of the Vestibule: that is a finer
statue, may-be, since more famous; but a far lower deity;
indeed, no deity at all, for anything that his eyes say of soul,
or that his mouth breathes of creation; but this Bacchus,
younger also, is all a god,-the true Dionysos ere the Asiatie
and Latin adulterations corroded the Greek conception of his
person and his office. le is the incarnation of youth, beneath
whose footfall all flowers of passion and of fancy arise, but
youth wiLh all the surprise of genius in it, and all its strength,
-its strength, and not its weakness, for he is ·divine, not
human; lie rejoices, but lie reigns. Looking at him, one
knows how far sweeter it must have been to have been old
when the world was young, than it is now to be young when
the world is old. "You Greeks are forever boys," said "the
Egyptian to Solon. But now "nous vieillards nés d'hier" is
the bitterest and truest epithet for us.

Then there was childhood even in the highest godhead.
Now the very children are never young.
This Bacchus and my Ariadne stand close to one another,

ever near, yet never meeting, like lovers parted by irrevocable
wrong.

I sat and looked at them for the hundredth time; and I
thought if only the old myths could but have been kept pure
they had never been bettered since Pan's pipe was broken.



One could wish Euhemerus had never been born: it was he
who spoilt them first.

" It is an Ariadne,-certainly an Ariadne," I said to imy-
self. Maryx, the great sculptor, had laughed at me for saying
so, but ho had gone into some other of the chamibers, and had
left me of the same opinion still.

The warmth was great; the stillness perfect; the air was
sweet with the smell of the woods and of the cattle's breatb.

I had slept but little that night, having found a fragment
of a book which I thought bore marks of the press of Aldus,
and sitting until near dawn over my treasure in effort to verify
it with a dear and learned monk I knew. I had been still up
when with the first light on the earthy the nightingales ceased a
little, and the thrushes and merlçs took up the story and began
a riot of song above me in the woods on the hill of Janus.

So now I was drowsy as the day was.
Noon is th! idnight of the South. Deep dreams and

peace fail upn ail creation. The restless lizard pauses and
basks, and even that noisiest denizen of summer sunshine, the
cicala, is ashamed to make sueh an endless self-glorificatioa
with that old rattle which ho carries in his stômach, and is
almost quiet in the trees, only creaking a little now and then
to assure mankind that he has not forgotten them; for every
cicala, like each of us, believes himself the pivot of the world.

It was all so stili, so warm and yet so cool, so fuil of s*eet
smells and of balmy quietude, here in Borghese, that a sort
of slumber overtook me, and yet I was conscious in it all the
while, as the mind in day-sleep often is of the pleasant passage
of the west wind through the opened lattice, and of the noisy
chimés that were.ringing in the city and only echoed faintly
and softly here through all the woodland thickness of green
leaves.

Through half-closed eyes I saw the open window and the
iron grating, and the bronze of the ilex boughs dark almost
to blackness, and the high grass wherein the cattle were lying,
and the broad blue skies that Raffaelle loved; and before me I
saw the white god and the ivy-crowned head of my Ariadne.

" Yes, yes, surely it is an Ariadne," I muttered to myself, for
there is such pleasure in one's own opinions. "Of course an

.Aow oan they be so blind ? There is dawning woman-
hood in every line. But she knows nothing about Naxos."

A RIADNE. 7'



S ARIADNE.

And as I looked she seemed to change and hear; the bronze
lips parted a while, and seemed to amile and answer me, "Yes,
I am Ariadne. But how do you know,-you, an old man ait-
ting all day long at a street-corner far from ail converse with
the goda?"

And then agreat change passed over al the bust, and a
e~anTIw of life seemed to me to run through all the

bronze and alabaster; the Egyptian stone of the column seemed
to melt, and fold and unfold as a fiower unfolds itself, and be-
eame delicate and transparent raiment through which one saw
the rosy flesh and the rounded lines of a girl's limbs and body;
the metal in which the sculptor had imprisoned bis thoughts
seemed to dissolve, and grow warm and living, and become flesh,
till breat and throat and cheek and brow blushed into sudden
life.

The eyes grew liquid and lustrous like lake-waters in star-
light; the ivy-leaves grew green and fresh with dew; the clus-
tered curla took brighter hues of gold and stirred as with the
breeze; she grew alive and looked on all these white and silent
gods.

"I am Ariadne," she said, sadly. "Yes. I knew Naxos.
What woman escapes it that loves well? I am on earth once
more, to my great woe. I prayed to Aidoneus to remain, lost
in the dark, and with Persephone. But she said, 'Nay, go
upward into light, though into pain. Wept not Achilles here,
and wished to be the meanest thing that lived and labored upon
earth rather than king among immortal shades ? For better is
it to see the sun, though toiling in the dust'; and sweeter is it
to be kisséd on the mouth, though stabbed to the heart, than
to abide in endless night and windless quiet :-go.' What
did she mean ? She said the gods would tell me. Tell me
now. For of life I have forgotten as the dead forget. Only
I forget not Naxos."

The gods were silent.
The lewd CaSsars hung their heads, andI dared not lift their

impure glances on hers.
Her own betrayer spoke first, and smiled with a smile that

was at once pitiful yet cruel. What was Naxos to him, save
as a dull spot tiat he had left glodly, ICaving the dead behind
hiu, to pass acros the summer mas uin his flower-garlanded
veisel?

.I
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ARIADNE. 9

"Theseus and I gave you passion dear: without it you
could not see the sun nor feel therknife. Be thankful to us."

Then he touched. the mArble floor with his thyrsus, and ou
its barren whiteness a purple passion-flower bloomed, and an
asp ate its starry heart.

The child Hercules cast from bis head downward at ber feet
the lion's skin.

" The strong alone know passion. Perhaps their pain is
better than the peace of the feeble."

And his curved and rosy mouth grew sorrowful : he seemed
to be foreseèing his own shame when he should sit and spin,
and think a woman's lightest laugh of scorn more worth than
amile of Zeus, or Olympus's praise.

The white cow lying sleeping beneath the ilex boughs rose
fromt ber bed in the grasses, and came and looked with lustrous
weary eyes through the iron bars of the casement.

" Once men called me Io," ahe said, with wistful gaze.
"But the gadfly in my flesh left me no peace till I sank con-
tent into the beast. It will be so with her when the purpie
passion-flower fades. The solitude of Naxos kills,-if not
the body, eJien the soul." -

But Apollo, hearing where he stood in all bis white glory
in the halls within, came with the sun's rays about his perfect
head, and answered for her:

"No. Had you had ears for my songs, Io, never could
you have been changed into the brute, to browse and graze.
The souls my sibyls keep are strong."

Daphne-whom her lover had left alone in ber agony-
Daphne followed, with the boughs of the bay springing from
ber slender feet and from her beating bosom, and her foating
hair becoming twisted leaves of bay.

" Your sibyls are. too strong for mortals, and .there is no
wisdom I see but Love!" she cried, in ber torment. "Gods
and men begrudge us the laurel,. but when the laurel grows
from the breast of a woman,-ah, heaven 1 it hurts 1"

Apollo smiled.
"Of Love yoü would have nothing. Your wisdom comes

too l&e. Is the bay bitter? That is not my fault."
Artemis came and looked,-she who ever slew the toc auda-

clous or too forgetful mortal with her slender and amug
shaft.



"My sister Persephone bas been more cruel than 1," she
said, with a smile. "Does she send you back to your isles of
Dia again ? And where was your father in that darksome
world where he judges, that he lets you come hither to brave
me'once more? Oh, fair fool of too much love and too much
wisdom ! Why have lifted the sword ? Why have found the
clue? The gods ever punislh the mortal too daring and too
excelling."

"Eros is more cruel than you or Persephone, .0 my sov-
ereigu of the Silver Bow!" said Dionysos, and smiled. He
knew, had he not betrayed, not even the sacred Huntress
could have slain ber..

Anacreon and AleSus came from the central chambers and
stood by: they had become immortals also.

They murmured low one to another,-
"When od and men speak of Love, they wrong him: it

is seldom e that reigus: it is only Philotès, who takes bis
likeness."

Among the deities from the upper chamber a mortal came,
-the ligbt lewd woman wbo bad bared ber charms to live

forever here in marble, in counterfeit of the Venus Pandemos.
"There is no Naxos for women who love Love and not one

lover," she said, with a wanton laugh. "Gods and men alike

are faithful only to the faithless. She who worships the beauty
of ber own body and its joys is strong; she only: Aphrodite,
who made me, taught me that."

Bacchus touched ber in reproof, and the imperial. harlot
lied.

"Aphrodite's bond is bard," be said. "My sister Helen
-knew: serving ber once, sheserved forever; and day and night
she drank Lethe, and drank in vain."

The Roman woman lying in a farther chamber on ber
marble bier, with the poppy-fiowers of eternal sleep in ber
folded bands, glided as a shade glides from the asphodel mes-
dows of the dead.

"If not the temple of Lubentina,-then Death," she said.
"There is no middle path between theAt*o. Return to Orcus
and Dis-Pater."

And she held out to Ariadne the poppies red as war, which
yet areasymbols of the sole sure Peace.

But Psyche playibg with Eros in a eihe where the motes

i
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of the sun were &ancing to the sound of a satyr's syrinx flew
in on her rosy wings that are like the leaves of a pomegranate-
blosm, and caught the butterfly that always hovers above
ber own head and would have given with it immortal life.

But Love coming after ber, the dancing, sunbeams in bis
curla stayed her hand.

"Na ; if this be Ariadne, she knows full well if I abide
not with her she needs death, not life."

"Then stay," said Ariadne's traitor, with his sweet and cruel
smile.

Love shook lis head and sighed.
" You and men after.you have forbidden me rest. The

passion-flower blossoms but a single day and night, and I can
lie no longer in one breast."

Anacreon said,-.M..
"Of old you had no wings, Eros. You were worthier of

worship then."
Alesmus said,-
" The laurel grew even as a high wall betwixt me and

Sappho, but it was no fence betwixt her and the grave in the
sea." t

Love laughed, for he is often eruel.
"I am stronger than all the gods; for, even being dead, you

cannot forget me. Anaereon, all your songs were as the dumb
beside one murmur of mine. , AleSus, all your verses and ail
your valor could not save you from one death-blow that I dealt."

Anacreon and Alemus were silent.
They knew that Love was stronger than men, fiercer than

flame, and as the waves and the winds faithless.
Ariadne stood silent and irresolute, the purple passion-flower

lifted t6 her bosom, and at ber feet the strong and bitter laurel,
and the poppies thatgie death. Her hand hovered now over
one, now-6ver the ether, like a poised bird that doubta between
the east and west.

Love chose for ber,, and lifted up the red fiower of death.
"Be wise. When I shail leave you, eat of this and aleep."

I awoke. It bad been but a dreàm: there were no goda
near; only statjues that gleamed in a faint whiteness in the
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daylight and the darkness acroas the desert of brick and stone.
Men here in Rome have "written their names in water," and
it has kept them longer than bronze or marble. When one is
far away across the mountains, and can no more see the golden
wings of the archangel against the setting sun, it is not of
statues or palaces, not of 'Coesars or senators, not even of the
statues, that you think with wistful longing remembrance and
desire: it is of the water that is everywhere in Rome, floating,
falling, shining, splashing, with the clouds mirrored on its sur-
face, and the swallows skimming its foam.

I wonder to hear them say that Rome is sad, with all that
mirth and music of its water laughing through al] its streets,
till the-steepest and stoniest ways are murmurous withÂt-a&
any brook-fed forest-depths. Here water is protean ; sovereign
and slave, sorcerer and servant; slaking the mule's thirst, and
shining in porphyry on the prince's terrace; filling the well
in the cabbage-garden. and leaping aloft against the Pope's
palace; first called to fill the baths of the Agrippines and serve
the Naumachia of Augustus, it bubbles from a griffin's jaws or
a wolf's teeth, or any other of the thousand quaint things set
in the masonry at the street-corners, and washes the people's
herbs and carrots, and is lapped by the tongues of dogs, and
thrashed by the bare brown arms of-washing-women; first
brought from the hills to flood the green Numidian marble of
the thermæ and lave the linbs of the patricians between the
cool mosaic walls of the tepidarium, it contentedly becomes
a-household thing, twinkling like a star at the bottom of deep
old wells in dusky courts, its rest broken a dozen times a day
by the clash of the chain on the copper pail, above it the carna-
tions of the kitchen balcony and the cage'blackbird of the
cook.

One grows to love the Roman fountains as sea-born men the
sea. Go where you will there is the water: whether it foams
by Trevi where the green moss grows in it like ocean weed
about the feet of the ocean god, or whether it rushes, reddened
by the evening light, from the mouth of an old lion that once
saw Cleep4tra; whether it leaps high in air trying to reaeh
the -gold ctoss on St. Peter's, or pours its triple cascade over
the Paulin granite, or spouts out of a great barrel in a wall
in old Trasevere, or throws up into the air a gossamer as fine
as Arachne's web in a green garden-way where the lizards run,

A RIADNE.14



A RIADNE.

or in a crowded corner where the fruit-sellers fit against the
wall ;-ih all its shapes one grows to love the water that fills
Rome with an unchanging melody all through the year.

And best of them all I love my own fountain that tumbles
out of the masonry here close to the bridge of Sextus, and
has its two streams crossing one another like sabres gleaming
bright against the dark, damp, moss-grown stones. There are
so many fountains in our Rome, glorious, beautiful, and springing
to high heaven, that nobody notices this one much, as coming
down through the Via Giulia the throngs hurry on over the
bridge, few I fear praying for the soul of the man that built
it,-as the inscription asks of you to do, with a humility that
is touching in a'pontiff.

I would not go over the bridge with Maryx that morning,
but sat down underneath my fountain, that was so fresh and
welcome in the warm June noon, where twenty years before I
had raised my stall and dedicated- it to Apollo Sandaliarius and
the good Saints Crispin and Crispian, in that jumbling.of the
pagan and the ecclesiastic which is of all Roman things most
Roman.

.My Faun was singing, sheltered safe under the mossy wall.
The Fauns are nowhere dead. They only hide in the water or
the leaves, laughing and weeping like children: then You say,
"the fountains play ;" or you say, " the leav'es quiver."

Birds may not sing at noon. They are afraid to wake -
great, Pan, who sleeps all mid-day, as they know, and will have
silence. The Fauns in the water dé not heed Pan's pleasure
or displeasure; he is driven out of all cities, and they know
the grand god has small pleasure in a world that fells all his
saered woods. The birds are more faithful, being led by the
woodpecker, who once was the friend'of Mars, and then father
of Faunus, and made all the kings of the earth meet together
in his palace that Virgil has painted for us.

But all this is nonsense, you say. Very well: if it be non-
sense to you, be sure to you Rome is dead, and you walk over
its stones blindfold and deaf.

"It is an Ariadne," said I to the Fau n the water, for to
keep one's opinion is a sweet pleasure and a cheap one as
Winckelmann would have it that the Capitoline Ariadne was
a Leucothea, so I was resolute that the Bdrghese Bacchus was
an Ariadne. Of course I know little of art; I only love it



16 -'ARIADNE.

greatly,-just as the men who most love women are those who
know their apoods and minds the least.

"It is an Ariadne,",I said to my dog Palès, left on guard
on a little straw under rny stool,-a white, fox-faced, female
thing, with a shrewish temper, and many original views of her
own.

There was not a soul about, and not a body astir. The
broad sunshine lay on thè Tiber, making it look all of a bot
brazen yellow: many imartyrs used to be thrown into it just
here, so Euseb>us says, and it is not very far off that the boat-
man lived, in(the-Borgian time, who, being asked why he had
not given alarm when he saw a corpse thrown in, replied that
hle saw so many every night that he naturally thought nothing
of it.

There was no one moving, and no shadows on the hot, white
stones; over the bridge and down the Via Giulia all was still
and empty, and all the shutters of the houses were closed.
Only at the house at the corner where I lived, my friend
Pippo, the cook, stepped out one moment into the bàlcony over
the bridge, and, with one of his pet pigeons perched on his
forehead, hallooed out that he had a stew ready, full of onions
and peppercorns.

But a stew, on a noonday in mid-summer was -an abomina-
tion to the senses and the reason; and I took no notice~of him;
and he went in out of the sun, pigeon and all, and the place
was quite quiet, except for the splashing and tle foaming of
the water in the wall, which'sounded so cool and abbled so
of forest-leaves and brook-fed rushes that no one could be hot
within earshot of it. I scarcely envied Maryx in bis rparble
court upon the hill, above Tasso's cypresses and under-Galba's
oaks.

There was a cabbage-leaf nice and wet ùipon my head, and
above that a square of untanned leather, stretched upon four
sticks, and wet, too, with sprinkled water, and on the board
before me, among the tools and the old leather, were a handful
of vine-léaves, and the half of a watermeloù, and a flask of
wine: who could be hot with all that?

There was nothing that needed haste,-only the buteher's
big old boots that he had biought over that morning from bis
shop by St. Crispian's church; and I let them lie with the
pair of little smart scarlet shoes that I l'ad tacked up for
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handsome Dea at the seed-shop yonder, who dearly lovéd -a
students' ball and had a father as sharp of eye and hard of
heart as Shylock. I took a little wine, and stretched myself,
as Palès was doing at her ease; and the Faun in the fountain
was singing and piping his loudest of the days when men
were wise and worshiped Sylvanus upon Aventine, and in the
green gardens and the meadows and the forests invoked him
as Sanctus Salutaris.

And with the music of their Song and the bubbling of the
water into the great stone basin in the wall, my unfinished
sleep came over me again, and I dreamt that I was in the
gallery of the CSsars again, and that again I heard the gods,
and the poets, and the wanton, dispute around Ariadne.

Ariadne stretched her hand and touched mine.
I awoke. Palès was barking ; the drowsy sunshine was

white about me- and between it and me a figure sto&d:
Was it Ariadne's ?
I stumbled to my feet.
"My dear, do not take the poppy," I muttered, stupidly.

"Love was cruel: that he always is."
Then I got fuller awakened, and was only more be*ildered.

I could not stir; the sun blinded me, and the noise of Palès
and of the fountain deafened me; I could only blink my eyes
and stare as an old gray owl may do, startled out of sleep in
the daytime, and seeing something faii. and strange light on
the branches of his hollow, ivy-mantled tree. The figure be-
tween me and the Via Giulia was so like the Ariadne of Bor-
ghese that I could only gaze at it idiotically and wish that I
were in-.doors with Pippo and his peppercorns. For there
are old weird legends here and there in Rome of statues that
have come to life and given little. peace to those that roused
them.

The figure between me and the golden light and the dark
walls had poppies in her hand, and a purple passion-fiower;
the stuffs she wore looked to me like the variegated alabaster;
she had the small head, the clustered hair, the youthf4 eyes,
the look as of one whom Aidoneus had sent up to seek for
light and life and whom Love claimed.

"Do not take the poppies: they mean death 1" I stammred,
blinking like an owl; and then I saw thatit was not the brónze
of the Borghese made alive, but a mere naturally living crea-

2*
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túre, a girl, travel-stained and tired, and holding gathered
flowers that were drooping in the heat.

She came a little, nearer, and leaned her two hands upon my
board, and Palè ceased to yell, and smelt at her almost ten-

mil derly.
"IThe poppies are no harm," she said, with a little wonder.

"Will you tell me where the Ghetto is ? I want the Portico
of Octavia."

When I heard her voice speaking, then I knew that it was
not my Atiadne, with her robes of gold and rose, and her crown
of imperishable ivy, but only a mere human thing standing
between me and the sunshine.

Her skirts were white, indeed, but of the roughest linen
spun on village distaffs, and what I had taken for the hues

3 of the alabaster was an old Roman scarf of many colors such
as our Trasteverine women wear. Her small and slender feet
were disfgured in coarse shoes covered over with gray powder
from the highways and the streets. The poppies were common
field-flowers such as grow everywhere by millions when the
corn is high, and the passion-flower, no doubt, she had pulled
down from any one of the garden-walls or the campagna hedges.
But in her face,-though the skin was golden with sun-tan,
and the eyes were heavy with fatigue, and the clustering hair
was tumbled and dull from heat and dust,-in the face I saw
my Ariadne.

I had not been wholly dreaming this tie.
I have come from the sea," she said, with her hands lean-

ing on the plank of my board. "I have lost my way. I do
not know where to go. You look good: would you tell me
where the Portico of Octavia is? That is what I want." •

She was a beautiful girl, a child almost. I stumbled to my
eet on a sort of instinct of deference to her sex and youth.
Though she was very poor, as one could see, there was a strange
grace about her as she stood with all the hot sun beating down

- on her bronze-hued head, that should have had the crown of
ivy on it. She looked tired, but not timid in any way; and
there was a look of eager and joyous expectation on her face.
Just so might Claudia Quinta have looked when with her own
unaided hands she drew the stranded vessel of the Magna
Mater off the banks of Tiber, in triumph and vindication of
her innocence.
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"The Portico of Octavia ?" I echoed, stupidly. I>Oyou
know Vhat it is, now, my dear ?"

"Yes; I have read of it in old Latin books."
(In Latin books-good heavens!)
"And you want to go to the Ghetto?"
"Yes ; that is the name."
"Doyou know what that is ?"
"No."
"Why do you go, then ?"
"There4ives an old man there that was my rnother's father:

Iwas togo to hium."
An old man in the, Ghetto and she my Ariadne!---the two

went ill together. -Nt that I have any prejudices. Though
a Roman born, I have lived in too many lands, and, in my own
way, with too many dead men's minds in books, to have any
hostility against class or country. Only for this girl whom
all the gods had counseled, and who had Love's poppy-flowers
in ber hands, to go to that foul quarter that had once the gilded
vileness of the Suburra and has now the dingy vileness of the
Ghetto! She saw the astonishment and reluctance in me, and
the foolish impulse of displeasure that I felt must have shown
itself on my features, for she toked disappointed.

"I can ask some one else,' she said, a little sadly. "·You
have your stall to leave, and perhaps it is far away. I beg your
pardon."

But I did not like to let ber go. It seemed churlish, and
I might never sec ler again. Rome is large, and the Ghetto
foul air for body and spirit.

"tNo, no," I cried to er, for she was already turning away.
"Lt is not that. It is not far off, and, if it were, the stall is
safe with the dog; but in the heat, and to that pig-sty,-not
but what I will go with you, my dear; oh, yes; only wait a
little till the noon sun passes."

"I would ratIer not wait," she said, and paused, but looked
at me doubtingly, as though my hesitation had suggested to er
some misgiving of herself or me, and that I did not like.

I wondered what the Faun on the fountain thought of it;
he and I often gossiped together; but I had no time to take
counsel of him, for she was moving away towards the bridge
and the nightingale-haunted slope of Janus's hill.

"That is the wrong road," I cried to ler. "You have no
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need to cross the river. My dear, if I seemed to hesitate I
.1 must have seemed a brute. I had been asleep in this bot air,

and got as empty-pated as a scooped-out melon that t e boys
have emptied in the sun. Just wait here till this grat noon
glare passes,-it is shady here, and not a soul will co e; then
I will go with you; for the streets are puzzling when one does
not know them; not that there ever was a time that they were
strange to me, the gods be praised."

IN She looked at me quickly with confidence.
You love Rome ?"

"Who loves not his mother? And our mother is the
mother of the world."

She looked glad and as if pleased with me, and took the
9 stool I pushed to her, where the- shadow of the leather could

shelter her from the sun.
Palès licked her hand,-Palès, who hated strangers, especially

those whose hands were empty.
She gave a short sigh, as of fatigue, once seated ; but her

eyes went to the water spri.nging from the wall, and to the
domes aüdtemples that she touk4ksee afar off. -Ari-nappened
to have a little rush basket full of the first figs under my vine-
leaves (I had meant· them for handsome Dea, but Dea would
have the scarlet shoes), I gave them to this girl, and she thanked
me with a smile, and slaked her thirst with one of them, which
comforted me, for it seemed to make her more thoroughly
human. I was still a little afraid of her, as one is of the
creatures of one's dreams.

"You spoke of the sea; you corne from the Maremma," I
asked her; for no one who sits all his life long at a street-corner
can bear to sit in silence, as she was willing to do.

"Yes ; from the coast."
" But you seem- to- remember Rome?"

a ~My father was a Roman."
She spoke witk a flash of pride.
"Is he dead, my dear?"
"He died a year ago," she answered; and her beautiful

curved mouth -grew pale and trembled. "He told me when
the money would not last any more, I must try and find the

- .old mnan by the Portiéo of Octavia; and the money was done:
so I came."

"What was your father ?"

a



"'A sclptor; and-le-arved wood, too."
"And this old man ?"
"I do not know. I believe he was cruel to my mother.

But I am not sure. I never heard very much. Only, when

he was dying he gave me some papers and told me to come to
Rome. And I would have corne to Rome if he had not told
me, because there was no place -on earth he loved so well, and
only to see it and die, he said that was enough"

"He lived very near, to die without seing it."
"He was very poor always, and in ill health," she said,

under her breath. The -words rebuked my thoughtless and
cynical remark.

"And this old man who is in the Ghetto, is ha all you have
to look to ?"

"Yes. I think he will be glad to see me: do not you ?"
"Surely, if he have eyes," I said, and felt a little choking

in my throat, there was something so solitary and astray in
her, yet nothing afraid.

" And what is your. name, my dear?"
"They called me Giojà."
"Gioja. And why that?"
"I suppose because my mother thoght me a joy to her when

I came. I do not know. It was her fancy"
"A pretty one, but still heathenish as a name,-as a bap-

tismal name, you know: it is not in the Saints' Calendar."
" No. I have no saint. I do not know much about the

saints. I have read St. Jerome's writings, and the City of God,
and Chrysostom; but I do not care for them; they were hard
mei and cruel, and they derided the beautiful gods, and broke
their statues. It was Julian that ras right, not they: only
he killed so many beautiful birds. I would not have done that."

I was of ber way of thinking myself; but in Rome, with the
monks and the priesta everywhere at that time, as many as anto
that swarm in midsummer dust across a roadway, one had to be
guarded how one said such things, or one got no ecelesiastical
sandals or sacerdotal shoon to stitch, and fell into bad odor.

"No, there is no saint for me," she said, a little sadly again,
and looked up at the blue sky, as though conscious that other
girls had celestial guardians yonder in the golden shrines and
upward in the azure heavens, but she was all alone.

L It does not matter," I said, heathenishly, like the pagan

ARIADNE.
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that I was, as Father Trillo, who was a heavy man, and trod
heavily, and wore out many a pair of shoes, would often tell
me with a twinkle in his merry eyes.

"It is no matter. Let us hope the gods of joy are with
you that the Christians killed. May-be they will serve as good
a purpose as the saints. They are not really dead. You may
see them everywhere here in Rome, if you have faith. Only
wait till the night falls."

She sat silently, not eating her figs, but watching the water
gush out from the wall. She had dipped her poppies in it to

refresh them; the passiflora was already dead. There was a
perplexed expectant look in her dreamy eyes, as though indeed
Persephône had really sent her up to earth.

"IlHave you come all the way from the sea to-day ? and from
what part of the coast.?"* I asked her, to keep her there in the
shade a little.

"From below Orbetello," she answered. " nbave walked a
part of the way ; the other part boats; brought me that were
coasting. The fisher-people are always kin-d; and many know

" Were yor not sorry to leave the sea ?"
"I should have been, only I came to Rome. Where we

lived it was lovely; great rocks, and those rocks all thyme-
covered, and the sheep and the goats grazing; farther in the
marshes it is terrible, you know,-all reeds, and rushes, and
swamps, and salt-water pools, and birds that cry strangely, and
the black buffalo. But even there, there are all the dead cities,
and the Etruscan kings" tombs. I did not lose sight of the
sea till the day before yesterday, when they told me I must
turn inland, and indeed I knew it by the maps; but I could
not find the birds and the thickets that Virlrvi d of,nor
the woods along-the river: it is all sand now. Tir was a
barge coming up the river with pines that had been felled, and
I paid the men in it a little, and they let me come up the Tiber
with them, for I was tired. We were all the two nights and,

». yesterday on the water. I was not dull. I was looking always
for Rome. But the river is8 dreary ; it is not at all like what
Virgil says."

"Virgil wrote two thousand years ago. Did that never occu
to you?"l

"I thought it would be all the same,") she said, with aiîtde
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sigh. "Why should it change ? They have not bettered it.
The forests and the roses must have been lovelier than the sand.
Last night it rained, and there was thunder. I got very wet,
and I grew a little afraid. The pines looked so helpless, great
strong things that had used to stand so straight by the side of
the waves, thrown down there and bound, and going to be built
into walls for scaffolding and-burut up in ovens and furnaces,
and never going to see the sea and the sea-gulls and the coral-
fishing any more ! But nothing really hurt me, you see, and
when the rain passed off it was sunrise, and, though we were
leagues away, I saw a gold cross shining where the clouds had
broken, and one of the bargemen said to me, 'There!1 that is
St. Peter's,' and I thought my heart would have broken with
happiness; and when at last we landed at the wharf where the
lions' heads are, I sprang on to the landing-place, and I knelt
down and kissed the earth, and thanked God because at last I
saw Rome."

I listened, and felt my eyes wet, and my heart warmed to her,
because Rome is to me--as to all who love her truly-as mother
and as brethren, and as the world and the temple of the world.

"I thank thee who hast led me out of darkness into light,"
I murmured as the Hebrew singer does. "That is what Maryx
said when first his foot touched Rome. It is a pity Maryx
should be gone across the bridge to his nightingales."

"Who is Maryx ?"
"A great man."
"And you?"
"A small one,-as you see."
"And why have you Apollo there?
She was looking at a little statue, a foot high, above my

4tau, that Maryx had made for me many years before, when
he was a youth studying at the Villa Medicis.

"IThat is Apollo Sandaliarius. The shoemakers had their
share of the sun-god in Rome; to be sure it was not till Rome
becaule corrupt, which takes from the glory of it; but in his
statues he is always sandaled, you know. And underneath
there are Crispin and Crispianus, who have their church hard
by; the brother saints who made shoes for the poor for nothing,
and the angels brought them the leather: that picture of them
is on stained glass; look at their palm-leaves and their awls:
they are always represented like that."



"You are aIRoman?"
"Oh, yes. You may have heard of that cobbler whom

Pliny tells us of, who had his stall in the midst of the Forum,
and who had a crow that talked to the Romans from the ros-

-- trum and was beloved by them, and which crow he slew in a
fit of rage because it tore up a new bit of leather, as if the
poor bird could lielp destroying something, having consorted
with lawgivers and statesmen ! That man they slew, and the

- crow they buried with divine honorarin the Appian Way. I
am the ghost of that most unlucky man. I have always told
the people so; and they will believe anything, if only you tell
it them often enough and loudly enough. Have they not be-
lieved in the virtues of kings, and are they not just beginning
totbelieve in the virtueh of republics ? The sun is off one side
of Via Giulia; now do you wish to be going? Will you not
break a piece of bread with your figs first ?"

She would not, and we took the way along the river towards
the Ghetto.

As we walked, she told me a little more. about herself, and
it was easy to surmise the rest. Her father, wherrlittle more
than a student, had been ordered'out of the eity in exile for
some ieal or imagined insult to theChurch, an4, ruined in his
art and fortunes, had gone, a broken-heartedi man at five-and-
twenty, to a dull village on the Liguriai Sea, taking with him
the daughter of a Syrian Jew, Ben Sulim, whorn he had wedded
there, she changing her faith for his. Whatia nner of man
he might have been was not very clear, because she loved-him,
and where women love they liesMinnocently and unwittingly
of the object which they praise; but I gathered that he had
had, probably, talent, and a classic fancy rather than geniué,
and had been weak and quickly beaten, finding it aimpler to
lie in -the sun and sorrow for his fate than to rise and fight
againtg~: there are many such.

She said he had used to carve busts and friezes and panels
in the hard arbutus wood, and sometimes in the marble that
lies strewn about that coast, and would model also in terra-cotta
and clay, and send his things by hucksters to the towns for
sale, and so get a little money for the.simple life they led.

Life costs but little on these sunny, silent shores : four walls
ofloose stones, a roof of furze and brambles, a fare of fiah

Ï and fruit and millet-bread, a fire of dtift-wood easily gathered,-

I
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and all is told. For a feast, pluck the violeX eactr s, for a holi-
day, push the old redboat to sea, and set the brown rail square
against the sun : noeing can be cheaper, perhaps few things
can be better.

To feel the western breezes blow over that sapphire sea, laden
with the fragrance of a score of blossoming isles. To lie under
the hollow rocks, where centuries before the fisher-folk put up
that painted tablet to the Stella Virginis, for all poor ship-
wrecked souls. To climb theuigh hills through the tangle of
myrtle and tamarisk, and the tuffted rosemary, with the kida
bleating -above upon some unseen height. To watch the soft
night close in, and the warning lights shine out over shoals
and sunken rocks, and the moon hang low and golden in the
blue dusk at the end there under the arch of the boughs. To
spend long hours in the cool, fresh break of day drifting with
the tide, and leaping with bare free limbs ixto the waves and
lying outstretched upon themy glane odl wn to the depths
below, where silvery fish are gliding-and coral branches ae
growing, and pink shells are floating like rose-leaves, five
fathoms low and more. Oh, a good life, and none better,
abroad in the winds and weather, as Nature meant that every
living thing should be, only, ahis! the devil put it into the
mind of man to build.-cities! A good life for the soul and the
body; and from it this sea-born Joy came to seek the Ghetto!

We went through the crooked streets whilst the shadow
the houses was still scarce wider than a knif'e's edgcrethrough
the dusty and sorrowful ways once threaded by the-siken litters,
with their closed curtains and fringes of gold imd their amorous
-secrets and -their running slaves, of the begiful women who
once gave fashion and fame to the quasar'- the Vejabrum.
She looked as if such a litter should be bearing lier to feast
the sight of Cæsar and lean on cushions in that casement
"whence the women could see the play of the fountains as
they supped."

But that window is now only a line of shattered brick upon
the Palatine, and this my Ariadne was going to the Ghetto!

What a face she had! I thought~if one could only have
plaited an ivy wreath and.set it on her curls, instead of the hood
she had pulled over them, the Borghese bronze would have
been her very likeness. She seemed to me Ariadne caressed
by the swa and made sweet and strong by it, and with fair
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young limbs, and young breasts like sea-shells; but no lover,
mortal or immortal, had touched her yet.

She went through the streets with happy dreaming eyes, as
of one who goes to a beloved friend long unseen.

"You knew Rome before ?" I asked her.
"I never saw it with my eyes, nor walked'in it," she an-

swered me. "But I know it well. My father hàd Pliny and
Pausanigs and Strabo and all the old books, and pictures, draw-
ings, and models he had made, and would bring them out and
talk of them half the day and night. When I was quite little
I set off to walk to Rome. I-was three years old, I think;
and they found me asleep among the myrtles on the hills three
miles from home. My fatherwould sit on the shore and look
over the hills eastward so dften, with such a hunger in his eyes.
'The moon is looking on hér now,' he would- say: 'if only I
could se the bronze AuguAtus black against the sky before I
diel' But he never did. It must be so with any Roman.
It would be so with you."

"It was so with me. Only I-returned."
"Ah, he had not the strength! But he lo ome always.

Better than my mother, or than me."
Then her mouth shut close, and ooked vexed to have

seemed to pass any reproach ondritm.
We went under the arch of Janus and past the bright

spring of the Argentine water.
"That is the spring of the Dioscuri, I think ?" she said, and

looked at me eagerly.
Who could have had thehei te tell ber it wa.s an oft-dis-

puted point ?
"IYes; they say so," I said Aer.. "You see, my dear,

we must be different men in Rome fpm any other men t the
very cattle-drivers can water theipbullocks from where the
divine Tyndarides let their chargers drink." j -

"You believe in the Dioscuri?" she said, with serions eyes
on mine, d I saw that unless I should say I did I should
never win ste farther in her confidence.

"Of course,' swered; "who would lose thém, the

brethren of light by the lakeside ?"
And indeed I do believe all things and all traditions. ' His-

tory is like that old stag that Charles of France found out
* hunting in the woods once, with the bronze collar round ita

299 A RIADNE.



/4
ARIADNE. 27

neck on which was written, "Coesar mihi hoc donavit." How
one's fancy loves to linger about that old stag, and what a crowd
of mighty shades come thronging at the very thought of him!
How wonderful it is to think of,-that quiet gray beast leading
his lovely life under the shadows of the woods, .with his hinds
and their fawns about him, whilst Caesar after Caesar fell and
generation on generation passed away and perished ! But the
sciolist taps you on the arm. "Deer average fifty years of
life : it was some mere court trick, of course: how easy to have
s.uch a collar made !" Well, what have we gained ? The stag
was better than the sciolist.

She smiled, and lingered there, with the look always on hér
face-as of one who sees his native land at length after long
absence.

'For the saints she cared little more than they did for her.
I saw sbe seldom looked at the frescoed virgins, and the china
martyrs~behind their iron gratings at the turnings 'f the
streets; but wherever an old fluted column was built into the
dingy brick, or where a broad semi-cirèle sprang across a pas-
sage-way with green weeds in its crumbled carvings, there ber
gaze rested, and a certain shadowof disappointment and of
wonder began to replace the-cager expectation on her face.

" I have seen Rome in my dreams every night," she said,
at last. "Only I thought that it was all of marble,-marble,
and gold, and ivory, and the laurels and the palms growing
everywhere, and the courts in the temples open to the sky;
and it is all dust,- -all dust and dirt."

" It is not dust in Rome, nor dirt," said I. "It is dead
men's ashes. You forget,iny-dear-V4trgil's birds are all silent,
and the roses of Ostia are all faded. Nothing blooms two
thousand years, except now and then a woman's face in the
marble."

She sighed a little, heavily.
"What do you expect the Ghetto to be like ?' I asked her;

for it seemed terrible to me that she should have been allowed
to grow up in this sort of illusin.

" Oh, I 'know what that is," she answered, quickly. "At
least my father bas told me so often, when I asked him, because
it was my mother's birthl-place, and must be beautiful,-I thought,
and I was so little when she died. He always showed me the
drawings of the Portico of Octavia, and of that I could read
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much, and the books all said that there were few places lovelier
in Rome, and that Praxiteles's Cupid and other statues were
there, and the Theatre.of Marcellus and Juno's temple were
close by; and so I have always seen it in my fancy, white as
snow, and with many fountains, and above-head, in the -open
domes, the swallows flying, end now and then an eagle going
across like a great cloud. Tell me,-am I not right ? Is it
li1ge that? Tell me."

I turned my head away, and felt sick at heart for ber,-
fed on these fair cruel visions, and going to the filth of Pes-
cheria and Fiumara!

"My dear, you will always forget the roses by Ostia," I said
to her. "Rome is changed. You remember the sieges she
has borne, and she has had masters more cruel to her arts and
her antiquity than any enemies. That great black pile you
saw yonder (old to us: it is the Farnese) was built out of the
ruins of the Flavian amphitheatre. The Rome you think of
is no longer ours. Octavia would know no place where her
foot fell, could she come back and walk by daylighi'through
the city: by moonlight one may cheat oneself. But it is the
urbs still, the caput mundi,-the capital of the world. Yes,
still there is no city upon earth like Rome. Why will you
hasten ? Stay here by the spring of your Dioscuri and eat
your figs. The sun is warm."

" No, let me see it,-all,--quickly," she said, with a restless
sigh: a great troubled fear had come upon her.

If I had been a prince or cardinal, now,-or even Maryx
or my friend Hilarion! but I was only Crispin the cobbler,
with no more than was needed for myself and Palès, and only
one room in a house hanging over Tiber and shared with half
a hundred other tenants. I could do nothing,-nothing, except
plod after her in the heat through the empty ways of the
quarter of my friends the tanners.

Was I asleep again, and only dreaming, after all? I began
to think so.

She kept walking onward through the thick white dust, with
a free swift motion, tired though she was, that might have
trodden grass at day-dawn and scarce brushed.the dew.

In silence we approached the Doric pillars of the lower ar-
cades of the Theatre of Marcellus; and where once the court of
Augustus, shuddering, saw the evil omen of the broken curule
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chair, there were only now the mules munching their fodder
or straining under the whip and knife, and their mountain
drivers laughing and swearing, quarreling and shrieking, and
the peasant women suckling their rough, brown, clamorous
babes, and the Jew peddlers slinking from stall to stall, hungry
and lynx-eyed for safe bargain and barter. The great uncouth
Orsini walls leaned over the pillars and jammed them down into
the ground ;_ lattices varicolored with multitudinous fluttering
rags gaped between the higher Ionian columns; black yawning
entrances showed piles of lumber and of rude merchandise, old
copper, tattered clothes, pots and pans, cabbages and caldrons,
rusty iron and smoking stews:-the tu Marcellus eris seemed
to sigh through the riot of screams and oaths and .mirth and
fury and shouted songs and vendors' curses.

She paused in the midst of the dirt, the squalor, the push-
ing people, and a vague terror came into her eyes that looked
up into mine with a vague distrust.

"Do you lead me right ? Are you sure ?•
I would have given my right hand to -haye been able to

answer her that I led ber wrong.
But what could I do? I could not build up for her out

of my old leather the marble and golden city of her scholars'
fancies.

I answered her almost roughly: men are often rough when
they are themselves in pain.

" Yes, this is right enough. Rome has seen two thousand
years of sack and siege, and fire and sword, and robbery and
ruin, since the days you dream of, child. I tell you Augustus
would not know one stone of all the many that he laid. His
own mighty tumulus is only a grass-grown ruin; and the
people chuckle there on summer nights over little comedie&;
you may lauglh at Harlequin where Livia sat, disheveled and
distraugit. Hadrian could slay Apollodorus for daringto
disagree with him about the height of a temple, but he could
not insure bis own grave from desecration and destruction ; it
is a fortress yonder for the fisherman of Galilee; he bas à little
better fate than Augustus, but not mucþ. Pass through the
market: take care, those craw-fish bite. You see the Corin-
thian columus all cracked and scorched? 'The flames did that
in Titus's time. Yes, those built into that ugly church, I mean,
and jammed up among those bovels. Well, that is åll that you
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or I or any one will ever see of the Portico of Octavia,-the
one good woman of imperial Rome."

I said it roughly and brutally; I knew that as I spoke, yet I
said it. Men use rude words and harsh, sometimes, by reason
of the very gentleness and pity that are in their souls.

We were in'the middle of the Pescheria.
It was Friday, and there was a large supply of fish still unex-

hausted ; rosy mullets, white soles, huge cuttle-fish, big spigole,
sweet ombrini, black lobsters,-all the fish of the Tyrrhene seas
were swarming everywhere and filling all the place with salt
strong pungent odors. Fish by the thousands and tens of
thousands, living and dying, were crowded on the stone slabs
and in the stone tanks, and on the iron hooks which jutted out
between corbels and architraves and pillars and head-stones
massive with the might of Csarian Rome, and which in their
day had seen Titus roll by in his chariot behind his milk-white
horses, with the trumpets of the Jubilee and- the veil of the
Temple borne before him by his Syrian captives.

She stood in the midst of the narrow way, with the acrid
smells and the writhing fish and the screaming people round
ber, and in the airthe high arch restored by Septimius Severus,
now daubed with bruised and peeling frescoes-of the Christian
Church; at her side was a filthy hole where a woman crimped
a living quivering eel; above her head was a dusky unglazed
window where an old Jew was turning over rusty locks and
bars.

She stood and looked,-she who came to see the Venus of
Phidias and Praxiteles's Love.

Then a death-like paleness overspread ber face, an unspeak-
ablborror4ook the light out of'þey eyes; she dropped her
head and shivered as with cold in tl£ehot Roman sunshine.

I waited silently. What could I say ?
With a visible and physical ill one can deal; one eau thrust

a knife into a man at need, one can give a woman money for
bread or massés, one can run for medicine or a priest. But for
a creature with a face like Ariadne's, who had believed in the
old gods and found them fables, wbo had sought for the old
altars and found them ruins, who bad dreamed of imperial Rome
and found the Gbetto,-for such a sorrow as this what could
one do?
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CHAPTER III.

I wArrED for some passionate outbreak from her after the
manuer of women; but none came: one might bave saidehe
had been frozen there, so silently ahe stood.

After a little while she turned ber face to me.
So one would fancy any creature would look that finds itself

adrift upon a wide and unknowu sea, and bas been dreaming
of land and home, and wakes and finds only the salt water and
the unfamiliar stars.

I tried to comfort ber, blunderingly; a man so often does
bis worst when he means the best.

"Take courage, my dear," I said, "and do not look like that.
They are all that are left, it-is true, those columns in the wall;
and that arch, and a few lintels and capitals and such like, here
and there, like this egg-and-cup cornice just above our heads
where that woman crimps ber fish; and where the Vens and
the Love are gone, who knows? The losses of the world are
many ; they may be under our very feet beneath thevail; that
is quite possible. And the place is filthy and the people are
cruel, and you may well be startled. But do not think that it is
all as bad as this. Oh, no: Rome is still beautiful:'so you will
say when you know it well; and the past is all about you in it;
only you must bave patience. It is like an intaglio tbat bas
been lying in the sand for a score of centuries. You-must rub
the dust away; then the fine and noble lines of the classie face
show clearly still. You thought to see Augustan Borne? I
know! And your beart aches because of the squalor and the
decay and the endless los everywhere that never will be made
up to the-world, let the ages corne and go as they may, and
cities rise and falI. But you must have patience. Rome will
not give ber secrets up at the first glance. Only wait a little
while and see the mooù shine on it all a night or two, and you
will learn to love her better in her colossal ruin than even you
bave loved the marble and ivory city of your dreams. For
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there is nothing mean or narrow here: the vaults, the dornes,
the stairs, the courts, the waters, the hills, the plains, the
sculpture, the very light itself, they are all wide and vast and
noble, and man hinself dilates in them, gains stature and soul
as it were, one scarce knows how, and someway looks nearer
God in Rome than ever he looks elsewhere. But I talk fool-
ishly; and this is the Ghetto."

I had hardly known very well what I did say: I wanted to
solace-her, and knew ill how to do it. She stood with wide-
opened despairing eyes, looking down the narrow lines of
stinking Pescheria to the charred and crumbled columns built
into the church-wall of Our Lady of the Fishes. She had
not heard a single word that I had said.

" This is Rome !" she murmured, after a moment, and was
still again: ber voice had changed strangely, and all the hope
was dead in it,-the hope that a littlé while before had rung
as sweet and clear as rings the linnet's song at daybreak in the
priory garden upon Aventine.

" This is the Hebrew quarter of Rome,-yes," I answered
ber. It seemed to me as if I said, ".Yes, this is hell," and
led her there. She went forward without any otier word, and
entered the Place of Weeping.

"Is there one Ben Sulim here,-an old man ?" she asked
of a youth beating a worn Persian carpet, red and white, upon
the stones. -The lad nodded, tossing his dusky curls out of
his jewel-bright eyes to stare at her.

" You want him ?" he said. "Go to the left, there--on the
fifth floor just underneath the roof; there, where that bit of
gold brocade is hanging out to scare the moths away witb the
sun. Do you, bring any good things to sell? or come to buy ?"

"Is he poor?" she asked, dreamily, watching the olive-
skinned babies that were rolling in the dirt. The lad grinned
from end to end of his mouth, like a tulip-flower.

"We are all poor here," he answered ber, and fell again to
the thrashing of his carpet, while the babies rolled in the dust
with curious delight in its filth and their own nakedness. Shb
moved on towards the place that he had poiated out, where the
brocade that might one day have served Vittoria Colonna was
catching on its tarnished gold such narrow glintaof suushine
as could come between the close-packed roofs. She seemed to
have forgotten me.
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I caught ber skirts and tried to hold ber back. "Stay, my
dear, stay !" I said to ber, nîot knowing very well what words
I used. "Let me go first and ask: this is no place for you.
Stay ; see, I am poor too, and old, and of little account, but
my home is better than this reeking desolation, and this stew
of thieves and usurers and necromancers, and foul women who
blend vile philtres to the hurt of maidens' souls. Come, jou
who belong to all the gods of Joy, you must not be buried
there; you, my Ariadne, you will grow sick and blind with
sorrow, and die like a caged nightingale of never seeing any
glimpse of heaven, and how will Love, who loves you, ever find
you there ? Come back-"

She looked at me wonderingly, thinking me mad, no doubt,
for what could she know of my dream before the Borghese
bronze ? But the pain in her was too deep for any lesser
emotion to prevail much with ber. She drew herself from
my grasp, and moved onward towards the deep dark doorway
like a pit's mouth that was underneath the gold brocade.

Two hags were sitting at the door-step, fat and yellow, pick-
ing over .rags, rubies of glass and chains of gilt beads shaking
in their ears and on their breasts. They lèered upon her as
she approached.

She turned and stretched ber hand to me.
"You have been good, and I am thankful," she said, faintly.

"But let me go alone. The old man is poor, that is a reason
the more; perhaps he wants me. Let me go. If I have need
of anything I will come to you by yon fountain. Let me go."

Then the mouth of the pit seemed to swallow her, the dark-
ness seemed to engulf ber, and the red glow of the dying pop-
pies ii ber hand was lost to me.

The two hags, who had been all eyes and ears, chuckled,
and nodded at me.

"A fair morsel that! Does she go to Ben Eddin ? She
bas a look of Zourah. Oh, yes, she bas a look of Zourah.
It is only the other da,-some sixteen years or.so,-the band-
somest maid in all the Ghetto, and with a voice !-ike a rain
of diamonds the notes were when she sang. She used to sing
on high tbere, where the gold stuff bangs, and al the courts
were stil as death to listen. Ben Sulim had just sold. ber to
a man of Milan for the public stage, when one morn the bird
was missing, and he searched all Rome in vain: some said she
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had gone with a student, a Trasteverino, who worked in marble,
who had been banished for some irreverence to his own church,
the church of the Christians. But no one ever rightly knew.
Is this ber daughter?-a comely maiden. But she will get
no welcome there.- Well, there are princes and cardinals!-"

And with a leer again, and laughter ih their thick quaking
voices, they turned to their old rags. I sought to get from
them what manner of man this Syrian Jew was who dwelt
there; but they were cautious, or else tongue-tied by the com-
radeship of a common faith with him. They would tell me
nothing more, except that he was poor, and had come to Rume
many long years before from Smyrna.

I left them with a shudder and took my homeward way.
There were the butcher's boots waiting, and Padre Trillo's

shoes to go to hin, and tJt fragment from the Aldine press
to pore over, and many ings to interest me, such as, the gods
be praised1 I always fcnd in life; such as any one may find,
indeed if they will seek r them.

If our beloved LeopardÎ, instead of bemoaning his fatein
his despair and sickening of bis narrow home, had tried to see
how many fair strange things there lay at his bouse-door, had
tried -to care for the troubles of the men that hung the nets on
the trees, and the innocent woes of the girl that'carried the
grass to the cow, and the obscure martyrdom of maternity and
widowhood that the old woman had gone through who sat spmn-
ning on the top of the stairs, he would have fo'und that bis little
borgo that he hated so for its dullness had all the comedies and
tragedies of life lying under the sound of its tolling bells. He
would not have been les sorrowful, for the greater the soul
the sadder is it for the unutterable waste, the unending pain,
of life. But he would never hâve been dull: he would never
have despised, and despising missed, the stories and the poems
that were round him in the millet-fields and the olive-orchards.
There is only one lamp-which we can carry in our hand, and
which will burn through the darkest night and make the light
of a home for us in a desert place: it is sympathy with every-
thing that breathes.

My heart was heavy as I left the Place of Weeping and
passed into the crooked spot, where the schools gather and the
Hebrew children learn the lex talionis as a virtue: just there,
there hangs, as all the world knows, a dusky, vast, irregulai



CHAPTER IV.

As I drew near my stall I heard the people talking, coming
out a little from their doors as the noon heat passed.

"Crispin has been gone all the morning,"' said Tistic, the
barber, who will shave a human head so well that no one shal
know it from a pumpkin.

"And my boots not toulcled," growled Massimo, the butcher.
"That's what comes of being so very clever. A 'fiol sticks
tohis last."

"He is ealways poring over a book."
"Or mooning with the monks."
"Or fooling with the painters."
"Or standing moon-struck, staring at old stones."
"But when he does work, it*is the best work in Rome, and

lasts1 Why, a mended shoe of Crispin's has triple the wear
of a brand-new one from any other stall. And he is h6nest."

I
j

3

ARIADNE. 35

mas of stone and rubble that frowns on the streets beneath
like a leaden storm-hued cloud.

So black it looked and hateful, frowning against the blue
sky of the sweet afternoon, that for a moment I forgot what it
was,-one moment only; then I knew the shapeless mound
was once the theatre of Babus; the mass built on to it and
out of it was the palace of the Cenci.

On high are thegrated easeinents whence the eyes of Bea-
tries once lookedfo see if there were any light on earth or hope
in heaven,sinceeshe had been born in hell and in hell mwst-
perish.

Behind, fathoms deep, as in sea-depths, lie the shameful and
secret caverns where imperial crimes were done, and death-cries
stifled, and dead bodies dragged out by the hook to the river,
and nameleSs infamies wrought on hapless innocence that never
vengeance reached nor any judgment followed.

Those two hang together over the Ghetto, the sin of the
Empire, the horror of the Cenci: in their shadow I left her.
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So said Lillo, the melon-seller, who is a good soul, and partial
to me.

" Yes, he is honest," most of them sighed, as though sadly
owning a defect.

"Yes," said old Meluccio, who sells old books a few yards
off. "The other day he bought a book of me, an old rotten
thing, but something that delighted hi1. I never know the

- titIes: I buy then by the weight. -. And back he' comes at
nightfall to bring me a paper note he had found between the
pages, a note good for twenty florins! What do you say to
that ?"

"I always thought his pate was cracked, for my part," said
Bimbo, the tinker, whose own head I had cracked some years
before with a handy bit of wood, for ill treating a poor peny.

"He is as good as gola. I often think he is the precious
St. Crispin himself come back on earth. Look what he is
when any one of us has the fever, or cannot pay up to time
with rent!" saíd poor hard-working Serafina, the washerwoman,
giving kisses to ber big brown boy, whose two-year-old feet
were dancing on the top of a wine-barreL

I, of whom my good neighbors talked so kindly, am a Roman
born. I was son of old Beredino Quintilio, the king of the
beggars, who reigned on the Spanish Steps, in good old times,
when the whole city agreed with you that you would be a fool
to bend your back and stick a spade in the ground, when you
could get plenty by merely stretching your hand out where-you
lay at your ease in the sunshine.

Of course the world is of the same opinion still, in point of
fact ; but it only allows the practice of this philosephy to beg-
gars in good broadcloth and purple phylacteries. The beggar
in rags goes to prison now, in Rome, as elsewhere.

We lived very snugly in Trastevere; that is, we always hid
good wine, and fries of all fashions, and in C(arnival time never
missed money to prank forth with the gayest of them; for
Beredino had a noble head, fit for Abrahan, or Agamemnon,
and a really withered-leg, that, rightly managed, was a fortune
in itself.

.We came of the gens Quintilii, according to our traditions,
-- nd, indeed, why not?-and of course my'father, being so
noble and of sueh ancient lineage, never could work. "-Beg
too, little wretch," said heto me, when I was big enough to



trot across the river to the Spanish Square ; and I begged ae.
cordingly, till I was seven. I never made very much : I was
ugly; and I-could néver bring myself to whine.

When I got to be seven years old, I asked a littie girl, not
much older, for a coin. She was a very pretty little foreign
thing, just eoming down the steps of the Trinità de' Monti.
She looked like a little angel, for she had a cloud of light hair,
and some roses in her hands. She gave me the roses. .

"You can sell them," she said to me. "But why do you
beg?-only thieves and cowards do that."

And then she ran away to her people.
That night Beredino beat me with a stout ash stick, because

I brought home nothing. My body was sore for three-days;
but I did not care. I kept the roses. When the stripes were
-healed, I went to an old fellow I knew, who eobbled boots and
shoes in Trastevere.

"W.ill you teach me to do that?" I asked him. "I am
tired of the Spanish Steps, and I will not beg any more."

The old fellow shoved his spectacles on to the crown of his
head in amazenient.

"Little Rufo, you are mad 1 What are you thinking of?
I do not make so much in a week as you do in an hour."

I hung my head.
"But I -m ugly; and I get nothing by begging," t said

to him; for f was ashamcd, as young things are, of being
ashamed of wrong-doing.

" That is another affair, then," said the cobbler. "If you
cannot make fraud succeed, it is just as well to be honest. If
you cannot get this world, you may as well bave a try for the
next. Here and there are a few people who cannot get a lie
out of their mouths,-just as there are folks color-blind, who
cannot see the red in an apple. When one is deficient like
that, one must tell the truth, and cobble leather or break stones,
for one will never make a figure among men. It is a misfor-
tune,-like being born dumb or a cripple; but there is no
belp for it. I was one of them. Your father drinks wine
every night, and bab bis stomachful of broad beans and good
goat's meat. I taste flesh once a year, on Fat Thursday, and
never know what a kid tastes like. If you want to work for
your living, I will teach you; but I warn you what it will
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"ITeach me," said I; and I squatted behind his board, and
pierced and bored and sewed the old leather day after day, at
the old street-corner, wher one could se the angel on Ha-
drian's tomb, and the peop coming and going over the St.
Angelo bridge, and the Ti r tumbling away, bilious-looking
and sullen, as though an lways beus the days of Sallust
were done, and the garden and the villas and, te pleasure-
places of Horace's hmng hàd passed away into dullness and
darkness and only left to its desolate banks the sough of the
wind in the sedges and the rustle of the fox in the thickets.

I hunted often for the fair-haired rose-child; but I never
saw her any more.

Only I used to say to myself, "Cowards beg," when some-
times in the drouth of the dusty day I was tempted to drop
tool and leather and sit stitching· there no more, but run out
into the broad bright sunshine and get bed and bread by
just stretching out a dirty hand and whining for alms.

"Cowards beg," I said to myself, and stayed by the cobbler's
stal, seeing daycome' and go behind the angel with the sword,
there upon Hadrian's tomb. I'ttle words strike deep some-
times,-acorns, which grow to timbers, and bear safe toe shore,
or wreck for instant death, a thousand souls.

Whenever my father met me in the streets he struck at me
with his crutch and cursed me for letting down the family
greatness and shaming the gens Quintilii. Itale-who was
beautiful as a cherub, and knew how to look starved and woe-
begone after eating half a kid stuffed.with prunes,-Italo was.
a son after his own heart and made a dozen crowns a day by
weeping, in the sweetest fashion, in the sunshine.

Italo would run to me of a night, having put off his rags
and dirt and sorrowful wounds and dressed himself in gay shirt
and silken sash to go and dance the tarantella all night with
girls at a wine-shop. Italo, who loved me all the same though
I disgraced them so, would plead with all his might, and beg',
me to go back to the Spanish Steps and the old ways of living,
and jest at me with all a' Roman's wit for sitting stitching
there at gaping boots, and gnawing leather with my teeth, and
earning scarcely, all the while, enough to keep body and soul
together. But neither Italo's kisses nor Beredino's blows got
ine back to begging. I learned the cobbler's trade and stuck
to it,-only running off from the stall every saint's day and
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holyday, to caper, and dance, and sing, and eat melons, outaide
the walls, as every Roman will, be he six or sixty.

So Crispin the cobbler I am,-...nothing more whatever.
I aM a fool, too, of course. Rome. always sys so. But I

was never a dullard. A good -old monk taught me reading,
and the like. He was a mendicant friar, but knew more than
most of them, and was, in a humble, rambling fashion, a scholar.
mooning his days away with a Latin book on the-green hillocks
that tumble, like waves, about the leagues of ruins beyond the
Lateran Gate.

Fr.om him I got the little that I know, and a liking for queer
reading, and a passion for our Rome. Of course Iwas an igno-
rant youth always; my scraps of learning were jumbled piece-
meal in my brain, like the scraps of cloth in a tailor's bag,
which will only, at best, make a suit of motley; but they served
to beguile me as I sut and tinkered a boot, and I learned to
pick my way in my city by the lights of Dion Cassius and Livy.

So I grew up in Rome; a cobbler, when I wauted to pay
for bed and board; a jumble of merrymaker and masker and
student and improvisatore and antiquary and fool. when I could
make holyday about the place,-which, thanks to the Church
calendar, was a hundred and fifty days out of the year always.

And all thetime, by dint of dreaming over dead Rome and
getting my head full of republics and their glories, I used to
talk in high-gown strains, sometimes, atop of a barrel in the wine-
shops and fair-booths, and by the time I was twenty years old
the Papal Guard had their eyes on me as perilous matter:
indeed, I should have fared worse, had it not been that I haunted
the churches often from a real love of them, and had good
friends in two or three jovial monks, who loved me, and for
whom I did willing work withqut payment, any day that the
hot stones of Rome scorched their sandals into holes.

But one year, when I was still a youth, therè came a bresth
of fire upon Rome. Revolution thundered at the gates like
Attila. The old cobbler was dead, and my father too. I threw
my leather apron to the winds, kicked my stall into the
gutter, shouldered a musket, and rushed into the fray. As
all the world knows, it came to nothing. There were dead
men in the streets,-tlt was all. The Pope reigned still, and
free Rome was a dreain.

I had to run for my life, by night, under the thickets, along
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the course of the Anio, and over the old Nonentana bridge.
I had a bullet in my shoulder; my fleet were blistered. I had
two copaper pieces in ny pcket,-that- was: all. I looked up
at the ,Mtons Sacer, and tried to tell miyself that it, waas great and
glorious t4) suffer thus ; but I eli into a ditch, and a herd of
buffakos trampled aie where I lay, and patriotisma senemed a
dreary thing, even in Mons Saeer's shadow. A peasant of the
Campagna, whose but stood where lannibal had encanped,
dragged me in-doors, and tended men through nonths of sickness
and exhaustion. IHe was a poor creature hinself, a mass uof
disease and weakness, an he only scraped a bare subsistence
by tending cattle; .but lie was very good to ne, a poor lad,
wounded, and friendlss, who would have been shot down 'or
a rebel without his succor and shelter.

The world is bad, you know; human nature is a vile thing,
.,--half ape, half fox most oflen ; but here and there one finds
these golden gleaus; and they look thie brighter for the dark-
ness round, as lanmps do in the catacombs.

Welr, when I rose upont my feet again, I knew the gates of
Rome were closed asgaist me. To go back there, then, was to
be shot or thrown into the casemates of St. Angelo. So there
was nothing for it but to set the Anio between myself and
Rouie, and creep across the plains to the seaIshore, and there
hide away ona a fi4sing-sloop and cross to other lands. For the
rest., I was not unhandy at other things as well as leather, and,
being strong and well augain, and young, had not much fear,-
only a great unending sorrow, because the hills hid Rome.

For, wander where one will, you know, one's heart is sick
for Ronme,-for the fall of the fountains, for the width of the
plains, for the vast silent couirts, for the grass-grown palaces,
for themoonlight falling on the ruined altars, for the nightin-
gales singing in the empty temples.

I got out of my country by the way that Dante did, looking
back, ever and ever, through blind eyes of pain, as he did, and
sO traxeled on foot, as poor men do, across into the Tyrolean
and-the German lands.

At first I settled down in Nuremberg, where I fell sick, and
found friends, and was not ill content«. I was a very young
main even then, and, as I sewed leather at ny little leafy win-
dow, on the street that was Albrecht Dürer's birthplace, I got
friends with the students and philosophera, and tead many a
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deep old volume that they lent to mfe, and so picked up such
scrapsm of knowledge am lest i could,,as a magpie pieks up
shreds and straws and silver spoom and shoves them all away
together.

Some said I might have been a learned man, had I taken
more pains.. But I think it was only their kindness. I have
that twist in m,y brain which is the curse of my countrymen,
-a sort of devilish quickness at doing well, that prevents us
ever doing best ; just the same sort of thing that makes our
goatherds rhyme perfect sonnets and keepe them dunees bcfore
the alphabet.

All that beautiful Teutonie world could not console me for
the loss of Italy. It is beautiful, that wide, green, cool, silent
country, with its endless realms of forest and its perpetual
melody of river-waters.

The vast sea of to<ssing foliàge ; the broad plains, with their
great streams winding through them in the sun ; the intense
silence of the aisles of' pine; the blue-black woods that stretched,
seemingly linitess, away on every side; the hill-sides, dusky
with the tliickness of the leaves, and thrilled with the whisper
of a thousand legends; the little burghs, vine-hidden, clustered
round their chapel-belfries, and nestled at the foot of iowering
oak-elad mountains, or rent red rocks all fragrant with the
larch and fir and bay tree; the old gray bridges, with the yellow
current flowing underneath; the round wateh-towers, set in
the niiddle of the swirling streams ; the black- and white bouses,
gabled and peaked and carved tillI they were like so many
poems of the Minnesingers; the quaint, peaceful, antique
homes, where the people dwelt from birth to death, spinning
their flax and shaping their ivory and wooden toys, in green
nests under gray hIlls, that the world knew not, and thatlknew
not the world: they were all beautiful,'these quiet, noble,
shadowy things that made up the old Teutoie kingdoms; and
I knew them well to be so. But amidst them I was in exile
always.

Who can once have laughed in the light of the sun of
Itafy and not feel the world dark elsewhere ever afterwards?
And it is only in Italy that the eyes of the people always,
though they know it not, speak to men of God.

But ere very long the spirit of unrest possessed me, and I went
hither and thither, trying ail manner of trades, and even som
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arts, daubing on pottery,-not ill, they told me; only I could
not stand the confined life of any factory-room,-and playing,
some seasons, with traveling actors,-with no bad success, since
I could always make the people laugh or cry, according as My
own mood was: indeed, 1 might have remained in that career,
perhaps, only I never could constrain myself from altering the
part with my own imagination and improvisation, which put
out the others, so they said; and thea, again, though am
a very peaceable man, I stuck a knife into my chief, about a
woman, and had some trouble that way, though it was all
honest jealousy and fair fight, and the mere rights of man.
let them say whatever they will to the contrary.

Into other lands I wandered, then, and sought full half the
world. When one wants but little, and has a useful tongue,
and knows how to be merry with the young folk and sorrowful
with the old, and can take the fair weather with the foul, and
wear one's philosophy like an easy boot, treading with it on no
man's toe and no dog's tail,-why, if one be of this sort, I say,
one is, in a great manner, independent of fortune, and the very
little that one needs one can usually obtain.

Many years I strayd about, seeing many citieå apd many
minds, like Odysseus; being no saint, but, at the same time,
being 0no thief and no liar.

I wandered so, I say, for a great many years, and was.happy
enouh,-the gods or the saints be praised (one never knows
which to say in Rome),-and should never have wished my
lot bettered or changed, only-I was in exile. There were
times when only to hear the twang of a lute, and see a red
melon gape, under a lamp, at a street-corner shrine in old dark
Trastevere, I would have given my soul away. We are madeso,-the fools of our fancies; and yet these our foolishnesses
are so much the best part of us.

One day, in a little old dull French village, gray and white
with summer dust, in the midst of champagne-vineyards, I met
a Roman image-seller, a boy of ten or twelve, with his tray
full of plaster casts.

I saw scores of such lads, of course, and always spoke to
them, and gave them a crust or a coin, for sake of the common
country. But this little fellow happened to thrust straight
up in my eyes, smiling, a cast Qf that fairest Madonna of old
Mino's, which I had always loved the best; she who stands

pli loi
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in the chapter-room of Santa Maria in Trastevere, with folded
and trailing robes, snow-white, and seeming to walk forth to
one from out ber golden tabernacle.

Do you not know her ? I dare say not: hardly anybody
ever cores into the sacristy. Go, make a pilgrlrnage for ber
sake alone.

By so much as sculpture is above all color, so is she far
above in purity and dignity any virgin that was ever painted,
even by our Raffaelle hirself. For, somehow, on his high,
wind-swept, olive-wooded slope, Mino of Fiesole did reach au
imagination of the Mother of Christ that fbr innocence, chas-
tity, womanhood, and sweet, dreaming thoughtfulness bas never
an equal anywhere. Clothed in purity, seems no metaphor,
but simplest fact, before those snow-white and exquisite forma
that live after him in so many silent baptisteries and sun-
pierced, dusky, jeweled chapels of the dead.

And at the sight of her a very torture of home-sickness
came upon me,-all suddenly, as it will do, you know, with
the strongest men at the note of a bird, or the sight of a little
flower, or the song of a child going down the hedgerows to
meet its mother.

That little white image of the Madonna whieh I had loved
so well smote me with a very anguish of longing for Rome.

I seemed to hear the fountains falling through the radiant
air, and the ten thousa>d voices of the swinging bells giving
them answer, as the sun sank down behind the blue peaks of
Soracte.

I saw the bridge I stood on, and the green straight lines of
poplars on the bank, and the face of the little wandering boy,
through a rush of tears: things come on one sometimes like
that.

That very night I turned my face to Rome, taking the boy
with me, for he was 11 treated and unhappy.

"If they remember, an I die for it," thought 1, "it will
be better to die there than o live elsewhere."

But so many years h ne by, and I had been so yoting
then, and was still so poor an lowly, I'managed to escape ail
recognition, and by a little cunnig and a little care I got into
Rome unpersecute;l-and, calling myslfeas I had been call'd
in Germany aud France, no one recogni e. I was an -
ugly, homely, rown-fadr man, forty years old then, and ai-
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ready a littie gray. My father was dead; my brother had been
stabbed long, long before, in a brawl, so they said; and the old
cobbler, as I said, had been found dead one noonday at his
stall.

Of conspi'acy and combat I had had enough. I loved the
sound of the fountains, and I set my board up wthin earshot
of this one which gushes from the gray monsters' mouths there
by old Ponte Sisto.

The people found me at my stall one daybreak, as they came
over the bridge with their mules from the Janieulan farms and
gardens, with their poultry and goats and wines and fruits;
and I had not forgotten how to play with the Roman humor,
and how to hold my own between a rough jest and a ready
steel. I kept a still tongue in my head as to wbence I came,
and the folk of the Rione had a throng of odd fancies con-
cerning me. So best: it amused them; and many liked toI bring their shoes .to me to mend, that they might say they
had a chatter with that droll chatterbox at the corner.

Maryx, then a student at the Villa Medici, made for me
my lovely Apollo Sandaliarius; and another student-now a
great man, too-gave me the old stained glass with SS. Crispin
and Crispian, so that one might please all tastes and conciliate
thé good nuns and monks who went to and fro in such num-
bers and wore out so many shoes upon their stone and mosaic
floors.

I never told anybody, except some churchmen, that I was
that Rufo Quintilio who had first disgraced the gens by work-
ing for my living. I re-baptized myself Crispino, after the
patron saint of all shoemakers, whose church was close by;
and the people had that vague idea of sorpe mystery connected
with me which is to the public as sugared wine to flies.

That there was really none was all the.better, because where
there is no foundation whatever in fact there is nothing to
stop the fancy from wandering as far, and digging as deep, as
ever it may like to do.

I had a friend at court, too.
It had chanced to me in my wanderings to be once of signal

service to a monsignore traveling on mystie missions of the
Church. I happened to be near at hand iiIken he fell into
a deep, rapid, unpleasant little river of Transhvania; and I

-pulled him out of it, whilst his attendants screamed and his
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horses floundered and sank. And in return he had bidden me
claim his aid, if ever I wanted it, in our native city. Years
had passed;.I found him powerful, and he was not ungrateful;
and he procured for me condonation of my youthful riots, and
leave to prosecute my simple calling at the corner of the bridge
of Sextus, where the fountain is made in the wall, opposite
to the Via Giulia; and there I became peaceful and happy
enough, for I had some little money laid by (we are a frugal
people), and I could sew leather three days out of the week,
and all the rest of the time read old books, and peer about old
places, and dream old dreams, and saunter in and out of the
studios. The artists, great and small, wére all fond of me,
and liked to hear my opinions,-of course, only as Apelles
liked to bear my fellow-craftsman's; but still it made life
pleasant, for Art is, after Nature, the only consolation that one
bas at all for living.

They used to tell me that I had some little judgment, and
that I might make a fortune if I would take to collecting and
to selling ancient and artistic things. But thât I would never
do. To me, whoever can buy a work of true art to sell it
again (save from some sudden pressure of poverty and honor)
can have no love of art in him, or, thinking of it with any
thought soever of'barter, can have no true feeling for it, but
is a huckster at soul, and deserves no better God than the base
Mercurius of the mart and change, whoni the IRomans prayed
to when they wished to pilfer.

Art was dear to me. Wandering through many lands, I
had come to know the charm of quiet cloisters, the delight of
a strange, rare volume, the interest of a quaint bit of pottery,
the unutterable loveliness of some perfect painter's vision,
making a glory in some dusky, world-forgotten church ; and
so my life was full of gladness here in Rome, where the ass's
hoof ringing on a stone may show you that Vitruvius was
right, where you had doubted him; or the sun shining down
upon a cabbage-garden or a coppersmith's shreds of metal may
gleam on a signet-ring of the Flavian women, or a broken vase
that may have served vile Tullia fbr drink.

Of course I was an ignorant man always,-beside scholars;
but what I did know shed a light upon my path, and made me
cease to envy rich men; for was not all Rçme mine?

There are worse things than to sikunder Apollo Sandaliarius
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and Crispin and Crispian and hear the merry Roman tongues
wag round you all day long; for the epigrams of Pasquin and
Marforio are but a few ripples out of many of the ever-running
current of the Roman wit. And who is it that has said so
wisely, "If you have nothing left in life, come to Rome" ?

Here at least you shall learn your own littleness, and that
of gods and men; here in Rome, which bas seen Zeus and
Aidoneus pass away, and come to be words upon the mouths
of men; Rome, which bas beheld Olympus fade like a dream
of the night, and the glory depart from Ida; Rome, which
killed the Nazarene, and set Borgia and Aldobrandini up in bis
likeness to reign over earth and heaven; Rome, which bas
seen nations perish leaving no sign, and deities die like moths,
yet lives herself, and still conjures the-world with the sorcery
of an irresistible and imperishable name!

CHAPTER V.

So I lived. What they said of me at the bridge-corner was
fair enough; only that silly soul, Serafina, thought too much

pry pair of little red boots, only big enough for a
grasshopper, and costing one nothing but a palm's-breadth of
kid. But women are so: they have no medium ; either they
drink the sea dry and are thankless, and if they got the stars
down out of heaven would stamp them in the dust, or else they
are like the poor taverner's wife, and give all their loyal souls'
big ýratitude for the broken crust of a careless gift.

So I lived, I say, and had done nearly twenty years, in Rome.
In the summers sometimes I went up among the little villages
on the sides of the Sabine and Volscian Mountains, under the
cork- and chestnut-woods, where the women foot it merrily in
front of the wine-shop, and the pipe and mandolin chirp all
through the rosy evening. But I never wandered so far away
that I could not see the gold cross on St. Peter's; and many
a summer day, when all in Rome was lifeless as a graveyard,



and only a few chanting friars bore a dead man through the
streets, I and Palès stayed in the city for* love's sake, and talked
only to the gods that haunt the fountains. .

I was content with my life,-which is more than most great
med can say. I had a love of droning and dreaming, and was
well satisfied if I had enough to get me a plate of beans and a
flask of thin red wine; and I had all my days through been
cursed or blessed with that sort of brain which makes a man
undrstand 'a great many things but never enables him to
achieve any one thing.

It is not an unhappy way of being constituted,-at least,
when one basks under the Roman sun and asks no other good
of the gods. Al the twenty odd years since I had come back
into Rome I had been happy enough in a-whimsical-and I
dare say foolish-fashion, herein my nook by the Ponte Sisto,
close on to Tiber, where the soft hyacinthine hills curve fhod on
fold beyond the yellow water, and under the ilex shadows on
the other bank the women hang out the linén of Rome to blow
and to bleach in the breeze from the sea.

I got with time to be a feature of the place, and to belong
to it as much as the stone lions did; and the people, with that
power of eternal tongue-wagging with which heaven has en-
dowed my country-people beyond any other folk of the earth,
made as many traditions for me as though I were a headless
saint instead of a brainless sinner; and there I stayed beside my
stall, without any change, except on dogs that died In the course
of nature.

My friend the ferryman, going to and fro the Ripetta wharf,
in his little green boat shaped like Noah's ark, passed not more
regularly than the course of my own days weat and came,-
till I dreamed my dream in the drowsy noon. '

I was always dreaming, indeed: over old coins thrown up
by the plow; over some beautiful marble limb, uncovered as
they dug for a wine-cellar; before some dim shrine under an
archway, where a fading frescoed Christ-child smiled on a
ruined, mos-grown torso of Hercules; on any and every thing
of the million of wonders and of memories that are about as

here thick, as golden tulips in the grass in Apil. But this
noonday dream was different: it kept with me all the hot slum-
berous afternoon, when even Palès was too sound asleep to get

tup and kill a fly or smell a cat. And my conscience was ill at
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ease: I seemed to myself to have behaved ill, yet how I did
not very well know.

It seemed to me that I ought, against her will, to have gone
with ber to see that Syrian Jew. Her face haunted me,-that
pale, sad face, of unspeakable sorrow, as she had looked dwn
the Pescheria. So must have looked Beatrice, gazing from
the grated casement in the palace there.

How much one cares for Beatrice! If I owned-Barberini,
her portrait should hang_p plonger .in that shabby chamber,
where the very suribeams look like cobwebs, companioned by
vile Fornarina, and that yet viler wife of Sarto's: it shoul
bang all by itself in a little chapel, draped with black, with a
lamp always burning before it, in emblem of the soul, that all.
the brutes encompassing ber had no power to destroy.

Only fifteen! Yet strong as women are not. Beatrice had
the strength of passion,-the strength to dare and to enilure.
There is no passion in your modern lives, or barely any. You
have lewdness and hypocrisy. They are your twin'darlings,
most worshiped on the highest heights. But passion you have
not: so you fear it.

I was thinking of Beatrice; and of this other girl, gone after
Beatrice down into the shadow of the old walls of Balbus
and was listening to the music of a lute and a fiddle chiming:
together somewhere on the bridge, and watehing two mites of
children dancing outside a doorway, with t4ngled curls flying,
and little naked rosy feet twinkling on the stones.

Sitting at a stall may be dull work,-Palès thinks so some-
times,-but when it is a stall in the open air, and close against
a fountain and a bridge, it has its pleasures.

I have been all my life blown on by all sorts of weather,
and I know there is nothing so good as the sun and the wind
for driving ill nature and selfishness out of one.

Anything in the open air is always well; it is because men
nowadays shut themselves so much in rooms, and pen thezn-
selves in stifling styes, where never the wind comes or the
clouds are looked at, that puling discontent and plague-struck
envy are the note of all modern polities and philosophies. The
open air breeds Leonidas, the factory-room Félix Pyat.

If I work1 d in an attic, and saw naught but the shoe that I
sew, no doubt I should fall thinking where that shoe had been
what stealth it had stolen to, what intrigue ithad stepped
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softily to smother, how many times it had crossed a church
doorway, how many times it had stumbled over a wine-shop
threshold,-all manner of speculation and spite, in a word,
of my neighbor who wore it, because I should see nothing
but the shoe, and it would fill my atmosphere, and dwell on
My retina, a blaèk spot obscuring all creation. But here
the shoe isonly a shoe to nme, because I see the wide blue
skies, and the splshing water, and the broad sunshine, and
the changing crowds, and the little children's flying hair, and
the silver wings of the wheeling pigeons. I work at the shoe,
but it is only a shoe to me.

When one thinks of the Greeks playing, praying, laboring,
lecturing, dreaming, sculpturing, training, living, everlastingly
in the free wind and under the pure heavens, and then thinks
that the chief issue of civilization is to pack buman beings in
rooms like salt fish i'n a barrel, with never a sight of leaf or
cloud, never a whisper of breeze or bírd,-oh! the blessed
blind men who talk of Progress!

Progress! that gives four cubie feet of air apiece to its chil-
dren, and calls the measurement Public Health !

But I am only Crispin of the Ponte. Sisto, stitehing for my
brepd: these are fool's fancies: let them pass.

We of Italy keep something of the old classie love of air,
we live no time in-doors that we can live out; and thouglh
Pr"gress is pushing our chairs off the pavements, and doing
its best to huddle us sheep-like into our pens, we resist toto
corde, and we still sit, and sinoke, and saunter, and eat and
drinkl and pursue our trade and our talkf with no roof but
the bright; bread, kindly~sky.

As I sat at my stall irrthe warm smiling afternoon. getting
drowsy, tapping at worn soles, an4 stupidly wondering how
those little things could find the fire in them- to dance so in
the haat, I could not in any way get my Ariadne ýout of my
head, were it ever so, as I tinkered split leather in the sunshine.

Lt was as if one had seen a yellow-winuged oriole, that has
been-fed on fiower-dew and poîuegranate-buds. shut down into
the low wooden traps that the boys go bird-hunting with in
che thickets along Tiber.

The day lengthened ; the shadows deepened ; the air cooled ;
the ventiquattro rang from many clocks and bells; people be-
ganto wander out into tie street.
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Handsome Dea came smiling for her yellow shoes; big
Basso swore at me good-temperedly because his butcher-boots
were not ready ; Padre Sylvio grumbled because his sandals
lay untouched ; Marietta, the vintner's wife, told me.of a fine
marriage.that Pippo had made up for ber eldest daughter with
a tailor of Velletri; Maryx, my sculptor, came and talked to
me of a portfolio full of designs of Bramnante, that he had

-discovered and got for a song in an old shop in Trastevere;
even Hilarion, going by with his swift horses, leaped out in
his easy, gracious- fashion, and bade me come up to his villa.
and drink his old French wines there, whilst he should idle
among his roses, and scrawl half a sonnet, and lie half asleep
with his head in a woman's lap, under the awning on his mar-
ble terrace.

But I even let Hilarion go on his way, with that black-browed
singer whom he favored for the moment; and I did not care for
Bramante's beautiful porticoes and domes and bridges; and I
heard nothing that Marietta was telling me of the. fine trade
receipts of that young tailor of Velletri,-because I kept think-
ing of that sea-born Joy with the face of the Borghese bronze,
who had gone down into the darkness of the Ghetto.

" Giojà, Giojà! they should have called her Ariadne," I
muttered, tossing the old bits of leather together on the board,
and thinkincg of her likeness to that bronze, and of my dreanm.
And, Marietta, and all the rest of theni coming out into the
coolinr air as the Ave Maria rang, grew very cross with me
because I did not listen to them; and Padre Sylvio came again
and grumbled for full ten minutes about his unmended sandals.

le gone, there came a fisher fellow that I knew, with empty
baskets on his head, and loitered by my stall a minute, a red
carnation in his mouth,-as big black-browed and lusty a Ro-
man as you could want to see, who led a pleasant life enough,
knee-deep for the most part of it, in the tawny Tiber iater,
dredging for small fish, with half the spoils of.Judea, and half
the glories of Nero's house, for anything he knew, under the
sands that he waded on, unthinking.

He tossed me a bright little pair of shining mullets on the
board as a gift.

".What were you doing in Fiumara this morning ?" he asked
me. "I saw you, there, as I sold my fish. It was a girl you
showed the way to ?-yes, I spied ber akirt flutter, and asked:
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she went to old Ben Sulim, eh ? I could have told you what
he would do, the meanest, sulkiest Jew dog in the Ghetto. It
was not pretty of you, Crispin,-not pretty to leave her there.
I would have brought ber home myseif, only my Candida bas
a jealous eye, and would welcome her with the big chopping-
adze for certain.*'

"What happened ? What did the man do ?" I asked him,
my conscience pricking sharply, for. I had had no Candida
with a chopping-adze to fear:

"Cursed her, and drove ber down the stairs. What else
could she look for ?-unlcss she went to buy, or took him a
bargain. The rascal is so poor! I do not know her errand
rightly. But so I heard. Pray, what was she ?"

" She said that she was the daughter of his daughter. And
he has driven her away ?"

" So they said in Fiumara. I did not see, myself. But if
she be of the old Syrian blood, she will do well enough: the
bags there will show her fifty roads to fortune. Ail those
sxnging-wenches whose throats get choked with gold and
diamonds are of that accursed race; great eyes, and a thrush's
voice, and a shark's maw,-that is your Jewess ail the world
over. Make your mind easy, Crispin. She will do."

And he went on his way with his empty baskets, singing
lustily,.to pour some crawfish into his fair Candida's pòt at
home.

Great eyes. and a thrush's voice, and a shark's inaw. Well,
say it were a Jewess the world over;. say it were Woman-very
often-everywhere ;yet that did not make my conscience
quieter for the fate of that sea-born Joy swallowed up in the
Ghetto.

Of course it was no business of 9ine; of course it mattered
nothing to me: still, it harassed me, and made me ill.at ease,
-so ill at ease that I stripped off my apron once again, and
put Palès again on guard, and left the stall, just as the pleasant,
chattering, gossiping populace's hour of sunset drew near at
hand, and went my way much faster than at noonday, down
towards the black shadows of the Conie pile.

"I am an ass," I said to myself: there was a nice little fry
cooking on Pippo's stove for my eating; there was a barrel of
fine Veii wine that had been given me beceause I had found a
Venus in the vineyards that had brought a million of scudi to

A RIADNE. 51



the owner of the soi; there was agame at dominoes with my
neighbors, which we played so regularly after dark whenever

I was not roaming; there was a strange little black-letter copy ,
dran annotated Satyricon that I had picked up the day before
and had barely had time to rejoice in ; there were all these

things and a dozen .more to pass the time agreeably, for we
always were merry in the quarter of the tanners, where the
]Utes twanged all night long; and yet I turned my back on
them al, and.wçnt after what could be no concern of mine,
down into the Ghetto.

2 I envy the people who are occupied only with their own for-
tunes and never turn aside to follow the fates of others. Selfish-
ness is the spinal marrow of comfort. As for me, I never
could help troubling myself about the troubles of other folk.
I suppose when one is always mending the holes that others
have trodden their leather into along the highway stones and
dust. one get5 a habit of sympathy with the pilgrims that break
down,-perhaps.

"I am an ass," I said to myself; and yet I went on and on
towards the palace-prison of poor dead Beatrice.

I made my way quickly into the Pescheria, and found the
same two hags picking at the same old rags. They looked up
and griùned.

"Are you come for that pretty maiden of yours ?" they said
to me. "Well, we will have none of her; she came down
the stairs as she went up them ; she was barely a second above-
head. We would have kept lier, for she is one of those morsels
that your great churchmen love; but she would not listen;
she looked stupid. She went away yonder."

They pointed to the northwest. Perhaps, I thought, she
had been.coming to me. My first impulse was to go and see
the Syrian miser in his den ; my next, to leave him for awhile
until I found her, for it was sunset, and night was near at hand.

I searched%out the surroundingp streets, asking hither and
thither; but it was not easy to describe her, for in the streets
Bhe had drawn lier hood over her head, and there were other
girls in linen dresses. But I lighted on one or two who had
noticed such a figure pass, and by these mere threads of guid-
ance I traced hpr to the Forum Romanum, and the Capitol,
and the little dusky church that covers the depths of dread old
Tnillinnum.'
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You think of Peter and of Paul whenever you pass there;
I think of Ju.:urtha and Vercingetorix; they perished without,
hope. It had been better for Coesar to have saved that noblest
foe, than to have gone on his knces up yonder stairs of Jupiter
Feretrius.

But for once I thought not of Cosar, not even of Vereinge-
torix, this summner evening as the shadows deepened, and the
bella for vespers tolled; for on those steps of Ara Coli I saw
her, sitting wearily, ber whole frame drooped together with the
listlessunes of bodily fatigue and moral abandonment.

There were the brick arches that artiats love, and the mosaie
of the Madonna above ber head ; there was a dim rose flush
in the gloom from the set sun; within the church, choristers
were chanting their lessons ; the solemu strains and the distant
voices sounded sad and mystical.

She was not crying, as most girls would have been, but ber
head was drooped, and her arns fell wearily over her knees,
in an attitude which had a despairing desolation in it, mute
and very deep. She must have been very tired, too; and as
I drew near to her I saw-for a, cobbler looks first at the feet
-that one of hers had bled a little, where a stone had pierced
through the leather of her poor worn shoe.

Somehow,-because it moved me professionally, I suppose,
-that little stain of blood upon the stones touched me more
than the most violent sorrow and weeping would have done.

She was alone on the steps.
The place was deserted. With the glad summer night at

hand, Romans had other sport than to roam under the well-
known pile of -the Capitol: there were -blind-cat, and many
another game, to play in the wide squares, gossip to hear by
the cool-sounding fountain-edge, figs and fish to be eaten in
great piles at all street-corners, jaunts out to be made in rattling
pony-carts along the blossoming Campagna to the wine-house,
-a tbousand, and ten thousand things to do, rather than to
come to vespers in this sad old church, or go yonder to St.
Joseph of the Carpenters.

I went.up to her, and touched her gently: she raised her
head with a bewildered look.

" Is it true ?" I asked her. "Is it true that your mother's
father has driven you out so cruelly ?"

"He dowe not believe," she said, simply.
5*
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" Believe !But you have papers ?"
" le would ndt4 look at them."

But ie could be ile, threed, obliged," I said, hotly ; not
so sure of the law as of iny own teniper and of my fierce fury
against this wretched Syrian in the Ghetto.

"" I would not wisi it." she' said, with a sort of shudder,-f
disgust. "t would rather think that he is right ,-that I an
nothing to him,-that there is some mistake. These are the
steps where Gracehus was struek down?"

"Yes; and after him Rienzi," I answered her, not wonder-
ing much at her thinking of such things at such a moment,
because I always think of them myself in season and out of
it. "But what did he do? what did he say? Was lie indeed
brutal to you? Tell me more."'

"It does not matter," she said, wearily. "Yes, hc was-un-
kind. But then lie did not believe, you know: so it was nat-
ural."

"But why did you not come to me?"
"I went to'the Capitol, to see the Faun."f"The Faun! He eeuld not help you."
"Yes. It is help-it gives courage-to see those things

that one has dreanit of. low he smiles! he does not care
that Praxiteles is dead!"

There was a dreanv faintness in her voice, like the voice
of one light-headed fron fever or from want of food.

She was so calin and so dry-eyed, she frightened me. She
was all alone on earth, and sixteen years old, and without a
roof to cover lier in all the width of Rome, and yet could talk
of Gracehus and of Praxiteles!

"What will you do, my dear?" I said to her, trying to draw

her baek to the perils of her present place. "Shall I go see
this Syrian apd try to soften him? If he be your mother's
father, he must have some sort of feeling, and some right-"

She shuddered, and looked at me with sad, strained eyes.
"No. He called my mother evil names. I would not go to
him, not if he begged me. .nd it was so vile there, so vile;
and I wa's so happy- 1thinking I came to Rome!"'

Then at last she broke down into- a passion of tears, her
head bowed upon her- knees. I think her grief was still
much more for Rome than for herself. Men hate the tears
of women: se do }; yet I felt more at ease to see them then.

i I



I touched, and tried to raise her.
The singing of' the choristers echoed from the church within

the warn glow died ; the night fell quite; there were orly a
stray dog and the solitary figure of a nonk,-here where the
conquerors had used to come, with clash of arms, and loud
rejoicings, whilst their captives passed downward into the
êternal darkness of the Pelasgie prisons.

"Come with me, my dear," I said to her, for she was so
helpless now, and so young that she seemed nothing more than
a child, and I lost my awe for her as of the awakened Ariadne.
"Come with me," I said. "You are sorely tired, and must be
wanting food too. I will do you no harm ; and I have a little,
clean place, though poor; and we can speak about your trouble
better there than in the street here. I am Crispin the cobbler,
.nothing else: But you may trust- me. Come."

It was some time before she stilled herself and fully under-
stood me, for she was stupefied with fatigue and pain. and
followed nie, when ber passionate low weeping ceased, with the
exhausted docility of a poor animal that has been over-driven.

She was only sixteen years old; and she had thought to
come to the Rome of Octavia!

I led ber alnost in silence to my home.
As you come from Janiculum, across the bridge of Pope

Sixtus, you may see on your right hand, high up in the last
bouse wall, a window, with pots of carnations on a wooden
balcony, and bean-flowers running up their étrings across it,
and it hangs brightly right above the water, and any one sitting
at it can look righi away up and down the grand curves of
Tiber upon either side, with the tumble-down houses and the
ancient temples jumbled together upon the yellow edges of the
shores.

It was the window of my room. Of course I was most at
home in the open air, but I had to sleep somewhere, and the
old marbles and the old books that I had got together could
not lie out in the rain of nights,; so this was my home, and
Pippo, who lived on the same landing, cooked for me; and
Ersilia, who lived below, looked after it for me; and old blind
Pipistrello, who lived above, and fiddled so sweetly that all the
goldfinches and nightingales high above in the woods that were
Galba's gardens strainet their throats for envy, used to come
and fiddle there sometimes, with his blind eyes turned to the.
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yellow water, and the temple of Vesta, and the Sacred Island,
and theiuins of the Temple of Healing.

To this one room of mine I took my Borghese Ariadne,
who had gained human limbs artd dragged them very wearily
along. What else could I do ? One could not leave a girl like
that to go to her death, or to worse than death, in the streets of
a city quite strange to ber, where she had not a friend, and
only sought gods that were dead.

I talked on to ber as we went, rambling nonsense no doubt,
and I do not think she heard a word of- it: at least, she never
answered; she moved dully and silently, her head drooping, her
feet seeming heavy as lead. As I turned to her on the thresh-
old of the house upon the bridge, she grew paler and paler,

istumbled a little, put out her hands with a feeble gesture, and
would have fallen but for me., She had grown giddy, and lost
consciousness from exhaustion and long fasting and being in
the sun ail through the hours of the day.

Old Ersilia was spinning in the doorway; she cried out
and came to help,-a good soul always, though of direful hot
temper; between us we bore ber within into Ersilia's bed, and
then I left her for a 'little to the woman's care, and stood
troubled in the street without.

I lit my pipe. A pipe is a pocket philosopher, a truer one
than Socrates, for it never asks questions. Socrates must have
been very tiresome, when one thinks of it.

With the help of the pipe I made up my mind, and went
up-stairs into my chamber.

It would have looked a poor, bad place enough to rich
people, no doubt ; but yet it looked fine to the people of my
quarter,--nuch too fine for a vagabond cobbler, even when he
sat quiet and respectable at his stall and might be almost called
a shoemaker. , For in twenty years' living, with odd tastes,
and many persons kind to nie, and ideas of a .dwelling-place
diferent from. my countryfolks,-from having traveled far and
lived with men sometimes very far above me in position of life,
-I had collected things in it that took off for me its desolate-
ness and homeliness and made it unlike any other room in that
Rione.

There were some old German pipes, with medieval potters'
painting on. their bowls, relies of my old days in DUrer's city;
fhere were little bits of delicate French china, little cups and
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figures and milk-bowls, that women had given me in those good
times of my youth and my wanderings; there were three mas-
sive old quattrocentohairs, with seats of gilded leather; there
were a few old mezzotinto prints, and some of Stefano della
Bella's aùimals, that artiste had given me; there was a grand
old tarsia cassone, too, that Hilarion had sent there one day to
be kept for him, and never had taken away again; and there
wee many pieces of agate and cameo, of bronze and of marble,
that tlad found myself in the teeming soil of the Agro Ro-
mano, as the wooden plow of some peasant turned them up-
ward, or the browsing mouth of some ox cropped the herbage
that bad hidden them. And, above. all,,I bad my ariles
'Mercury, really and truly Greek, and almost as well preserved
as the Mercury of the Vatican; a very thoughtfiilFdtUibting
Hiermes, mine, as though be had just made woman, and in bis
young, cold heart was sorry for her, as though foreseeing that
the fair and dark brothers, Eros and Anteros, would one or
other always conquer and bind her, so that the wiles and ways,
the facile,tongue and the unerring sight, with which he himself
dowered her, would be powerless to keep ber from slavery and
from kissing the steel of her chains, and Prom most worship-
ing the one who locked them fastest and made their fetters
surest with a blow.

That was, I used to think, what my Greek Hermes tho4ght
of wbere he stood, a fair, maimed thing, in the Pentelic mirble.
Some said that Cephisodatus made him : for myself, I loved to
go yet higher, and believed that Cephisodatus's migbty father
did so. Anyhow, it was too good for my little, shabby, dusky,
stone chamber, where it had to be companioned with oil-flasks
and wine-fiasks, and melons and cabbages, and leather and old
shirts, and the straw of Palès's bedding. But when the sun
came in red over the red bean-flowers on the baleony, and
touched his delicate and noble head, I loved him, véry dearly,
and he gave a tender grace, of an earlier and gladder age than
ours, to the old bare room upon the river, and seemned to shtd
a lighit about it that did not come from the broad blue sky of
Rome.

I had a few other little things:-carved arms, whose beauty
made one see the whole woman that was lost; an old Etrurian
bracelet, bronze, and green as the mould that grows over the
tombs of peasants and of kings; a lamp with a mouse uponc*
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t, that might have shed light upon the brow of Sant' Agnese
herself, kneeling in the bowels of the earth, where never
daylight or moonlight came; a colossal head of Greek sculp-
ture, shattered from the throat on some day of siege when
the marble temples fell like axe-hewn saplings, blackened and,
bruised, and cracked by fire, but with the crown of flowers
and of fruit still fresh as though Glycera had just plucked
them to be mimicked in thè Parian by her lover's chisel.
These things I had, and they lent a grace to my attie; and
now and then they offered me gold for them,'and I ate my bit

lui of black bread and refused. It was pleasant to feel that 1.
only Crispin thecobbler, had something the world would like
to have and could not, unless I chose.

Possession is the murderer of human love; but of artistic love
it is the very crown and chaplet, unfading and life renewing.

Still, thouglh I would not sell my Hermes, I was a very
poor ruan ; for in all trades-from statecraft to shoemaking
-it is he who makes holes, not he who mends them, that
prospers.

"See how well I fare," said old Lippo Fede, who is a cob-
bler, too, in another Rione, and who one day gqt warmed with
wine and spoke incautiously. "Look you, Crispin, whenever
I sew up a hole I slit another, just a suick with a knife,-
blacked over, and never seen when the shoes go home. Eh.
praise the saints! the selfsame pair is back upon my stall
within a fortnight, and F makesmy moan over the rottennèss
of leather. But you, my:dear, Au mend the hole, you see,
and never pierce a new one. Well you may be poor ! Besides,
it is not fair to the craft; not fair-in any way. What right
have you to mqnd -shoes so that "people, seeing how yours
wear, may get to think the restV of us a set of cheats and
rascals? There is no good- Çdellowship in that, nor common
sense, nor brotherhood."

Thus Fede.
You greater ones, who are not shoemakers or shoemenders,

but lawgivers, book-writers, politicians, philosophers, logicians,
reformers, and all the rest, do you not find Humanity your
Lippo Fede ? "Do not spoil trade," your brethren cry, when
you would fain be honest.

But I do not drill holes, despite good Fede's grambling and
reproaches; and so I am poor.

t'
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Yet I thought to myself,-·
" A girl cannot cost much to keep, not much more than a

couple of thrushes, I suppose ; at least, to be sure, the thrushes
wear no garments: still, just for a week or two, till she can
look round her, one would not be ruined. Into the streets she
cannot go, and the convents would not do for her.. Instead of
entering Ara Coeli, she went to see the Fain."

So 1 thought to myseif, and set to work clearing away Palès's
straw nest, and the old flasks, and the general litter, and smell-
ing all the while with hungry nostrils the fry that Pippo was
frying for me, and which I never should taste,-at least, if she
could manag o eat it.

When I ha -made my room neat, which was easy to me,
because I can urn my hand to most kinds of work, and see
no shame in ny of it when I have done it-feeling glad, I
reniember, to see those scarlet beans at the casement all so
bravely flowering up their strings, because they might please
her with the sunset-gilded water shining through their leaves,
-1 went down again to Ersilia.

" Is she better ?" I asked, and heard that she was so. "Then,
like a good soul, take the linen off my bed up there," I said
to her, "and put fresh linen on, and let her have that room of
mine for to-night, at any rate ; and let her fancy it an empty
room we have here doing nothing."

"You know nothing of her?" said the old soul, suspicious
of me.

"On my'word, nothing ; but I am not afraid. And you,
Ersilia, my dear, you would not have wished your daughter,
had she lived, to want a roof between her and the shame or
the starvation of the streets ?"

" No," said Ersilia, with her bright, fierce eyes dimming.
She had had an only child, and lost her at sixteen years old
of cholera. "No; and you have a true tongue, Crispin., and
are an honest man. But if I do what you want, where will
you sleep ?"

" Oh, anywhere. Palès and I can always find a bed together.
Go. up and get the linen now, and take her there; and do not
frighten her, and I will bring her something she ea eat."

"But she is of foul Jew spawn."
"No more .than you or I, or Palès. The Jew disowns her.

Anyhow, she is a girl; and the streets are vile."

191e r
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"She is handsome," said Ersilia, still suspicious.
- " So much the worse for her. Go up and get the bed ready,

dear Ersilia," said L
And then I went out and gossiped a little with the people,-

so as to turn, their hegrts towardà ber; because, did they think
her of Jewish blood, I knew they would hoot at her, to say
the least, and very likely drive her out with stones, or accuse
her of poisoning the bright waters of our fountain.

But I have had some skill in managing the minds of crowds:
it is a mere knack, like any other; it belongs to no particular
character or culture. Arnold of Brescia had it, and* so had
Ma<qàniello. Lamartine bad it, and so had Jack Cade.

They were all ready to hearf or ratIter to scream questions,
which is a crowd's favorite way of hearing, especially when
that crowd is three parts female. The mere sight of the tired,
drooping figure following me across my threshold had been
enough to set them all aflame with curiosity: so small a thing
is enough for us to chatter of, ten hours long, in Rome.

I set their sympathies for and not against her, and told a
lie fiatly, and said there was nothing of Jewish blood in ber,
and bad no time to do more, but ran in and got the fry from
Pippo's kitchen. Brown and golden it was, lovely as a fry
could be, bot as hot, and seething and smoking in the sweetest
manner, ail its little bubbles singing loud; but I covered it up,
and put a nice little roll of white bread and a little fruit beside
it, and put it all into Ersilia's hand, with a glass of Lachryma
Christi from the little dark hole in the stairs where I keep my
wine.

I did not like to go up to her myself.
"Is she in my room?" I asked.
Ersilia nodded. She was cross; she went up into the dark-

ness of the atairway.
I smoked my pipe in Pippo's kitchen, to escape the ques-

tions of the people; for that corner by the Repetta fountain,
and the bridge itsélf, were growing full and resonant with
voices as the evening coolness came.

Pippo, who was Always deaf, and was then busy getting
ready a supper to go across in a tin dish to a plump priest,
bad heard nothing, and so asked nothing. I was not willing
tbat he should hear. Pippo was the best of souls, but a devout
be'iever, to whom Jews and heretics were lower than the gar.



bage-sceking swine. Pippo fried his cutlets by the saints'grace, and ke t nigh two hundred days out of each year holy
by snoring t rough them and drinking a little more thanordinary.

In half an hour's time Ersilia came down the stairs again:the plate was emptied.
" That looks well," rid I, cheerfully. "She bas got backher appetite, at least."
" Nay, not a bit did she touch. She ate the fruit; I atethe fritter-. It were a shame to waste good food the goodsaints give !" said Ersilia, and expected me to be pleased. 1-- who was hungry as a peasant's donkey, and could not forshame's sake ask Pippo for another supper. Besides, bis char-coal was.gone out, ail its live ashes being shoveled into the tia-box to keep his reverence's platter warm.
"She ate nothing 1" I said, ruefully. - And, indeed, it wasbard upon me.
" The saints will remember it to you, just as well as though .she bad eaten it,"«'said Ersilia, with a gleam of humor in bereyes. " It was more fit for me. She picked a little of thefruit, bird-like, being thirsty. I think she has got fever."You will not leave her alone?" I begged, and feit that thesharp, honest soul was worth a, hundred fries and fritters.Ersilia nodded.
"Oh, for the matter of that, they want nothing in fever;they lie like stocks and stones. But I will see to her. Wheredo you sleep to-iiight yourself?"
"I shal do well anywhere,-with Palès !" I answered, andwalked out, knowing they would only laugh at me for being soanxious about a stray strange girl,-l, an old man and pastal folies of the- heart and fancy.
Palès was sitting, bolt upright, and with a shrewd andanxious fpee, beside 4he stall, for it was past ber hour to bereleased: at sunset she and I were always'drinking and eatingcosily in seme nook if it were bad weather, or off ramblingbeyond the gates along the broad green level if it were fair.Palès detested change of any kind there is no more conser-vative politician than a dog.

But to-night I only gave ber leave to go away and bunt bercats or meet ber lovers, as she chose, within the length of thestreet and bridge, and sat down myself to my board.
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" I m-ust finish Padre Trillo's shoes," I said to my neighbors,
and stitched away at them, and kept my pipe in my mouth to
escape gossiping, with the little oil lamp swinging td and fro

on its cord under my awning, and the people coming and going,
with its light upon their faces.

"i He is in one of his queer moods," they said to one another,
passing me. It is of use to have a reputation for queerness:
it gains one many solitary moments of peace.

Meanwhile the night drew on, and the bean-flowers before
my window up on high lost their color in the moonlight.

* I wondered what my Hermes thought of the new form that
he gazed upon,-he who made woman.

Have you never known what it is to believe in the thoughts
of a statue? You have never lived with, marble, then,-
marble that speaks to you like a living thing, only that is soI
much greater than any living thing ever was

I worked half the night at Padre Trillo's shoes. ie was
a heavy nan, who trod heavily ; and there waÊ much to be
done to them. The people cleared away one by one, litdte by

. little, till all the gay, mirthful, dancing, love-making, wine-
drinking littlegroups were broken up and gone, and one began
to hear in the stillness the singing of the nightingales up on
high, where the woods and garclens were, and the boughs still
rustled that saw Tasso die.

When I had driven in the last brass nail, there was no
sound at all but of their distant singing, and of the falling of
the fountain near at hand. It was an hour past midnight, the
hour, you know, when the buried and forgotten gods arise,
they say. and pass through Rome, weeping, bound together by
fetters of dead leaves.

I laid myself down upon my plank, with Palès curled be-
neath it, and fell asleep: I dreamed of other lives than this,
and in my dreanís the nightingales sorrowing for Itys, and

the Faun in the fountain-water piping of dead days, mingled
themselves together, and told me many things.

But who cares what they said, or would þelieve? These
are only brown birds and perished fables: so you say ! And
I am only Crispino the cobbler, stitching at old leather for
old Rome.
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CHAPTER VI.

WAKING, the Faun was-silent, and the nightingales, if they
were not silent, had all their voices drowned in the loud chorus
of all the other birds, which had been sound asleep all night,
and now fluttered into joyousness and movement, with the
coming of the day, among thd myrtle- and the ilex-leaves in
the monastic gardens up yonder upon the Golden Hill.

Waking, I woke cramped, of course, and cold, and with the
smell of the dying lamp-wick in my nostrils, and the broad
rosy flush of the sky like the glory of the lat judgment above
my head.

Waking, I wondered a moment, then looked up at my own
window, where the bean-flowers were, and remembered why I
was there, and thus, with Palès crouching in her straw-and
yawning, and the fountain so near to us both.

Waking, I yawned like Palès, and shoolkyself, and dipped
my head in a pailful of the fountain-water, and looked, as I
always look at daybreak, down the beautiful. golden surface of
the river, where it is all so calm and stirless, and the great
black shadows lie so still, and the sails of the boats droop idle,
and the ruined temples shine golden in the morning light.

Every one still was sleeping. It was not yet five by the
clocks. Sweet clear-toned bells were pealing from the churches
down the shores; anç they and the call of a fisherman setting
his girella in the sweep of the current, and the murmurs of
the water ripyling and fafling, and the song of the thrushes
and the woodlarks in the thickets, were the only sounds there
were.

The day was still so young that no one was astir. I sat
down and stitched at those big boots of the butcher; but very
soon I saw Ersilia with a mop in her hand, and a pail: she
came to get the fountain-water:

"Your precious waif and stray is in higlh fever," she said
to me, -with that. pleasure in bad news which your true gossip
always takes; "begins to say nonsense, and all that; a heavy
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stupid fever. There is nothing to be done; I did not like to
send her to hospital without your word, but-"

"I will go find an apthecary," said I, and went and found
one, seeking an old man, as old as I myself, whom I knew
well.

What little she costs shall be my charge," I told Ersilia,
when I returned, and put a hew little piece or two of money
in ber hand, because money is more eloquent than all your
poets, preachers, or philosophers, and bas the only tongue that,
strange to. no one, needs no dictionary to explain it to the
simplest unlearned soul.
. The apothecary said it was not dangerous, but miglit be
long; it was the common fever of the city,-tedious and weari-
some rather than very perilous to life. It seemed she was
always talking of Rome in a faint delirious way, and had a
fancy that she bad been brought there for martyrdom; only
not martyrdom for Christ's sake, but for the sake of the old
dead gods that every one else had abandoned, whilst she her-
self to them was faithful.

"An odd fancy," said the apothecary, taking snuff.
To me it did not seem so odd; I half believed in them;

only it did not do to say so with Canon Silvio's and Padre
Trillo's shoes just taken lhome, and good coins paid me for
them.

So she lay sick there, whilst I stitcbed leather more steadily
than ever I bad done in all my life, and Palès, who disliked
tb turn that things had taken, almost split her triangle of a
black mouth with yawning.

"You make a rod for your back, Crispin," said my friend
Pippo, the cook.

" You make a clog for your boof, Crispin," said my friend
Tino, the tinker.

"You ·make a fool of yodrself, Çrispin," said all my
neighbors of the Ponte Sisto cornçr, ând the fishers watcbing
their nets in the stream; and, what was worse, the curved
mouth of my Hermes said it likewise. Only the Faun in the
fountain-water said, " When men are fools, then only are they
wise ;" and that little voice that lives in us, and must be
destined to live after us, I tbink, said very clearly to me,
" What matter being a fool -in others' eyes,-if ouly thou
doat right ?"

04



I might be doing foolishly. I could not well"be doing wrong.
As for the rod and as for the clog, he bas them both who once
admits into him any human affection. But without the rod
we are hard and selfish, and without the clog we are idle as
feathers on the wind.

Still, a fool I was: that all people arounLd the Ponte Sisto,
and in the Quarter of the Tanners, and all the fisher-folk down
both banks of the Tiber, were agreed; but they liked me the
more because they could laugh at me. To be lowered in your
neighbor's estimation is to be heightened in his love.

Sueh a fool ! to turn out of a good chamber, and eat
sparsely, and sleep with the dog, and pay a doctor's fees, and
stitch, stitch, stitch, to buy ice, and fruit, and so forth, all
for a stray girl, come from the Lord knows where, and o( no
more kin to me (if I were to be believed) than the human
dust of the Appian Way, or the long-fleeced goats coming
tinkling at dawn through the streets! "eh, such a fool 1"
said the men and the women standin_ t the house-doors,
and under the wine-sellers' withe green, boughs, and beside
the bright water splashing out o the lions mouths at our own
fountain.

I let them say their say, and sat at-'ny stall; and the girl
on high, with Hermes and the bean-flowers, meanwhile, was
ill, as was only to be looked for after her fatigue, and the hot
sun, and the pain that bad met her at the close of her weary
travel.

"There was the hospital," they said.
Yes, there -was, no doubt; and I would speak reverently of

all such places; but one would not wish to die in one all the
same; and, besides, I had loved women, and lost them; I
knew what their fancies are, and how they shrink from things,
-- quite little things, that men would laigh at, or would alto-
gether disregard, but which to them are as torments of Anti-
nor.

So I sat on at my tal through the fierce summer weather;
and she lay ill up yonder behind the scarlet blossoms of my
bean-flowers.

It would be foolish to say that it did not cost me a good
deal. Everything coste to the poor, and costs twice what the
rich would give for it. But I had a little money put away in -
an old stocking, in that cupboard in the wail where the wine

6*
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was; and then, after al], no man need spend much or himself
unless he chooses.

Whose business was it if I smoked but once a day at sun-
set, or if I troubled Pippo no more to fry for me ? Smoking
is dry work for the throat in warm weather; and a hunch of
bread with a little wine may suffice for any mortal whose paunch
is not bis god.

Anyhow, she lay ill up there, and I did what I could for
her, stitching down below. Ersilia was a good soul, and full
of kindliness; but eharity is a flower not naturally of earthly
growth, and it needs manuring with a promise of profit. .

I 4o not think Ersilia left to herself would have been atall
unkind, but she would have been perfectly certain of the ex-
cellence of hospitals and the superior chances of life in them,
and would have acted on ber certainty with perfect honesty of
intent; for peoije are always most honest when they are in
any sineere fear for themselves.

The fever was very tedious, and the city grew very bot with
the heavy; drowsy. sickly heat of the ridsummer-time; and
the poor ehild lay there, parching and weary, and sleeping very
little, they told me, with tbe glaring sun beating all day long
at the closed shutters of the room, and getting through the
crevices, and burning in upon ber.

Once, as I thought w5s nyrduty, I betook myself dôwn to
the Ghetto, and saw the old man Ben.Sulim. He was a tall,
gaunt, fierce-eyed man, who had been bandsome most likely
in bis youth, but was hungry-looking as any vulture and savage-
looking as any wolf. He was in a miserable attic strewn with
rusty dusty odds and ends of things that he had bought from
rag-pickers and beggars; they said that was bis trade.

I told ber tale and mine with such eloquence, in hope to
move him,-though he looked a brute,-as I could command
to my usage. He heard in silence. rubbing up an old iron lock red
with rust; thern show'ed'his teeth as wolves do.

" My daughter was a wanton," he said. ' Her daughter-
if there be one-may go and be the like, for -me. Get you
gone, wboever you are. I am poor, very poor, as you see ; but
were I rich with all the riches of Solomon, the maiden-if
she be one-should starve for me. I have spoken."

Then he glowered upon me with bis impenetrable eyes, and
turned his back, still rubbing at his rusty lock. Brutality,



poverty, wretchedness,-who would not deem her best saved
from such a triad ? I hurled a few unsavory words at him,
and told him his threshold was aceursed, and departed: his
merey would have been more cruel than his cruelty.

I.went and bathed in the open baths of the Tiber, to be
purified after all that beastliness. Come what might to her,
anything would be better than life with such g one as he.

It was a hot evening; I splashed and plhnged, Palès with
me; the water was yellow and scarcely cool; still, it was water,
and so allured me. The moon was up when I returned to my
corner by the Ponte Sisto. My window above the bridge stood
open, of course; Ersilia put her head out of it. "She is niuch
better: she is safe to live," she cried to me.

" What shal we do with her ?" I said to Palès. Palès
stuck her tail out LifßIy; she was not interested: if it had
been a cat, indeed -

Palès had been born 'in a wine-carte and had at that time
a lover in a publie letter-writer's dog, and knew the world, and
knew that your wise mnan does not bestir himself about another's
fate, unless to lift itý burden off his own.

But I have never been a wise ngan,-or I had not now been
stitching boots and shoes for the tired feet of the Roman
plbs.

One day as I was working.-it was very early morning, and
Palès and I and the Fatun in the water were all alone,--two
slender hands- were laid upon my stall, and, looking up, I saw
her, just as I had seen her that day when I dreamed of my
Ariadne of Borghese,-clad just the same, and looking just
the same, only she had no flwers in her hands, and had the
pallor of illness on her face.

Her eyes were wet with tears.
"I have come to thank you," she said, very low. "Only I

cannot thank you-ever. You have been so good. I do not
know what to say. And I have nothing

"There is no need to say," I answered, almost roughly.
"And Ersilia was to tell you nothing. I mean-an empty
room there doing no good to any one-and you are well now.
Should you be out Jike this ? you cannot be very strong !"

"I awoke at daybreak, and I could not rest longer without
coming to you; Ersilia would not let me leave the room before;
you-bave been all so good-so good-and I--»

I #
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" The(re has ben t lit tle gombwen: had tlere been tin we
hiad~itqhnrtes.~ Are' vo t yu ' urht you ar' strong etough to
standt ?- Sit here%"

I dre ny 14'neh out four her, nud mlte Rnutk diown on it. For
nt, * atiupeti.ed hy thu loveliuem of lier, and lier likentm
to thiat lgiorghe brunie.

You should be with then ther' in that eol grem place,--
you and Plyehe ; only 11liaceht ulotd never ebine near to you,
ner Th*uta eitlier, I munrmutred to ttymeilf. Ste liled lier
hea4 in urprise, thinking tIe niaîd; nti doubt, or elie not,
understanding, pr.bably ; for indeed how shtouki blto have

She liat a little tunmtled pnper in lte liati, wlich alte put
out ti mie.fi

" This is the reeipt I hait given ni& they were to send sih
few thiigs as I had. ('outld voit ask for ie% ? . 'Thlere in nlot
much, Atave otiei buiit of y father's: they Uigit ell, and

y what is o*inz al this timite. How long is it that I have
ill? Ermilia would not sav."

Oh. a few weeke. rhii.g snttmdsuitner, and you will auffer
tirtom tht liat," 1 answerei her. " Yes, I will go and ask
after vour thinc ; iuit as for paynent,-the rooU was empty,
ani Ermilia, I .0m1 sutr, would never wish- My dear, sie
lest a dauighter of your age."

A certain proud shadow sole over her face.
-And I am grateful. 1i not think I want to acquit so

geat a debt as that. I only hope to pay the money it has
cost. That can nake no difference in one's beant. I say it
ver badly ; but vou know what it ia I mean."

Oh, yes, I know. Palès, he silent."
The room is your room; that Ersilia fold me," she said,

with the color rigiog up over her brow. "I cannot bear to
be e muih teuule: I wish to go away. I will try and keep
myself. I eau make little thing in clay. I might help sculp-

"My dear, go back te my room, since you will bave it that
it is mine, and do not pain us all by takng flight like this,"
I said to ber, feeling like a fool, not knowing. what to say, and
defeaed with the jealous noise of Palè& "I will go and get
your things when I have doue this pair of boots; and do you
re, and th in the evening I will brng them to you, and we4

i
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will talk. luit have no 1eboar: the goda love youth: nnd w
are all your friein."

lle thIlianked nie oet more witl Ile loveliest mmile, like fin-
rise illuiîiing the adir of lier face, tien wrnt, with an
obedienee 1 couildl not have 1oked for, away to the crner of
the bridge and into ti darknoa of lErilia'm'doorway.

I hd been anxiious to have lier well away Ifora al the
young ants trooped in from the Janiculan with their mar-
ket-fuito and greenery, nid hefore two or thre studento who
dwelt upon flit bridge should come out on the'ir morning %troll
to the acdadeniea. There wa no harm in any of thes lada;
but tley were laite; and he wa the living image of that
Ariidne away in lie gallery of the Borghese in the ahadow
of the old green ilex woodi.

I mtitlied on manfully ut the boota; they belonged to the
blaksmih round tlie corner.

Why in a blacksmnith alwnyp a half-heroie and ePven almom
poetic person, and a cobbler alI waym more or lem absurd ?

In it viler to shoe mien thaeh horses? Or in it that the
grimi divinhy of llephloetu and iMuîleiber hea given a mort of
grandeur forever to the nvil and tlie forge ? Or in it because
great Lysippus was a blucksmith? and because iL wa a
cohbler that net the murderera gn Cicero? You may make
a shoeing-sinith a very Odysseeua or Ilector in your poem, and
no one will laugh at you or your picture; but your human
shoemaker in always bencath contempt: it ia very unjust.

There was a crashing und jingling confusion of sounda, and
a clatter of restless hornce' hoofs upon uneven stones.

"I turned out of my way to say farewell to you, Crispin,"
said' the sweet melodious voice of lilarion on my ear. "No,
fhere in nothing the matter, énd it is never too warm for me;
but the fancy came to un an hour orno mgo. I shail be back
-ah, who knows when ? -When they unearth any fresh
nymph from my fields. O up to the villa when you wifl,
and how you will; go and stay there all sunimer through, m
though I were there. But you niust be at vour corner whe.
I come, or Rome will not be.Rome. It could better loSe 0h
Faun from the Capitol than the Faun of your fountain."

He leaned downwards and shook my bands. The horues
sprang forward, angry at the noise of the water ; in a msoment
he had both come and gone. The black-browed ingerw, Who
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Ill tlwuv.ý
Otily A 1<W tliuýç l iwfoîrc i' linîl miî<îki',î if' vsitmmg nUl t he

thillIul'd exvilmuiu tuill <'î ntnu< isthîl lîe',î limeertailivil
th:it h i %ila olf lhtlu wuî on flîç' ite of' wlit lîsu onv' e ''

a liuîr-4cut" l\'îr<iiui Arlîiîîr; lu' hutil uuitdert lkeu t'iex.
tAn itn ii A larg- t' lII in i1m N nwlvait< uP a rew ilnylu'or

('uc i.ad lit, wilm et'ni te lity but'" Ill hi' 'h 'tr mot'

tlunt I ,411qutilqI.'ll #%îil Ah i t h' initii'r nuil vilitag ni<itliim wi fi
h<'ii ýhq- I.dt ilwalt <oi lb.uisuI wilî<ilv i lu'b 81ione, 1<, tratmhuf te

oh'~uut'<f ih<v tqr-wek- of,' 1C:u<1;u'ue, to wuîif< il jtîcunl tlî)ion
t elt kl: oif Lnî e Ati ll<îw ie ms-lm gibne.
E<îr 1iief w.n' ,4tiri-iwtittl Ili;uion <<i mei wfiu hl a

'puihutiq- anid uIeligut. I.i<iking.r np uit the miin-fl 1 euu 0Ah<iv1
tht', lîiio. I t:u glati. i de. iiii voiduer, wunu. fuuluer thail
thzut um îu1îh U;uî oi1 u lui h<' hut

1 iit-strt ltl 'd (ul him fit,'hlfq

Itw.ea"m %viii-m mieuu" 1oît ihui firu4t nuet Ilihuritin. WVh'n i
Iiad ,",il it tir>t hl:i Tiu<i <ilv a nt<ut l<ively bov'
lxali'lîilî à14 xliy mW hin l 'it-ilinuuîus -il;1d Ihe1oguiln delightved, to

It wa, i an eii utinitîK jiiszt ItuIjqimi 1 1ad ecuted w.nitiering
abouit. aînd, iieing miniftii %ith that htie-sick-n'u unt siit. tif'

the' oNiInn itf tîlî hitil id couie to e. t up niy uttitl to

-Ther,o wâs à îî1age 'il the' city cf Paris; the' choiera killed
itsý thuuus.-.nd,4uand t&'ns (if thîu d. The' gray ipring and îuid-
sunîmer mointiu were miade ghstlv bu' it, anti in the open-air
th"tre, whifre the' conmedian-s I then%'beiongted to were acting
endi ,.ilnging merrily euîough for the meuugerest pittance, night
after niglit soue workman or muudent or sewing-girl would bo
qeined with the pangs of the dire disese as they mtt and laughed
the e ewitig a "eh. or smeiling a knot of jasmine, and

wvoid lie earried out of the place, ucither to laugh nor to vwecp
a=v more-

There weil' buruing'drought and hideous siekuies, and po.
Pke iaked widyof poironed we11s, andi muîpeted. fou fait

-t
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evi'rywh'rn 1114 th'vy wili il, Clin f'i'ar (o;îf' 'ot.igifon sindl in t
.teiiittigiiiii toi' flvaîr. 1 dlid wlusit, 1 voîilsi iL wstm woL îiiivlh -. he

piIeni' qid ii iimiilu' ilf-ie' lOlt, eývry wlifirf' ;rn satin '<l txe4oik
iii a mutert iii' iiifiiiiit4'ul îiriî;ir uliwri thle 'îî--ha ii lrn
11011% it.q yeligow 11111km -stiidl tiirîk orf 'rilppr umîd (fur >4a4,rswl

aniii d, î woiidi'r wIi're th411 i r djiyu linel guru'p, wli'ri in
Cliimi kii loi uiîimerv th vi'iiie o iiilil [ursiy tmi ieUSm, aniitheieîve
flinît tlivy hde-ldf lini lrriig Iktiti smuid inprvy ibnth Llio iler
st'rj>t,::t e'refPt fuoi, mçiti tii tliori.

jr-ii, i 010 liiilt foi' thef jlaggu<', giig ilung, As L08
iii,,,,,l liai1 rixst, wliru dieo stret wFiM moplitary, 1 imot a instia
esarr*IVulg st wfifiaîï tin his itrix.

d e eriî'd1 11lîiîd tfi "ie, andi I Wert t'If loin.
t' It ,.eir'uI lier a liith, whluîlî agi)," lie r4aid to me. "Wo

were in the, ii) îra-liuiiiaî' ; uly hirsA umu iJ tifMryrts l ilit uL tn con
lit) Olif wfollil W uuli lie'r. I ilpin t4, gî-t lier li#te, -il you
haîve' rite f*ear."

1 lîr-ul iii fita. 1 li'1 1,îd- Iiii1 toe em-rry laîr. She- wriLq lerhups
Lwetity yeir toi iii' gt ; iiîît iiiiiii. She* woni stliuly livid aiid

Uii'li$ÇiiiMtl h ti iv ritlif'd rani iunrivii. SUisu' wam a Yr
pretty iituk amuii whîite thliuig, mtioi theii jî'we'u (on lier t;lntrk lied
unli! iid t4i beugla hiiirrilily iii the iiim)utorligit,.

I 1< wru au y4iumt, iiot niii tieur twi'îiiy liiiMlI, iitup iiiiiûh
t'.1i!, 111i4d Ilaîr, e!ei frI, wlîth 'umritlirg inijeriiu,îat lami tiruul
onfi 10 flucc alrtnuly.

Theî rtsti wr're cni[îty, thioti h a fi>w fiolkx liki- Min werni
of' tluile amrînine teniguer, anrd went tW INng 1uuiid"fcaxt ini the
uuid-st Ji tIetiliuuverial ikéathi ; yet thoutme were few, and uarriiîgi'n
wvre rarely fluet, b scu 50 any had lied oîut of tite dî,orued

City.$
WVo bore bier betwee(,n un as best we might to where sthe lived,

iL was noL very far-a great place, ini which »he had several
r9ows, luxnirious, andl fuil ouf' matterord, useles. ruches, sucb :w'
youiug mten lavinh on much wompri as she wus. The chauibers
were decoated ina the trute ouf Paris, light and, w bite, sulver
andi golden.

XVe laid her down upon ber delicate bcd. I remnember it
wa-s ail curtained with white satin ewbruîidered with pale roses,
and abuve it hung a littie Love-laughing. The-reý were lampe
burning, and a heavy sweet ameli upon the air firotu jarn 4

lusand of hothouse tôwçrs.

AIl IA f)NF. 71



72 ARIADNE.

I left him with her, and ran for aid. When I found a
doctd, and took him up the. stairs, with one glance he saw
death written there. He tried bis remedies, but without any
hope in their power. He, like al men in that season, had
grown used to seeing human bodies drop like swarms of
stifled bees. In less thau an bour the girl lay dead, gray and
dusky and swollen under ber blossoming roses and her laughing
Love. Se died horribly, in short but mortal agony, and rather
like a poisoned rat than like a human creature.

Ail the while her young lover watcbed her witþ little emo-
tion: he seeried rather curious than pained. He was a beautiful
boy,-hardly more than eighteen; but no cynie of eighty years
could have been colder before that death-bed than he was.

There was no farewell even between them in ler intervals
of consciousness. She had onfy muttered curses on ler pain,
and he had only said, "Poor Lilas!" as carelessly almost as.a
heartless man might say a word passing a dying horse y the
wayside.

When she was quite dead, he rose and offered me his band.
"You have been so goodi How can I thank you? To

bear2such a scene. and for a stranger. In your place, I think,
I should have refused. She is dead, you see. Poor Lilas!--.
an hour ago laughing at the theatre, and counting on having a
biig emerald she had screamed for in the morning. It is droll,
you know: no religion of any kind could explain that. If
ever one doubted that death is an end of all things, one would
know it seeing such women as these die. Think of beaven or
hell for Lilas! it is making a midge a giant. She was munching
sweetmeats an hour ago, and teasing me for emeralds,-and
there she is now, 'an immortal soul' in their jargon. 'Look,
Love laughs; well he may. Her eternity must be about as
gotd a jest as lis."

e spoke ratier with indifference than levity. A diamond
flower-spray had fallen off ler bosom on the bed. He took it
up and tossed it in his hand.

"That was the price of the soul. Let it be buried with
lier, as the Etruscans buried toys with their children. Come
away. The surgeon will send the women, and sihe- as no
beauty to show us now-"

"You.will leave her here alone 1" I said, in diagust atthis
boy, so beautiful and so brutal.
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"Why not ?" he said, dreamily. " It is only a dead butter-
fiy. There was no harm in her, and no good. She was a
pretty animal, with a sleek skin and an irnsatiable appetite.
Nature made her,-which was a pity, perhaps; and Nature
bas unmade her,-which is no pity whatever, though you seem
to think so. What is she tw me ? I only saw her first three
months since, here in Paris. Her own Love laughs: why
should any one weep ? Come away: there are the- women,
and she is ugly to look on,-all in an hour, you see !"

He took -me with him through various rooms into one whic
looked down on a garden: we saiw the stars through the lae.
bung windows; there was a rich supper on the table, and lights
were burning.

He poured out wine and pushed it to me, and sat down and
drank himself.

I refused it. I thoughht-e gave it nie because I seemed a
low fellow to him, and the kind of man to be Md for serviceV

"Why do you not drink ?" he said, impatiently. "It is
good wine,-my wine,-if you are doubting that."

"Death and wine do not go together, though the Etrusmons
thought they did," I answered him, bluntly. "And I will
take my leave of you. I cannot see a woman die, and laugh,
-il you can."

"Have I laughed ? I think not. As for a woman,-Lilas
was not a woman. She was, a pretty cat, a little sleek beast
of prey, a ball of soft wool with a needle hidden in it,-any-
thi-ng you like; but not a woman. I suppo there are wonen
somewhere,-creatures that love men, an bear their young,
and are faithful. I suippose they did not ail die witb Andro-
machè and the rest. But these things e play with are not
women. They have as many blood-suckers as- the fish octopus,
only they are pretty to look at, and suek you softly as a cooing
dove. Can you read Shakspeare? You think Dantk greater.
Of course you do, being an Italian. But you are wrong.
Dante never got out of bis own narrow world. He filled the
great blank of Hereafter with his own stpites and despites.
He marred his finest verse with Whlse imagery to rail at a foe
or flaunt a polenic. His Ete ty was only a nilà-pond in
which he should be able to drown the dogs he hated. - A great
man !-oh, yes !-but mever b a league near 'Shakspeare.
Sympathy is the hall-mark o the poe. Geniua should be

7
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wide as the heavens and deep as the sea in infinite comprehen-
sion. To understand intuitively,-that is the breath of its life.
Whose understanding was ever as boundless as Shakspeare's?
From the woes of the mind diseased, to the coy joys of the
yielding virgin; from the ambitions of the king and the con-
queror, to the clumsy glee of the clown. and the milkmaid;
from the highest heights of human life, to the lowest follies
of it,-he comprehended all. That is the wonder of Shak-
speare: No other writer was ever so miraculously impersonal,
And if one thinks of his manner of life it is the more utterly
surprising. With everything in hisbirth, in his career, in his
temper, to mâke him cynic and revolutionist, he has never a
taint of either pessimism or revolt. For Shakspeare to have
to bow as a mere mime in Leicester's house,-it would have
given any other man the gull of a thousand Marats. With
that divinity in him, to sit content under the muTherry-trecs
and see the Squires Lucy ride by in state,-one would say it
would have' poisoned the very soul of Saint John himself.
Yet never a drop of spleen or envy came in him: he had only
a witty smile at false dignities, and a matchless universality
of compassion that pitie-,d the ·tyrant as well as the serf, and
the loneliness of royalty as well as the lonelines of poverty.
That is where Shakspeare is unapproachable. le is as abso-
lutely impartial as a Greek chorus. And, thinking of the
manner of bis life, it is marvelous that it should have bent
him to. no bias, warped him tb no prejudice. If it were the

impartiality of coldness, it would be easy to imitate; but it is
tie impartiality of sympathy boundless and generous as the
sun which 'shines upon the mieanest thing that lives as liberally-
as on the summer rose.' That is where Shakspeare is as ar
bigher from your Dante as one of Dante's angels from the
earth."

He spoke with graèe, and animation, and sincerity; he had
a sweet voice, and a sort of eloquence which, when I came to
know him well, I knew was a matter of natural impulse with
him, and neither studied nor assumed. But at that moinent
for a minute I thought him mad, and for another he filled me
with disgust. He drank more of his light wine when he had
ceased to speak ; for me, I threw the glass that he had filled
me out of the window into the moonlight.

You talk very well, nq, doubt," I said to him, bluntly,

M
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"and about your Shakspeare you may be right. The Germans
always told me the same thing, only they say, sorne of them,
that he was Lord Bacon;-which, if true, upsets your theories.
But when your light o' love lies dead ten seconds ago, and yi u
l¶eed her no more than if she were a poisoned rat, it is an odd
time to take to preach in praise of sympathy, or say pretty
things about a poet."

He smiled, in no wise provoked.
"I am a poet, too, or think so; that is why. We break our

hearts in verse."
"Break it in solitude, then," said 1, roughly. "You do not

want me; you must have troops of friends; for you must be
rich, or yoq never had been favored by that poor dead wretch.
The less I hear you talk the less bitter my mouth will taste
for ther next mQnth. Good-night to you."

I turned my back on him, surlily I dare say, for he was
nothing to me except a base-souled, cynical-tongued youth,
and that breed I hated, having known the true wants and
woes and the real mirthful joys of life, as poor men do per-
haps nftener than the rich,-that is, if they be not peevish
with their poverty, which spoils everything, as sour cheese
spoils the best macaroni. But when I had crossed the room
half-way he crossed it too, and overtook me.

"No; stay with me," he said, pleadingly, as a woman might.
"I like your face, and you were kind to-night. My friends
will not come for two hours and more. The supper was fixed
for late, and I do not care to be alone,-with that thing dead
so near."

I looked at him in surprise: there was emotion in his voice
and in his face. I wondered whieh was real,-the levity or
the feeling; now I think that each was, tqrn by turn.

l"What is that dead thing to you?" I said, echojng his own
words. "She is so ugly to look at,-just in an hour,-and
she had no sou], you know."

He looked at me with a look of curious bewildered pain,
and contempt, and passion, all together.

"'No; she had no soul. She is like a dead rat. That is
just the horror of it. It is so with us all, of course; oh, yes.
But still it siekens one, in spite of reason."

He threw himself into a chair, and a dark shadow came
upon his fce, that took all its youth away, and made it weary.
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He covered bis eyes with his hand some minutes; then he
looked up, and rose, and pushed more wine to me, saying,
"Drink." I saw on his fair cheeks two great slow coursing
tears. I drank his wine.

From that night H ilarion and I bad oflen been together.,
We had been friends so- far as two men could be, sundered by
different age and different tempers and most utter diference
in all outward eircumstances of life. I had learned to love
him. he being one of those who compel your, liking against
your judgment; and Hilarion, with his strange liking in turn
for me, his fancies, his riches, his grace, his charming talk, his
wanton wanderings through all the realms of all the arts and
the philosophies, gave me many a bright hour in my life, for
which I was his debtor in many a year that brought him to
that great white villa under the shadow of Soracte, which it

had been his whim to buy that he night as nearly as possible
lead the life of Catullus and of Horace in this age of prose.

When'Hilarion- was not in Rome, or near it, I myself lost
much; yet now.I was glad that he was going,-going far
away for any indefinite space of time that his caprice might
dictate.

"l It is best so. Be quiet," I said to Palès but Palès was
bowling after him, because she adored him, as did all female
things. Yet he would strike her,-when he was in the mood,
or she was in the way.

He killed a dog with a-blow once,-a careless blow of mere
impatience. He gave the dog' a marble tomb amidst the
flowers, and wrote a poem- on it that made the whole wide
world weep. But that could not make the dog alive again,-
poor brute!

Palès howled after him: she had seen the tomb, and doubt-
less heard the story from other Iogs, but that wrought no
difference in her, she being a female thing.

For me, I was glad, as I say, for Hilarion would at times
climb up into my room upon the bridge, to gaze at the Hermes,
and send his many dreamy fancies out over the bean-fiowers,
and down the reaches of the river with the pale rings of the
smoke; and he was not one whom it was easy to baffle about
anything, or send on any false scent at any time.

When he told me bis name that night, it was one that the
world had heard of, very young though he vas.
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He was only a boy, indeed, but within the year then pat
he had-leaped into that kind of sudden and lurid fame which is
the most perilous stuff that can test the strongç sense of a man
or a woian. It is a taranitula-bite to most; feweaa have been
bitten with it withi jt eraving forever the music of applause, or
losing their brain giddily and dying in diazy gyrations.

Hilarion had as much stro.ng sense as lies in a strong scorn,
and this preserves th head c'ol, since nothingin all the world
is so cold as is contempt; but he had no other streiogth: so his
fame hurt him, because it increased his egotismn and rendered
effort needless. With different fortunes, and tosed on a sea
of endeavor in a dark night of aidversity, he would have been
a great man. As it was, he was only a clever idler, despite
his" faime.

That night when the poor wretch of a Lilas died he had
been only a brilliant boy; but as the years had rolled :on ho
had done mightier things, andbecame more celebratçd. But
to be celebrated is still far off from being great.

He had the temper of Ileine and the muse of, Musset.
Talent like that, when given with it many other gifts that com-
mandlI fortune, easily passes with the world for genius. And,
in a sense, genius it was: only it was genius without immor-
tality in it ; it was a rose that had a stinging insect at its
core. instead of the morning dew.

Life had been always smooth for Hilarion, and though the
sa'dness in him was real aud not assumed, it was that more
selfish sadness which takes its rise from fatigue at the insuffi-
ciency of any pleasure/or passion to long enehant or reign.

He came of two-opposing races: lis father had been a Ger-
man noble, his mother a Greek princess; his whole education
had been ir Paris; he had considerable wealth, and large estates
that he scarcely ever visited ; he had been his own master from
very early years; and in mind and person Nature had been
most prodigal to him. Yet, despite all this, none could have
said that he was satisfied with life: one ought to say, perhaps,
because of all this.

Half his sadness was discontent, and the other satiety; but
this kind of sadness is widely different from the noble ,ànd
passionate grief which protests against the illimitable torture
of all creation and the terrible silence of the Creator.

It is a y that is morbid rather than majestic
7*J
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the morbidness that has eaten into the whole tenor of modern
life. Men have forgotten the virile Pyrrhic dance, and have
become incapable 'f the grace of the Ionian : their only dance
is a Danse Macabre, and they are always hand in hand with a
skeleton.

This age of yours is, in sooth, perhaps the saddest-tempered
that the races of men have ever known ; but this is the cause
of its sadness,-that it bas lost the faculty to enjoy.

Hilarion, and such men as Hilarion, are its chosen prophets;
and their curse is forever on the barrenness of the land.

The old poets knew the fruitfulness of life, and sang of it.
But Hilarion and his brethren only see that Demeter has
;assed over the earth, and that all is sicklied and sear. And

their passionate protest of pain would be grand in its very
hopelessness, only that it is spoiled by being too often rather
querulousnes than despair.

From the night Lilas died to the day he drove 'past me now
with his Roman singing woman, the life.of Hilarion had been
eventful, but quite shadowless, except for that faint, gray,
uchanging shadow of satiety,-a shadow like death, which
stretched across all his written pages.-the shadow of that uni-
versal incredulity which is the note of this generation.

Horace believed as little as Hilarion; but Horace, in whose
time the world yet was young. said, " Let~us eat and drink
and enjoy, for to-morrow we 'die," and found pleasure in the
carpe diem. , But the school of Hiarion says, rather, "of* at use to eat, and how shall we enjoy ? Ail beauty is un-

ely, once possessed, and so soon we sleep the dreamless
death-sleep with the worms."

Between Horace and Hilarion there is. a bottomless gulf,
filled with the dull deep waters of satiety ; and in that, gulf so
much of manhood lies drowned.

An age is like a climate - the hardier may eape its influence
in much, but the hardiest will not escape its influence entirely.

Now, the poetic temperament is never robust,-no more
than the mimosa is, or the nightingale. The soul of the poet
is like a mirror of an astrologer: it bears the reflection of the
past and of the future, and can show the secrets of men and
gods, but all the sane it is dimmed by the breath of those
who stand by and gaze into it.

When Hilarion came past me in this early morning he yu
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many years older than when he had seen Lilas die; he was
very eelebrated ; he had a genius that wap facile and never
failed him more than a good lute does a good player; women
loved, men sought, and enemies feared him ; he did as te
chose,. and wandered where he liked, and failed in nothing
that he wished. And yet I would not have changed places
with him,-I, Crispino, shaping leather for my bread, with a
cabbage-leaf on my skull, between me and the hot Roman sun-
Shine.

For the world is bèautiful to me, and its pat scenes full of
wonder; and the joys and pangs of the people thrill me like
music. And when I go up and down the streets I see faces
lighten at sight of me, and I care for that: that is, you see,
because I am an ignorant man, and soon content. Content is
ignorance.

Hilarion, who has everything and knows everything, and
sees ten thousand people turn to look at him'if he goes through
a strange city,-Hilarion is restless and disatisfied. The par-
able f Paradise is a very just one. The tree of knowledge
mia ave its roots in wisdom and its branches in action, per-
haps; but its fruit is forevèr unrest.

-Well, he was gone, and gone far away. I sighed a little for
my own sake, and stitched on in the lovely light warmth of
the forenoon.

My blacksmith was a drunken, dissolute fellow, and, being
qften idle,-for blacksmiths are at a discount on our Seven
Hills,-as often as not used his hanmers to split open a neigh-
bor's brain-pan. But we do not think much of these triges,
and he paid well, and I did honor to his boots,-brave boots
for'-feast-days, that .were alike bis -misery and glory. When
they were done I left them at bis place, and went on in search
of the girl's things.

After much difficulty and delay,-as thereAhappen always -
in such matters,-I found them, and had them given over to
me, and trundled them home upon a friendly bagarino's barrow,
and sent them up to her,-poor small sad burdens, smelling
of the sea, and of the rosemary of the shores whence they
had come.

When evening fell and coolness came, I went up as I ýad
p:omised her, to my own room, where Hernes was, and the
carnations, and the bean-flowes. -4

le4
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Ersilia had shoved the little low bedstead decorously within
a recess, and made no opposition to my entrance. The girl
was in the old wooden balcony, which at that time of the
year, and indeed at almost every other, was brimming over with
&owers. There wvre some small busts, new to Me, standing
about,-two in marble, a few in clay, a few more carved in
wood.

She did not hear me enter.
She was leaning over the wooden rail, with her forehead

against th'e bean-ifowers, and her feet amidst the tufts of
sweet-smelling thyme; and indeed, when the starn are coming
out, but the sunset warmth is still upon the skies, and the
river of Midas is stealing silently by to lose itself among the
dense grass and tangled lilies of the inarshes, there are many
less lovely things to do in this world than to stand thus
before a -window and look down through the heads of the
lowers over the million roofs of Rome.

Before disturbing her, I tdanced at the busts upon the table:
they were graceful things, but sadly weak. There was elegance
of fancy and of outline in them, but no strength and no
originality. One could well believe them the work of a man
who had been a recluse and a dreamer and had refused to do
any battle with the world. There was a bust of Faunus, that was
pretty,-dear god Faunus, the most despised of all the gods
in this day. But, then, sculpture should have so much more
than prettiness. Canova's prettiùess cursed him; it is.almost
barrenness.4"They are my father's," she said, coming in from the
balcony.

She did not say, " Are they not beautiful ?" Perhaps some
truer, stronger artistic sense in ber made ber conscious where
they were deficient. But she looked on them with tender eyes
of lingering affection; and I could see that to part with them
was hurting ber.

"He was a classic scholar, I see by them," I said, evasively;
and indeed the choice of themes was far out of the common.

"A great scholar," she said, with the warmth of love upon
ber face. "He taught fte all I know. He lived in his Greek
and Latin books. The books and these are ail he had to leave
me.

"You know Latin and Greek?"



"Oh, yes," she answered in a sort of surprise, as at so
simple a question, as though I had asked her had she learned
to read.

" He would wish me to sell them," she said, with that look
of strongly-repressed pain which gave ber young face so much
force. "If they ought all to go, take them all. I must owe
Ersilia so much. And should I have enough to get a little
chamber for myself near this, and buy some clay to work
in- ?"

" You cannot owe much," said I, lying, as the best of us
do lie on occasion. " And one of these busta, or two at most,
should bring enough to pay- it all and keep yon for weeks
afterwards, if that be what you are thinking. You wish to
stay in Rowe ?"

" 1 know no one anywhere. I have no friend," she said,
with a simplicity of desolation that wounded one more than
all the eloquence of woe.

" You have me, my dear," I said, huskily; for I felt'like a
fool, and was cross with myself for being no better and no
mightier than I was, to be of use to her. -' I am an old man,
as you see, and of no account, and work for my daily bread;
but you. may count on me; I will be true to you. I can do
little; but what I can do-"

"You are gôod, and I was ungrateful and forgot," she an-
swered, and laid her hand in mine.

I let it lie there, and bent my head over it. I felt as any
old cordwainer of Venice might have felt to Catherine of
Cyprus: her youth compelled my age to loyalty.

Then I put on a sheepish look
"'ow you wat a room, you say. Why not keep mine,

payf me something ? It would suit me very well," I said;
" because, you se,, my dear, I am a poor man, and even -the
little you would pay I should be glad of. And so we should
do one another mutual service, as poor people should ;- and I
have another place to sleep iù, because, you know, I kep late,
unseemly hours; and Ersilia is'angry if one knocks ber up,
and seesa o quickly if one be the worse for wine; n4 that -a
Roman ever is, you know, except sometimes in October, out of
remembranceof. &nne Paresna, who was not Dido's. gister,

ou know, though the echolars tried to make her se when thi
Hellenism became the rage, and the Julii would have it they

I.I
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were r jans. We Trasteveres ail say we are to tis day ; and
indeed'th storyV of Eniuiis is so pbirttty, (ne wul h le lith to
lose it, aitl ite tliîty litt'e wlite jigs, anti tii ild w liite-iaired
shehed kitg tif Arcatdia. W ili t it please le, and keep the

She Iioketd at In with lier clear, patieti e eyes.
Will it really suit vii? Are youi suré you do not speak

against yoirself frou kidiness?
And -may the gods ftrgivt met- swore by all of then

that not oily wtuîild it suit, but x the makinig 4f' lie ; andtl
i persuaded ht I sptke the truth. My narble Iermies setemed-
to Ile tii suiile: I suppose hîle waîs thinking how nîatiy millions
of- lies nen have been tetlliig fir wonan's sake since first lie
maet.' lier out of sitrt tlat day.

But thlere was no other way that I could so well have served
her,lfor there was no nioo empty in Ersilia's houst, nor hai
there been one couild I hive beeti sure,.that I ciuld alwavs he
able to pay for it ; tut I kn'ew thait-I ould alw4ys leid iy
own anîd sltep with Palès, or anîywlere about, on betch or
unter poreI, as potir men do. .1 muiglit get nadness from the
nmoon, or deatfh frou the baul air; but who is sure that he is
wholly sane ? Ant better conpan'y has.gone before us to the
tomb> tial alin that lives îow!

We unterstad one ainother, then," I said, after a pause,
for f do not like the saler side of life, anl wotuldl a'lwys turn
away fron it were it pissible. ." I .am onilv. Uristie the cobbler,
a queer fellow, as you wili htear, and an. old man, and poor;
.but very wtell contuenttd ; and how mîucîh tlat is to say ! i an
so glad you will keep this room. It is no use to me ; niy busi-
ness lies in the street from night to morninîg, and Ilermes here
mustbe so glad to see your face instead of mine."

I ask ed her if there was nothiig that'she had moulded her-
self which she could show me. She said that they were very
little thiings, iot worth the lòoking at, but fetched them. I

found them fully worth,--gracef'ul, yet strong; little naked
figures of fish-children, full of spirit ; and some heads and
figures of classic themes, treated with far more strengtl than
was in any of her fathers One wingless Love of the early
Greek poets seemed to me wonderful from'such a child. I
told her so.

"lHow can you look athem after my'father's?" 'she said,

8t2 ) A R I.1 DN I.
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almomst in reproof. And inded, yrou know, thep working was
inmsomlc his: the ideia wax minlle, and he helped mrie to put it
it shlape."

The idea i-s the aîrt,"' I said, anîmgry with lier that she should
sio depreciat herselfq 'fr tiat dead and uselsMMs man, wlom I
myself ctilud have kieked ahnst iin his coffins.

l• owever, I did not say that, hiat t4Mok two busts,-the one
of ileliodoraani([ the ôtler of the hoy Zagrenms lmookinig in the
fatal mirror ; and I prayed lier to accept hospitality of ie for
a day longer at the least, and left her hookirng'ut througlh the
red flowers at the-dtep-bue skies of the niglt, witi thé stars
shining on the dwt*s-tirown romf of the litle-temple of Vesta,
anid in the sleepy, brown water ofJ Tiber.

".You are not unhappy unow ?" I said to ier in farewell.
She looke4at ne witi a snilv.
" You have given ne hope ; and I an in Rome, and I ani

young.
She was right. Romne nmamy be- only a ruin, and Hîope hut

anothier naie for deception and disappoirntment; but vonth in
supreme iappiness in itseif, beeause ail possibilities lie in it,
and nothing in it isas yet irrevocable.

Ersilia hurried in at that moment, angry because the case-
ment was open, the wind cool, the river dangerous, and ail the
trouble she had taken in) the fever inmperiled by so nuch in-
prudence. Ersilia was a grand old Roman womtan, majestie
andwimposing; but she was'furious of tongu 'and violentab<bý
all thiigs, and nuch given to driving other people hither

and thither with ber will- and fiery word. Of men shme had
always the iost amiserable opinion. Pippo was the o>nly good
one of ail his wortl&s-set,-PipMqrho had been-her lover
once and ber lodger always,, and wlho, having sung his paMion
to ber on a lute fifty years before, now showed it in a less
poetie but as palatable a-manrier, by frying lier many a purple
artiehoke and golden little fish, and cooking for everybody in
ber hive-like bouse.

The busta I did sell at a shop I knew in the Spanish square.
I got a simall sùn for each ; I quadrupled it with that monuey
in the jar in. the -4all, and took it to her.

' I had double this, bût'i have paid dil you owe Er-ilia."
I said to her. I thought and wisl.ed it so. "Aso I have
taken a montli's rent for amy rodum, as you desired. Ersilia
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will see to you. It will cost little; and she is a good woman,
honest and true: you will not mind ber tongue. Let it run
on as we let the wind blow. Yes; those busts sold well.
When you have doue this money we can sell two others.
Yôu think the money too much? Ough! Dealers know
their own business. It is not for us to teach it to them."

Now, of course, all this was pure lying. But then it
soothed ber and set her heart'at rest. She never would have
taken money from me; she would have gone out and wan-
dered in the streets till she fell senseless with homelessness
and hunger, and then they would bave taken her to some

public hospital, and so the end would have come. Thereforeh I lied.I was thankful then I had had that little store put by in
case of my own sickness or of some street-accident. It was
but very little; but it served its turn.

So she settled down in my chamber, nothing doubting, with
a weary sort of peacefulness such as a wounded bird might
feel sinking under fresh leaves after a heavy storm. She was
not happy,-how should she have been ?-but she was at rest.
It was the best thing for her.

She was tired and confused and feverish still, and the great
close heats of Rome, the heat that -bas no wind to stir, no rain]
to freshen it, tried her, reared as'she had been all her short
life on the high cliffs among the breeze-swept rosemary and
arbutus above the blue Ligurean sea. But this she never
would allow, because she would let no complaint of anything
of Rome escape her.

And there waA Hilarion's beautiful cool marble-paved villa
among the flowers and the fountains, in the shadow of the
hills, standing empty for all but a few idle servants, and its
master meanwhile away heaven knew where,-in deep Danu-
bian woods, or beside blue Northern lakes, or on wind-freshened
Western seas, in coolness and in calm, going wherever the
current of bis fancy drifted him.

The contrast made me irritable, as I never had been at such
contrasta for my own sake; for it is contrast that gives the
color to life, and communismn is but a poor short-sighted creed,
and would make the world a blank were it reducible to prae-
tice.

For me, I have ne prejudices of that kind, or of any other:
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when one comes of the gens Quintilii, and is a cobbler by
trade, one nay be said to be bound to the two uttermost ex-
tremes of the social scale, and so may sit in judgnent in the
Aiddle fairly, and survey both with equal iupartiality. Where
there is hatred of one or of the other, true judgment is possi-
ble of neither: that is quite certain.

Onte could not do better for her; and at least she was safe,
body and soul. That is much for a girl, friendless and home-
less and beautiful to look upon as any jewel-like flower of the
sea.

So she became settled in our midst, and all the people of
the Rione got to say she wa my daughter whom I did not
like fairly to own. It was absurd; but they might have said
worse things, and it dfd no harm. Indeed, in a measure, it

aecmed tq protect her. I was thought to be very close and
unpleasant because I never would talk of her; but when you
know nothing it is always best to say nothing,-everybody
thinks you know so much. And, indeed, there was always
something in her that, escaped me. Iler mind seemed to be
always far away.

I got her some clay, and she worked upon it; it passed the
time for lier, and she really had lovely fancies, and greater
skill in giving them shape than could have been looked for in
one so young. .

Of course, they were only small things; but as she made
them I set them up upon ny stall, and somnetines people bought
them, and that plçased lier. It served to beguile ber out of
that intense, unspoken, heavy sadness which had fallen on her
with her pain at the ruin of Rome.

To sec her work upon the day was like seeing young Callisto
herself; her close, white linen dress hung alniost like the tunie
of Virgil's Lycoris; her arms were bare to the shoulder becau.se
of the great heat; her hair of tiat rich dusky golden bronze
was like a sun-bathed cloud over her forehead; her lustrous,
intense eyes were grave and brilliant with meditation and with
teeruing fancy. If. Hilarion could sec her, I used to think,
and was thankful he was far away.

With all artists that are artista indeed and not artisans, the
conception is always immeasurably superior to the power of
exceution-; the visible form which they can give their ides
always is to them utterly inferior t» the wonders and.the

8
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beauties that they dreain of: with her, of course, it was neces-
sarily so in the very largest mea."ure, she herself being so
young and her art the most dificult of any. She saw things
beautifil and perfect as ail the huried treasures of Phidias,
but Phidias himself could hardly have given them an embodi-
m that would have contented her.

M eanwhile, ber brain dreamed conjured visions; and ber
hands modeled in the gray clay and the red earth little heada
of children and shapes of animais and of birds and of leaves
tlhat were pretty to sec and drew many an idler to them. They
sold for only a few copper pieces, indeed, because the people
were ail poor that came near, and for the matter.of that the
works cost as much as the little things brought; but it kept
ber quiet and contented to believe that she earned, ber own
bread and bed, and it made it éasy for me to cheat ber into
that belief. Indeed, a-baby .oiuld have cheated lier: those
large brilliant eyes of hers, that saw so far into the past ages
and were always looking for things not to be found upon
earth. saw, but a very little way into the disguises of men and
woneu and the cobwebs their words weave. It is always so:
the far- siglit that can discern the eagle flying in the rarefied
air abve the distant mountain-snows will not see the mosqui-
toes that are hissing within the distance of an inch, or the
dust that lies close at hand up the corner.

The only.thing I ever saàd to them was,--
"I an the cobbler of the Forum, you know this; but this

girl was the daughter of Virginius, an4befeýre that she was
Aiadne.".

And that. of course, they knew was nonsense; but th
laughed, and they left her alone, and the crew on my estate
used to learn to oa1L.otM Ariadne.

"I do not like Ariadne," she said, herself. "I amr sorry I
am like that bronze of hers. She was so faithless-"

" Faithless! , She was deserted herself. Have you forgotren
Naxos ?"

"Oh, no. It ls Naxos I mean. Why did she let Bacchus
come near ber ?"

"But she was cruelly abandoned."
"She should have been faithful herself."
"Tiîat is saying reynuch."
She looked at ie with1little contempt.
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"She could not have helped being faithful had she been
worth anything."

"That is your idea of love, then ?"
"Yes."

"How should .you know of it, child ? What should you
know of love ?" I said to her.

"I have thought about it," she answered, gravely, then
added, after a pause, "l It must be very terrible to have no life
any longer of your own ; only to live through the eyes and
the breath and the heart of another.' '

"Who told you it was all that ?"
"Oh, the poets; and something in one's self. It must be

terrible."
" My dear, there ére not many who feel love at all in that

sort of way."
"There can be no other way," she said, with that soft, calm

resoluteness which was so inflexible in her. There were things,
one felt, in which one nerer could change her.

And she was rightr - Truly, there is no other way: the play-
thing whieh the chief number of men and women call love is
no more that sacred thing, that imperishable and unutterable
passion, than fireflies upop the sumnrer night are Aldebaran
and Orion.

The girl sat thoughtful, xith her level brows a little drawn
together, and her eyes looking at the Tiber swirling round the
piles of the Quattrô Cassi and lapping the marshy ground of
the Velalerum,-great Tiber, that far away yonder in the dusky.
oak woods of Umbria-of that Umbria which is older than
Etruria-runs a little rill among the mountainrmosses; Tiber,
a brook that a baby can wade and a rabbit skip atross; Tiber,
a mere thread of water, where lovers mirror gheir smiling eyes,
and charcoal-burn ïr dip their birch-bark cups; Tiber, that
comes down from 1h1e oak woods to roll like molten bronze
towards the setting sun, big with the miglatiest pemories of
the world; Tiber, that bas engulfed the statues of Etruria,
and the osier Igure ,f the Vestals, and the treasures of Ha-
drian. and the golden toys of the Agrippines, and the spoils of
Jerusalem, and the corpses of the Spolarium, and holds themn
all fast and only yields them to the sea.

I did not like to seeher so thoughtful.
"Let us go for a walk," I said to her: "the evening ià
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beautiful. Let us go on the same pilgrimage that Ovid sent
bis manuscript,-from the laurels that grew before the door
of his tyrant, past the Danaïds, whose labors were not more
fruitless than his prayers, on to the library of Pollion in the
Atrium of Liberty,-,you remenber ? Oh, yes, I can show
you every step of the way. Poor little book! Knocking at
al the library doors and everywhere refused!

'Why do I send you my songs only that I may be in some
manner with you,' he wrote: how the whole nature of him
is painted in those words 1 Ovid adored Rome. But he

-would have been happier in the Athens of Periclés or the
Paris of our day. The smell of blood must have spoiled the
moonlit nights for him, when he sat by his open window look-
ing out on the Capitol: it was all ablaze with gold then, but
Freedom cannot dwell with too much gold; it ehokes her as
rich food does the dog. -Will you not come, my dear ?"

She came, and willingly. We had many such walks to-
gether when-the sun had set and my work was done and the
Fauns were all piping in the fountains.

She was not easily tired: the fleet young feet that bad
waded all their few years in .the clear blue shallows of the
Maremma shores were as enduring as Atalanta's. Nor was she
tired of my rambling talk, because all the memories and legends
of the city were vivid in her own mind, and for me; I have
ail the crooks and turns of the streets at my toes' ends, and
had puzzled out all the old Rome that lay beneath' them,-
Cesarean, Latin, Etrurian, Sabine, and Pelasgic.

For myself, I confess, I cared most for the Coesarean. Not
for the Cæsars themselves; who eau care? but for the men
who lived in all thoseterrible days, só terrible even at their
best, the men whose books are household words to-day.

The Satires and the Eclogues, the Odes-and the Georgies,
have proved more lasting powers than the Conscriptions and
the Conquests.

I had always loved te wander about and think of theni,
and I was glad that she woud go so often with me in that
black muffling which Ersilia made her wear to escape notice,
and tnly showing oul-of it ber delicate head, with the lustrous
hair bound close above it, but always tumbling over ber eyes
because of its abundance. Ersilia wished ber to be veiled
also; but, that she would not have: she wanted all the air
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here, where the scented winds that come through, orange-
blooms and cedars still seem to bring some scent of murdered
Millions.

We would go together to the old book-stalls and hunt for
quaint black-letter folios and littie old out-of-the-way volumes
of elassics; we would try and find out the very spot where
Martial's garret was in the Quarter of the Pear-tree by the
temple of Quirinlus. so high up that he could look right; down-
wards and see the laurels by the house of Agrippa near the Flam-
inian way: we would sit on the steps of the Pincian hill, under
the palm, by what was <rnee the palace of Belisarius, and talk
of the coaquests, and of the eh erry-trees of Lucullus, and
think othat awful night in these, of old, his gardens where
Messa•rna lay on the turf among her bacchantes and Vettius
elig>ing the trees and looking seaward said, "I see a great
stornu that cornes ftqrm Ostia,'-the storm whose wind was
death: we would go up the Sacred Way and piýture the great
Roman dames getting their streun; for the January visits as
they get theni in Paris now, aînd buying their false golden
tresses " at the P>ortico .of Philip in front of the temple of
Hercules :" we would go out at the gates and talk of the
Palilia, and the Vinalia, and of Tibullus,.and of the' spring
time when he used to leap, over the fires and sprinkle the
flocks from a bough of laurel with his shepherds at Pedum.

We would wander up among the vines and cabbage-gardens
of the Esquiline, and fancy that we found -the spot where
Virgil lived tthoi>gh no one ever well knew it), and where
Propertius sighed to that red and white Cypthia whose mules
seemed to- trot still with their tied-up tails along the Appian
Way.

Do you remember the day Propertius lòst his tablets and
béwailed them,-the tablets that he wrote his prayers on to
-her, and on which she in return would write back, " Come"?
was there ever another lost trifle whose advertisement las been
read two thousand years by al the world ? Cynthia was a good-
for-naught-and what a temper !-she boxed his cars, and flew
on PhIyllis and Teia like a fury, though the ground was strewn
deep with white roses, and there was sweet flûte-playing; she
did noj, even affect to be s much as faithfil; she found the
rich money-lender from Illyria more solid prey than her -poet,
who perhaps may have been a little too scholarly for her; she(
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painted lier face, she had false hair. she drank, she gambled, she
did everything she ought not to have done, that beautiful Cyn-
thia, all lities and roses; indeed, she was just.like your women
of the present, day in everything; and yet she has been sung
of byler lover in such a fashion that the world will never
forget her,-no more'than it will forget its Casars. Sucli is
justice; and so kind is Venus Volgivaga.

One wonders if they gave Propertius the tomb he asked her
for, underneath the shelter of the leaves, unseen and unknown
by all, " for crowds insult the grave of love." Perhaps they
did; at least, no one cen ever find it now.

These were the things I thougiht of most; it may be con-
temptible, it no doubt is, but when I go about the Forum it
is not half so much of Cicero or of Virginius that I think as
it is of Horace going into that one 'of big bookseller's shops

that was hard by the statue of the Etruscan Vertumnus; or
of the copyists writing in the offices of Atrectus, with the
titles of the new books pasted at the doors for the lazy people
of pleasure to see as they passed -on their evening drive; or
of Ovid-dear, hapless Ovid-applauding above all others the
statue of Aphrodite as the procession of the gods passed' by,
brushing the dust from the white roses of bis fair friend, fa4-
ning ber with the fabellum, or telling her who would win in
the circus, who were the captive kings in -the triumph, and
what the conquered countries,-" yonder Euphrates with bis
crown of reeds, and lIere with azure hair great Tigris."

Ah, dear me! Ovid died in exile, and. yet you eal
Augustus great! But Ovid haà his desire in death.

"So long a Rome&hall look down from-her mountains on
the unit'erse, I shall b there ;" and he is here. He wasweak
in bis life; but no hero ever spoke greater words than those
last words of bis.

Al the might of Cæsar cannot outlaw or dethrone him now.
He has conquered Augustus.

So she -and I went about the old ways together, companioned
with the shades. Only she would think more of Scipid and
his one word Zara, of the Horatii, of the Antonines more of
the old Etruriai and Sabine Rome; more of Virgil and of bis
Aneas -ying down at night upon the beàrskins in the tent, of
the old shepherd king in'the sbadow of the Sacred-Woods upon
the Palatine. It was all true and real to 'ler. $o best.

90 ̂ A RI ADNE.
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Sebolars, and sciolists, maybe, even more than scholars, strip
the past too bare.

There never w-as Æneas ; there never 'was a Nuna: well,
what the better are we ? We only losé the Trojan ship glid-
in' into Tiber'si mnouth when the rose-thickets that bloomed by
Ostia were reddening with the first warmth of the day's sun;
we ony lose the Sabine lover going by the Sacred Way at night,
and sweet Egeria weeping in the woods of Nemi; and are-
by their loss-how much the poorer!

Perhaps ail these things never were.
The little stone of ttuth rolling through the many ages of

the world has gathered and grown gray with the thick niosses
of romance and superstition. But tradition must always have
that little stone'of truth as its kernel; and perhaps he who
rejects ail is likelier to be wrong than even foolish folk like my-
self who love ýo believe ail and'tread the new paths, thinking -

ever of the ancient storiès. .Will painting ever have a lovelier
origin 'than that - ir daughter of Deuiaratus tracing the be-
loved shadow on the wall? And whilst one mother's heart
still beats among women, who shall coldly dissect and deny the
sorrows of great Demeter ?

It is all fable. It is ail metaphor. It never was. You are
a.fool.

Well, say so if you choose, you wise generations. who have
made your god of a yelling steam-engine and dwell in herds
under a pall of soot.

CHAPTER VII.

. THE summer passed away.
Giojà was not unhappy, rambling through the storied streets

with me, reading my old books and ail others I could borrow
for ber, and following out aIl her own fancies)with the wüx
and the elhys that bent so.forcibly under her fingers. She
was an artigt at soul, and she was, in Rome; she was a child,
in years, and the people that were about ber supplied ber few
simple wants. She needed nothing more.

"If only' my father were with me 1" she would say; and it
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was the only-thing lacking to her. She'did not look forward
in any way; she was always hmking baekward, as students do.

If she could only go and spend thie long hot hours in the
cool chambers of the Capitol or the halls of the Pio-Clemen-
tine, she asked nothing else of fate.

could.not take her future so lightly.
It was not, the cost of her that troubled me, that was but

slight; she searcely ate' more bread than Pales ; it was the
character of the girl herself, and her uncommon beauty.

She seemed to une no maore fit for the hars..h realities of the
world than the marble child that doubts betw<en the dove and
serpent in theCapitol-were fit tostopabrachina-feree-
agamst cannon-balis. u-WEiht~ ecome of ber, seen onlyby the eyes of Ezio the water-carrier, and Rufo the melon-
seller, and Tancredo the fisherman, and the 'youths of thetanners' quarter, and the young men from the fruit-gardens
pushing their loaded heasts across her path ? And her one
talent, what could it avail.her? It was not like the talent of thesminmgg sorceresses who carry a lifes fortune in their throats.

3arble costs gold. and sculpture is not for woen. Sculp-
ture is always an epic; and what woinau ever has written one?

I wished that 31aryx were in Ronie.
But that very day that I had dreaned my dréar before the

Ariadrie, he had gone to his own country, and all the hot
months went by and the city saw nothing of him who was
more Roman than the Romans, the grèat French sculptor who
had come there a boy of eighteen to the gardens that once
were Sallust's, and therein had learned to love Rome as dearly
as any one of her oýu sons could do, and wrested from its
marbles and its ru' all lost seerets of Etruria and Greece.,

"If ifaryx w6e here !" tsighed to myself, stitching under
the Apollo Sanaliarius that e had modeled for me when he
had been a lad in the Villa 319ici.

And one day in autumn hl passed by, and paused before
me with his frank smile. /b

"Dear Crispin, how are Ou all this while ? Why, how
you look! Are you still Mioon-struck or sun-struck by your

1 Borghese bronze? ZIeurned last night, and go again to-
morrow.

Then his eyes lighted on the little figures'and busts in terra
cotta and the panels of flowers in alto-riievo
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"What are these ?"' he asked. " Are they ydur own? iknow you have a Greek god and a Latin saint and a new tal-ent for every day of the year in your calerfdar; I know."
I told him they were not mine,-that I only sold them forthe artist; they stood there on my board if any one liked tobuy them. Did he think well of them ?
Maryx looked more elosely at them, and paused the longestover a little figure of the wingless Love, a fbot high, the mostambitious of all the little creations.
"Send the artist to me if he be young," he said, as he

"What age may he be?"
"Sixteen, at most."

"There is genius in it," he said, taking the wingless Loveunder his arm, and laying a handful of money down for it.Send him to me, and lie shall do what he likes in my work-shop, and I will teach him what I cao, though more probablyhe wil only teach me.'
Then he went on his wa'y across the bridge in the autumnsunshine to his home on the old Mons Aureus,-a vigorousand lofty figure, with a noble head like the Ophidian Zeusand gleaming eyes changeful as the skies, and the laughingmouth of Hercules.
Ail Rome adored and ail the world.honored him. He wasa great man, and happy as. it is given to few mortals to heAnd his fate led him that day past my stali by the fou ain inthe wall.
I pondered within mvself al] that day, with the market-peo-

pe going to and fro and the crowds chattering. In the end,when evening came, i resoived to go up and tell the story ofmy Ariadne to him. He was a brave man and a great one'and could be of service to her as I could not. Besides, thecreature -had never lived whose trust had been wronged byMaryx: the dogs of the stteets knew that.
Germain Maryx had been the son of a poor stone-cutter ofProvence; 'as a child he had worged in the quarries, carryingstones like a littie mule.; at fourteen he had traMped on footto Paris, resolute to become a sculptor, and there, friendlesaid homeless, had roamed the streets like a stray dog, but,keeping life in him by such odds and ends of labor as he couldfind to do in the day, spent his nights in every kind of elf
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.culture ; at eighteen he had studied design and anatomy and
the plastic arts so well that he had borne off the sculptor's
prize of Roie and fainted from hunger on the very day lie won
it ; from that triumph and with every succeeding year his
fame had grown, until now there was no finer artist and no
greater name in all the world.

He had a force and a majesty in his marbles that made his
contemporaries' best creations look beside his but mere orna-
ments in sugar. Like the early Greeks, he loved to "hew the
rocks," and bis workshop, as he termed it, was as true a tem-
ple of the gods of art as ever was raised in Attica or Argos.

Bitterly contenptuous of mediocrity, and fiercely unsparing
of all affectations, Maryx to all true talent, to all uoaided ex-
cellence, was liberal as the sunlight. Though his enemies
were many,-among that mere cleverness which loathes genius
as the imitator hates the creator,-he was beloved by multi-
tudes as greatly as was Canova, and with as tender a gratitude.

He was very noble in his kindliness and generosity to other
artists; he had that serene breadth of feeling which is so
dulled and narrowed in our day, the grandeur and liberality
that made Brunelleschi and Donatello own theniselves van-
quished by the boy of twenty -and unite their prayers that
Ghiberti might be chosen for the great work in their stead.

Maryx loved art; he cared but little for fame. In our day
most men care much for fame and but little for art.-

" What does it matter to Jean Goujon," he would say, " that
no one knows whether be really died in the Saint Bartholonew
massacres or not ?--where he was born or where he lived ?-
whether he was courted at Chernonçeaux and Amboise, or
whether he was but a poor carver all his days: what ,does it
matter, so long as the Diane Chasseresse lives at the Louvre?
-so long as every creature that cares for art honors his name,
despite all his faults, because of his love of naturalism, and
bis veneration for antiquity, and the vigor with which he called
to life the still paralyzed art that had been stifled and buried
under the, anathemas of Christian bigotry and the miseries of
feudal misrule and strife ?'

After all, it is perhaps greater to have been Jean Goujon,
or, greater still, Michael Colom or Juste de Tours, than to
have been Praxiteles.

Praxiteles was born inte an air full of the strength and the
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sentiment of art, as an orchard is full of the, smnell of blossom
.d the promise of fruit in spring-time; from the commonest
things of daily usage to the most sacred mysteries of the tem-
ple, there was artistic inspiration around him. But those old
earliest sculptors of the Valois, France, came after ages of riot,
of bloodshed, of sensuality, and of brutality; religion was
gross, war alone was deemed heroic, and the people were be-
yond ail measure wretched; it is a miracle that thesefew early
artists snatehed sculpture out from the ossification of the ossu-
aries and the imprecation of the preachers, and found force to
be so ail unlike their age.

To go against ail the temper of your age, That is the true
greatness:1t isp asy cnough to go with it.

Now, only think, William of Paris did not scruple to call
sculptors to build him up a mighty tomb for his -cook, and it
was already the sixteenth century when Thévet, in bis biogra-
phies of the illustrious, excused himself for naming an artist
among them!

"Things were otherwise on the southern side of the Alps,
to be sure; there were always in, Italy royal roads and golden

ewheels to art; and that is just why I care so much for those
old early Breton and Gascon and Touraine sculptors of ours,
because they must have fought their fight so much single-
handed, and with such a red, fierce world of war-around them,
and because they were bidden only to carve recumbent knights
and meek veiled saints and al the sad unlovely symbolism of
the church, and yet did find their way to loveliness and to
liberty somehow. Their art is not my art, nor my ways their
ways. Yet do I care for them and honor them.

"The .fourteenth centuiry used to say of the Virgin of Senlis
that so full was it of majesty and grace that any one would
take it to be the work of Phidias or Lysippus. We should
not be likely to make that error, nor any similar one. But we
may keep our souls for the eternal yoûth of Phidias, and give
soJqCe our hearts to the old Gothie sculptors who had only
those two grim spouses, War and Death, te make the noblest
marriaýre out of them they could."

So Maryx would talk by the hour when the mood was upon
him, having that catholic love of art to which nothing in all
the circles of the arts is alien, and which invests with sacred-
ness and interest the curled rim of a Köln potter's jug as(well
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as the perfect lines of a frieze of Ilissus; the intcrest only
different in degree, not in kind, and as unlike to that narrowed
eclecticism which sees no salvation outside the lirhits of a
school as the leap and light of our broad Roman fountains is
unlike to a cup of iced water held in a miser's hand.

And Fate would lead him by under my Apollo Sandali-
arius!

Well, Fortune bad been kind to him for five-and twenty
years. Perhaps she was tired and wanted change.

"I will go aid tell him," I thought to myself. "It is net
as if it were Hilarion-"

So I took my way over the bridge to the house that he
had built for himself upon Janiculum, with the oak woods
the Paimfili Doria above it, and below the cypresses ant'
Onofrio, and the fail of-the Pauline waters near enougb for its
cool sound to murmur always through bis gardens' silence
when the church-bells were still.

It was a beautiful house; as nearly Greek as it was possible
to make it; its white marbles shone through groves of magnolia

and cypress, its walls were painted with freseoes of the Palilia
and the Vinalia, and ail the Latin and Sabine feasts of spring
and summer; the doves fluttered their pretty wings in the
fountain in the atrium ; mystical Dedalus niight bave dwelt
there and been at home, or Gitiades or Phidias; though, by
the way, the Greeks knew iot the joys of the open court, if
we may believe Vitruvius,-whbich I fi-r my part do not always.
But perbaps that is my presumption: all -cobblers, from the
days of Apelles downwards, have been sad meddlers with things
beyond them.

Pomregranates end oleanders grew against its columns, its
long white walls turned towards Rome, and there came no
sound to it but from 'the chimes of Sant' Onofrio and the
cascades in the Darian woods.

Maryx had built' his home, and loved it as men love that
which ioig effort and proud labor have made theirs: he loved
it as Rome and the world loved him.

iHere he labored, dreamed, gave bis marble life, and kx~ew
bimself greater than monarchs ; and in a wing of this beautiful
bouse lived also a little brown woman, eigbty years old and
more, who wore the high white cap of a Provençal peasant and
was happiest when she was spinning coarse flax at a wheel.
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- "This is-ny mother," Maryx would say to all the mighty
persons who from time to time visited him, and the little brown
woman would spin on, disturbed neither by fear nor by triumph.
She had see her husband brought crushed to death from
under a great rock that he had helped to split, and two of her
sons had gone down with their coasting-brig carrying marbles
in the gulf, and the third had been shot in a revolt of the peo-
ple in the streets of Lyôns; and that was all so very long ago,
and this her only remaining lad had come to be a great man,
and rich, and sought by kings, and treating nobles as bis
equals! She did not comprehend: she span and told her
beads.

As for him, he never let a day go by without paying homage
to the little olive-skinned wonan in the high wi ed cap with
the big golIpins, and, though he was a pagan and believed in

gods,z-à how should .any one believe who knows that
ne washurled from the Acropolis, and that even the sanc-

tity of Delphos could not conquer Time?-still bent lis head
to her witllered hands, and rose the gladder-hearted when she
blessed him.

I climbed Janiculum slowly, and went into the gardens of
Maryx, bounded with their cactus and azalea hedges. Night-
ingales were singing loud beneath bis myrtles, arid aIl the
family -of tbrushes in bis rose-thickets.

It was sunset: through the white blossoms of bis orange-
trees one could look down and down to where Tiber rolled by
the black piles of the Ponte Rotto; and through the sharp
spears of the aloes one saw the stolen travertine of the Farnese,
and the dome of St. -Petcr's dark against the pale green and
gold of.the sky.

Maryx had been at work all day, and had just come out of
bis studio-door, and was leaning over the terrace-wall, looking
as he had looked ten thousand times on that spot, whence the'
resolute eyes of Tarquin had first fallen upon Rome.

Scarcely any other place holds so many memories and keeps
embalmed so many legends as does this old Sabine hill of Janis,
where "the darling of the gods fel asleep full of days upon
its shining sands." From Ancus Marcius and Lars Porsenna
to sad Tasso and soft Raffaelle, l are here. Mutius ScIevola
-and Clelia haunt it, and the singing children of Saint Philip
Neri: widereontrast no spot on earth, hardly, can hold.
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When Tarquin stood here that memorable day,-as into his
restless and ambitious soul the desire to have those great hills
above the Marta first had entered,-the wild woods that har-
bored wolves and bears still were dark about what was even
then the old citadel of the warriors of the lince, and Janus,
who had his altars here, was even then a god hoary with many
years: it is strange to think of how near one seems to them,
all those dead peoples and dead deities.

Janus with his keys, of peace and'war has passed into a
mere memory, powerless, and without worshipers; soon Peter,
with his keys of heaven and earth, will have done the same.
What will men worship then, I wonder?

Mercurius, under some new name or another, no doubt. H1e
is the only god that never perishes.

Maryx welcomed me with a smile: king or cobbler; you
were alike welcome to hini had you only a frank purpose and
a reverence for the arts. People accused him, indeed, of being
too off-hand and haughty with his many princes; but no one
ever found him otherwise than pitiful and generous to the

poor. "I have known their pains," he would say to those
who thought he gave too much away.

He heard my little story attentively, leaning over the balus-
trade of bis terrace, looking down over bis roses and.aloes, and
the white bells of the flowering yuccas, to the trees that en-
shrined the Galatea of Raffaelle, and the marshy grounds far
below of the Velabrum, where the reedy waters had drowned
Sabine and Latin in unrelenting struggle.

-w" I wish it were a youth," he said, when I had told him
ail. "One could do so much more, so much more easily.
Besides-"

Besides, though he did not finish bis phrase, the great
sculptor thought no.woman worthy of bis art.

"But you said there was genius in it?'' I sa'd to him, re-
minding him of the wingless Love.

"There is. But it may have been her father's."

"CBut if she could do but sinall, slight things, only to keep
hersef-she bas nothing else," I added, at a hazard.

The lusgrous eyes of Maryx, wide, brilliant, and brown,
=der brows fit for a Greek Zeus, lighted in wrath.

No, no!1 That is accursed! To touch Art without a right
estc$h it, morelynás a means {o find þread,-you are too
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honest tý think of such a thing. Unless Art be adored for its
own sake and purely,,it must be left alon'e. Philip of Mace-
don had every free man's child taught Art; I would have
every boy and girl taught its sacredness: s0, we might in time
get back some accuracy of taste in the public, some conscien-
tiousness of production in the artist. If artistic creation be
not a joy, an imperious necessity, an instinct of all the forces
of the mind, let the boy go and plow, and the girl go and
spin."

"Al that is very well; but the wingless Love-"
Maryx smiled his frank and kindly smile, and went into his

studio, and took up the little figure, some eight inches high, in
y clay scarcely dried, which he had set upôn a shelf, anong

asks and casts and busts.
He looked at it long.
'Yes. There is feeling in it, and it is not borrowed,"

he said, at length. "Dear Crispin, I would do much more
for you:, let her come and study here. I go to-night myself
to Pàris, ancd shall be away till winter, as I always am ; but
my foreman-you know him, he is an old man and to be
trusted, and can give good instruction; she can learn here,
and be put in right ways, for the wron-g ones in Art, as in

-everything else, are the easiest; she night live in the bouse,
too, only by what you say she would be too proud. Let her
come, andy learu. Not that I think she can ever achieve
much,- 'ng a girl ; and indeed why should you wish it,
since you ish ber well ? Fame is a bad thing for a woman.
She cannot wear the glory-disk thae the Greeks put on the
heads of th *r statues in públic places to preserve them from
the pressing »nd the fingering'of the crowd. The glory-disk
of a woman is only a crown of thorns; and the hands of the
curious are alrays forcing the thorns in to see if the blood
willâow. Still, let ber learn, since there is nothing better,
and she did indeed do that Love, you say. Come out upon
the terrace."

So he granted what I sought, as Maryx granted almost
everything that was ever asked of him.

"Did you tell Hilarion of ber ?" he asked, as lie went out
on to the marble steps.

"No? Re would have written a poem on her."
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"More likely he would have made one of her,-the sort of
poem that goes into the fire or into the dust when a few months
are. past."

"sAnd yet you love him ?" said 'Maryx, who indeed did so
himself. l h o m h h

SYes. One loves him. So do women. That is whyhe
can lurt them so. ah

n I love there xis always one tat can hurt the other; it is
the'one that loves least," said Maryx.

" And Hilarion is always that one. Tiber down there won-
ders to hear us talk of love. It knows tiat Arno is the river
of Love. Arno knew Beatrice and Ginevra. Tiber orily knew
Agrippina and Messalina or, at the best, Cynthia."

" You forget Actna," said Maryx.bet
"She was a slave, and she loved a beast."
"or ot sligt obloer. She purifies all those centuries of

Caesarism reeking of blood and filth. Her beast was a god to 4
ber; she was a slave, but she was faithful. Your loveliest of
aIl the saints, Francesca Romana, could find no higher law to
give than 'Love and be faithful.' That Asiatie girl of Nero's
had found that law a thousand years before her."

The last glow from the set sun faded off the pale sea-green
of the evening sky; far below on,.the bridge a little light
shone under the dark clustered roofs of the bouses: it was
the lamp in the room where my Hermes was,-Hermes, who
made woman out of sport!

"You have not seen my Actæa ?" said Maryx, turning
back into the bouse.

No one had seen it. He had but that spring called it into
life from the gray lumps of clay. It was al] alone in a little
room whose single window let in on it the faint light of the
rising moon. He lighted a three-wieked lamp, and let me look.

It was great, like all that he did. Maryx was a mighty
master of his art. He had boundless scorn for the frivolities
and fripperies of modern sculpture ; their puerilities were to
him so many blasphernies; to make your marble into ribbons
and tassels and broideries and flowers, ad express under all
these tawdrinesses the maladif desire and the false sentiment
of a hurried and beated generation,-Maryx bad for this as
superb a contempt as Praxiteles or stern Lysippus would have
had.
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Some one bas very truly said that this age is not sculptural.
It has no repose; it has no leisure; it has little health, physical
and mental ; and it has but little grandeur, moral or corporeal.
Now, calm rest, vigor, and beauty are the indispensable at-
tributes of sculpture.

In default of these your modern stone-cutter- takes pretty
conceits, coquetries, ornaments, and'trivialities.

He clothes his statues; instead of sinews and veins, he moulds
buttons and fringes; his chief ambition is -to produce a suc-
cessful trompe-l'ocil; if he represent a bather, he will concen-
trate bistaTent on the towel, not on the muscles and the limbs;
his sponge shall be so life-like it shall seem to be sponge itself,
but the dorsal nerves will be ail out of place, and the features
will express nothing, save perhaps some grimacé at the'cold of
the water, or annoyance at a gnat upon bis shoulder.

This may be clever, but it is not sculpture. I have seen in
Paris a statue that was very mueh admired because of its real-
ism: it was a peasant in a stuff gown and wooden shoes. I
have seen another equally admired because of its ingenuity:
it was a masker, so managed that from one side you could see
the face, and from the other side only the mask.

What would Phidias have said of such things, or Scopas ?
Breadth and simplicity are the soul of marble. It was

never meant to be tortured into trills and roulades like a singer's
voice, into crotchets and twists like a sugar-baker's sweetmeats.
A wooden shoe !-instead of the beautiful human foot with
the daylight underneath it and all the speed of Atalanta in the
curve of its instep ! And I, have seen even worse things. I
have seen a ball-room shoe-with its high heel and its rosette.
Oh, shades of Helen and of Praxiteles !

Maryx was incapable of such degradation. He had the

force of Michael Angelo, and he had an adoration of beauty
which Michael Angelo had not. Michael Angelo adored the
horrible and he did not perceive where it mer-ed in
_______ MA LIE b ENI ap iz 1 ias. It is unjust to
Phidias: no Greek would ever sin against the laws of beauty.

- This Actoa was beatitiful. She was sèated on the ground;
the head of Nero was on her lap, his dead naked body was
stretched on the winding-sheets in which she was about to fold
him, to lay him in bis grave upon the garden-hill.

All thétory-wasthere.
9*
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The anatomy was as fine as any of the Greek marbles, and
on the dead face of Nero was all that perhaps only the subtlety
and analysis of the modern artist could have put there,-the
innumerable contrasts and contradictions of that strange mind,
so cruel, so sensitive, so open to thé influences of nature, se
dead to the emotions of humanity, so arrogantly vain, so piti-
fully humble (for is not he humble who pines'fIr the applause
of others?), so fated to be loved, so fated to be loathed, capa-
ble of weeping at the sight cf' a sunset and at the sound of
the harp of Terpnos, capable of laughing at the agonies of.
virgins dishonored and devoured and at. the red glow in the
sky which told him Rome-was burning.

In this dead Nero you'could see the man who discussed like
an artist the physical charms of his mother, tranquilly touching
her murdered corpse, and drinking wine between-whiles, and
the man who, hiding like a coward in the sand-hole from his
death, could yet say, in full belief in himself, " Qualis artifex
pereo !It was a great conception, like al], indeed, that Maryx ever
called into life from the stone; and in Actea, as she hung
over the body, the "grief that cannot speak," the despair
which is for the moment paralyzed till it counterfeits com-
posure, was miraculously rendered in every line and curve of
her drooping frame, which seemed frozen by the breath of
that death which yet had had no meaner terrors for her.

"It is very great," I said to him: "not, of course, that my
opinion is worth anything; I am an ignorant man."

"The Nero contents me," he answered. "But the Actoa
-no. She is too Roman. She must be more Asiatic. I
have given her the calm of the Oriental, but her face is not
yet what I wish: it escapes me."

"Take the face of my Ariadne," I said, and'was sorry a
moment later that I did say so.

"Ay! Is it of that type?" said Maryx, with the interest of
the true artist, &n whom all things are subordinate to his art.

Very much," I answered him. "And she has the intensity
yet the composure-it is strange-she is so young, but I sup-
pose so lonely a life by the sea that

I will stay and see her. It is no moment to me one day
moreor less'in Rome. But we must wish her a better fate
than Actæa's."
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"Do you thirk Actæa was unhappy? Be sure she ble-
lieved no evil of him, and she had him al to herself in death:
Poppea was gone."

"You talk like. a woman," said Maryx, with a smile, putting
back the linen covering over the body of bis dead Cesar. I
bade him good-night, and thanked him for bis goodness, and
went out through his glades of rose-laurel, all rosy-red even in
the moonlight. le said he would come on the morrow and
see her.

I was sorry, after all, that I had suggested to him to wait.
We should never meddle with Fortune. When the great god-
dess of Preneste speaks through the mouths of mortals, it is
usually to lead them, or those who.hear them, astray.

CHAPTER VIII.

"MY dear, you have genius," said Maryx to her, with emo-
tion in his voice, when he came on the morrow and offered
her his aid and bis instruction with that noble frankness which

- was- a part of him; he was touched by her beauty, but he was
more touched by the love of bis own art, which had been born
in and lived with her on those lonely Ligûrian shores.

"You have genius," he said, standing by my Greek Hermes.
"And I am sure you knew: genius is nobility, and, like nobil-
ity, is obligation "

"Yes," she said, simply, with her great eyes fixed on him.

She did not say anything more, but he felt that she under-
stood him.

"I wish to learn," she added, after a pause. "I see such
beautiful things, but they go away like dream: I cannot
make thèm stay. It was so with my father."

"It is so with all of us; with all artists," said ,Maryx.
"Our dreams are like Etruscan tombs. When we break- into
them with the noise of the world, the crowned shapes.vanish;
if we can grasp a littie of the gold, a fragment of the purple,
it is all we eau do to bring what we have seen out to others,
and show that we have been with 'the -gods that sleep.' Since
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you have such dreams and would tell them to others, come
and learn with me. At least-you scarcely want to learn:
you chiefly want to acquire facility, and accuracy, and they
only come from long practice and a kind of study that is
tedious. I modeled the human arm for three years before I
could perfectly content myself; and even now-none but a

vol isa'content with himself. And even my poor fool Nero
nèver was that quite. I ain sorry for Nero: are not you? If
he had not been Cæsar and so cursed, he might have been a
harmless-harper all his days. t

"A lovely child," said Maryx to, me by my stall that day.
"Most lovely. And what a fate! You nust let me share
in your innocent heat, and you must make believe.for me
that ber work Tn my studio is worth a price· A young female
thing like that must want so many comforts, so many graces,
about ber: how can we persuade ber, she sees'nso proud

"Let ber be so," said I. "And she does not want mùch.
She lias been reared in all privations except those of the mind.
She is hardy, and simple in ber tastes: why spoil them ?"

"IF she were a lad,-no. But a girl- May-be, though,
you are right. What pleases me the most in ber is her im-
personal love of art. She has no idea of seeking reputation
for berself, of being 'great,' as little souls all seek to be: she
only wishes to learn because she sees ' beautiful things.' That
is very rare. Well, let ber come to me to-morrow. She shall
have what good I can give to ber. And I will do my best by
ber in all ways that I can,-you are sure of that."

He held his hand out to me as he spoke,-the firm and
delicate hand that had called such noble shapes out of the
lifeless rdeks. -

I was sure. The faith of Maryx was strong as the marble
that he carved, and as pure from stain. Yet I was not quite
satisfied as I resumed my stitcuin-under my Apollo anSI
Crispin; I had meddled with Fate,; it is presumptuous work
for a mortal.

"Dig not the isthmus there, nor et-it through. Jorê
would have made à channel had be wished it so," said the
Oracle to the Cnidians. And we are always- eutting the
isthmus and letting the sea run in, thinking we know more
than Jove. No wender all Oracles are tired and silent nowa-
days.
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Perhaps, too, my misgivings were half compounded of
selflshness. _I had found her,-had 'done my best by her; I
should have liked to be, her only friend:-only I could not
isolate ber so with any justice to her.

Maryx was a noble-hearted man as. well as great. ' I ought
to have stitched on with a lighter mind after he had left me,
but I did not.

I was afraid that he would lead her from her simple habita8
with too generous gifts. Not tbat le was otherwise than
most simple in his own taste, but, like many manly Men who
have. borne with ibdifference the full force of poverty and
labor, he had a horror of them as befalling women.

Now myself I have seen " the marriage of Saint Francis"
prôductive enough of peace, and I do not believe it is the lack·
of riches that makes miery half so much asit is the desire
of them.

The modern, ideal of joy lies in- riches. I think .it is a
wrong one,-certainly wrong to be plaed before the people.

You think the Lancashire operative, drinking himself
drunk with s,trong wines, and gorgin'g every day on meat,
under the·smoke of a thousand furnaces, without a blade of
grass or a hand's-breadtl of clear sky near him for- a dozen
square miles, is higher and nearer happiness than the South-
ern peasant, in the width of glorious air, with the yellow ~orn
and the gray olive and the green vine about him, because he.
can eat but a few leaves or some chestnaut bread with an onion.

Are you not very wrong ? Can there be a doubt that the
purer, -fresher existence is fir the happier, as it is far the
healthiep?.

And even in the matter of intelligence. the true balance
may incline another way than it is your fashion to think.

'Why do you call your dog Giordano ?" said I once to a
Tuscan contadino, who could neither read nor write. He
looked at me with surprise.

" Did you never hear of Lucca Giordano?" said he. "He
was one of our artists in the old time."

Now pray tell sne, would your Lancashire-workman, yelling
hideous songs in his music-hall, or chuckling in a rat-pit, be
likely to call his dog Reynolds or Gainsborough, and say to you,
"that.was a painter of ours" ?

-There are two sides to the medal of Progress. Myself I
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cannot see that New York is so much an improvement upon
Athens, nor the Staffordshire potteries upon Etruscan Tar-
quinii. But then I am only an ignroant man, no doubt, and
born a -Trasteverino, who loves the happy laugh of the sun-fed
children and the unobscured smile of the azure skies.

"Did Hilarion see her?" Maryx asked me next day, when
1 took her up to his studio, while the niglitingales were still
singing in the eary morning. When I told him no, he smiled
ard frowned both at once, in a way that he had.

"If he had," he said, "i e would have stayed."
"But he is not coming back for a year," said 1, with a vague

misgiving following bis thouglhts.
"lHe may always stay away for ten years; he may always

be back to-morrow," said Maryx.
As for her, she was so entranced among all that marble, and

so absorbed in the sense that she might follow her father's art
there as she chose, that she bad no remembrance of Maryx or
of me. Only once, before the Actea, she turned her eyes on
him, full of reverence and of delight.

"You.-are great, as the Greeks were," she said, bre:athlessly.
Maryx, whom the adulation of courts and courtiers had

never moved more than the stone that he wrought in coald be
moved by the breeze, colored suddenly, like any woman. He
was pleased.

"My dear, no modern can be great," he said, with a smile.
"We at our lbest 'only echo and repeat. Beside Alexander
and .Cæsar,.Napoleon did very littlé. • It is the same thing in
the Arts. That is why I envy musicians. Their art is still
only in its infancy; it is the only one that has not been excelled
in past all excelling."

"But there is something there which they would not have
had," said the child, thoughtfully, meaning the classie sculptors
by her they. "They would not have understood , Actoa's
pain: they would only have permitted it had Nero been a war-
rior and strong and heroic."

"You inean that we moderns can sympathize with weakness
and failure. Perhaps it is because we are weak, and because
we fail," said Maryx. "You may be right, however. The
chief çharacteristic, the only originality, of all modern art,
does lie in its expressions of sympathy. We have ceased to
tli¶nk sorrow shameful we have exalted the emotions; we
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analyze and we pity ; we should hoot the first Brutus, and
send the second to prison: we prefer affection to duty.. Per-
haps we are right, but this weakness emasculates us. And
you,-do you sympathize with ActSa? Would you nqt have
let that base cur lie unburied in the sand-holes ?"

She was silent amoment, thinking.
" No," she said, slowly, "no, I think not. You see, she

loved him;- and he had loved her,-once."
"We are wasting time," said Maryx, shortly. "There is a

square of clay upon its base within there. Look! if yo have
an idea, show me what you would do. But that is only for'
to-day': afterwards you must model what I give you to copy,
and that only; and I shall make you design in black and white
a long time before I allow you to touch elay and marble. Ymûo
anatomy is all at fault. In your win.gless Love the shoulders
are impossible. And listen: for myseif I shall have little time
to give you. For days you will not see me, even when -I am
%in Rome. Giulio there, my forenan, will give you direction
and instruction; and do not dream of Actæsa, or of any other,<-
stories. Work,-and most of all at geometry, and at drawing
from the record, for of natural aptitude you have only too much.
You know, in all schools of sculpture it is an eternal dispute
whether modeling or drawing' be of the most importance,-as
if both were not equally so! To acquire exce1&nce, draw un-
ceasingly and model unceasingly. If Michael Angelo would
have deigned to model, instead of dashing with his chisel at the
mound of marble, with no certain knowledge of what he meant
to do, he would have spared himself the mistakes which make
him often unequal and unworthy and would have made any lesser
man ridiculous. You have great talent, but you need training:
yeu are at present like a young poet who begins to write sonnets
and epics of his own before he bas studied Homer or read
Virgil.

She looked at him with such humid and rapturous eyes of
gratitude that they would have moved a man far colder than
Maryx, who had the warm blood of Provence in bis veins.

"I do thank you se much, only I say it ill," she murnured.
"To be with a great master in Rome,-that is what I have

always dreamt of; and*you are great !"
His face grew warm.
"No, no," he said, with a certain emotion in his voice.

SAr 't.
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We are not great nowadays: we echo the past when we are
at our best; we do hardly more. And for me, my dear, to do
what little I can for youth,;is to do no more than to pay my
debt. I owe it to my country to give a little back for all she
did to m . Only think what.it was for a lad of eighteen to
come hère to the Villa of Sallust. Think what it was for me,
having known nothing but hunger and toil and effort, the
stone-quarries of Provence, and the stone wilderness of Paris,
-having worked in wretched garrets, always fireless in winter,
often breadless in summer, seldom, indeed, being able to tell
one iight whether I should get food enough next day to keep
breath in me,-think wbat it was for me to be suddenly trans-
ported from all that famine and misery and almost hopeless
conflict, to that matebless scene, to that enchanting existence !
To sit and read in the tapestried library; to lean over the bal-
cony and look across -Rome and- its plains to the very sea; to
wake at sunrise and know that all day long there was no ne-
cessity to do anything, except to study the great marbles and
the lovely frescoes, that 'drew one's soul outward through the
eyes,' and to commune with the dead and try and beguile ont
of them the lost secrets of the arts! Ah! if e.ver perfect
peace were upon earth, I knew it then in my boyish years at
the Villa Medici. I wish I could give such years to any young
life that loves the Arts. Athens berself never had a nobler
tbought than those years France gives ber students. Only
one ought to do things so much greater after them. The
uttermost one achieves seems but sorry payment.- There is
an idea, general enough, that talent is best left alone to sink
or swim. I fear that many sink who might be worth the
saving. The soul may perish for sheer lack of a spoonful of
soup in the mouth. Protagenes might be now a household
word, like Apollos, if he had not had to live on a handful of
beans, and have much trouble even in getting.them. Buonarotti
might have been greater without Leo and all the meddling,
dictating cardinals,-that is true but if he had had to break
stones for bis daily bread, he would never have had time to
look up and-see the faces of Jehovah and the Sibyls. I am
thankful to the Villa Medici, as a. bird is th the hand that
opens·its cage-door ind sets it free. It gave me the best gifts
of life,-eisure and liberty. They are the twin genii that the
poor can never see, Dioscuri that seldom lend their lance and
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buckler save to a battle already won. If any aid of mine can
bring them to your side, do not thank me; I only pay to your
youth the debt tbat I owe to Rome for my own."

The full, deep sweetness of bis voice was very gentle: he
spoke thus to take from ber auy doubt or fear that she might
feel, and be told ber of hinself that she niight know he also
lad passed through the lonely efforts and the wistful visions -
that weygher portion. Then he touched her-gently:

"Come.and see my mother. She is old, and cannot talk to
you; but it will make you happier to think there is a woman
near."

He shut the Actoea up in her darkness, with the nightin-
gales singing outside, and went into another..room to ther
lump of moist clay: Such a mere moist lump was once the
Belvedere Mercury, the Thespian Love, and the Venus of
Cleomenes.

Alexander used to say that the only things which made him
doubt bis immortality were sleep and love: I think the only
things that may make men hope for theirs are love and Art.

In this room, where she was henceforth ta work,-a bare
place, of course, as sculptors' rooms must be, but with two
great windows that looked through the orange-trees and cacti
down the Golden Hill,-there stood a bust of a young man,
with beautiful features, dreamful brows, and the firm, cold lips
that you may see in the mouth of Adrian,--Adrian, who

,punisbed an epigram with death, and enf. te 'desire death
unavailingly.

"How beautiful that is! It is some god!" she said, and
paused before it.

"It is Hilarion," said Maryx. "It was done long ag-."
" Hilarion? He was a saint."
She had ne love for saints: she knew that the Thebaid had

destroyed Olympus.
"Hilarion! What country is that name? Hilarion was a

saint in the desert," she said, again: "he was a sorcerer, too; for
he made the horse of Italicus win the chariot-race by a charm."

She said it seriously. To this girl, fed from birth on all the
lecrends of the past ages, all these things were far more vivid
anÏ'!ving than the people that went by her every day.

Maryx smiled.
"I think he is more sorcerer than saint; and he has won
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the chariot race with bis own horses' lis face and his form,
too, served me for this also."

He drew the cloth off a statue of the Apollo Cythoerædus,
a copy of one'of bis that had raised a storm of adulation round
his name in the salons of Paris years before, and was now in
the Pinacotheca of Munich.

It was different from any Apollo of the ancjent marbles,
and there was a certain melancholy in- its divine dignity and
perfect grace, as though the god had let fall his lyre out of
very weariness, thinking that he who could move the very
rocks by music, and tame the beasts of the forest and desert,
and charm the souls of men with irresistible influence till they
wept like little children, yet could be baffled and betrayed by
the low cunning of bis brother, of the boy whom men wor-
shiped when they wished to lie and cheat.

"Oh, it is all wrong," said Maryx, as she ,gazed. 'It is
modern feeling ; it is too subjective : it is not Greek at all ; it
is a poet, not a god. It is Alfred de, Musset, it is not Apollo.
Yes, the world went mad for it ; but that is tio proof of ex-
cellence. I have done better things, though one never creates
as greatly as one imagines."

" He must be beautiful !" she said, under ber breath, with
ber eyes lifted to the face of Apollo. "Is he as beautiful as
that ?" she asked.

Maryx threw a cloth over the bust.

CHAPTER IX.

THE mother -of Maryx was growing very old. The hard
life of the poor enfeebles as age comes on the frame that it
braced in earlier life.

She bad known heat and cold, and hunger and pain, all
her youth through. Now that ber son was a great man, and
kept ber in comfort, and women waited on all her wants,ý and
she dwelt in beautiful chambers, she did not understand.

She would have liked to go and wash the vegetables for the
soup; she would have liked to go with her hoe out in the
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cabbage-ground ; she thought that it was only yesterday that
they had brought ber the dead body out of the quarry. She
was very quiet, and spun on at the flax,-a little brown
woman, like a squirrel, with bright eyes,-who was always
bewildered when ber wooden shoes that she would not change
sank into the soft thick carpets, and when she saw the great
grand people round ber son.

" I must cost him so much: if he would only let me wear
my old gowns," she would say. And-like a true peasant as
she was-she would hoard away al her gold pieces in holes
and corners against a rainy day.

"He is so good; but he may be poor to-morrow," she
would say. " For me, I would not care if it came so ; I
could work still. I could hoe a little, and weed in the fields.
But he would not like it now: he is always living with
kings."

And she would bury ber money against the evil time, and
spin on, that at least when the time came he should have a-
store of linen.

She had a horror of the statues; they were only " the stone"
to her,-the same pitiless rocks which had been the murderer
of herihusband. Like Menutius Felix, she believed that evil
demons hid themselves in the marbles. She detested thew
like the early Christians,-like Martin of Tours, or Marcellus.

Could she have read a .book, she would have loved better
than any other that passage of Clement of Alexandria in
which he rails against " those workmen who pass their lives
making dangerous toys: I mean sculptors, painters, gold-
smiths, and poets."

She had lost sight of her son for years,-all those years in
which Maryx was studying and starving in Paris and tasting
the first deep joys of art as a student of the Villa Medici,-
and then all of a minute he had borne her away, and she had
found him a great man, and what to her seemed surprising1y
rich: she was always afraid that there was some sorcery r it.
If.he bad made images- of the saints, indeed it might have
been right; but all these pagan. gods and liglit womeii,-it- -
troubled her: she prayed for bis soul unceasingly.

If he had not been her beloved son, and so good, she wodld
have been sure that he had sold bis soul to one of those false;
gods of hisewith the lotos.flowers on their foreheads, or with.
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the goat's hoofs for their feet. As it was, she could not un.
derstand ; so she told her beads half the day tlhrough, and,
tho'gh she was infirm, would go to mass every' morning in

-'the church of Sant' Onofrio, and with the gold and silver that.
he gave ber-it had always to be gold and silver : she had
the peasant-distrust of paper money, and disbelief in it-she
would buy prayers for him with one half, and put the rest
away in little nooks and corners.

"He is a very great man, you know.," she would say to me,
for I could speak berdialect a little, having wandered much
in that country; " oh, yes,- very, very great. He chips the
stones into figures as big as those that they have in the churches.
His father used to bring the stones up in square solid pieces;
I likéd them better; you could build with them. But I sup-
pose these are greater. Nobody ever came to look at the
square pieces. The oxen dragged them away; I never heard
where they went."

And then she would spin on again, thinking. She could
never understand very much, except that he youngest-born-
was a great man, and that where they lived t Pope lived too,
which made it alnost like living'with God. She could never
understand: not any more than we, who have bad the ligbt of
study on us all our days, and walk with the lamp of knowledge
in our band, can ever understand the absolute night of ignoi-ance
which enshrouds the peasant in its unbroken obscurity.

"I was always afraid of the stone,"' she said, once, after a
pause, twiring ber wheel. "Always. It is a cold, hard thing,
and cruel. It let my husband toil at it all those years, and
then all in a moment fell on him. How can they say it bas
no life? It knows very well what it is about. It kills men.
My son laughs, and says it is bis servant; he bas mastered it;
he deals it blow after blow, and it keeps still, and takes the
shape he wants and will bave. But it killed bis father. He
will not remember that. One day perbaps it will gie him
baek bis blows; that is what I. am afraid of. For im, he
only laughs. But I know what the marble is; I know there
were ten of .my family, old and young, little and big, one
with another, all over the, years that- are gone, ten of tbem
whom the marble.killed in our own country: I am afraid."

"If he would make it into the likeness of Christ aind bis
saints, always, no-hing else," she went on, feeling the beads of
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lher rosary; "ithen perhaps it might not be allowed to hurt
him. But all he makes are the images of light women and
blind gods that had false priests,-so our priests tell one: that
is not holy work. And lie so good himself;-a .angel!
Perhaps he has gone astray to the false gods, looking always
at their faces and thinking of theni."

"Whatever his god be, it leads him to lovè his mother," I
said to her.

" And that is true," she said, with her weather-worn bronzed
face softened with tender recollections. " And when lie was.
little I was a hard mother to him sometimes, for he was mas-
terful and yet idle, and sat dreaming when others were workincg
and we with so many mouths to fill, and a soup-pot never full;
but he is so good to me. Look! There was somè monarch. or
another lie was to go dine with,-sorme very mighty king, corne
a very long way off over the seas,-and that night I was ill.
I was taken nunb, and dumb, and stupid ; they called it by
some long name; and never a moment did he leave me. He
let the king send and send, and only said, ' My mother is ill: I
cannot come;' and lie was gontle with me like a girl. And I
a hard mother to him when lie was little. For boys try your
patience, love you them ever so. Ay, he is good to me. May
the saints render it back to him, and save him from the works
of his hands! For I am always afraid. I would sooner he
were takitg his oxen over the plow, and I cooking and washing
and mending, and waiting for him when the sun went down."

She would have been much happier so, in a little hut on the
broad sun-féd plains of her birth, living hardly, and trudging
a day's walk to sell a few eggs and herbs for a few pence, than
she was in the wing of this beautiful house, where all luxuries
surrounded her, and the windows of lier chamber opened on
the pillars.of the atrium, looking across the river to the con-
vent-gardens upon Aventine, and the ruins of the Golden
House, and the marshes. where Acca Laurentia reared her
mighty nurslings to brave the fierce Quirites.

Yet she was proud in her way, so far as lier dim mind,
which had only the gleafi of a peasant's shrewdness ana a
mother's tenderness to give it any light, could in any manner
grasp the fàet of the great fame of .MNaryx. But she was
always unquiet.

"I suppose he is glad," she would say. "But for me I
10*
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always thought it was bad to be lifted out over your fellows:
it is always the big trees the woodinan takes, it is always the
finest bird that first feels the knife. Look you, when I was a
little child I saw in the village a beautiful young man, and
they were beating him and stoning him, and some one got a
musket and put him out of his misery as if he were a mad
dog, and they said they did: that because he was great and
rich, nothing more: it was in the days when everywhere they
were burning the 'eastles,--I do not know why: that people
might be free, and do nothing, they said. But how should
people be free like that? the land must be turned and the
cern must be beaten; and for.me I canr always see that young
man's face, with bis hair soaked in blood,-it was fair-colored
hair; very likely he had a mother at home. I don't think he
bad. ever hurt any one."

And thbs she would spin on anxiously, because her son had
become great and rich and could live with princes.

Though she did not understand, she was shrewd in her way,
-the shrewdness that the peasant acquires as a kind of in-
stinet of self-preservation in the world where he has to.grope
his way like a beetle, with every foot lifted against him, per-
petually.rolling upward his ball of day through the mire as
best he can.-

This day, when Maryx took his new pupil to ber, she was
sitting as usual in the-rooin that, with three-others, was espe-
cially her own: it opened on the atrium brilliant in the morn-
ing-ight, -with its-white marbles and its red roses and its
breadth of azure sky.

nShe was siinning; she had her wooden shoes on, for she
would never wear any others; she had a little wooden crucifix

ear her;and a wooden-rosary: she had brought them -from
herwillage; her sunken but still bright eyes lest their wander-
ing sharpness, and softened greally at-sight of her son.

Maryx approached her, -and, bending down, spoke to her
some moments~in her own Provençal, then beckoned Giojà to
them.

She looked at the Iovely face -of the girl with kindliness and
î suspicion, the kindliness of the woman and the suspicion of

the peasant.
"Why do you bringiher to me?" she said, sharply.
She comes to study my ait, that is all,". he answered.
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"She is motberless and fatherless, and very desolate indeed.
We must do for her what we can. I thought it would please
you to see a young face near."

"It does¯ not displease me."
She let ber wheel stop, -1ooking hardly all the while at Giojà,

who stood motionkrs, und'rstanding none of the words spoken,
and glancing out ij4to the court, where the doves were flutter-
ing on the edge of the central tank.

"She comes to eut the stone ?" his mother said, after a mo-
ment.

"As I do-yes."
The dark, harsh çyes of the old woman grew half angry;

she knotted and entangled her hank of fiax.
Her face grew very troubled.
"You make the stone into women,-into the likeiness of

them,-all evil women and light, or how would they bear the
sun and the gaze of men on their naked limbs?- Is it fit that
a girl shoùld see that?. It is shameful."

"Mother, you do not understand "
"No, I do not understand anything. But it is shameful.

What should a girl do in that place with all those carved
images of vileness ? She bas a pure face, and a~ true look.
Marry ber, and give me little children about me before I die."

Maryx flushed all over his wide proud brows, and turned
abruptly away.

"She is nothing to me. You mista.ke, mother. But she is
very desolate. Will you not give her your blessing ?"

She laid her old brown hand on Giojà.
"My dear, I bless you; yes-why not? You are young,

and I am old. I do not understand, aè he says. But do not
you touch the stone. It will turn you into its own likeness.
or else kill you, making you think a stone a human thing. It
killed his father. But he will not be warned."

The girl bent her knees to receive what she saw by the ges-
ture was a benediction: the words were unintelligible to her.

"What does your mother say to me?" she asked of Maryx.
"She wisbes you well," he answered. " My mother is old,

and cannot speak your tongue. But you will be gentle to hér.
To be old is always to be sad."

Giojà was vaguely oppressed and troubled; she was glad to
go out intothe sunlight of the atrium, and throw grain to the
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doves bathing there, and watch the gauze-winged sphinxes dart
through the red gold of the bignonia-blossoms twisting .round
the columns.

CHAPTER X.

MARYx did not leave Rome that day, nor the next, nor
many a day after. For he found in her face the face of his
ActSa, and she found in him a true and great master.

He did not copy ber features line by line. She never knew
that he was studying ber; for he disliked every set expression
anld ci -w MCV t f Diderot's artist, " O God,
deliver me from models;" but nevertheless, he changed hig
Actæa's face for hers, and bis statue gained the only thing it
wanted, and then he stayed on to make it into marble, only
going for an occasional absence,-of a week or two at most; fbr
Maryx worked, like Donatello and Michelangelo, with bis own
hands, leaving nothing to his workmen save the merest elemen-
tary labor. Thus, iideed, he produced but few works as far
as numbers went, compared with bis ~contemporaries, who
scarcely touch their marble themseLves, and create vicariously,
and, so multiply with rapidity their colossal dolls and their mil-
linery in stone: Maryx loved to feel the idea grow out.of the
rock under the blows of bis own chisel, and would not yield
to a paid laborer the delight of carving the rounded limb
and making the mute mouth smile.
-When he was absent, as when he was presént, the girl went

backwards and forwards to the Janiculum, and learned and
labored thurouu;ly, RZ hUU-l' she were a male student of this
the most virile of all the arts. It was not very far to go, but
it is a rough, populous way until you get to the Pauline cas-
cades and the green gardens ; and Frsilia went with her in the
mornaing, and I went for ber, or the old foreman, or one of the
old artisans, or sometimes Maryx himself returned with her,
at sunset.

She would nevèr eat anything at bis studio, thouglh he
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wished it, but would take with her a morsel of dry brad arrd
some fruit. She was very grateful to every one, but very
proud in ber way.

" My father always told me to take nothing,-that it was
the only way to be free," she would say.

So the weeks went on one after another, very quietly; and
the total absorption of her into art, and her delight in it, and
ber patient yet passionate study of it, all brought ber strength
and health,. and she ceased to look ill and to suffer from the
heat, and became quite content. Very familiar she never
became with any one, except, perbaps, with me: she had the
meditative temperament of the artist, and all the turmoil and
trifling of the little world around her seldom reaehed ber car.

As for the people of the quarter, they were always a little
afraid of ber, and they abandoned the idea thàt she was my

.daughter, and wove wonderful romances about ber, in which
princes and cardinals figured with small credit to their morality.
What did it matter?

A girl who did not go to mass at any church seemed very
damnable to ail the good foLks of our Rione, mothers and
maids, who might, indeed, have their love-affairs like other
women, and their quarrels, and who could seH a rotten fruit or
twist a bird's neck or stick their bodkin in a rival as well as
any one, but who always squatted on their beels right virtu-
ously before the Madonna once a week, at least, and got the
publie writer at the corner to pen their little notes for them to
that lovely saint, San Luigi Gonzaga, who smiles in June like
a very Adonis among his flowers and his love-letters.

And as for the men,-well, she was beautiful to look at,
certainly; but then she never seemed to know it, or to want
any one else to see it: so what charm was there in it? She
went on ber way looking at none of them, always looking at
some moss-grown roof'of an old temple afar off, or some defaced
fresco en some wall hard by. She made them angry, and they
let ber be.

She only saw Clelia pushing ber horse's breast against the#
reedy shores of the Velabrum, or the fair-faced Improvisatore
leaning from his violin a moment to watch for Raffaelle coming
on the bridge.

She was very tranquil at this time; studying long and closely,
and then going out into all the broad brightness of the noon,
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or the *hite radiance of moonlit evenings, and remembering
ail the ages of the world:

There can be hardly any life more lovel y upon earth than
that of a young student of art in Rome, NVith the morning,
to rise to the sound of countless befls and of innunierable
streams, and see the silver lines of the snow new fallen on the
mountains against the deep rose of the dawn, and the shado#s
of the iight steal away softly from off the city, releasing, one
by one, dome and spire and cupola and roof, t ill- ail tfe wide
white wonder of the place ennobles itself under the broad
brightness of full day; to go down into the dark cool streets,
with the pigeons fluttering in the fountains, and the souids
of the morning chants comin-g fromn many. a church-door and
convent-window, and little scholars and singing ehildren going
by with wliite elothes -on, or scarlet robes. as though walking
forth from the canvas of Botticelli or Gaiofalo; to eat frugaliy,
sitting dose by some shop of flowers and birds, -and watching
ail the while the humorsOItpd the pageants of the streets; to
pass by quaint corners, ricfi4vith sculptures of the Renaissance,
and spanned by arches of arehitects that huilded for Agrippa,
under grated windows with arms of Frangipanni or Colonna,
and pillars that Apollodorus raised; to go into the great courts
of palaces, murmurous with the falLof water, and fresh with
green leaves and golden fruit, thit'rob the colossal statues of
their gloom and gauntness, and thence into the vast chambers
where the greatest dreams that men have ever had are kritten
on panel and on canvas, and the immensity and the sirence of
them ail are beautiful and cloquent with dead men's legacies

to the living, where the Hours and the Seasons frolie bside
the Marys at t-he Sepulchre, andÂenis bares bis lovely limbs,
in no wise ashamed because St. Jerome and St. Mark are there;
to study, and muse, and wonder, andbe still, and be full of
the peace which passes ail understanding, because the earth is
lovely as Adonis is; and life is yet unspent; to come out of the
sacred light, lalf golden, and half dusky, and full of ntny
blended colors, where the marbles and the pictures live sole
dwellers in the deserted dwellings of princes; to come out
where the oranges are aIl aglow in the sunshine, and the red
camellias are pushing against the hoary head of the old stone
Hermes, and to go down the width of the mighty steps into
the gay piaz alive with bells tolling, and crowds laughing,
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and drums a-beat, and the flutter of -Carnival banners in the
wind; and to get away from it al with a full heart, and ascend
to sec the sun set from the terrace of the Medici, or the Pam-
fili, or the Borghese woods, and watch the flame-like clouds
stream homewards behind St. Peter's, and the pines of Monte
Mario grow black atrainst the west, till the pale green of
evening spreads itsel above them, and the stars arise; and
then, with a prayer,-be your faith what it will,-a prayer
to the Unknown God, to -go down again through the violet-
scented air and the dreainful twilight, and so, with unspeakable
thankfulness, siniply because you live, and this is Rome-so '
loineward.

What life can be- fuller or be sweeter than this, even if
your home be near the skies, in some old house of some crowded
quarter with the doves flying about your roof all the day
long?

What matter poverty, or any straits of it, if you be young
and be in Rome ?

All this mighty world that has been makingz here for nearly
three thousand years is ill yourown, and Praxitelesand Raffaelle
are your mini»ers. For you Popes greater than Emperors
gathered Their treasures from the East and West, and -
these endless feiles of marble and of jewels; and for you
they made these deep green aisles and avenuesçwhere the ilex
and the cypress intertuingle, and the þirds sing in the soft
darkness of the boughs; not a Medici ror.é Borgia of them
all possessed the capital of the world a.4 you can do, entering
intô your heritage of art's great heirl m.

And beside a life in Rorne all life sewhere is but barren
and narrow and must miss something both of color and sanctity.
If it were only for the endless sibilities that lie in our life
here, it would eclipse al others: you may watch a cabbage-
garden being dug, and under th" careless stroke of the spade
it may yield up imperial narblý or broken household gods;
you may speak to a village worman coming dowu' from the
hills into the streets, and he e give you, by mere chance,
some priceless secret of the past, as only a few years since the
oor artificer of the Sabine mountains gave up the secret of

the Etrnscan goldsmiths' chains.
The city was full of mighty people, and stirred with all that

life of fashion-and of folly which must make the old atones of
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the Carino and the Sacred Way think the years of'the Agrip-
pines are come back again to Rome. But all its fume and
fuss touched my Ariadne in no way.

Maryx, indeed, was sought by that illustrious though mot-
ley world, and could not always say it nay. ~ But no one saw
ber at bis house; and our own world, that gossiped on the
door-steps, and elanked brass pails at the water-spouts, and
told its beads at the shoemaker's church, and ate its macaroni
at the street-corners, apd drove its- mules over the bridge to
the gardens, and pranlfed- itself in gay masquerade, and beat
its tambourine at Carnivals, did not change in any way, but
let her alone,-a girl that did not go to mass, and had no
saint; and·came the Lord knew whence.

So the months went by, and Maryx would often leave the
great personages who courted him, to join ber and me and
Palès, when on holy-days and feast-days -we would ramble far
and wide over the city and the çountry round. Maryx cared
but little for this world which *as at his feet: he thought it mo-
notonous, but a myope: lie said to it as Pierre Puget, another
Provençal, said to it wheu it told him that he eclipsed Phid-
ias: " Have you studied the-works of Phidias ?"

Maryx, despite his lofty free grace and often haughty speech,.
kept much of the peasant irbin,-of the free and dauntless
peasant who dwells on the broail plains, among his sheep-dogs,
and has for his couch the wild tiyme once dedicated te*,enus.
A king could not sway him ; nor either easily could a siren
allure.

The wiles of women fell any impotent from tlhs man, who
could imagine and create a loveliness that no fiving woman
ever could eqial,-Helen being dead.

Gay peo le began to go up aid down the avenues by the
Lateran, an foreign crowds to saunter under the palm-of Au-

e gustus; and o • hionable chirupings twittered round the
Moses and the Gladiator and all the great solemp noble mar-
bles, and mummers began to twang their lutes before the time
under gloomy convent-walls, and -passing under the shadow of
great palaces at night one heard strains of merry music, and
caught glimpses, through the vast arched courts, of ladies'
geis and lacqueys' liveries.

For me, I wished they would leave Rome alone. It should
be viited as Mecca is; and in no other way.
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But all the twitter and turmoil and flutter and frippery
always rushed in like the waves of the Goths' armies when-
ever winter came; and trade was bettered, and the grim o!d
streets were bright, aid not very many people came my way
to the brown corner where the Ponte Sisto water fell in the
great àrched niche all green with moss. To me winter made
no change, for my clients did not lie at all among that wealthy
foreign world:- I munçhed chestnuts instead of fig, and
hugged a brazier instead of a water-melon: that was all.

Others of my calling retreated from their stalls into cellars,
and sat with, their heads just above the pavement, looking
very droll, and like the jacks in boxes that the children play
with;r4>ut for myself I never did. I stuck to my stall when-
ever I worked, and fixed a big red umbrella, if it'rained,
above my head, and defied1the wind end all the forces of the
elements.

Having braved in my younger manhood the icy winters of
old German cities far northward, I was not afraid of the blasts
that come over the Alps and Apennines and make one shiver,
as they used to makè Cato do, no doubt, despite al his philos-
ophy,--whistling up under his, toga, and sporting with lis
dignity.

I confess I like to think of Cato shivering in the winter
wind. I have no love for him, nor honor, nor any venera-
tion.
. Surely never more curiously than in Cato were inediocrity

and narrow-mindedness deified and immortalized : always ar-
rayed with persistent obstinacy against innovation of any'kind;
a foe to al genius and all elegance; so brutal to his slaves that
one of tl'em hanged himself out of sheer fear of his displeas-
ure; so rapacious of their labor that, whilst counseling fes-
tivals should be religiously kept in t*he letter and thé plow laid
aside, he recommends thàt, slaves shall bé meanwhile put to ail
other kind of work; furi9us against all immorality, whilst
considering chastity in marriage in no wise binding on the
husband; never rising to a higher view of moral excellence
than ay in the range of a strict police discipline, and never
imagining a loftier honor than lay locked in the merchant's
ledger; considering every inan of versatile powers and grace-
ful accomplishments fit only for a harlequin, and despising a
pet as only level with a woman- or a mountebank ; in old age,
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changing from the sturdy farmer and the plebeian soldier of the
Hannibalic, Punie, and Macedonian wars, into the likeness
of a prude, and-something more disgusting than a prude, and
spending long hours of inspection before the washing, swad-
dling, and nursing of his children :-how has he ever come
to be revered by posterit-y ?

Such qualities as he possessed of independence, integrity,
and a v.ery illiberal patriotism, never rose to any grandeur, and
cfaminot redeem the egotism, the self-sufficiency, and the narrow-
ness of the rest of his character, and, indeed, were virtues
general in almost every citizen of his time. He had all the
faults, and no more than the excellencies, of any sturdy, prej-
udiced,-opinionated, commonplace character who represents the
householder; and yet Lucius Porcius Cato, who refused a
holiday to his labor-worn creatures by a miserable quibble, and
who thought that to die worth more gold than you inherited
showed a divine spirit, bas come to be named in the same
breath with Socrates and Plato and Marcus Antoninus. Oh,
triumph sublime of the Mediocrities!

When the full winter was come, very great and grand
people, foreigners, princes, and the like, came up constantly, as
I say, to the fanous studio on the Sabine hill; for Maryx was
illustrious, and his name known wherever anything of art was
in any way comprehended, and he might have dined, had he
chosen, at any sovereign's table in Europe. He but seldom
saw his great guests among his marbles: when obliged to do
so, he received them with that noble, frank courtesy which he
showed alike to the bighest and the lowest. "1He looks like
Pergolesi's shepherd king," said a woman once; and indeed it
was hot ill said, for he had something unworldly and untam-
able yet majestiç and royal in ail his air and bearing.

jGiojà, as I say, too, was, never seen by all these people, for
his bouse had many chambers, and the one set apart for ber
*ork, where the Apollo Cytharoedus was, he never allowed to
be invaded. At entertainments, which he occasionally gave,-
for, though of extreme simplicity, almost austerity, in his own
habits, he lived with the magnificence of a great artîst in his
conduct to others,-he would have had ber be present, and
oftcn pressed ber to be sno; but she resisted,.and begged to be
left alone, studying under the old bronze lamp that burned
before Hermes in my room on the river.



"She is quite right; and, besides, she is so young," said
Maryx, and ceased to think of it.

His mother never alluded again to any thought of love or
marriage about the girl. She grew used to seeing Giojà come
and go across the court, with the sun on the golden bronze of
her hair, and accepted ber presence there with the balf-stupid,
balf-puzzled feeling with which the once shrewd but now
clouded mind of the old peasant accepted all the strange things
around ber, rebellious, yet resigned.

" Only you have made a clay image of ber: that is bad,"
sbe said, one day, seeing a cast that be had made, and recog-
nizing in it the straight delicate limbs and the classic face
that she saw every morning come up through the aloes and the
myrtie on to the terrace steps.

"That is bad," she would say. "Only-the IIoly Mother
should be worshiped like that; and to put a maiden among
your false gods and light women,-that is not well, eitber."

Maryx would smile.
He, like bis mother, grew used to seeing the tall siender

form of the maiden pass up through bis trees and bis flowers
into that beautiful bouse of bis, which without her now would
have seemed too cold and too silent; even as I at sunset grew
used to seeing ber come across the bridge to dip ber hands in
the fountain-water and lean over my board, and tell me what
progress she bad made tbat day, and what ber master had said
-to ber or had bidden ber do.

At times she would pass the evening on the Golden Hill;
but it was always -when he was alone and unoccupied; and
at such times she would spin to please bis inother, or weave
some piece of tapestry, on which she imitated flowers she had
gathered and set in water near ber, or draw in black and
white, whilst Maryx, who bad vast stores of the most mis-
cellaneous learning, and the most capacious memory in the
world, illustrated bis own theories of art with passages from
the most recondite çf the classic writers, and manuscripts of
the Vatican and the libraries ofrold Italian cities and of Paris,
that scarcely any eyes but bis own had ever been at the pains
to decipher.

Ab, happy nights and innocent, in the quiet vaulted cham-
ber, sweet with the sent of burning pines, and spacious as the
hall of Alcinôus, with the light of the bearth spreading broad
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and bright where the old dark figure of the woman sat and
span, and the girl sped the swift shuttle, as Athene taught the
Pheacian maids to do, and the deep soft lones of Maryx filled
the silence with the sonorous sounds of Greek and Latin prose !
-ah, happy nights and innocent! They should have had
more abiding spell to bind, more lasting power to endcar! But
such are the ways of fate, and life is as the maze of Lars
Porsena's tomb, whereof no man kno*s the clue or holds the
plan.

Maryx, in these winter months, made her in marble, as Nau-
sicaa,-Nausicaa as she had gone down through the orchards
and the olive-gardens to the sea, holding the golden cruse of
oil in-one hand, with her feet bare, so that she might wade in
the waves, and in her eyes the- great soft wonder that must
have come there when Odysseus awoke. Nothing more deli-
cately, seriously beautiful had ever come from his chisel, and
nothing more purely Greek.

How one wishes that they had told us the fate of Nausicaa!
en she leaned against the pillar, and bade her farewellto

the great wanderer. we know her heart was heavy: never again
could she play by the shore glad-hearted with her maidens;

when she had passed, thut day, out between the silver dogs
of Hephestus, through the west wind and the 'pomegranate-
blossoms, to the sea, she had left her happy youth behind ber.

So much we feel sure of; but we would fain know more.
Were it a modern poem, how it would be amplified! how much
we should hear of her conflict of silence and sorrow! no mod-
ern would have the coldness to leave her there, leaning against
the column in Alcinoùs's hall, and never add a word of her
fate!

But that is our weakness: we cannot "break off the laurel-
bough," shortly and sharply, unburnt, as they did of old.

Did she live to'be the mother of a line of kings? I like
better to think that she never forgot the stranger who passed
away to Ithaca, thinking never of ber, but only-when he did
look back-of the burning daughters of Atlas and of Helios,
weaving songs and charms in their magical isles for the shame
and the souls of men..

For me, I always wish-sinfully, perhaps-to strangle Pen-
elope in her own web, and wed Ulysses to the sweet PhSacian
Maid.
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This Nausicaa, which Maryx imaged, was exceedingly fair.
It had the peculiar charm of Giojà's own look,-that look

which had all, the mysterious depth of a young goddess's and
the clear innocence of a child's. It was Nausicaa going to the
sea, not come frou it. Giojà also had not as yet seen what
slept on an untouched shore to make her sorrow.

She was happy, but she was happy with her mind, not with
her heart. In her simplicity of habits and her seriousness of
thought, she resembled rather a beautiful Greek youth than a
girl.of her own time. She was so ignorant of ber-own power,
she was so serenely unconscious that when she threw back the
sleeve from her arm to work the better the action might
quicken the pulse of man into passion, that she scareely seemed
mortal to me, used to the ardent and tender women of my
city. Her poor foolish father, who had given up so weakly
to his fate and sat down under his burden by the Ligurian
waves, bad had, at the least, wisdom to educate her into that
love of the world's past, and that absorption into the arts,
which are the surest shield against the perils of youth. Athene
Ergane has a surer shield than even Athene Promachos.

" You admire him ? you like him ? he is kind to you ?" I
asked ber, at the close of her first'weck's study.on the Golden
Hill.

"l He teaches me; he will make me an artist too," she an-
swered me, in surprise.

That was ail she thought of or needed7-llad he been the
ugliest dwarf in all creation, Maryx would bave been none
the less a deity to ber. She grew, as tlhe time went by, into
an adoration of him ; but it was only with such a sentiment
as that wherewith she adored the memory of the son of Char-
midas, the.idea of the strength of Lysippus.

Maryx was a great artist ; he was ber master.
She sighed fori his smile; she feared his frown: she hung

with xeverence on all his words. But it was only because he
was to her Art incarnate. She never knew all that she owed
to him. For he would never let me tell her, and, swift as she
was to see an error in a line, an imperfection in a fancy, things
of daily life -escaped ber. She took whit she found without
thinking about it.

ler body wanted so little, and her mind demanded so
much. If yo had fed ber mind and delighted it, she would

11*
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have let you beat ber, or starve her, and would not have com-
plaified.

" If she had not happily been dedicated to Apollo and
.thene, she would have -seen visions and died in a convent,
like Teresa of Spain," said Maryx of her, one day. "She is
like those flowers which hang by a thread and live on the
sun.

I thought that he hardly read her aright.
She had more strength than Teresa of Spain, and the storm

would feed her, I thought, scarcely less than the sun. But,
like Santa Teresa, she saw immortals come to her, and she had
little to do with the human creatures about her,-searcely
enough to make her human. It hurt her more to see a mu-
tilated marble than to see a woman worn with disease and pain.
Her angel was Apollo. For such defiance of the common fate
there is always an avenging destiny.

What did Maryx feel to this flower?
I did not know; it seemed to me he scarcely knew him-

telf. He thought much more at first of her genius than of
herself.

" No woman ever did any good thing in marble, and she is
a girl,",he would say. " Yet-"

Yet he gave much time and thought to her instruction, and
found in her a power of imagery and a mastery of execution
which he allowed to be wonderful, her youth and her age both
considered.

His mother's suggestion seened to have passed by him un-
heeded, and t be forgotten. Ile treated her as he would

-have treated a youth in whose talent and fate he had interest;
nothing more..
-" Who would talk of love to ler ?" he said, once, a little
roughly. "She would understand you no more than my Nau-
sicaa yonder."

"She is, not like Nausicaa at ail," he added. "Nausicaa
dreamed of love, and of the nuptial joys: she never does, I
think men searcely exist for her. She has no thought of «me,
for inktance, save as of some abstract incarnation of her art,
that leads her in its right ways, and so is worth regarding."

"Well, would you change that? Is it not a blèssing for
ler?".

"No, T would not change it," he answered, thoughtfuly.

-*,-~
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"It has a great charm, to see those clear deep eyes of bers
look so far out beyond oneself and all about bne. But it will
change, t suppose, some day. No one remains forever beyond
the common fate of human lives. And just in proportion to
the previous strength is the force of the fall from it. It would
be betier for her if she were like Nausicaa, playing bail, and
thinking of the bridal clothes.'

"Alas! alas! who would marry.her?" said I, with ail a
Roman's prejudice.

" Any one who loved her, no doubt," said Maryx, judging
the minds of men by the greatness of his own.

Meanwhile, of such things Giojà had no thought. At
times almost I grew superstitious, and thought she was hardly
human, she was so indifferent to everything outside the pale
of art, and so untouched by all that usually touches girls: she
never seenied to see the children laughing in her path, the
lovers in the twilight of the trees, the -strings of pearl and
coral in the artificers' windows, the baby at its mother's breast,
the birds on their spring nests.

What she cared for was to stand in the damp moss-grown
niches of the Vatican with the Mercury and Apollo, and to
wander through the great stone galleries of the Capitol, until

. one really began to think she was some Vestal buried- alive,
and kept by some freak of nature fresh and fair in the bosom
of mother earth, and released and awakened, but feeling astray

. in the,sunlight, and bewildered to find so much of .Rome
remainiug, yet so much destroyed.

One 'day we passed our lovely Santa Maria in Trastevere
wheri a marriage-party were coming out from the doors. They
were people of the laboring class, but the girl was very grace-
fui, and the man. was bold and handsome, and both looked
happy, with that perfect happiness which has "the life of the
rose," but, unlike the rose, fades, not to bloom again with the
next summer.

They were coming out, and we stepped back to give them
room.

" What are they doing?" shé asked me.
" They have been to the priest to be married," said I. "I

know them. They will be very poor. He is a fruit-seller.
.They will live in one room, under the street. They will never
eat meat. They wil have many trouble& But for all that
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they will be happy. They love each other. They will run
out in the sun, and laugh, and sing, and play with their chil-
dren, and go to the theatre when they can-"

" And when he does.not love ber any more?" asked Giojà.
I wias ilent. It took my breath away. What should she

know about men's faithlessneas?
. "Why should he cease to care for. her?" I stammered.
"She is a good girl, and young, and so pretty."

"I do not know. In all the old tales one or the other
changes," she sai4,gravely. "I suppose it is always so. There
was a woman lived near us on the shore. She had grown
quite old. But when she had been young she had been hand-
some, and a man 'loved ber very much. She was then at
Naples, and after a time he grew jealous, and he, drew his
knife, and gashed ber all across the eyes and forehead, so that
sie should never be beautiful for any one any more, but hid-
eous,-which she was. nd after that, thouglh he came to
knowthat she had alw ys deserved good of him,. and never ill,
he deserted ber, and. ent to other women, and she fell into
great misery;, and whe she lived upon our shore she was glad
to boil the sea-weed an the jelly-fish to make a little food.
But she told me her story, and, though she was disfigured and
one of ber eyes was blinded, she said she would not have had
it otherwise. ' My sight is dark,' she said, 'and in the wound
he made you. can lay two fingers still, and it stilj aches and
throbs when the nights are cold; but I am glad he hurt me
so: it tells me how he loved me'once. When I think I must
be dreaming, and 'that I never could have been lovely ànd
beloved, then I put my hand up to the great cruel wound, and
I know it was true, and-I feel bis kisses again. He left me,
yes,-he was a man, and I was a woman,-but he loved me
once. Else he would not have hurt me.' That was what she
said. She was old, and half blind, and wretched. But she
had not forgotten."

I shivered a little as I heard. There was a sound in her
voice of syxpp4thy with that poor wounded soul which fright-
ened me for her. - ,

" And you understand ber ?" I said. "Faith to the faith-
less? Is that well ?"

"I think I understand it," she 'said, slowly. "And I
suppose if she had loved him once, whether he ceased to love
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ber or not, that could not make any difference. But it must
be terrible. , Why do people love at all ?"

"It is nature," I said, feebly.
"Nature is cruel," said the girl.
And from that1 could not dissent, seeing that the only

motive power and the sole key-note of all creation is cruelty
in.some form or another.

The marriage-party by this time were well away down the
street, their voices caroling a chorus, and the bright colors of
their costumes glancing in the sun. She looked after them.

" What will she do when he does not love her any longer?"
she said, with that first touch of human pity that I have ever
known in her.

" When he does not,-if he do not,-I dare say she will
stab him: she is a Trasteverina. If not, she will weep a
little, and play with her babies, and get over it: most women

,do so."
A supreme disdain came on the thoughtful calmness of her

face. " Women are poor creatures, then," she said, and moved
on past the Monastery of St. Anna, whose true saint is Vittoria
Colonna.

As a man I could not assent to her; as a philosopher I
could not dissent.

But I saw that Maryx and I both had been wrong in our
belief, and that she had indeed thought of love and of its
obligations, only perhaps too much: at any rate, she -had
learned a belief in Love's great canon: better throbbing wounds
by which to mark remembered kisses after death, than peace
and solitude without a sigu.

" Only, alas !" I groaned to myself, as I stumblèd on in ber
steps, " they were right that day in the Borghese gallery: it
is so seldom Eros; it is so often Apate and Philotes."

But then of these mock gods she knew nothing.
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CHAPTER XI.

WITH spring the city thinned, and the pleasure-folks went
on their ways, and never stayed to see the Sabine mountains.
and all the rest, grow like one soft sea of green with the young
grass, and the Campagna a very ocean of blossoming flowers,
with the great cattle knee-deep in it, and the mounted shepherds
riding through a glory of waving color.

With spring Maryx usually went to his own land; but this
year hé did not stir, nor speak of leaving Rome. The Nau-
'sicaa went to sustain his great name, and. the .Nero; but he
himself remained.

With the sweet glad spring weather, when one could lie and
laugh all day on the turf of the Pamfili Doria goodlands, and.
groups stood chatting and love-making about ike great cool
fountains half the radiant night, he and she and I went on many
a ramble together.

Together we feasted on porcupine in Ariosto's tavern, and
traced the ways of Tullia's blood-stained chariot; together we
bowed our heads to ruined altars in the bowels of the earth
and saw the tarantella danced under the spring-blossoming
vines; together we pulled the anemones under the old oaks
of Galba's gardens, and traced the fancied sites of vanished
temples under crowding hovels or frowning conveut-malIs;
together we found our roads by Strabo and Denys of Halic-ar-
nassus, through twisting lanes and heaps of rubble, and talked
of buriéd cities that lay beneath us as we sat on the grassy
mounds in the silent country, with the oxen coming to us
between the high tufa banks, and the caper-flowers covering
the fallen stones of nameless tombs.

"l Are you happy now ?" I asked of Giojà, one day. She
was silent a moment, theh answered,-

"l I ai conterít." .
The strong instinctive veracity in her weigbed the measure

of her days and gave them their right naine. She was con-
tent: her life was full of the sweetness and strength of the
arts, and of the peace of noble occupation and endeavor. But
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some true instinct in ber taugbt her that this is peace, but is
not more than peace. Happiness comes but from the beating
of one heart, upon another.

She was Nausicaa on her path through the orchards, in the
cool of the early morning, to the sea, with all the day to come.

Among our pilgrimages we went at times to Daïla, the
estate of Hilarion. The site of it had once been a Sabine
town, and in thé vineyards were the foundations of a villa
that, as I have said, according to tradition, had belonged to
the gay sad author of the Satyricon, and coins found in the
soil, and letters eut in the leaden water-pipes, seemed to con-
firm the supposition of ,antiquaries, which especially pleased
its present owner, since between Petronius and -Hilarion there
was that certain sympathy which makes two thousand years
seem but a moment.

Later it must have belonged to Julia Domna, or some other
of the Syrian empresses, or some great creature of their
household, for there were ail the symbols, and many of the
deities, of the Eastern creeds found in those excavations which
for years Hilarion had had made there. The present villa
there, which he had purchased, was one of the sixteenth cen-
tury, and "magnificent enough, with its vast halls painted by
Guilio Romano and his scholars with crowds of angels and
throngs of heroes on the vadts and domes, and, without, the
high clipped arbutus hedges, the stone terraces, the fish-ponds
with their marble stairs and moss-grown nereids of an arti-
ficial age, and beyond these again the wide-spreading green
glades, dusky with the ilex, and the oak, and the cedar, and
the cork-tree, and the stone pine, through whose stately trunks
one saw the silver gleam of the distant sea of Æneas, and the
dark shadows of the Pontine marshes, and- the bold blue
mountains of the " people of the lance," and the whiteness
of snowy peaks that rose against the azure of the skies.

Giójà had gone but seldom there, for it was some twelve or
fourteen miles out towards the northwest ; but no place liad so
great a fascination for ber, except the heari of Rome itself.

The mere name of Hilarion had à charm for her ear, and
often in the studio of Maryx she would stand and look up to

-.the face of bis bust, and that of the Apollo Cytharodus,
which wa his also, and whenever we spoke of him, as indeed
we dia, oftn, she would listen« with that look in ber eyes
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which came into them for tbe marbles, and the fountains, and
the dear dead gods.

" When will be come back ?" she asked me, often; and
that I never could tell her,-for the moods of Hilarion were as
variable as the winds that blew over Rome.

But he almost seemed to be at Daïla: there was his ink-
stand open in the library; there was his velvet coat thrown
across a chair; there was bis Martial lying open, with a dead
ruse in it to keep the place; there were bis mares neighing in
the stable; there were bis flowers blossoming under the ter-
races; there were his laborers laboring for him among -the
buried marbles under the vines; and there was the tomb of
the dog he had killed in a fit of petulance;'kept with a care
that the shades of Augustus and of Livia might bave envied.

Hilarion, absent, became at Dalla a living reality to this
girl, to whom Apollo and Virgil, and Adonis and Valeria, and
all the 'gods and all the mortals of the old Latin land, were in
a manner nearer than we who gave her her daily bread and
touched her hand.

For me, I only wished that he might forever remain to her

thus, like-a Hellenie myth, looming larger and lovelier than
life through the golden baze of mystical imaginations. For
the sight of Hilarion was not less cruel to woman than was
bis soft,. bitter, amorous verse.

When the very great heats of the midsummer came, Maryx
took me aside one day.

"She is well now, but she will nòt be well much loùger, if
she stay in. the drought of July" he said to me. "Rome
does not hurt you and me, but a creature as young as that,
and a girl,-it is different. Listen to what I want you to do.
It is an innocent subterfuge, and I see no other way."

Then he told me of a farm of his own-for he had purchased
largely in and about the city, being now a rich man-which
was close to Frascati, on those breezier heights, where health
may be better kept than down in the ways of the town itself;
and he told me that I was to go thither for the two perilous
months, speaking of it as needful for my health, and persuade
her by any means I could to aceompanj me, taking care not
to speak of him in connection with it. For himself, he
atended to stay on the Golden Hill.

"I have too muèh work in hand to-leave," he said; but the
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blood came into the clear olive skin of bis cheeka as he spoke,
and I thought my own thoughts, and was glad.

"You must not ]et ber dreami the place' is mine," he said,
alittle later. "She is so proud, and it would pain ber. And,
indeed, what obligation to me is there? . None at all."

I promised compliance ; but when I sought to persuade ber
I found the task quite beyond my powers.

"I will not leave Rome," she said, and was resolute.
"Rome will never hurt me," she said. " It would hurt me

much more to leave it. This room is high and cool, and you
know this part of the river is healthy, even thouglh the flooda
come. I could not go out of Rome; and, besides, I am
learning so much ; and he has promised to let me touch the
clay next month.".

And to be moved she was not; and so I stayed as I bad
stayed for many a year, stitching at my stall in the summer
heat, with the big melons and the bursting honey-filled figs all
agape at the street-comners, and the ladr'and lasses coming over
the bridge at midnight, ýwith trailing rose-boughs, and the lilies
of Mary in their hands, twanging their lutes and laughing.

As it happened, mercifully, the summer was unusually cool,
and she did not suffer from it in any way, and worked ardu-
ously in the studio on the Mons Auxeus, and gained from her
great master much of his technical skill, and much of lis
catholie and noble views of art and its obligations.

Maryx, with all bis passion of reverence for the art of the
past, had a per4ption of the excellencies and of the failures
of his own generation truer than that which is given to most
men. He did not overrate the present age of the world, but
neither did he deride it. It moved him. rather to sympathy
and compassion than to either of those two extremes of vanity
and of scorn into one of whose opposite camps most of us are
driven in too great leat and violenceAk
- Hilarion, who had writtep much to emasculate it, spent all
the brilliancy of bis brain in beaping endless coatumely upon
bis own generation; Maryx, who had done much to enrich it,
regarded it with affection and regret, as a man may du bis
country when its ways are uneven and its future is dark.

"We are the sons of our time," he would say. " It is not
for us to iay our mother. Let us cover ber dishonor if we
see it, lest we provoke the Erinyes.
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And he held that our own age was not so much debased as
lit was despairing,-not so often base as it was weary.

Surely," he said, one day, in those moments of eloquence
which were frequent with him, for he- had a trick of natural
eloquence when with those for whom he had a liking, and who
liked to listen to him,- ">urely the'world, made up of human
beings as it is, is only like one human being in his passage
through life. To youth belong ineffable graces all its own,
and charms never to be counterfeited when youth has passed
away; hope and faith and the freshness of unbroken illusions
are with it ; it*has the þloom as of the untouched fruit, the
charm as of the half-opened flower; it is rich in the treasures
of its untried years, and strong in the insolence of its beauty
and its strength; it is without suspicion and without fear, but,
also, it is without sympathy: it is glorious as the glory of the
morning, but he who seeks its pity finds it hard, from pure
joyousness of soul and ignorance of sorrow: its selfishness is
only ignorance, but it is selfish : it says to every passing hour,

Thou art fair,' why should it look elsewhere? Wheü youth
is.gone, the character that has gained from living any profit
will have softened and mellowed undèr the suns and storris of
many days; with wide experience it will have wide toleration
and comprehension; its sympathies will be unfailing, because
it will be- aware that ' to understand is to pardon,' since for all
evil there is excuse, could all influences and motives and acci-
dents of circumstance be traced: its own past lies behind it, a
land forever lost, and its onward path is dark: it looks back so
often because it has not heart to look forwardl since all it sees
is death: ïnany are the graves of its desires and of its friends:
it 'is full of pity for all things that breathe, because it bas
learne4that nearly every breath is pain: there is nothing in
which it can have ffnuch belief, but there is little to which it
can refuse compassion, since all creation suffers: the unutter-
able sadness and mystery of all forms of life oppress it, and it
hears the children and the lovers say ' forever,' knowing itself
too well that the mortal's ' forever' is but the gnat's day upon
a ray of sun and breath of vapor.

"As thus with the individual character of man, so it is with
the character of the- world, and of those arts in which the
voice of the world's soul speaks.

"Fearlessness, loveliness, and force characterized all that it
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did, and all that it sang of, in «n earlier tinie: tenderness and
pity are the excellencies of all the best that it produces now.
In the first ages all achievement and inspiration were fresh as
the dews of dawn, and lie who struck the lyre had no fear that
bis hymns were but weak echoes ofa stronger sound. All
was new, all was spontaneous. Now all this is changed. We
feel that our production can hardly ever be more than repeti-
tion. We are, like the priests and the people of Lyonesse,
powerless to raise the magic sword wielded by stronger hands
than ours; and we have no child Arthur among us, or if we
have we deny and put him aside, and the sword lies unlifted.

" But if we have lost the force and the freshness of an
earlier day, we have gained something else notwholly to be
despised.

"I think that whilst we have, perhaps, lost dignity, and
certainly have lost concentration, our sight is more extended,
our range of feeling more varied, our understanding of pain
and of joy more acute.

"The pathos and mirth of the Knight of Mancha and the
passions of Juliet and Francesca are our own; the vast com-
prehension of Shakspeare and the microscopie analysis of
Balzac are purely.modern: what depths of complex emotion
and passion divide Heloise fron-ý Helen; or Imogene from
Antigone, and sever Shelley from Sophoçles, and Faust from
Paris!

" This world of our own immediate day is weak and weary,
because it is no longer young: yet it possesses one noble attri-
bute,-it bas an acute and almost universal sympathy, which
does indeed often degenerate into a false and illogical sentiment,
yet serves to redeem an age of egotism. We have escaped
both the gem-like hardness of the pagan and the narrowing
selfishness of the Christian and.the Israelite., We are sick for
the woe of creation, and we wonder why such,woe is ours, and
<why it is entailed on the innocent dumb beasts, that perish in
millions for us, unpitied, day and night. Rome had no altar
to Pity: it is the one god that we own. Whïen that pity in us
for all things is perfected, perhaps we shall have reached a
religion of sympathy that will be purer than any religion the
world has yet seen, and more ptoductive. 'Save my country!'
cried the pagan to his deities. 'Save my soul!' cried the
Christian at his altars. We, who are without a god, murmur
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to the great unknown forçes of Nature, 'Let me save others
some little portion of this pain entailed on all simple and
guileless things, that are forced to live, without any fault of
their own at their birth, or any will of their own in their
begetting.'"

When be would speak thus, or in similar moods on similar
themes, with that natural power of utterance which gave him
a greater sway over the minds of students than any one had
possessed since Canova, she would listen to him with silent
reverence and grave delight.

Ail his temper was akin tohers, and no thought of his was
alien to her mind.

' Yet he was quite riglht: as a man, sbe never thought of
him; he was ber master, and so her ruler; an artist, and so
of ber kindred; but no more.

And,' indeed, he did not seek to be more.
Nothing could bepurer, simpler, and more- utterly free from

any kind of passion than the patience with which he taught
her and the goodness with which he befriended her. His care
of ber was so continual, but se unobtrusive, that perhaps for
that very reason she noticed it but little.

Maryx had known the stormy passions of an ardent and
imaginative manhood, but of late -years be bad -been little
moved by women: he bad grown indifferent to them. There
was notbing in bis conduct or in his manner to ber ivlhich
could indicate that that indifference was altered. 'Éxcept that
he was more gentle, he treated ber as he bad often treated
before ber young lads in whose poverty and talent he had seen
the image of his own lonely youth.

But, myself, I noticed that be did not go out of Rome this
year scarcely for a day; and I noticed the infinitely caressing
softness that came into bis lustrous eyes whenever she drew
near; and..I boped-hoped-that she might lay -ber young
bead forever on that brave beart of bis, and lose her dreams
of greatness in the accomplisbed greatness of his own.

For bis mother was right: the marble was too cold for the
soft-beating bosom of a girl to rest on long; and the Daphne
of Borghese was right also: when the laurel grows out of the
breast of a woman, it hurts.

So, peacefully, the sammer came, and waned, and merged
in autumn; and September was upon me cre I knew it, and



all the little children were growing round-eyed,. and eager, to
think of the near-comrng pleasure of running out into the
vineyards, among the tombs and the temples and the buried
cities, and dancing before the big grape-wagons down the old
traeks across the Campagna, where once the Via Triumphalis
was.

For these things Giojà did not care: she cared if among
the vines you found the mask of a muse or the head of a
satyr; she cared if putting the grass aside you found the
marks where an altar had smoked, or the broken pottery that
told of an old forgotten city.

One would have been glad for her to be more quickly
touched by simple joys, more girlishly alive to natural mirth
and pleasure. But the solitude in which all her years had
been passed on that silent shore, where the.nyrtles grow over
the buried kingdoms, and the king's sepulchres shelter the
sheep and the goats by the side of the blue sea that on<e bore
the vessels of Eneas and the galleys of Scipio, this solitude,
I say, and the manner of her rearing in it, had left their im-
press on her too deeply engraven ever to be changed.

"I wish I could be happy,-just once,-for one little day!"
she said, wistfully, thaît summer, after watching silently some
girls dancing the Saltarella with their lovers, under the vine-
hung terrace of a little wine-house in the chestnut woods of
Castel Gandolfo.

Maryx, standing by her, shrank a little,.as if stung by some
sudden pain.

" We do all we èan," he said; and was silent. And his
eyes were as wistful as hers.

She turned to him repentantly.
" Oli, do not think me thankless. I did not mean that; I

have all I could wish, so much more than ever I could have
hoped for ; only, to be light of heart, and to laugh like that,
must be so beautiful, just for once. What makes them so
happy ?"

" Ask them," said Maryx.
She went up to one of the girls, a brown, bright, handsome

maiden, with, a necklet of pearls heaving on her gay and
honest breast.

" Why are you so happy-?" she asked, her own deep serious
eyes questioning the -girl's gravely and wishfully.
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The Roman maiden laughed, showing all her white teeth.
"How can I tell? I am glad to dance, and-I have got my

new pearils, and I shall marry Rufino at the Nativity."
"You see," said Maryx, " these are. the fountain-springs

of all the world's happiness: heedlessness, possession, and-
love !"

"I do not understand," said Giojà1, with a disappointed
shadow on her face.

It was quite true. She understood the passion for the
dance and for the pearls as much and as little as she under-
stood the love. She had been able to comprehend the misery
of the woman on the Maremma shore, but she could not com-
prehend the gleesome gladness of the betrothed dancer.

"II am not like others, I see," she said, sadly, and with a
sense of something lurking in her that she could not help.

Maryx's brown eyes dwelt on her tenderly.
"IDear, you are like Ariadne; you have the clue and the

sword; Athene keeps you. No mortal has every gift. Light-
ness-and laughter you must miss sometimes, yes; but love is
yours, and art."

"IThere is no one to love me now that my father is dead,"
she said, with her calm young face unchanged.

For she did not know that love was looking on her from
his eyes.

Maryx walked onward, under the green shadow of the
chestnuts and the oaks.

"IDo not think of those old myths- too much," he said;
"and think more of the loveliness of the earth, which outlasta
all stories and all faiths. Look at that.-soft green light yonder,
and the clouds of pale faint gold, and the intense deep bluè
above our heads. Sonietimes I almost think we artists are all
madmen, and our Athene's casque no better than a cap and
bells; for what can the very greatest that any art can ever
achieve look beside one single fleeting moment of the million
sunsets that come and go with scarcely any eyes upraised to
watch, them ? The happiness of the world may not be very
great, my dear: but I fear the thanklessness of the world is
vevy great indeed.".

And the sweet melodious depth of his voice sounded to me
like the Lenten music of the Sistine chants, as we walked
through the Galleria, under the mighty forest boughs.



we roamed idly through them into the avenues of the Cesarini
woods. The nightingales were beginning to sing again, though
the season of their song was almost over; goldfinches were
reveling and rifling among the red fruit of the many wild
cherry-trees; the sky was of the hue of rose-leaves, and seemed
to brush through the br'onze-and-black boughs of the hoary
cedars; now and then a laden mule went by us, or a peasant
with a bundle of dead branches; it,was so still we could hear
the faint, hollow sound of a woodpecker striking at some one
of the great trunks.

" There is Picus," said Maryx. "What a strange thing is
Tradition! Perhaps it was in this very forest that Circe,
gathering her herbs, saw the bold. friend of Mars on his fiery
courser, and tried to bewitch him, and, failing, metamorphosed
him so. What, I wonder, ever first wedded that story to the
woodpecker? Ovid did not invent; he related. And then
there is Pilumnus, who was the first to make cheese, and be-
came the god'of the bakers and of infants in swaddling clothes,
and he is now the pewit or the hoopoe, which you like. How
droll and how unreasonable and how charming it all is! And
yet, they say, the ancients had no feeling for Nature, when
there was not a bush, or a bird, or a portent of the sky, that
had not for them its symbol or story !"

Giojà looked with soft, serious eyes through the gloom for
the woodpecker: to her all the stories were more than half
real.

"Canens searched for him six days .and. six nights," she
said, very low,, as if, to herself, "and then she died- of grief
by the Tiber, you know: perhaps the little brown bird was

-close beside her all the time, and saw her die, and could not
speak---"

"Yes," said Maryx, shortly, with a strange tone in his
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The thanklessness of the world was great! Would she be
thankless?.

We passed silently through those noble woodland glades
which lead to Nemi or Aricia, as you please, and whence you
come, if you will, into a portion of the Appian Way, and fnd
the sheep nibbling among the scattered marbles:

"While to ocean descending,
Sank o'ér the yellow dark plain slowly the yepow broad sun,"
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voice: "that is the fate of love very often; to be unable to'
Bay, 'I am here!' Be sure, though,that Circe was nearalso,
and laugrhing."e

"Why did the gods let such a thing as Circe be? that is
what I do not understand

"My dear, Ciree is stronger than all the gods; and what
she symbolizes is so too, now as then. Perhaps, after ail,
however, she could only make beasts of those who had the
beast in them: passion can do no more. It is the touebstone
of elharacter."

Ie spoke rather to himself than to her.
I fell thinking, as I walked behind him, of Jacopone of

Umbria, who wrote the Stabat Mater hymn; he was a great
master of jurisprudence, and was already growing very famous,
when the woman he loved died suddenly, and they fouad a
hair-shirt under ler gay festal dress,-for she fell dead at a
Carnival ball. He turned to Christ, and joined the Franciscans.
They found him weeping one day, and asked him wherefore.
He said, "I weep because love goes about unloved."

No doubt, when he so answered, he was thinking of the
unknown sin for which that fair wife by whom his own heart
had been broken had done that secret penance;- no doubt he
was thinking, ',Lo ! the whole of my life I gave, and it was
wasted like water spilled upon- the ground."

There is no greater bitterness.
"When I was here last," said Maryx, "I was with Hilarion.

Corôt was with us, and other great men too. There was just
such a sunset. as this. Corôt, who was very silent that day,
sat down and sketched it for a time; then he shut up his book
in sheer despair. Yet landscape-painters are happy, I think;
they have a future; there is much to be done that has never
been done i their art. Perhaps the time will come, too,
when, the earth having been all built over with brick, and the
skies all blackened with furnaces, and the lands all over peopled
to the very edge of the farthest shores, the wretched crowda
will look at one of our landscapes, trying to understand, as
we look at pictures on the Etruscan tombs: and they will
say, 'Was the world ever like that?-was there ever space to
breathe, and green leaves?' Sometimes I-fancy the end of our
world will come so; the greed of gold and the innumerable
multitudes making an awful famine, a universal famine, of the



body and of the soul, in which every creature will perish as in
the eternal Arctic night and reign of ice that men of science
predict for the future of the earth. Look, there is Monte
Cavo, where Juno was throned to see the combat. It is more
beatitiful when there is snow upon its height, and you see the
snow through the budding branches of March or April. But
it is beautiful always."

We walked on till the sun sank out of sight, and left-only
the reflection of its light upon the sky made rosy red,-men
of science tell us why, with learned exposition. The Greeks
said that the tired coursers of the sun, weary with elimbing
the great passage of the sky, were sinking to their res4t, that
fancy pleases me more, being a foolish man, to whom the
glories and the mysteries of the air are so wonderful and
sacred that it hurts me to hear them glibly explained away
with chatter of absorption and refraction, and the' rest, .by
pert-tongued mortals.

We walked onward and downward, until many miles away
*e saw a great dome afar off, rising against the faint rose-leaf
flush of the skies, which deepened towards the -horizon in the
ruddier red as of the pomegranate-flower.

" Why does St. Peter's always move us so ?" said Maryx,
shading bis eyes with his hand. "It moves us more even
than the dome of Agrippa, and seems more Roman,-which
is absurd. Yet, when you are within it, glorious though it is,
it is only the heaven of John of Patmos,-a Semitie Eden
of gold and jewels. When men prefigured their heaven in
the asphodel meadows of Elysium and the fields of Leuke,
their white temples shone against the sun; laurels and myrtles
grew against their steps; their roofs were open to the chang-
ing sky, to the wheeling swallows, to the falling rain; their
altar-offerings.were the fruits of the.earth, the spoils of harvest,
and the gifts of the spring."

" Afid yet there are people so daft," I mu'rmured, "as te
argue that the Greek and Latin temples were iot hypothetic !"

" Dear Crispin," said Maryx, "there are people who argue
that the Pautheon was once elosed in by the bronze' pigna in
the Vatican gardens. I dare say it was,-in some early
Pope's or some latè Emperor's time."

And indeed he was right: the Greek and the Roman wrote
little of water and air, but they loved them both with healthy
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unconscious strength-giving intinct. Itfel withe r:un
Mammosa fell, that the worship f nature wnd
the new creed men roofed in their temples with mieta and

'timber, and feared to sec the light; they lighted lamps, and

shut out the sun when they prayéd. Wheli the Jew begot

the Christian and the Christian governed the world, it was no

longer in summer flowers ald watered meadows that paradise

found its fancied parallels. The passion of Solomon for

baskets of gold and apples'of silver colored the visions of the

recluse on Patmos. /The barbarie and coarse instincts of a

predatory race lent their hues to the fancies of the Apoca-

It was the glowing web of the Syrian loom,.the purple of

the gold of the Ark,sthe sapphire and ruby o f ersia,

te unforgotten spoils of ruined Babylon, that tingd the rev-

ries of the early Christians as they slept in the dens of ar-

ehitheatres, waiting death, or wandered hungry and footsore

ver parching deserts, or crouehed'together trembling li the

bowels ùf the earth.
The Jew, and, by tbe J ew, bis offsprlngc, the Christian,

but bis deity in a gold Tahernecle, builded lubis altarà with

celnsof cedar and eypress, and in his all-conipensatinc;

Future believedathat he would tread streets studded with gems

and findeternal life in mansions bazinç h sp re ir tù

Vincent de Paul, could have worship d togeho dinany oe

of the white temples on the myrtle-lad hid s of old Reiise;

but in the New Jerusalem no poet tourdfnd aplc:i sth

h&tven of-a jeweler, or a inoney-lender; it bas ino greatness,

no spirituality, no punty; it la tawdry and hard, ike a blaze

of 11-set paste grewgaws.
And tii, the teper of the, Jew, bas tainted all religious

art and architecture for almst a scode 0f centuries.

It vularizes the Transfiguration; it orubpts the Vita

Nuova it colors every Calvary, fro that of Rubens to that

of the street-corner; it.puts the bues.f the rinbew inte the

cberubimnwings of Botticelli, and clothes with tinsel the angels

of Angelico. The Hebraie vulgarsm is everywhere te be

traced in Christian art, even in the highest: it is here per-

petualry about us in Christian Rome.ait puts crosses. on

A.siatie oblsks; it put% paintings ef saints on the Pantheon;9
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it puts a statue of Peter on Trajan's column. It has no sense
of the fitness of things; and, worst of ail, it has no remem-
brance of Nature.

Men call tWiis tawdriness, Catholic; they do not seem to see
that it is something much older,-namely, Jewish. And the
taint of it is in the glory of St. Peter's.

Only, as in the Gothie cathedrals the grim force of Odip
and the sea-kings prevailed over it, so in St. Peter's the- vigor
and majesty of early Romer ofhave me-into
it and-gren it a magnitu e and magnificence that redeem
it from the Semetic coarse ess. There is the old Sabine
and Latin sarength in it, th old splendor of the Capitoline
Jupiter; its temple, indeed, '*1a palace, its altars, in-
deed, are still thrones, but ail in it is so tast, so nobl, almost
so divine, that one forgets the golden roof is not the aun, one
forgets the arch of lapis-lazuli is not the dome of e open
sky.

As he spoke of St. Peter's, the horses, met us, and took us
back to Rome, by way of what was once the Via Tri phalis,
whilst the soft flush faded out of the ?ky, and the st- rs began
to quiver in the violet dusk which was not darkness.,

"It has been a beautiful day," said Giojà, with a lttle siglh
of repose and fatigue.

Maryx looked at ber wistfully.
"To say the day bas -been beautiful, is not that to iave been

happy in it?"
She looked a little troubled and ashamed.
" One may be quite content, most thankful and content, and

yet one may imagine-
"Yes," said Maryx, understanding her; and ie said no

more.
It angered me. Why should she not e apy as any other_ _

girl or woman would have been ?
Isuppose, in truth, from her toneliness and her many dreams,.

she lived in.a certain isolation and missed a certain warmth
that the youth in her wanted without knowing well its want.
No doubt in her it was natural and not to be helped. But on
us it seemed'hard.

I said so to Maryx, -when we bad left her, and were coming
down the Via della Greca from seeing a sick student who
lived close by to Santa Maria in Cosmedin, where they show
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the skull of St. Valentine wreathed with roses on his festal
day. He answered me with some sternness.

"IWhat bas she had in her short life to make her glad?
Youth without pleasure is like a flower that comes up too
early in the year and-is frozen half-blown. Joy is unfamiliar
to her; her name is a cruel irony. She is not to be bl.
When I was a lad, yonder at the Villa 'ci, bought a
bird from an old man in. a cellar ; it was a large hawk ; I gave
it a sunny place, good food, and even liberty; but the bird
was always dull. It was not my fault, nor was it the bird's;
Nature had been cramped and thwarted, and took ber vén-
geance. So it is here. When she thinks of Art alone, she
is happy. When she is awakened to the living world, she
sees that she has missed much and is not quite like others.
That is all."

"IAll? You are very generous. But will it ever be other-
wise, do you think ?"

Maryx smiled a little sadly.
"Who can say ? Yes, I suppose so. Tired of seeing the

dull filmy eyes of my hawk, I took it with me to Rocca de
Pappa and let it fly one day; it went straight up into the air,
and went away over the mountains ; I never saw it again. I
hope it escaped shot and snare. I had done what I could."

"You mean - ?"
"Oh, nothing, save that we must leave her quite free to

shape her own course. And do not speak of generosity in me:
it offends me. I do ne more for ber than I have done for
twenty lads, and she is worthier than any one of them. I
told you long ago, nothing that I can ever do for youth or for
genius can repay my own debt,-the debt to fortunexrà to
France which began when I stood on the ilex terrace of the
Aeademy~a~¯first saw Rome at my-feet."

We were passing the portico, with its stone mouth of Truth,
and I was thinking of St. Augustine, who used the lion-throne
inside: in the hot lustrous night, the water of the fountain
basin glimmered freshly in the moonlight; in the lane we
turned into was once the mighty altar of Fortuna Virilis; the
silvery str6ng light shone on and about the Ionic columns, and

Ç-tflseulptures of the children, and the cattle of sacrifice.
Maryx uncovered his head to it all, as any Roman might

have veiled his, two thousand years before.
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"The goddess has been good to me," he said.
I felt chilly in the luminous path we trod under the rays of

the bright full moon.
When men thank Fortune, mostly she turne from them and

shuts ber hand forever.
What is she but.a woman and blind?
His own face was grave, and lost its bold, frank bright-

ness, as the moonbeams touched it; perhaps the same theught
chilled himà.

By the house of Pilate, he bade me good-night, and went
over the river by the Broken Bridge.

CHAPTER XII.

"T mE bas been a new statue found at Daila," said Maryx
te me one fair sunny day in the autumn-time, pausing before
my stall. as I stitched at some boots of my roisterous neighbor
the bacsmith, whose hammers were tben ringing loudly
enough to'split one's ears at his open forge in the back of the
Via Giulià.

" There bas been a new statue found at Dail. You must
come and see it," said Maryx, with the sun in his handsome
fearless eyes. "You must leave off your stitching, and come
and see it. She will not care to go without jou. No; it is
not very ancient. About the time of Severus; I should say
a copyi of some fairer and earlier eriginal. But it is yery
gracefu.l-"

"A Venus?"
"Ne. A Feronia, I think, unquestionably. I dare say it

will be called. a Venus; everything is: it is the one name that
ignorance bas mastered ; such is the power of beauty 1 Come
up the bill to me to-morrow by the twenitieth hour, and we.
will go together. It is a saint's day: you cannot work, unless
you would lose the shoes of Padre Trillo. - They will not put
it in-doors for a few days; there is no fear of rain, and it looks
so well with the gr aad the olives about it. What a pity
it is that marble d'eors ont-of-doors ! it 'never looks so well
a* with a background of clouds and leaves. If the disputed
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circunlitio of the Greeks meant some manner of preserving
statues from the influence of weather, as sometimes I used to
think, the'"loss of the method should be even more lamented
than it is. Farewell. What a noise your friend the smith is-
making ! one forgives him for the sake of Lysippus: it is one
of the few trades that remain masterful and poetic."

Therewith he went over the bridge to his house, where
Giojà was working in the quiet afternoon hours, modeling
from-the round in clay, or drawing from the antique in char-
coal, with that breadth and greatness of treatment which
Maryx infused into all that he did and all whom he taught.

"Avoid mere prettiness as you would the plague," he would
say, always. "A sculptor means a hewer of the rocks, not a
modeler in sugar."

With the uiorrow he and she and I went up the old Flam-
inian Way, past the place of Sulla's tomb, out into the open
country towards Sorante, behind those spirited littie black
horses of bis which scorned the shoes of smiths and would
scramble like goats up the steepest paved lanes of hilly Rome,
-the horses whose likeness one sees on the old friezes chiseled
in the days when the horse was in a manner a free creature,
and not the mere hapless piece of mechanism to which centu-
ries of harness and stall-life have now reduced him.

The villa of Hilarion was vast as a king's palace, and almost
as full of magnificence and profusion. It was always kept
ready for him. There were many years when he never went
near it; there were other years wheu he lived there all the
four seasons through. In these painted marble halls, brilliant
with Giulio Romano's bold colors, where the windows opened
on -the grea venues of eedar and evergreen oak, arching like
cloisters on- all sides to show some temple, lake, or statue, it
was easy to believe that one was still in the era of magnificent
Loo, or that luxurious Lucrezia might .have been coming
thither on her palfrey, or the Vatican court floating up Tiber
in its barges with Bernado Accolti rhyming lis madrigals and
sonnets to thý rhythm of the oars.

The statue found that morning was left lying on the turf a
little way froi where it had been discovered, away from the
bouse, under the vines and olives, where the farms began and
the gardens ended.

Oxen had plowed above it for inany a century, and many a
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soldier tramped to war, yet the marble was unirjured, save
that the left arm was missing. It was lovely, and doubtless
some copy of a Greek original adapted to a Latin divinity.

Maryx examined it long and lovingly, and decided that it
was of workmanship not later than the time of Adrian, and
that it was a Feronia, and not a Flora, as the master of the
works had at first .considered-it to be, from the heavy wreath
of various blossoms and leaves that crowned the head; and he
gave us many a, learned reason why it was the younger divinity
that "loved garlands," rather than the greater goddess of all
things that flowered and brouglit forth.

It was a Feronia, no doubt, said Maryx.
The Romans had loved Feronia, and had always given ber

beautiful festîvals, not so licentious as the Floralia or the Liber-
alia, with which they had possessed muclh in common, however.
She had been an Etruscan and .VoIscian deity, and was ilways
dearer to the Sabine than to the Latin. She had had of old
her chief temàple at the foot of Soracte; Hannibal's soldiershad violated her shrine; before that she had been the cause
of war between the Romans and the Sabines; she had been
always a most beautiful though not supreme goddess, no doubt
sprung from the same myth as Persephone at the beginning of
time.; she had had always moSt lovely attributes; wells and
fountains had been consecrated to her; she had been in
especial the deity of freedmen ; " benemeriti servi sederunt
surgent liberi" ·had been the inscription on her altars; her
feasta had been all in the summer; they had used to invoke
ler with Apollo Soranos; she had clearly sprung from the
Demeter legend as libera did; what a pity that the freedmea
had mostly been but panders and fawning sycophants and
bloated moneymakers! the fancy was so fine, that gift of
liberty in the temples of flowers. So said Maryx, with m*uch
more that was worth hearing, as he sat on a block of tufa under
an olive-tree, beside the fair white Feronia who, had been
under the earth a thousand years if one, more likely two, and
still was none the worse. .

There was a great charni in hearing Maryx talk: bis very
voice was eloquence, and his fancy discursive, and his learning
vast in all that belknged totlie arts or to their history.

Gioj- listened to him wih a eharmed delight. He was her
beloved master.
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The light fell through the silver leaves on to the inarble n
the grass: beyond the olives and the vines were the deeper
green and purple shadows of great pine woods; through an
opening there was the golden light which told that the city
Was shining in the sunset; behind us was sublime Soracte.

"How well it will be with them some day !" I thought, look-
ing from the noble head of Maryx, lightened by the sunlight
that fell through the olive-boughs, to the face of my Ariadne,
as it bloomed with youth and the freshness of air and the
warmth of high and tender thoughts. "How well it will be !"
I thought, and was glad that I had meddled with that dread
blind goddess who was throned of old upon Præneste.

There came a step through the olives, ana over the grass, to
the- place where we sat. Palès sprang from her rest -in a de-
lirium of rapture.

"IWhich is the found.Feronia ?" said Hilarion, as he.looked
from the statue to the girl. "Since when. have your marbles
breathed, Maryx? It is truethey always looked as though
they did so."

We were too surprised to speak. No one had had any
notice of bis return. But then he never wrote to any living
soul, and seldom was certain of bis own moods one hour on
another.

"Is there no welcome for me ?" he said, with -his eyes still
resting wonderingly on Giojà.

She had risen, and was looking at him with a slow startled
recollection and gladness waking on her face.

"You are the Apollo Citharodus," she said, and paused in
a little awe.

"'I am a graceless singer of sad songs," said Hilarion, with
a smile. "Have they been kind enough to make you think
of me, though r was unknown ? I said I should return when
a fairer nymph than my marble Canens sheuld 'be released
from earth. I have kept my word, and I find Daila thrice
blessed."

Then he threw himself on the grass between lier and the
marble Feronia.

We began to tell him something both of her and of the
statue.

"Tell me nothing," said Hilarion. "Let us cheat ourselves.
We are living under Augustus. There is no shadow of the,
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cross on the world yet. The Feronia will be raised on ber
altar to-morrow. We shall have the races with the rose-
crowned boys, that. symbolize the swiftness of time and the
vainness of pleasure. We do not believe in her, nor in any-
thing, very much. Lucian and Apuleius have made us
rnockers; but we keep the grace of the old faiths about us.
Let us cheat ourselves,-no one is happy except in delusion;
and we will send for Tibullus to supper."

Giojà all the while was looking at him with grave soft eyes,
still wondering. No woman ever looked at himz once only;
and to her he was the Apollo Citharedus.

" The rose-crowned boys raced for Flora," said Maryx. "But
if you choose to worship your Feronia with roses or anything
else. wþo shaltprevént you ? she is yours."

"No, she is yours. You found her, Maryx."
"Perhaps. But you own her."
"What! because she lies on my earth, and lay under it ?

That is no such title as yours, who could call as fair as she
any day out of a block of stone. Take her, and set her in
your atrium. It is not Feronia that I am disposed to envy
you."

He looked towards Giojà, as he leaned near her on lis
elbow, full length on the grass.

Maryx understood.
" You mistake, my friend," he said, quickly, with a little

frown. " There may be Dive Virgines unpolluted with any
adoration."

" Even of the little red dogs that were sacrificed in the
Robigalia to avert the canicular fever.? said Hilarion, listlessly,
still gazing at the face near him.

He too understood; but he did not believe.
" Perhaps those red dogs suggested for later legends the red

mouse ; who knows ?"
" The red mouse has never entered where you look," said

Maryx.
Giojà listened: she did not understand. She seldom asked

questions. She studied, and she thouglht. " Few women can
be silent and let God speak." She could be -so. As her re-.
compense she heard beautiful things, and missed many bad.
ones.

Hilarion laughèd.
13*
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"Sculptors are always passionless,' he said. "I wonder
why there are no stories of them, as there are of poets and of
painters? They have no Lais and no Laura,-at least, for
history. I suppose the marble chills you all."

"IDo you cal Lais at the well, and Laura at the-rmass, pas-
sion ?" said Maryx, with a little contempt.

"IThere are few things in tradition prettier than the meet-
ing of Apelles and Laïs upon Akrokorinth," said Hilarion, not
heeding. "I wonder no artist has made it bis bject. But
people are always confounding ber with the too oua or in-
famous Lais of Alkibiades, which is a pity. Apefles's treasure-
trove was killed for her surpassing beauty by the jealousy of
woman on the steps of the temple of Aphrodite, before she had
bad very many years to profit by lis teaching."

"She was not much loss," said Maryx. "She left the well
too willingly. So you care little for your Feronia? Weli, it
is not of the best epoch. Inb er time they had already begun
to manufacture statues,-to make the figures of gods and
emperors, and await orders what heads to affix to them.
When Christianity killed sculpture, after all she did not
strangle a muse, but a mechanical toy."

"dA musecannot be strangled ; se may be starved. When
Christianity crushed the mechanism of Art, the muses veiled
themàselves, and hid from men; but they lived, and'can be
found again. You know their dwelling-place."

"They turn their faces from me oftener than you think,"
said Maryx, with a sigb. "How should we have great Art in
our day ? We have no faith. Belief of some sort is the life-
blood of Art.~ When Athene and Zeus ceased to excite any
veneration in the minds of men, sculpture and architecture
both lost their greatness. When the Madonna and her son
lois that mystery and divinity which for the simple minds of
the early paintera they possessed,-the soul went out of canvas
and of wood. cIen-we éarve a Venus now, she is but-a light
woman; when we paint a Jesus ùöir, it is but a little. suckling
or a sorrowful prisoner. We want a great inspiration. We
ought to find it in the things that are really beautiful, but we
are not sure enough, perhaps, what is so. What does dominate

~ls is a passip for nature,-for the sea, for the- sky, for the
pountain, for the forest, for the evening storm; for the break.
of day. Perhaps when we are thoroughly ateeped in this we
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shall reach greatuess once more. But the artificiality of al.
modern life-is against it; so is its cynicism. Sadness and sar-
casm make a great Lucretius or a great Juvenal, and scorn
makes a strong Aristophanes; but they do not make a Praxi-
teles and an Apelles; they do not even make a Rafaelle, or a
Flaxman."

"Even !"
"Yes, even. Raifaelle was the most wondrous draughts-

man, and the sweètest of all living poems; but there bave
been painters far higher than he in vision and far nobler in
grasp. Really, looking into them, his pictures say very little,
almost nothing. It is bis perfect life that danles us; it is so
perfect,-cradled in that old eyrie of Urbino, and dropping in
its bloom like a pomegranate-flower, mourned by the whole
of Rome. Nothing could be lovelier than such a life-save
such a death !"

" No. ' Celui qui a passée par la porte de la désillusion est
mort deux 'ois.' Raifaelle alone of all men that have ever
lived never passed that fatal -door of disenehantment. Yet I
am not sure that Domenichino was not a truer artist at hearL
Domenichino lived under a continued shadow of pain and
calumny, but in that stormy twilight he saw great visions,
though he could ill embody them."

" And they broke bis heart among them. It is very sad
always to be born for Art-where Art is decaying and dying:
Raifaelle must have seen that the miraculous gourd of the
Renaissance was withering, but he does not seem to have
sorrowed."

" We, onrselves, are only eating the stalk of the gourd now:
do we suifer ?"

" I think we do. Ail that we create that is worth anything
-it is not much that is so-is marked out by two things,
melancholy and doubt; not a puerile melancholy or .an in-
solent doubt, but the immeasurable dreariness of a soul that is
adrift like a rudderless ship on a unknown sea. There never
was any age so sd at heart as ours."

"Is that a praise, or a reproach ?"
"Neither. Only a facL"
"It at least shows we have no vanity. Wé have ceased to

believe ourselves the care of gods, the heirs of eternity. We
know ourselves to be only motes upon the rays of a light
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which is but made of mere empty gases as the marsh-lights
are."

"IAnd that is not the temper which conceives greatly or
produces greatly. If Alexander had believed himself a bubble
of gas instead of the son of a god, he would not have changed
the face of the world. Negation cannot be the parent of
heroism, tbough it will produce an indifference that counter-
feits it not ii, since Petronius here died quite as serenely as
ever did the martyrs of the Church."

"You would argue, then, that superstition is the soul of the
hero and of the artist 1 A sorry conclusion."

"l Faith is,-of some sort. It matters little whether it be
in divinity or humanity. The worst fault of the arts now is
that they have not even faith in themselves. Take my own:
it has lost belief in its own power to charm. Falconet,-who,
nevertheless, was a clever man, and more right, perbaps, about
.Michael Angelo than we like toe allow,-Falconet exactly
struck the death-note of the plastic arts (though he meant
praise) when he said, 'Our marbles have almosecolor.' That
is just where we err. We are incessantly striving to make
sculpture at once a romance-writer and a painter, and of course
she loses all dignity, and dôes but seem the jay in borrowed,
plumes of fable. There is no greater sign of the weakness
and feverishness of the arts in our day than the way in which
they all borrow one from another, mistrusting their own iso-
lated foree,-the musicians with their compositions in chiar-
oscuro, the painters with their symphonies in red and gray,
the poets with their studies in sepia or their motives in brown
and white: it is all false and unreal, sickly and borrowed, and
sculpture does not escape the infection. Conceits are altogether
out of keeping with marble. They suit a cabinet painting or
a piece of china. Bernini was the first to show the disease
when he veiled the head of his Nile to indicate that its source
was unknown !-a costume-designer's trick for a carnival
masquerade."

"Bernini could not be better than that ; he had to please
.Gregory and Louis the Fourteenth. Genius cannot escape the
taint of its time, more than a child the influence of its beget-

- ting. Augustus could have Horãce and Martial; he could
never have had Ilomer and Milton."

"Ldo notthink with you. Talent takes the mark of its
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generation; genius stamps its time with its own impression.
Virgil had the sentiment of a united Italy. But then there is
so much talent and so little genius at any epoch 1"

"Or in any art; and what there is, is dwarfed and cramped
by the manner and necessities of modern life. Only think of
the Lesbian or Theban poets reciting strophe and antistrophe
by-moonlight under the cypress-trees, crowned with the olive
of victory, and with a whole nation listening in rapture under-
neath the stars ! Nowadays Pindar or Myrnedes or Sappho
could only print a book, and 'those who have failed in litera-
ture and art' would be free to rate, and rail, and lie about-
them in print, likewise."

" There are two sides to that. For one, I think that there -
is something even finer than the crowds and the olive-wreath
in the silence and solitude in which a man may work now,
without a sign, until his thoughts go out, like a flock of birds
suddenly set free, over all lands, and to all peoples, finding
welcome and bearing seed to the farthest and the lowliest
corners of the earth. Besides, people were not so very differ-
ent then: critics snarled and sneered till victinis hanged them-
selves for sorrow, and 'sad and tender songs were .sold with
silver'faces.' We have Pindar's and Plato's own lament for it.
No, were I a poet, I would be content with the present time.
Instead of Egina and Hymettus, you have the whole world."

"1 And were I a sculptor I would be content. Instead of
Olympus, you have a complete knowledge of comparative
anatomy l But now make me more known to your living
statue there: she, I see, is like Sappho, 'a nursling of the
Graces and Persuasion,'--only she is so silent."

"She is thinking of your songs which have silvered faces
but are not written for gold," said Maryx. "Giojà, my dear,
look up and speak."

She lifted her beautiful serious eyes to Hilarion.
Of old, he to whom Phobus taught the arts of song learned

als the arts of magic and of healing. Hilarion had learned
the magic, but how to heal he had never cared to ask Phobus.

The. sun had set, and there came cold winds from Soracte,
and mists from the sea.

"It grows chilly," said Hilarion. ".Let us go in-doors.
There are roses there, and something to drink and eat,,and
there is a boy who plays the flute not ill; I brought him 4ith



me. The flute is alhost ps sweet as the nighitingale, wheu
you shut the player from sight."

He turned to herras, became bis right, for it was he who
was master of Dalla, not we. Giojà rose from beLside the
goddess of freedmen, and, still silent and almost shy, wént with
hlm.

I thought of the girl at the well on Akrokorinth, that he
had spoken of, whom Apelles found drawing water, and whom
he led in with.the earthen aryballos on her pretty head to the
banquetr of the painters in the city of fair women.

"1Do you laugh because of her blushes ?" said Apelles.
"Do not fear; Iwill make' ber as skilled in all the ways of
love as any one of them that goes up, perfumed and curled,
in lier tunie of gauze, to worship Aphrodite Melinis."

Not that I was afd.
And besides, larx had said, since Lais feft the well so

-willingly she was but little loss. No doubt if Apelles had not
passed that way she would have tired of drawing water, and
would have envied those young slaves whom the ship by the
quays brought to furnish the hosts of pleasure, and would have
gone up of her own will to worship Aphrodite in Ahi sweet
secret cypress forest.

And yet again, besides this, I was sure that my sea-born
Ariadne had nothing of either Lais in her.

Nevertheless, I wished Hilarion had not returned, and I
was glad that the night closing in let us hear but little of the
flute and see.only the first freshness of the roses. He let us
go with many expressions of regret, and with a smile. ·

By some miracle he had no women with him, there, and
had brought no one but lis boy flute-player.

Giojà was still more silént than usual.
"What poems does he write ?" she asked me, once, in the

darkness of the stairs, as I took her to her door.
"He writes as Heine says that Aristophanes did," I an-

swered her. "The singing of the nightingale is spoiled by
the chattering of the apes that lodge in the blossoming tree
of -bis fancy."

"Will you give them to me to read ?"
"You cannot read his tongue."
"I can learn. Why does he let the apes come upon lia

trees?"
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"Heine would say because the tree was set in the darksome
swamp of Weltvernichtungsidee. There is a long word for you
that you cannot translate. Not that he is the least, like Aris-
tophanes. The apes in Hilarion's tree never laugh ; they
mock. But, to do him justice, his nightingales are sweet and
sad as Philomel herself,-who, by the by, had murder on ber
soul. Good-night, my dear. Palès is quite tired; so -must
you be."

" Could no one persuade him te send the apes away ?"
She had her hand on the latch of the door. The old, dim

lamp she-carried shone upon her face.
"When a man bas once kept company with such apes as

these, it is hard for him to forego them," I said to her. " And
it is best not to meddle with his taste: he has his hours for
the nightingales. Good-night, my dear."

"Good-night."
She went within, and dreamt, I fear, of Apollo Soranus .

with the face of Hilarion, of the " sweet glad angels of the
spring," that sang of heaven, and of apes and snakes out of
Soraete's sacred caverns that hissed and drowned the song.

I had not doue very wisely. I had made her pity him,
with a soft vague pity, all the'tenderer because she could not
in the most distant way understand the disease from which he
suffered,-the moral disease of Apollo Soranus, who, through
his sweet music, with the celestial rays above his head, yet
breathed miasmie vapors upon men, and bade them sin and
die. .

CHAPTER XIII

NExT day I had divers errands to execute, and shoes to
take home; among them, I went to the old Palazzo Spada,
having some boots of a custodian there, and looked in for the
five-hundredth time at Pompey's statue, which always seduces
one to stand and think, remembering what blood was once set
lowing at its feet.

If Coesar had not gone out that day, but had hearkenèd to
the warning' ?f Calphurnia's dream, would the fate and the
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face of the world have been very much dhanged, after all?
Probably not: for, anyway, when his-death should have come,
Octavint wouid have succeeded him. Augustus found Rome
brick and left it marble,-perhaps, though there was a deal of
brick underneath his marble. But he found men virile and
left them venal; and the world is still eating the lotus-seeds
that he sowed broadcast.

Liberty and the old wooden Ovilia, like a sheep-pen, was
better than the ornamental and stateiy Septa of Agrippa, with
liberty a laughing-stock, and 'manliness sunk in the laps of
courtesans'and the couches of slaves.

Thinking of Cesar and Cosarism,-which nçver will thor-
oughly pass off the earth, because it is safe-rooted in the
ehronie cowardice and indolence and need of leadership in-
grained in human nature,-I crossed the Square of Capo di
Ferro, and, passing an arched kitchen where they were baking
loaves and pastries, which they sold just outside it on the
pavement, I heard the master-baker beating and belaboring a
little baker-boy.

I always rescuè little cook-boys, for the sake of Golden
Claude,~and I went in and freed the child by a few reasonablewords, and more strongly reasoning pence. One may- be a
genius and yet burn a biscuit. Saxon Alfred did, who was
here too in Rome, you knòw, a fair-haired seven-year-old child.
I wish Julius and·Bramante had left, thé old basilica standing,
if only for the sake of that pretty Northern boy who came so
far on pilgrimage from the Barbarian isle.

I went along the dirty vegetable-market of the Campo di
Fiore, where once the flames bore "to those worlds which he
had imagined" the great master of Free Thought. I walked
on, hearing still my little baker-boy's sobs of gratitude, and
thinking of Claude Lorraine, and what an odd thing it was
that a creature too stupid to slip a cake properly into an oven,
and too awkward to put it properly on a plate when baked,
should have had thé sense of the sunset and the soul of the
sunrise in him as he had.

It is very wonderful; for, say what you like, a great painter
le ,is though artificial, and if anything would make one hateO
a-classic temple he would do it, but a great painter, beyond
doubt, and one who would not have been even artificial if he
would but have worked out of doors; but, though he would
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sit for hours out of doors, he would always go within to paint,
'-w;hich is what spoiled him.

Thinking of Claude, and of that fugitive golden glow which
he who could not brown a biscuit could inprison on his can-
vas, I walked across the Field of the Flower, where not a
flower grows, so much death has it sc&n and still does see:
and my thoughts strayed away to the time when on its stones
a grocer's lad recited and imprôvised there to an enraptured
throng,. and Hellenic scholars metamorphosed is name to
Metastasio.

"Dreaming- by daylight, Crispino?" said a voice I knew.
"But that you always do. Well, you are right; for dreams
are the best part of life."

It was the voice of Hilarion.. HRe was coming aeross the
square, with the calm amile in his eyes tha had always a little
mockery in them,-an indulgent mockery, for human nature
indeed was a very poor thing in his sight, but then he ad-
mitte4 that was not its own fault.,

He greeted me in kindly manner, and turned and walked
beside me. -He had none of the pride wbê would have
moved some men to be ashamed at being seen with au old cob-
bler with a leather apron twisted up about is loins. Indeed, he
had too much pride for any such poor sentiment; what he
chose to do was his own law and other people's, or if it were
not other -people's it ought to be so;. Besides, Hilariot, prac-
tically the most tyrannical of mast'érs, was theoretically the
most democratic of thinkers. In lhis eyes al men were equal,
-in littleness of worth.

How handsome he was as he came across the old -desolate
place, with the shadows of the huge Canceleria and of the
granite colonnades from the Theatre of Pompey falling son)-
brely across is path !-almost more so than when I had Irst-
seen is face as a boy on the niglht that his light-o'-lovQ
died.

Ho.w handsome he was !-one could not but feel it, as one
feels the beauty of a roebuck, of-a diamond, of a palm-tree, of
a statue, of a summer night. It was real beauty, mournful
and tender, but not emasculated: he had the-form of the disk-
thrower in the Vatican, and the face of my Borgihese Baceo.
I could understand how women loved Hilaim just because he
looked at them, just because theycould hot help it. I did
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the same, though there were things and thoughts I hated in
him, and times when I fancied it might be possible for one to
kill him,-and do well.

"If you had really loved one woman," I had sometimes said
to him. And he had smiled.

"lWomen are best in numbers. Who makes a pasty with
one truffle ?"

That was all he knew. The poet who would write of Sappho
and of Sospitra and of the great passion in the words that
-burn, knew no more of it than a man moulding casts in plaster
here knows of the art of Phidias or of the face of the bronze
Athene.

To Hilarion love was an appetite, an animal pleasure, and
no more.

Women were soft pretty brutes like panthers, that one
stroked with the more pleasure because of theperil in their

velvet paws. They were all like Lilas to him, some lower,
some higher, but no more worth to weep over when lost. So
he said in bis delicate, bitter, amorous, cruel voice; and so he
said in his heart.

"IWho is she ?" he aske< of me, without preface, moving
beside me across the cabbage-strewn stones of the Campo "di
Fiore.

"Maryx told you," I answered him.
"Of course he did not tell the truth. How could he before

her? Tell me their story."
"There is no other to tell, and Maryx never lies. It is not

what you think. She learns with hini. No more. For my-
self-''

Then I told him how I had found her coming travel-worn
and weary from the sea.

"It is very pretty," hle said, when I had ended. "And
Maryx and you are good enough for anything: even to play
the part of the divine Lupercus to such a lamb!"

There was more of sincerity than sarcasm in his words, yet
there was enough of the latter to anger me.

"It does not need much virtue," I said, roughly, "still less
divinity, to aèt like decent men."

"ILupercus objected to the wolf, but never to the Flamen's
fire and knife," said Hilarion, with a little laugh at my irri-
tation. "You have given her over to the Flamen, since you « I - -
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bave devoted ber to art. Art for a woman! and that insati-
able art, too ! Think of Properzia of Bologna."

" It was not art that killed Properzia. It was the love, or
rather the cruelty, of men. Do you stay long this winter ?"

"My dear Lupercus, I do not know. Life loses something
-spent out of Rome. It is only here that each day holds for
us two thousand years. Now tell me all you have done be-
sides finding an Ariadne; not that the Borghese bust is an
Ariadne, but that does not matter at all. What palimpsests
have you lighted on, what early Boccaccio or black-letter St.
Jerome have you picked up for a drink of wine, what mural
paintings have you stumbled on through a hole in the grass
that Palès made after a rat, what ivory pyx beyond price have
you found an old woman keeping her pills or her pins in?
And to think there are people in the world who do not care
for a pyx or a palimpsest ! And to think that learning has
ever been figured as a serions and wearisome thing! As if
there were any other thing that could make life one-half so
entertaining ! What else can paint a whole teeming Agora on
the dull face of a single old coin, and embalm a whole natio's
faith in ainere branch of rosemary? Do you not pity from
your soul the poor folks to whom the palimpsest is only an old
scrawled scroll, and the pyx a box of bone ? And then learn-
ing is the only pleasure that one cannot exhaust. It is the
deep sea that the child showed St. Augustine. The deepest
waders among us touch scarcely more than its surf. If love
were but like learning--"

"What has become of Neria ?"
Neria.was the dark-browedsinger who had left Rome with him.
" Neria ? Her temper was insupportable, or mine was, I

have forgotten which. Neria was the mistress of'Mars; I am
no Mars, and I like peace."

" That is, you like' to be inconstant without being re-
proached for iLt."

"Perhaps. Al men do, I suppose. Reproaches are an
error: when they begin to reproach me I give them something
that they wish for,-very much as the Romans sacrificed the
parca prSntanea when they buried a dead body,--and then
I see them no more. There are two women that I should like
to have known: they are the second Faustina, and St. Eliza-
beth of, Hungary. They are the most singular women thati
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ever lived, and the most unlike to each other that. the world
ever saw."

"Which would keep you longest ?"
"Faustina, no doubt: innocent women are always forsaken.

One is too sure of them."
And with that terrible truth he paused by an old stall in the

street, allured by the glimmer of an onyx on which was carved
the veiled figure of Pudicitia, with one hand hidden in ber
robe.

Some Roman lover had had it engraved for his bride, I dare
say,-some soft serious creature who put all ber soul into the
di tu Gaius, ego Gaia, when she crossed bis threshold and
lived at home, and never opened ber doors to the roisterers of
the Bona Dea in the December nights, and never donned a
transparent tunic and drank the philtres of the Ea't and spent
all his substance in love-gifts and license when all the town
was shouting Io Saturnalia, but went in quiet and humility to
her own altar, and prayed for ber unborn child to mother Ops'
and Spes. There were such women -even in Cæsarean Rome.
There are such women always -everywhere,-lest men should,
quite despair.

"IPoor Pudicitia! Perhaps this was a signet-stone of one
of the Agrippinas," said Hilarion, with a little laugb, buying
the seal. "It was a fashion to salute the foulest empresses in
her name. There are many fashions of old Rome we cling to
still. Do you remember that the first statue of Modesty, the
veiled one of the Forum Boarium, was always called by the
people the statue of Fortune? It may serve as a pretty enough-

allegory that the good fortune of a nation does lie in the
chastity of its women, though I do not suppose that the
Romans meant that. I wobder what other statues I shall
find at Daîla. I shall give myself up for a while to Dalla.
If one could only discover the Kypris Anadyomene ! But it
never came into Italy. -What would you like the best if you
could eboose of all the lost treasureso.f the world ? I think I
would have that.copy of the Diad corrected by Aristotle, that
Alexander always carrid about with him shut in its golden
box."?

"Or the famous three lines that Apelles and Protogenes
drew,-if it were only to stop the eternal squabbling of artists
about it."
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"Yes, Pliny does not tell one enough, though he saw i-
himself: so he might have said more. I would sooner, perhap,'
have the portrait of Kampaspe, or the Kypris, or the Zeus.
Not-but what, though Maryz would call it a heresy, I always
fancy, myselfî that those chryselephantine and polylittue statues,
with their eyes of precious stones, must have been in reaiity very
ugly. I would rather have the lost Lycurgeia, or the Monte-
feltro Menander, or the missing books of Tacitus, or that history
of Etruria which Claudius wrote,-because he *a a scholar,
you know, tiough an imbecile in other thing', and it might
have given ia the key to the language. Prnùaps, though,
botter than all, I would choose in a heap all those lovely pagan
things that Savonarola and his boys burnt on Palm Sunday,
the Petrarch with the illuminated miniatures included. When
one thinks of all those things it does really seem just that he was
burut himself 1 Indeed, why does the world make such a lament
over his burning ? It does not c4re for Giordano Bruno's,
who perished on this very spot we are crowsing. Yet Giordanio
Bruno was far the fmer man of- tþe two. It required a thon-
sandfold more courage to refuse the crucifix than to raise it in
those days. Savonarola was a narrow asctie, who preached
the miserly creeds that have sheared the earth bare of all
beauty. Yes, when one thinks of all the classie marbles and
erotie pictures and priceless relics of the early arts that his
fanaticism lost to us forever, one cannot but fuel that though
the world sees but little fair measure, it did see some for once
when the pile was lit for the preacher. -Not that anybody meant
to be just in burning him: men always stumble on justice by
the merest.accident when they do chance to arrive at it ail."

So he talked, pasing over the Campo di Fiore, talked dis-
cursively, as his habit was, of all things, relevant and irrelevant,
as the fancy occunrred to him.

Then he left me and went into a dark doorway, to see some
artist, as he said.

It was quite evening .when my errands were ail done and I
got home again to Palès and the 'fountain in the wall; for one
cannot walk straightly ftrRome. if you have brains and eyes,
nohow wili your feet carry you dully un your proper road;
there will be always some old angle of acanthus cornice, some
colossal porphyry fragment, some mnemory of monastic legend
>r of pagan feast, 'ome fane that here stood auch a temple,
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one must never attempt fiowers in marble,- that it is as absurd
as it would be to try and reproduce the dew or the waves.
Otherwise, one might make a head of the Dea Syria, crowned
with those eactusa "2

"Yes. They would be appropriate symbols for the religion
that embodied the corruption of Rome."

I was angry, unwisely so: the cacti were to me symbols of
corruption.

She had left the flowers, and was drawing. Maryx had
taugrht her that design must underlie all great sculpture, as the.
skeleton underlies the beauty of human or animal form, and
until she could satisfy him with the chalk he had always
fused to trust hér with the clay. Hence her designs were-fine
and firm and fearless. "Tell me all you know of him,"'she
said. "'Hilarion'? What country is that name? Hilarion
was a saint in the desert, you know."

I would not answer her at first, but she would not be
denied; she ha& a stubborn resolutenes under her soft and
serious ways. I told her reluetantly about him ; it was not
very much that I knew that was fit for ber ears, but I had
always, bad a love for him, and he had done me and others
grateful and gracious things: of those J spoke, in justice, to
him, knowing I had been churlish and unfair. Then, at her
entreaties, which I never could well understand, I went to an
old credenza against the wall, where 1 kept some few books,
black-letter and otherwise, and found a vôlume he had written,
and read to .her two or three of his poems, translating them as
I went, though.I felt that I spoiled sadly the languid and me-
lodious dithyrambies of bis genius.

She listened iý perfect silence, drawing with er charcoal
and chalk all the ,ýhile by the light of the lamp, under the
statue of Htrmes.

At length I shut up the book, angry with myself for having
given in to ler.

"It is getting late, 't leãst late for you. Put up your
work, my dear," I sa i to ber, and looked what she was
doing.

She had drawn thehed cf Hilarion in as perfect a likeness
as it was posible to sec, an had crowned it with the cactus
flowers like a Syrian god.

"It would do for an Antinias ; and le was a slave and a
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suicide,"'I said, venomously, for I would not admit the excel-
lence of the work or its grace.

" Oh, no," she said, lifting the lamp to light me to the door.
"It would do for an Agathon : I should think he is like
Agathon. It was so-good- of you to read me bis songs. You
will read me some more to-morrow ?"

What other girl or woman in the whole world would have
thought of Agathon of Athens as a likeness for him,-of him
of the " Flower," and of the " Symposium," whom all men
united to call " the beautiful ?"

I had been a fool, I said to myself-frbling down the
.dark stairs to see that my stall was safe. Palès woke out of
ber sleep in the straw, and told me that I bad been a fool, and
the Faun in the fountain was silent.

Hilarion had asked me to breakfast with him. I went,
walking across the Campagua in the tracks between the honey-
suckle banks, where the ox-carts go. The earth is so beau-
tiful at dawn, but so very few people see it, and the few that
do are almost all of them laborers, whose evéï XaTe'no sight
for that wonderful peace and coolness and unspeakable sense of
rest and hope which lies like a blessing on the land. I think
if people oftener saw the break of day they would vow oftener
'to keep that dawning day holy' and would nôt so often let its
fair hqurs drift away -with nothing done that were not best
left undone.

I bad the mutilated volume from the Aldus press in my
pocket for him, for he loved sdch things and bad- a fine knowl-
edge of .them ; the thyme was sweet under my feet; the
goats plucked at the long -creepers in the broken arches of
the aqueduct; big oxen with wide-branching horns passed,
ringing the bells about their necks; the sun rose red; birds

, ng in the low clumps of bearberry and hawthorn ; little field-
, mice scudded before my steps, where the wheels of Sulla's

triumphal chariot once had rolled ; and Palès chased a rat
vbere gens on gens of the great Roman *orld lay buried 'root

and branch.
But I could enjoy but little of it. I felt uneasy, and in a

vague alarm.
I found him in the great walled garden that lay behind his

villa.
He was lying at full length in a hammock of silk netting,
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that swung between magnolia steips; and his flute-boy was
playing, seated in the grass. There was a delicious calm about
the place; the autuknnal roses were all in bloom, and thickets
of the Chinese olive scented the air like the incense of some
Indian god's temple.

There was a high wall near, covered with peach-trees, and
topped, with wisteria and valerian and the handsome wild
caper plant; and against the wall stood .rows of tall golden
sunflowers, late in their blooming ; the sun they seldom coul-d
see for the wall, and it was pathetic always to me, as the day
wore on, to watch the poor stately amber heads turn straining
to greet their god, and only meeting the stones and the cob-
webs and the peach-leaves of their inexorable barrier.

They were so like us!-straining after the light, and only
ding bricks and gossamer and wasps'-nests ! But the sun-

owers never made mistakes, as we do: they never took the
broken edge of a glass bottleor the glimmer<>f a stable lan'ern
for the-glory of Helios, and comforted themselves with it,-
as we can do.

"lIf this wall were mine, I should throw it down for their
sakes," I said to Hilarion ; "though, to be sure, by the time
it came down, every poor helianthus would each be dead with
frost."

"IWould you sacrifice my peaches for those weeds? Crispin,
you should· have been born a poet. You are improvidënt
enough for one. Taste those peaches. - That one is the Made-
leine Blanche, and that yonder is the Pucelle de Malines.
Are you learned in fruit ? I an when I am in France. But
here you have no great gardening. Everything grows too
easily.. Your husbandry is like your brains! Will you hear
the boy)play ?" said Hilarion, stretching himself at ease among
the bronze foliage of the magnolia boughs.

The boy played, and beautifully. . Hilarion listened with
closed eyes./

"If anything tould make one believe in immortality it
would be music," he said, when the lovely sounds had died
away. "The best thinga I bave ever writfen have been writ-
ten when I heard music: thought should be like the stones
of Thebes. How true in allegory all the old myths are!".

"Where did you find this lad ?"
"In a lttle island off Greeee;andlI call himAmphion."
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"And what will you do with him ?"
"Keep him while he pleases me."
"And after ?"
"I never think of 'after.' It is the freedom from any

obligation to think of it that is the real luxury of tolerable
riches ."

"Is the immediate moment sufficient ?"
"Perhaps not. But it is the best that one has. You do

not choose your peaches well. Take that Téton de Vénus.
Will Maryx be here to-day ?" g

"I fancy not: he is occupied on some great idea that is only
in the clay." Hilarion smiled.
- " Or only in the flesh ? I wish it may be in the clay. AU

he does is great. He belongs to anothei 4 ime- than ours.
One fancies he must have sat at Homer's feet. And he is s0
unspoiled by fame and so indifferent to praise. Most of us
who have any success in any art are no wiser than Glaukus,
who ran after a mouse and tumbled into a reservoir of honey;
and no god-endowed Polyeidus comes to shake us back into
life and vigor."

" Why do you talk so? You like yair tank of honey: it
is as sweet as a death 'by Malmsey wine.'

"Nevertheless, a death it is," said Hilarion, with that con-
tempt of himself and of his career which often moved him.
"Perhaps we too began by running after a star t instead of a
mouse, but we stifle in the honey ail the same; and the honey
has always some stings of the makers left in it. The honey
las been waiting for Maryi for twenty years; and he has never
fallen into it. He is the strongest man I ever' knew ; praise
has no power to intoxicate him, nor has censure any power to
pain."

" You are equally indifferent, I think."
" Oh, no! I am weak enough to be glad that t-he foolish

people come and pull the leaves of my myrtles, because they
are my myrtles. Maryx cannot understand that. He is only
glad when bis own consciousness tells him his work is good.
Hie does not care, 1 doubt whether he -even lknows, that a
crowd in the streets looks after him. I think there is some
charm in marble that keeps sculptors nobler than other men.
The lives of most of them have been singularly pare; o at
Michael Angelo's, Flaxman's, Canova's, Thorwaldsen's. By
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the way, I have had the Feronia put in the great hall: she
looks well there. They have -ome on some broken Etruscan
pottery now, and are digging deeper: very likely there are
tombs underneath all. I will make an imaginary history of
the spot, as the old Dominican, Fra Giovanni Nanni, did about
Viterbo. Fancy walking all your life to and fro a eloister,
with an old buried city for your Juliet! No doubt he ended
by believing his own lies; all dreamers do. I can never un-
derstand the complete annihilation of Etruria: can you ? It
was so mighty a confedeiracy; but then, after all, it was not
so much obliterated as transmuted ; all that was Rome's best was
Etrurian. Oh, you do not agree to that, because you believe
in the Quirites. Well, they were a strong people, but they
had no art except war. Lêt me get you your peaci. You
do not choose well. There is no time to eat fruit like the
early morning: the birds know that. Only we spoil our pal-
ates with wine."

He filled my bands witlh peaches, and then would have me
in to his breakfast-table, and seat me at it, having no sort of -
pride in that way, though much in others; and he praised
my Aldus, and decided that it was no Lyons imitation, and
talked of the early printers, and of râre copies from their
presses, and of anything and everything under the sun in that
light yet dreamy fashion, scholarly'and yet half flippant, which
was natural to him, and which had a provoking charm of its
owa that seduced one into strange pleasure, yet irritated one,
because the pleasure was after all-so shifting and uncertain.

All the while he never once mentioned Giojà, and that
alarmed me, because of what he thought of most Hilarion
was a man to speak the least; for his manner w#ýs candid and
careless, but his mind was neither.

At last, wisely or foolishly, I spoke of her.
"Have you seen the Nausicaa ?" I asked him.
"No. A statue, or a picture ?-new, or old ?"
"The last work of Maryx."
"Oh 1 the Nausicaa that was in Paris in spring? I forgot.

Of course. A most lovelf figure But I do not know but
what the original is fairer still."

"You recognuized her, then ?"
" Beloved Lupercus, am I blind?"
It made me angry to be given that name ;it emed a if
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we all looked foolish in his eyes; and he was smiling as he
spoke. Then, as simple people do blunderingly, and to thçir
own hindrance, and the hurt of those they fain would serve
i took my heart in my hand, and laid it before Hilarion.

"You went to see her last night. I wish you would not.
I read to lier your poems ; I was a fool. She said you were
like Agathon of Athens. What other girl could think of
that ? Can you understand ? I am nothing to her,-an old
man that she asked her way of in the street the day she came
to-Rome, and old enough to be her grandsire and more,-but
in a way, you know, I seem too to belong to her, because I
never can forget my dream in the Borglhese, and it makes me
anxions, because Love laughed: he -always laughs when he
has done bis worst. And now she is so utterly at peace; she
wants for nothing; she is safe, and all is well. She has true
geius, too ; you may see that in the things that she las done;
and she is not like a girl; she las such knowledge of the past,
and so much of the strength of art; if she be let alone she
will be happy; she will be even great, I think, as that Proper-
zia was we spoke of yesterday. You said that she sleeps still;
yes, it is true, she sleeps and sees the gods. -It were a sin to
wake her. It were a cruelty ; and who could measure all that
she would lose ? Youb ave so much; you have all tlie world.
I wish-I wish that you would let her alone, pass by, think
of ler as a child asleep, and nothing more, and not go near
lier."

No doubt I spoke foolishly, but something in what I said
touched him as he heard.

We were sitting in one of the great painted chambers, with
the&ngelie hots9çf Giulio Romano abo-ve our heads; the room
was al in shadow, strong beams of light alone finding out
here and there the riches it contained, the gems, the marbles,
the mosaics, the bronzes, the vases; and one of these rays of
sun fell on the eyes of Hilarion: they ,were troubled and
softened, and had a look of pity in them,-almost of shame.

"I had no thought of it," he said; and then I knew the
error I lad committed, and its folly.

"Perhaps it yould be a sin," e added, wearily. "Some-
times I think all life is, for that matter; though whether a sin
of ours against-the gods or of the gods against us, I never am
sure. But I had no thought of it. I have entanglements
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enough,-too many; and I do not know why you should be
so anxious. What have I done ? I took her a few flowers,
and sat there for an hour; nothing more."

"An hour bas colored eternity before now," I murmured,
knowing that I was unreasonable and unwise. " It is not
what you have done; it is what you may do. She bas no
mother. She is quite alone."

" She.has Ifaryx," said Hilarion, with a smile I did not
like. •

"You mistake,-if that be what you think. He is her
master ; nothing more. I am stupid, I dare say, and inay
seem rude. But I am afraid you are capricious and incon-
stant."

"Is that my fault ?" he said, with a sigh.

"'Hätte Gott mich anders gewollt,
Er hätte mich anders gebaut.'

"I do not see what any god can ever answer to that charge
of Goethe's. It is unanswerable. So you woukd have me
leave your Ariadne to Maryx ?"

"No, I would have you leave her to ber art and to her-
self. I do not think Maryx has any thoughts of her,-of
that kind. He cares only for her genius. He is a generous
man, and good."

" None better. Do not try to make him out a bloodless
pedant."

A pedant !"
"Yes; to talk of his only seeing a muse in her! Maryx is

a great man, and greater in nothing than in -the manner of
his life. But lie ishuman, I suppose. When he modeled
his Nausicaa, I doubt if he were half as much a sculptor as a
lover It ls not ideal at all. -It is simply the girl herself.
Maryx for once in his career only copied. He must know
that." C

Could he have done better ?"
I do not say he could. I say when we are content only

to reproduce a .living thino we are not artista any ronger; we
are lovers. If the contentment remains with us, art is exiled."

"hI it in the.interest of art, then, that you are always faith-
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"A I so much worse than others ?" he said, with a little
amusement.

" You are more crpel," I said, simply.
He was silent. , He knew that I was right.
" At least, you are cruel'when you are tired; and you tire

quickly," I said to him.
Hilarion laughed.
" Dear Crispin, you aie bitter. I lay no claim to art. I am

sure none of the scattered poets of the Anthology did; and if
I be anything at all, I am as one of them. • Only they lived
in, a happier time than I. So she called me Agathon ? I do
not think I ever had so pretty a flattery as th."

I could have bittein my tongue off, that had told him:
Agathon of the "Flower" and of the "Symposium !" Agathon
of Athens, who was called pre-eminently " the beautiful !" Of
course he was not likely to think the less of her, hearing that.

Palès, could she have spoken, would have hadý more sense
than I.

" Her head is full of those people of the past," I said to
him. " She lived all alone with the old books and her father's
talk of them. She is like Julian,-ailways expecting to see
the gods give signs. All the old time is'to her as yesterday
to others. It is a good in one way, and an evil in another. I
do not think she, sees the time she lives in, one whit more
than, reading Virgil as she goes, she sees the throngs that
bawl and pass her. Of course she may be rur over, and be
killed so, any day. Virgil will not'save her."

" A curious danger! ' Women do not often suffer -much
from love of the impersonal. Tell her that all that past she
thinks so great was only very like the Serapis which men
worshiped so many ages in Theophilis, and who, when the
soldiers struck her down at last, proved itself only a hollow
colossus, with a colony of rats in its head, that scampered
right and left. My friend, you drink nothing. Taste that
tokay: it comes off my own vines by the Danube, and it is as
soft as mothers milk. You have lost your mirth,. (rispin.
You should not have gone to sleep in the Cæsar's gallery: it
has dazed you. You used to be as cheerful as any cricket in
the corn."

"Would you promise me ?" I said, and hesitated, for it
qeemed absurd to be so anxious about a danger that was yet

I -v'
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unmenaced, and à thing that might be farthest from his
thoughts.

Hilarion laughed, and rose.
"Oh, no! I never promise anything; I have not many

scruples, but I do scruple about breaking my' word, and so I
never give it. Why should you be afraid of me? Maryx
can hold his.own ; and I am not Agathon, as she would soon
find out, if she saw me ever so little. ' I am not even young
now!"

I was -impatient and pained. He saw it, and touched my
sh'oulder with a kindly caressing gesture.

"Come and see some pictures I brought from France. They
are landscapes. Maryx is right, that landscape-paiuting is the
only original form of painting that modern tines cap boast. It
has not exhausted itself yet: it is capable of infinite develsp-
ment. Ruysdael, Rembrandt, and the rest did great scenes,
it is true, but it bas been left to our painters to put soul into
the-sunshine of a cornfield, and suggest a whole life of labor
in a dull evening sky hang over a brown plowed upland,
with the horses going tired homeward, and one gray figure
trudging after them to the but on the edge of the moor. Of
course the modern fancy of making nature answer to ali
human moods, like an Bolian ha'rp, is morbid and exaggerated,
but it bas a beauty in it, and a certain truth. Our tenderer
so take refuge in the country now, as they used to do in the
eliter.._Come and see my two Millets; and there are some
slighter things-by lesser men of are touching
in their way: whom could your dear Claude -ever touch ?"

"These pictures touch you: 'do your own peasants ever?"
"No," said Hilarion: "I never think about them."
And he never did. He had been brought up in the purest

egotism. No one had even spoken to him of such things as
theduties of fortune. He had been given the most careful
culture of the mind and the body, and the graces of both:
there his education had ended. That he evèr did sweet and
gracious things was due to the changeful impulses of bis nature,
and a certain disdain in him of all meanness, which.at times
became almost nobility. But that was all. And yet one loved

- him.
Love does not go by attributes, as is said in sorne comedy.

It nay be sahd out of a comedy, and in all sad

VA.
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The best-loved men and women have seldom been tha, best
men or the best women.

He was summoned away by the arrival of some new treas-
ures that he had bought on his way home ; and I went out
and looked for the little flute-player, whom he called Amphion,
and whom we had left sitting wherelhe sunflowers were.

He was as lovely a youth as I have ever seen; with a pale
öval face, and great eyes, that had the, pathos and the medi-
tation of the ox's in them; you laugh: well, look straight into
our oxen's eyes when next they meet you coming under the
yoke across the fields, and say if ail the unutterable sadness
and wonddr of existence are not in their lustrous gaze. " Why
are we here to suffer ?" say those- eyes; the eternal question
that all creation asks, and asks in~vain, fQr aught that we can
see.

Poor little lad !--hp was eighteen years old, perhaps, and
lived on one of those little islands of the E£gean, wheréthie pop»lation is like one family, lives .by the tillage of the

earth, sleeps out of.doors under the stars,--men, women, and
children,-and is hardly altered at all since the ages of the
"Works and Days."

He had run barefoot, leapt in the sea, mown the bay,
slumbered on his bit of carpet under the broad shining skies,
and been quite happy, till a passer-by, touching at. the little
isle, had heard him play to his goats and for the maidens, and
had spread gold before his dazzled parents, and filled his head
with dreams by a word or two, and carried him off to the great
world of cities, there to be listened to a while and then for-
gotten.

Hilarion was kind to him, since his fane. was fresh; had
him' richly, dressed in the national costume,- nLd bade his peo-
ple see that he had ail he wanted; but no one except Hilarion
eould speak modern Greek, and the boy was very-lonely.

He looked up at me with the timidity of a dog thathad
strayed. I myself could speak his tongue, though not wi'th
ail the modern changes.that Hilarion knew, and by littlr and
little I gathered hiashort story from him.

He was not 'very happy. He. sighed for bis barefooted
liberty; his little coracle on the sea; his mother's cool litte
dark hut with ail the sun shut out, and no smell but the scent
of the Cow's breath and the dried grasses; but&e did not dare

't -.
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to say so. He loved Hilarion, but he was very âfraid of
him.

"lHow long have you been with him ?" I asked hinm, where
he sat under the sunflowers.

It was in the spring he came to the-island."
"And you have seen wonderful places since then ?"
"Yes," said the boy, wearily. "Many crowds,-crowds,-

crowds. Once some great person, an emperor, came to see
i him. He had me to play. It did not matter to me. I did

not see the great people; I saw the hay-fields, and the sea, and
my white goats -running to the honeysuckle. The emperor
called me up and gave me a fine. ring, and told me I should
make my fortune. What is fortune? In the island he is
rich who has six goats."

"I think -you will be rich if you go back to your goats,
caring for them."

He did not understand.
"IThey would not know me, perhaps," he said, sadly. "Prax-

ides took-them when I came away."
"Animals do not forget, my deat: that is a human privilege.

And yop would like to go back ? You kare not very happy?"
He looked with a'frightened glance right and left.
"Yes, I would like to go back. But do not tell him. It

is better here thaùi it has been. Ont is in the air. But in
that great place they call Paris, it was like being shut in a golden
box. I could not play at first, in all that noise and glitter:
he was angry, I could not help it. But one day I hea-d the
goats bleat in the street ; I thought my heart would break ; I
ran and got the flute, it was a friend. Then the old songs and
dances came back to me."

Poor little misnamed Amphion !
"You cannot read ?" I asked him. He shoek his head.
"Not even musie ?"
"Do people read music? I thought it was in the air."
"You must be lonely?"

Not when he remembers me. But he does not very often.
And I shouldlike to take thse shoes off ; feel crippled "

SWe are all crippled. And we h ave crippled even our -
horses to keep us-eompany. Two or three thousand years ago
in your country the horse was a beautiful, free, joyous thing:
now it is an automaton; most of us are so. We call it civili-
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zation. The tighter the bonds, the more advanced are the
wearers deemed. But your gold-laden jacket cannot be as easy
as the old white shirt with the red sash."

The boy was silent, crushing a peach with his smàll dazzling
teeth.

I was sorry for him.
Great singers end in millionaires; small singers end as clerks,

and this poor, pretty, ill-called Amphion, who played so sweetly
that it called tears to your eyes to hear him, had no genius, I
thought, but only a beautiful instinct of innocent melody, as
a bird has. And you could not- make even a clerk of a little
Greek who sighed for the sea, and the green grass, and the
danceý under the stars. He could not read, and he was igno-
rant of everything in the most absolute manner.- Yet he in-
terested me.

It is pot what the human being knows, it is what he is, that
is interesting.

I think it is Musset that says that the utterances of most
men are very monotonous -and mueh alike: it is what is in
their heads that is never spoken which is the epic, the idyl,
the threnody, the love-sonnet.

He goes on to -say that eVery moral carres about a worild
in himself, a world unknown, which lives and dies in silence;
for w4at a solitude is every human soul !

It is of that inner world that I try to get a glimpse, though
reluctanty I am bound to say that I do believe that it does
not exist at all in many, and that not a few are as completely
empty inside of them by nature as any pumpkin of which a little
beggar-boy las had the scooping.

"Let him come home with me: he is dull here; there is
not a creature that can talk to him," I said to Hilarion, a little
later.

" Of course, so he be hçre at night to play for the duchess."
She, whom he spoke of, yas a Roman, bis reigning caprice

of the hour.
"He shall be here," I said, and took Amphion with me in

the quickratling wagon of one of the wine-carrieu, wbo was
going to the- city with6ut his wine, and with only a koad of
fowers for the gardeners.

Amphion scarcely spoke as we flew over the Campagpa.
Only once he looked at me with pleasure in his eyes.
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" It is likfthe sea !" 1e said: he had arrived by night, and
had sein hothing of it before this.

It was noon wlhen I gotto ny fountain on the wall ; and I had
to be busy the ret of the dlay, and the lad would go back with
the wine-cart at sunset. I took hin up to Giojà's rooni: she
w soietimes at home ait noon, and wasu so now.

"Here is a Greek boy for you," I said to her, and put An-
phion into the chamber, with his sad, lovely face, that would
1ave done for Icarus, and his pretty dres ail loose and white
and shining with gold thread.

"Here is a little Greek for you," I said. "le is all alone,
and very ùnhappy. You know his tongue a little: will you try
and make him a little happiér ?"

" Are you a Greek, really ?" said my Ariadne, coning to
him with a grave courtesy, which never was familiarity, but
always a little distant, like some girl-queen's.

"Yes, I am a Greek,' said Amaphion, who stood looking at
her in a kind of awe. -

Giojà's face .ightied and grew eager.
"Then you have heard lomer sung? Tell me: do they

reeite it all at night as they used to do round the.watch-fires
whe there is danger, and in the sumier in time of peace,
under the-olive-tres: tell me:"

"What is Homer ?" said poor Amphion.
Giojglanced ait im with contempt.
"You are no Greek," she said, and turned airay.
" Why. did you bting him here ?" she said to me. "lHe

asks.what Homer is !"
"My dear," I said to her, "he was a little peasant, on a

little isle.in the sea. I have been to-those islands ; the people
onlythinkof theirflocks and their hay and their harveet. They
tell tles indeed at night, as of old, but it is not of Achilles
and Ithacus now ; it is of the hill:thieves on the main shore,
or of the soldiers billeted on themselves, or of the next love
that the priest is to bless, or of whatever else may be happening.
Be kind to him. You can make him understand, though you -
only know the Greek of the poets. Aan he will play to you."

Amphion, who could nôt understand what I said, under-
stood the contempt 9f thoseustrous eyes resting-on him, and
elt $hat it was something shameful not to know what Homer

Iu
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le came with shy and timid grInce, and knplt to her, and
touched the hem if lier skirt with his lips.

" cannot read, and lluumur-is4 it a singer you mean ?-
but if you will let nephty L will tell you so wliit I feel. You
are like thea sunrise on our sea: our girls there are fair, but
not like you." Giojà laughed, a thing she seldoi did. S·
S" You- cone fron the country of IIelen, and call me good

to h>ok upon ?-and *hat music can there ever be like the
niareh of the hexarneters telling uof your heroes ? But if
you are not happy, then I am sorry. I suppose I speak ill;
I know enougli Greek to read it, but that is not your Greek.
You can play t me while I finish my work if you like, and
aftrwards I will tell you about Ilomer."

lie had his flite in pieces in his vest, where lie always car-
ried it, a silr flute that, Hilarion had boughlt for him.

lie sat down on the flor, as lie was used to sit on his.bit
of carpet uider the great pþnetree at home in the starry
evenings; and, with bis eyes still fasteped on her as on soume
creature of another world, he began to make his tender melo-
dies,,there at the foot of my Ilermues.

I left them so, and went mDy way down to the stall and
Palès, who was grumbling sore at being left alone so long.

They were a boy and girl: it was a fresher and more liealthz
ful interest for her thani the poems of IHilarion.

Wlhen I went up the stairs an hour *fterwards to se f
they were friends, I opened the heavy door so that I did npt
disturb them. Amphion was sitting on the floor, his flute
lying across lis knees, abd Giojà, seated high'above on the old
oak-seat under the Hermes, was telling him the story of Pa-
trocles' burial, and 'f how the absent Winds were feasting in
the house of Zephyrus till the swift-footed Iris fetched them,.
and how they rose and scourged the clouds before them, across
the Thracian sea, until the flames leaped up, and, naking

-night terrible, devoured the body of his hero and the golden
curls of his friend, and the honey and the horses, and the rich
wood steeped with the wine that all night long Achilles poured
fron the golden boyl till daylight broke.

Aniphioù's'pale face was glowing, and his eyes were full of
wonder: nothing so wearies me as a twice-told tale, sag
Ilomer; but yet he told tales that echoing through thouana
of years are ever fresh and ever'welcome.
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Giojà, to whiom every word that she recited was true as
that the sun hung in heaven, saw nothing of him, but only
saw the Thracian shore, the blowing flames, the- surging sea,
the peace that came with morn.

I closed the door unheard, unwilling to disturb them or
break in o'n those old sweet Greek cadences that ber voice
tinged with a Latin accent, not ungracious; and I was sorry
when still another hour later I had to fetch the lad 'away to go
back, as he was ordered to Dalla.

"II was going now to tell him of Jlysses," said Giojà, re-
1uetant1I "Only think1 He bas a brother called Ulysses,
and yet does not know-"

"IIt will be for another day," I said. Amphion's face had
a warn color in it, and looked happy.

"I may. come again ?"
"Yes. Do you still wish to go back to the goats ?"
"No," he said, and,'smiled.
"I do not care for the heroes," he whispered to me as he

went down the stairs. "And why did he burn bis friend?
I do not understand. But do not tell ber. The sound of ber
voice is so lovely,-that is enough."

I began to dôubt whether I should not havp done better for
him to bave left hin in bis solitude and sorrowfulness, eating
bis peaches underneath the wall with bis sunflowers. But I
had been thinking more of ber than of him. To interest ber
in something living and natural, instead of always old stories
and old marble, seened to me desirable. The boy was better
than Apollo Soranus.

Maryx passed mè that eveeing on the stairs.
" Is Giojà there ?" he aske.1h "I ave a pleasure for ber,

at least if it be one to ber: slhe is so unlike to others that one
cannot tell They want ber at the palace to-night."

"In that great world-?"±stammered; for they were among
theaughtiest of our princes.

"Is she not worthy it ?" said Maryx, with some impatience
of me and contempt. "Nay, is that worthy ber? They have
seen ber elay figures and ber drawings; ti;,Fwould sec ber.
It woÔuld be best; she lives too much alone. ïCan we persuade
ner?'

"But in ber clothes,-she'has nou& fit."
"I thopght of that. I got Ersilia to steal me one of ber
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old woolen dresses when there was first talk of it a week ago:
I have clothes fit for ber below. But will she go ? That is
what I doubt-"

"Will Hilarion be there ?"
"No doubt. Why ?'
"Tell her so. She will go then."
Maryx changed countenance a little, and his broad brows

knit together.
"Has he so mach infiuence-already?"
"No influence that I know of; but attraction."
"Do you want me ?" asked Giojà at that moment, ber slen-

der body hanging over tlhe rail in the gloom ; the lamp that
always burned there under a Madonna shone on the soft colora
of her face and gave it a Titian look. He told her why he
came.' She did not answer anything. -

" Are you glad or sorry, willing or unwilling ? Say 1" he
said, a little quickly, and with some disappointment,

"How can I be either? It does not matter."
"You are right.s It does not matter. Only so many are

so pleased at such things. Will you come ?"
"If you wish,me."
"Oh, child ! It is the greatest house in Rome, and what

an honor !" cried Ersilia, who was washing at a tub in a niche
in the staircase wall.

"In a&-great house or a small, I suppose one is always one-
self," said Giojà, to whose mind no ideas of social difference
could present themselves ; she had only lived on- the wild sea-
coast, and -in the old chamber with Hermes, on the bridge ;
and in the house of Maryx all greatness was fused into that
of art, and no othei recognized.

Maryx himself stood thoughtful and a little troubfed.
" I think that it is best," he said, half to mé, half to himself.

"It is unjust to ber, it is selfish, to shut ber up like a dove in
a tower. What do yôu say ?"

"I suppose it is. And to the tower the hawks can come."
"St. Barbara's father built.a tower to keep ber in and shut

out the blessed news of iChrist," said Ersilia from berwash
tub. "But it was of no use, you know. The great, news
found ber there. No tower is too higb fQr the angels to soar
te"

"And soyba. mean-.- ?"91



"That, whether hawk or angel is to be her fate, either will
come to her, whether she be here or there," said Ersilia,
wringing her linen.

"You are a fatalist," said Maryx, with a smile. " It is a
curious creed-: it nerves whilst it emnasculates."

"Nay, I am a good Christian," said Ersilia, who did not un-
derstand a word lie said, but felt that he impugned her faith ;
"and I will get my hands dry in a minute, and go fetèh that
boL of clothes. Why dilly-dally about it? Let her have
honor and pleasure while she can Therie is not much to be
had anywhere."

That was a joyous and grand night to Ersilia; but it was
doomed to be a hapless one. We did our best in honesty of
intent. The gods made sport of us,; and I think there' are few
thing sadder than the way in which honest intents and candid
and innocent efforts to do right are, so often as we see them
in this world, twisted and turned by obstinate and unkind in-
fluences to the hart of those that feel them. It is as cruel as
though one were to take a child's long curls to strangle him
with, whei he was coming up for kisses.

It was «a joyous night to Ersilia, who, in truth, had been
sometimnes picked to piecès by the neighbors for harboring a
strange girl.

"She goes among the princes," she said proudly to all her
gossips. And she attired lier with a tenderiess one never
would have believed could have been in her, looking at lier
fierce and broad black eyes that lit so quickly into rage.

But an hour later Ersilia called to me shrilly, coming to the
end of the bridge and screaming in a way that would have
almost frightened back Porsenna, had le been, as of yore, on
the other side.

I'hurried to her call.
"Only think !" shouted Ersilia, her face al in a dark flame,

of wrath. "Only think! she will not wear them 1 No, not
for anything will she wear them 1 Was there ever such per-
veraity ? Come you and speak to ler. Lovely stuffs fit for
an empressi I always said she was not natural. The marble
has got into lier herself. Who-ver heard of any girl that did
not care for clothes ?"

"What is it, Giojà ?" I asked her, when I had mounted.
"I wiùlfnot wear them," she aid, simply. "I did not

-. otwea tem
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understand. If I cannot go as I am, then not at all. These
tlothes must have cost much money, and I have none."

" Money?" screamed Ersilia. " Of course ! Money -
Enough for an honest girl's, dower, that I know, for ho
grudged nothing ! How can you look at them and say you
will not put them on ? Jesù Maria ! It is impious."

"Why w-il you not wear them ?" I asked Giojà, quietly.
The tears came in her eyes.
"I shall be sorry'if I pain him. He is good and getierous.

But I cannot pay for them. I w'ill not take them. No. I
will not."

"But, my dear, it is impossible for you to go to a great
house unless )pe-go suitably-"

"Then I will not go; I do not care to go. What is it to
me ?-except that I am sorry if I pain im."'

" May one enter ?" said Hilarion, standing at the door, and
not perceiving me. It had grown dusk, and the lights were
beginning to burn on the winding bank of the river.

When ho did see de he smiled,--that tantalizing smile of
his which uiight mean anything or nothjing and must have
hurt many a woman .worse than a blow or an oath.

Giojà colored as she. saw hin,--a warmn, wavering bush
that went to the very waves -of the hair hanging over her
brows. She was silent.

The white robes of Maryx's choosing were lying there, with
some jewelry of Etruscan gold found by hiniself years^before
in old tombs opened at his cost under the thick brushwood
about Veïi.

".What is the question at issue ? May I hear ?"
He spoke as if ho had already known her far4ears.
Giojà looked at him with the flush fadigg.
"It is that I 4not wear-all that. Hle has sent it: he

is always so good. But why should I go thither even? I
do not want the great people, if they be great; nor axp I great
myself, tha't they should seek me. If I could 'go as I am, it
would be very well; but if I cannot, I will stay.away. The
things are beautifal, no doubt; but the very last words nearly
that my father spoke were, Kecep free- have your bands
empty, but'clean; take.nothing.' So I cannot take anything,

. even though he gives itn.y
Hilarion looked at ber intently. e did not ak any more.
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He had the poet's quickness of comprehension, and could
gather whole facts from fragmentary words.

"No doubt you are right," he said, as though he had heard
it all from the beginning. "And why should you go -into
that vapid and turbulent world that calls itelf great? You
could only lose. The artist always loses. Society is a crui-
ble in which all gold melts. Out of it is drawn only one of
two prizes,-vanity or disgust i the 'perfectly successful in it
are like the children that the Chinese imprison in jars from
their birth,-dwarfs that believe their compressed distortion
beautiful. Hermes here is abetter companion than the world.
What do you say, Crispin ?"

"I say, let her do as she likes," I answered, roughly; for I
was angry with his presence theie. " I cannot say that she is
wrong; no one could say so; but such a trifie I think she
might have taken without harm to ber pride; and it is hard
on Maryx, thinking only to &ive pleasure, and believing it
bad, as it is bad, for her to live alone here, dreaming of broken
marbles and dead gods,-not that I would speak lightly of
either the gods or arts, but such a life is too mournful, and in
a little while it will become morbid."

" Better that than the foul gases of erowded rooms and
empty- compliments. Maryx and you are both at fault, my
sensible Lupercus 1" said Hilarion, with -that smile which so
provoked me, his eyes resting on the girl,'who herself stood
abstracted and sorrowful, the tears still not dr) upon her
lashes.

" Take them away," she said to Ersilia,'with a gesture to-
wards the, pretty rejècted thing. Then she lifted het arms
witIt a little sigh of lelief, like one decided to put down a
burdeu. "I do not want to see these people. I see them
pass. They look foolisih; they are just the same as when
Juvenal wrote about them, I suppose. And what do they
want with me?"

" I will tell you what they want," said Hilarion. "Genius
scares the world. It is like the silver goblet to (Edipus, tell-
ing of vanished -greatness and the power of the 'gods; the
world that is like (dipus, blind aid old and heavy withnmany
nameless sins, cannot bear the reproach of it; it wants to
stamp it into dua3t. Never being 'quite able to do that, it
fondles it, fille it with sugared drinks, nails it with golden

't

I.

182 AIUADNE.



ARIADNE.

nails to the board where fools feast. Often the world suc-
ceeds, and the goblet falls to baser uses and loses the power to
remind the blind sinner any more of the ancient glories and
of the dishonored cbildren of Zeus. Can you understand ?-
only my allegory halts, as most allegories do. Edipus was
repentant: the-world never repents. So I think You are right
not to go.to it. Keep the silver goblet f1r yourself, and only
touch it with your own lips, since from the gods it came to
you."

There was a sort of emotion in bis voice as he said the last
words. Nor was it affected. In his impulses he was always
sincere, and bis impulse then was earnest, was tender, and was
sorrowful. He himself had let bis silver goblet often fall and
be often choked up with the lees of spilled wines and the dust
,of dead passions.

Her face lightened with a happy smile. It was. like remem-
bered music to her to hear this kin'd of speech. She did not
answer in words. She seemed to me to be timid with Hilarion,
and to loue that elm, indifferent composure which cl;aracter-
ized all her intercourse with other people.

"We are so serious, and you are so youri !" said he,
shaking off the momentary depression that had fallèn on Mm.
"You have lost a night's pleasure, too. We are bouùd to
make you amends: Crispin, you look as dull as Pasquino
without a pasted epigram. Wake up! Hermes wonders at
you; he thinks that when men's lives are so short as they are,
it is astonishing they should spend any of their little mensure
of time in -niere moodiness.; and you,-you used never to
know the meaning of such a word. Now let us see what we
can give to Giojà in sompensation. I may cail you Giojl ?"

" Oh, yes; it is my name," she answered him; for the only'
ways that she had known were the simple ways aûd habits of
the people, and of the ceremonies of polished life she knew
nothing, though nature bad taught her grace and that serenity
which is the highest form of grace.

" It is a lovely nanme, and bas. a lovely meaning, said
Hilarion. ".Now I bave thought-you care for music. Of
course you care; musie has all the other arts in it, and some-
thing that none of them have as well. Will you come and
hear some with me? There is my own box always ready, and
you can go in -your own mannr, with youfveil'if you like,
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and enjoy.it unseen if you please; and Crispino, too, can come.
There is the Zauberflöte to-night, and there is no magician
like Mozart, though at the best he is poorly rendered here.
Come; it will be better for you than the crowda that stare."

"cMozart l".
She had heard some of bis music in requiems and masses in

the churches; but she had no idea what he spoke of, for she
had never been inside a theatre.

"Yes, the Zauberflte,-on the whole, the most perfeçt
music in the world. Of old, the 'gods came down and whis-
pered their secrets to the poets. You remember Dionysos
waking Aschylus among the vines and bidding him go write

the ,Oxesteia. Nowadays the gods only whisper to the musi-
cians; the poets ar.e left to grope their way mong the cancer
hospitals and the charnel-houses. No doubt it is the poets' fault.
What we wish to see I suppose we do see,-see most of,'at all
events, after ail. Goethe was the last to listen to the gotl
under the vines. 'What beautiful things the vines have said
to rne!' he wrote from Italy. And set, let them pretend what
they will, Goethe was not a poet: he was too cold and top
clear - and, besides, be could live at Weimar! :Well, will you
.come? Trust uhe; you will be very happy and very unhappy
both at once, and is not.that the very essence and epitome of
life? Not to have heard great music is lik'e having lived
without seeing Rome."

"I will come," said Giojà, and looked at me, "if Maryx
will not be vexed. Will he be vexed ?"

"My dar," I said to ber, "he meant. to have given you
pleasure, and he *ill fihd that he has failed, and that another
has given'it .instead. That is all. A very common lot,-so
common that it needs nopity.".

For I was 'irritated and impatient, and hated Hilarion,
though he was doing no harm, but only looking pale and hand-
some, like any one of the statues that she loved leaning there
underneath- Hermes, with the shadows of the côming nigl t
about him, and his sweet voice colning through the stillnes in
the fantastie and decorous tal kwhich of all otber-was niost cer-
tain to 'nchain her attettion by itslikeness to ber·own dreams.

le had- bis-way in the d: he was one of those men who
always bave.their way. e -hesitated, and was gfraid to pain
her absent master, but ln the end yielded, and went out'with
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him into the night air, which had grown colder aud starry, so
that already Ro.me was beginning to look paved with silver
and carved with alabaster, as it looks.always when the moon
sfiines there.

I fohowed them ad a dog would have done. The horses
were there; but the night was beautiful, and they wenb on, on
foot, lingering here and there as the moonlight grew clearer
and the shades more black.

Gioj i was well used to Rome at night. After sunset, when
my labors were doue, I often went with ber through the ave-
nues about the Flavian amphitheatre and the twisting streets
whose centre is the mighty douze of Agrippa, or any other of
the iany quarters familiar to me from my babyhood, and now
in my old age eloquent of a million histories. Maryx went-
often with es too. After a long day spent in the studio, it
had always been his habit to go about Rome, rhich he knew
by beart, as An4père knew it, and some of the finest concep-
tions of his wofks had come to him sitting in the stillness of
the great Therm, with only the bats aind owls moving bêtween
the dull red walls where your Northern singer -composed .his
grea Prometheus.

I was used to sceing Maryx by her side. Ii incensed me to
watch the graceful head of Uilarion bending to ber in'his
stead: it seemed a wrong to the one who was absent.

It was an ordinary night at the opera, and the Apollo The-
atre wus almost empty, and the little. light there was burned
very low, as it is our economical habit to have it in ôur play-
houses.' And, indeed, what music-is not sweetest in the soft-
ness of the dusk?

To hear music well, site in twilight and in stillness, only
meeting eyes yÔu love. Your nuw school, whièh thinks that
music needs the assistaùoe of glitter and glpre and pictorial
effeet, sadly insults the divinest of the arts.

The large box close to the stage belonging to Hilarion was
al in gloom : I stayed at the back of it, for I would not leave
them; and Giojà in ber dark clothing no oué saw.

She thought it very strange, the large, shadowy, almost
empty space in which the first notes of the orchestra only
were dully humming; but when the full glory of the musie
burst over ber, she held ber breath, en'tmnced, and one could
see her j;reat eyes wide opened and lustrous as the stars.
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He did not speak to her, but only watched her. The ren-
dering was in no way fine; but it is impossible for even poor
singers uttérly to mar the sway of the Zauberflöte; and when
the music ceased at the first act, the girl was pale as her own
marbles, and the tears were coursing down ber cheeks in
silence.

")Did- I aot -tell you -rightly ?" said Hilarion, in his soft,
caressing voice. "Are you not most happy and most un-
happy ?"

She smiled on him a little throngh her tears.
"l It is all the past,-it is allthe future ! I/did not know.

Oh, why did they never.bring me here ?"
" I am glad Chat it was left for me to do," he answered her.

I think Maryx does not care for music. Why do you tura
away ?"

"I do not want to see the people; they jar on it," said
Giojà, meaning the actors on the stage. "Why can they not
sing without beii seee ?"
--"1rtoio preferthat," said Hilarion. "But then it
would no loncrer be an opera."

" Would t?-at matter ?" said Giojà, who was always indif-
ferent to the great reasoning that because a thing has·been so
thus it must ever be.

Then she.,was quiet again and breathless. As for me, she
hiad forgotten that I lived. She had almost forgotten Hilarion,
only that now and agàin ber eyes, brilliaòt through moisture
of unshed tears, like any passion-flowers through dew, turned
on him as orr the' giver of her deep delight. He was her
Apollo Soranus.

" You are contented ?" he murmured softly once.
She answered him as from a dream:
" It is like Hpmer !"
She knew no greater coïnparison; and perhaps there is none

greater.
At the close, the:passionate music troubled her, and made

her color rise and her breath come and go. Those lovers in
the flames, happy merely becanse together, -she did not under-
stand; yet the tur4ult of emotions disturbed that classic calm
in her which made her always so grave, yet so eerene.

She did not speak at alfwhen it was over and she had left
the dusky, desolate' opera-house; nor did Hilarien speak to
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her. ie understood that the melodies were all about ber,-
in the air, in the stars, in the very voices of the streets : and
he let the strange passion of which she had beard the first
notes steal on ber unawares. He was a master in these
things.

We went silently through the Tordinona street, and past
the house of Raffaelle, and homeward. Rome was quiet, and
ail white with thé light of a full moon. Now and then a
shadowy form went by, touching a guitar; now and then an
orange-bough heavy with blossom and fruit swung over a wall
in our- faces ; at one corner there stood a bier, with-torehe
flaring and meu praying; some one was dead,-some one dies
with every moment, they say; the great melodious fountaibs
sounded everywhere through the tiight, as though the waters
were always striving, striving, striving in vain to wash the
crimes of the city away,-the endless centuries of crime whose
beginning is lost in the dull roll of Tullia's chariot wheels.
Tullia! the vile name !-there is only Tarquinia perhaps viler
stili. low right the Sabines were when théy sent the bronze
weight of their shields crash down on the base beauty of Yar-
quinia, the creature that first sold Rome!

Ail these odd, disjointed thoughts went stumbling through
my brain as my feet went stumbling home.

-It was late.
At the door I would have sent ber up-stairs alone and sent

Hilarion away; but he would noi have it so, and he was a
man that always had his way.

" Let us see ber safe back to Hermes," he said.
And when we reached Hernes I saw why he had chosen to

do that. Iq our absence his orders had arranged- a surprise
for-ber. A fire burnt on the bearth; there was.a little supper
spread; there were many flowers; there was only the old
bronze lamp sét burning; through the unshuttered and gratd
casement -all the moonlit brilliancy of the river was visible.

Giojà gave a little cry of pleasure and of wonder. Maryx had
encompassed ber with every solid care that strength and noble-
ness could give ; but he did not think of -such little things as
this. Scenie display was not in his temperament.

"This is folly. It is midnight. She eats nqthing at ths j
hour. She bas to be up at dawn," I grumbled, feeling stupid
and ill at ease and angry.
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Hilarion laughed at me.
His wn way he would have. He was so gay, so gracious,

so charming, so kindly, it was impossible to altogether with-
stand him ; and, after all, what harn had he done ?

Yet eat I could not, and drink I would not. But if I shouild
be a killjoy, it made no difference to him; it was not for me
that his peaches showed their bloom like infants' cheeks, nor
for me that his tea-roses clustered round his starry astias.

He had his way, sitting within the broad mellow glow from
the bearth-fire, with the great moon looking in through the
iron bars, sailing in a silvery radiance of snowy cloud.

She said but little,-very little; but I felt that if I had
asked her now if she were only content, she would have an-
swered, "I am happy." Once she got up and took a little
book and gave it to him.

"Read me something,-once."
It was my odd volume of his translated sonnets.
He smiled, and was silent, looking on her face with a dreamy

pleasure of contemplation. Then he did read, his memory
awakening and the volume closing in his ban-d, as he read.

What he chose was a fragment of a poem on Sospitra, the
woman who, being visited by spirits in the guise of two Chalde-
ans, was dowered by them with transcendent powers and super-
human knowledge, and enabled to behold at once all the deeds
that were done in all lands beneath the sun, and was raised
high above all human woes and human frailties,-save only
Love and Death.

Save only Love and Death.
It was a great poem.-the greatest that he had ever givei to

the world, and perhaps the most terrible.
For it was all the despair of genius, and was all the derision

of hell.
The woman dwelt alone "with the stars and the palms and

the falling waters, and was tranquil and proud and at peace,
and, when night fell, saw all the darkened earth outspread be-
fore her as a seroll, and r d the hidden souls of millions, and
knew all that the day hk seen done ; and the lion lay at her
feet, and the wild antelope came to-her will, and the eagle told
lier the secret ways of the planets, ànd the nightingale sang
to her of lovers smiling in their sleep, and she was equal to-the
gods in knowledge and in vision, and gas content.
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Then one day a tired wànderer came and asked lier for a
draught of water to slake bis thirst and lave his wounds. And
jshe'gave it, and, giving it, toucbed bis hand; and one by one the
magie gifts fell from ber, and the Chaldeans came no more.

In all the vastness of the universe she only hearkened for
one voice ; and ber eyes were blind to earth and, heaven, for
they only sought one face; and she had power no more over the
minds of men, or the creatures of land and air, for.she bad
cast her crown down in the dust, and had become a slave; and.
ber slavery was sieeter than had ever been ber stréngth.

Sweeter far,-for a space.
. Then the wanderer, his wounds b.eing -healed and his thirst
slaked,.wearied, and arose and passed away; and she was left
alone in the silence of the desert. But never more came the
Chaldeans.

When the last words died on the silence, the silence remained
unbroken. One could hear the lapping of the river against
the piles of the bridge, and the sound of the little flames eat-
ing the wood away upon the hearth.

Hilarion at length rose abruptly.
"Good-nigbt,.and the Chaldeans be with you," he said; and

touched the soft loose locks on ber forehead with a familiarity
of gesture that not I or Maryx had ever offered to ber.

Giojà did not move: ber face was rapt, pale, troubled, in-
finitely tender; she looked up at him and said nothing.

"This is how you keep your promise!" I said, faintly, on
the stairs, and then paused,-for he ha4 made no promise.

Hilarion smiled.
' I would not make any. I, 'ver make any. We are all

too much the playthings of accident to be able to say, ' I will,'
or, ' I will not.' And hat have I done ? Is there. harm in
the Zauberflöte ?"

" You are more cruel than the Chaldeans," I said. "They
at least did not éall the destroyers."

Hilarion went out into the.night air.
"I hardly know why I read ber the poem," he said, almost

regrtfially : "it was a pity, perhaps. Of love, believe me, I
have had more than enough; and besides," he added, with a
laugh that I did not like, " besides, there is Maryx !"

Then he went away down the darkness of the Via Pettinari,

F'
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the feet of his horses, wearied with waiting, ringing sharply
on the stones.

He went to bis duchess, whom he more than half hated, yet
with whom he would not break his unholy relation, because
she had that flame in ber eyes, and that flint in her heart, at
which men whose -passions are worn out are glad to strive to
rekindle them.

CHAPTER XIV.

WITH the morning, Giojà went up as usual to the studio.
Maryx was leaning over the balustrade of his terrace, as bis
habit often was in that lovely time of the clear early morning,
when there are still mists hovering about the curving ways of
Tiber, yet every spire and tower and ruined glory stands out
distinct in all theirsaried architecture against the radiant sky.

Maryx advanced to ber, and metir
"My dear, why did you change your mind last night? Was

it not sudden ?"
"Yes, it was sudden," she answered him. " 'When I saw

the things, then I remembered I could not buy them ; I would
not wear them. It was good of you; so -good ! Were you
vexed ?"

iMaryx's changeful eyes darkened, and grew dimmer. He
gave an angry gesture.

"Such a little thing ! LHad you not faith enough in me for
that ? Am I so little your friend after all this time ?-I, who
am your master ?"

Giojà was silent. Then she took his hand and touched it
with ber lips.

"You are more than my friend; and if to serve you I bad
to hui-t myself, that I would do. But this was different: it
would have done you no good, and it would have made me
ashamed."

He colored slightly, and his eyes grew soft. He drew away
his hand with a sort of impatient confusion.

"God forbid that you should be ashamed-for me! But
to refuse such a mere trifle! it looks like distrust of me."



"How could I distrust'you?"
She looked in his face, whilst she spoke, with the sweet, open

seriousness of a young child.
"lHow could I distrust you? distrust you ?" she repeated,

as he remained silent. "I do not know what you can,mean.
But I did not wish for those rich things, and I did not wish
to go at all."

Maryx smiled, reassured.
"If you did not wish to go, my dear, that is another matter.

I think you are very wise. The artist loses more by the
world than ever he gains from it. It was only that since it
opened to you, I thought it right you should have the choice.
But I was disappointed a little, I admit; I had looked forward
to seeing you move in those great rooms as no girl can move
except one like you, ivhom the sea bas made strong, and whom
the trammels of fashion never have fettered; only to see you
walk would be despair to them. But I am content now that
you chose as you did,-quite content; only yoù must promise
me to keep my poor Etruscan gold. I should have told you
so last night; but when I called for you, thinking to find you
ready, you were in bed; your window was all dark."

"But did not Ersilia teSyou ?"
Tell me what ? Yes. She put ier head out of her own

casement, and called that you would not touch the clothes nor
go; and then she slammed the window to again, and I got no
more from her. What did you bid her say ?"

"INothing. I forgot."
Forgot to leave a pretty message for me to soften the re-

jection ?" said Maryx, with a smile. "Well,'never mind, my
dear. Soft-words passing by'that good soul's mouth would
harden in the passage. Did you sleep well, young philosopher?
Pagan though you are, I begin to think you have something
of the early Christians.in you after all,-of St. Ursula, or St.
Dorothea."

Giojà flushed searlet, then gre- pale.
"I did not sleep• I was notiat orne ; I went with him, and

he came bac with me."
Maryx,-leaning carelessly over the terrace parapet, casting

the Tfallen flowers of the jessamines into the gulf of cactus and
aloes below, raised himself erect with sudden quickness, and
gazed at her.
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"With whom? With what? Went where ? Of what are
you talking ?"

Him."
"Who ?

"I went with, him," she answered, very low, vaguely con-
seious that he grew angered, and that she had donc ill. "It
was to the music of Mozart. Why did you never take me?
I seemed to understand evçrytliing in all the world; al that
was dark grew clear; I understood why the woman did not
feel the flames nor have any fear of death. Then he came
back with me, and he had made the room like a garden, and
Hermes was covered with roses, and it was very late. ùnd he
read to me his own poems, and the one on Sospitra, whomn the
Chaldean seers raised above every sorrow except death and
love " She stopped abruptly at, that word ; no doubt she
could not-have told why.

Maryx was silent. He looked like a man who had received
a blow, and a blow that his manliness forbade him to return.

His lips parted to speak, but, whatever he was about to say,
he controlled its uttterance.

"IGo in to your work, my dear," he said, after a pause.
"It grows late."

That was all. Giojà looked at him with a hesitating regret.
"Are you displeased ?" she asked him, as she iingered.

But he had left her, and had come down among the aloes, and
thus met me, as I ascended the steep siopes of lis gardens.
-t"She was with Hilarion ?" he said, abruptly.

"IYes, but there was no harm in that," I answered him, and
told him how the night had been spent.

He heard, looking far away from me towards the great pile
of the Farnese glowing like bronze and gold in- the morning
light.

There was a great pain upon his face, but he said nothing:
lie was too generous to blame a creature owing so much to him
as she did ; and Maryx, so eloquent on matters of his art, and
so felicitous in discussion and disquisition, was of few words
wlen he folt deeply.

"So as she had some change and pleasantness, it is not much
matter who gave it," he said, at length, when I had ended.
"N> dot be.knows how to anmuse women better than I do.
For-the rest, we are not our keepers,-you and I.



Then he moved to go on awa4 o his gardens, towards
Rome.

"You are not going back to the studio ?" I ventured to say;
for it was bis practice always to spend there the hours of the
forenoon, at the least.

"No; I have business yonder," he made answer; and I
lost him to sight in the windings of the cypress alley that
shelved sharply downward.

I understood that he did not wish me to go with him then;
he had been wounded, and, like all other noble animals, sought
to be alone.

I went up into his house, where I was always free to wander
as I liked. It was beautifully still; the warm sun shone into
the open courts; on the marble floors bis great hounds lay at
rest; the creepers were red with the touch of winter: through
the white columns and porphyry arches there was a golden
glory of chrysanthemums; it seemed the abode of perfect
peace.

I went into the workrooms, where the blocks of marble

were standing, and the scale stones, and the iron skeletons to
hold the clay; and the workers were laboring under the gui-
dance of the old foreman, Giulio.

Gioj à was aiready at her own work before the plane on which
she of late had been modeling in alto-rilievo.

He had let ber choose ber own subject, and she had chosen
the death of Penthesileia. The fair daughter of Ares lay at
the feet of Achilles, ber helmet off, ber long tresses sweeping
the cruel earth that drank her blood; Thersites stood by, on
bis face the laughter that had cost him life; the Hero bent
above ber; in the rear were the press and tumult of armed
men, the shock of shivered spears, the disarray of startled
horses; and, farther yet, the distant walls of Troy.

Thq-lay seemed sentient and alive; the whole composition
was full of invention and of beauty ; and the prominent recuù-
bent figure of Penthesileia, in the drooping flexible abandon-
ment of death, would scarcely have been unworthy of that
Greek of the North, your Flaxnman.

How great is the sorcery of Art! how mean and iow
feeble beside it are the astrologers and magicians of mére necro-
mancy!

A little wasbcd earth spread out upon a board and touched
1 17
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by the hand of genius, and, o! the wars of I4 omer are fought
before your eyes, and life, and death, and woman's loveliness,
and the valor of man, and the very sound of battle, and the
very sight of tears, are all in that gray çlay!

I looked over her shoulder at her work. I had seen it in
its various stages many times:. it was now almost complete.

My dear," I-said to her, saying what I thought, "you havie
that Aaron's wand. which from the bare rods can call forth
almond-flowers. Be content. Whoever has that has so much
that, if life treat him unkindly in other ways, he can well
afford to bear it.

Giojà sighed a little restlessly, leaning her face upon her
hands, and looking down upon the plane on which her Penthe-
sileia -lay.

"Is it good ?" she said, doubtfully. "Yesterday I thought
so; I was so glad in it; but now -"

"Well ?-now ?"
"I do not care for it. Who can say in a world of marble

what he can say in two ljngs of his Sospitra ? "
Her eyes were full oftears; she had no pleasure in er

noble Homeric labor; she could not have told why.
" Sospitra be accursed,-and he who wrote it1!" I muttered

in my th'roat.
"You place the poet highest of all artists," I said, aloud,

with such patience as I could assume. "Well, very likely you
are right. He interprets the passions, the aspirations, the
pains, and the gladness of living-what we call the soul-
more directly, and of course with much more research and
intimacy, than any other artist can do. The sculptor and the
painter eau but deal with the outward expression of emotion,
and with nature in her visible and tangible forms. The singer,
the reciter, in every nation, from Hellas to Scandinavia, was
the earliest inspired ; his were the first notes heard in the dusk

f the world's slow dawn. It is natural that supremacy remains
ith him. But this is finishe. What do you do to:day ?"
She lifted her hair off her forehead, thick, elustering, soft

ha*r, that was a weight to her small head.
'I do not know; I am tiired. Is Maryx angry with me,

tha he does not come ?"
"lHe, is gone into Rome. No: he is not angry; perhaps he

is p ned."
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"TI am sorry."
"You soe, he meant to give you pleasure, and ie faikéò; and

another succeeded. A small thing, perhaps : still, a man may
be wounded."

" I wonder if he would think this good," she murmured,
her eyes still on her Penthesileia. " Do you think he would
see any strength or beauty in it at all ?"

" Maryx! But surely you must know! 1He never says
what he does not think, nor ever stoops to give you mere flat-
tery.

"J did not mean Maryx," she said, and then she turned
away, and went to a desk in an inner room, and began to
translate the legendary portions of Pausanias relating to En-
dæeus,-a kind of employment which her master had given her
to change at intervals the posture and the -position of work cat
the clay, which he thought were not good too long together,
for one of· -er sex and 'ueo young.

I let her alone: it -was of no use to speak. I went and-
talked a littie to the olkI woman who sat in her wooden shoes
in the beautiful chambers, and who looked out over Rome and
wished she were hoeing in a cabbage-plot.

"Is the girl here to-day ?" asked the mother of Maryx.
"Ah! she has not been to see me this morning."

"Does she always come?"
".Always. We manage to- understand each other. Not

very much ; but enough. It is good to look at her ; it is like
seeing the vines- in flower."

"Shall I call her here ?"
"No. Let her be. Perhaps Germain wants her."
"You have grown to liki her ?"
"Yes; one likçs what is young. And then she is very fair

to look at; a fair face is so much. It was hard in the good
God to make so many faces ugly; to be born ugly,-that is,
to enter thï,world with a hobble at your foct,-at least when
you are a woman. Will my son marry her, think you?"

"I cannot tell. Who has thought of it ?"
"No one. Only myself. But a man and a girl,-that is

how it always ends ; and he is not quite young, but he is so
noble to look at, and s-fd a think that is
how it will end. And why not ? It would be better for him-
something living-than those marble women that he worships.
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You see, he is very great and famous, and ail that, but there
s no one to watch for his coming and look the brighter because

he comes. And a man wants that. I am his mother, indeed.
But that is not much, because I am very stupid, and cannot
ùnderstand what he talks of, nor the things he does, and all
the use that I could be,-to sew, to darn, to sweep, to make
the soup,-that, he does not want, bécause he is so great, and
can live as the princes do. All the world admires him and
honors him,-oh, yes; but when at home he is all alone. But
do not say a word,-not a word. Love is not like a bean-
plant: you cannot put it in where you wish and train it where
you like. If it grows, it grows, and it is God or the devil
who sets it there: may the saints forgive me!

Then she folded her hands, and began telling her beads, a
little, quiet, brown figure, like a winter leaf, amidst the splen-
dors of the room, with ber wooden shoes sunk in the thick
Eastern carpets, and the leaden effigy of the Madonna, that
she had bought for a copper at a fair in ber girlhood, still
hung round ber throat as more precious than pearls.

She was a good soul; she would have taken to ber heart
any creature that ber son had loved, or that had loved him ;
she was old, and ignorant, and stupid, as she said, but she was
upright and just, and what was pure, that she thought worthy.
The greatness of ber son sheould not comprehend, and. of his
works and of his genius she was' afraid, not understanding
them; but she would have understood if she bad seen him
happy with the simple common joys of innocent affection.
."But I am fearful; yes, I am fearful," she murmured, with
her hands clasped together. "Because, you see, lie has been
good to her, very good; and my life bas been long, and never
yet did I see a great benefit done but what, in tinie,-ipcame
back as a curse. The good God bas ordered it so that we may
not do what is rigbt just for the sake of reward."

Then she told ber beads, unwitting of the terrible irony she
had uttered.

I left ber 'sorrowfully, and went down the bill, past the
bright Pauline water, down the old Aurelian way, to my stali
by Ponte Sisto, forthe labors of the day.

Aasrrow l constraint fell upon us aU after that morning,
and marreifthe happy, unstrained intereenre witb which our
time had gone by so pleasantly. Maryx said nothing, and•
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nothing was altered in Gioji's mode of life, but still there was
a change ; there was that "little rift in the wood," which
with the coming of a storm strikes down the tree.

For me, I sat and stitched in the driving of the winds, which
began to grow very chill, and the'neighbors round said that I
had become churlish.

One is so often thought to be sullen when one is only sad.
Anxiety is a sorry bedfellow, and when one rises in the morn-
ing he has chilled us for the day. e

Palès snapped at her caLs, and worried them, and gamboled
before her lovers, and growled at them, and said, as plainly as
ber sharp black,.nose and fox's eyes could speak to me, "Why
not come away to the Falcone and eat a bit of poreupine, and
enjoy yourself as you used to do, and never trouble your
head ?"

But I would not adopt her philosophy, even tlou<rh For-
tune did so favor me at that time that in a roll of old vellum
I bought to eut up for shoe-linings I actually found a frag-
ment of a manuscript of a Tractatus Matheum of St. Hiero-
nyiuus, written by an Italian scribe, and with some of the
floreated borders still visible.

"Your lot should have been cast in those times, Crispin,"
said IHilarin, who saw it, and-would have given me a roll of
bank-notes for it if I would have taken them. "What a
monk you would have made! I think I see you, spellin'g out
the Greek manuscripts, collecting miniatures for the library
Gospels, keeping an eye on the wines in the buttery, tending
the artichoke and the sweet herbs, talking to Erasmus in
Latin when he passsed youir way, and getting all the artists
that had work in the chapel to do something or other for your
cell, whieh would have been sure to have a painted window
and a vine climbing about the window. You were meant for
a sixteenth-century monk. There is no greater hardship than
to be born in an age that is too late for us."

But I could not jest with him, for he had come down from
the bouse on the bridge in that hour of dusk when Giojà's
studies ~were over. It was worse than useless to object in any
way: he would only have laughed: and, after all, as Maryx
had said, we were not ber keepers, and how could we insult
hinm by saying that he should not approach lher ?

"Have you seen her Penthesileia ?" I asked him.
17*
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"At the studio ? Yes."
"And what do you think of it ?"
"It is wonderful, like everything'that Maryx does; entirely

noble, and pure, and classic."
"IMaryx! He had no hand in it; he never touched it!

Unaided she composed and executed every line of it ! What
are you thinking of?"

"My dear Lupercus, that is no woman's work,-and a
girl's, too, a mele child's ! How can -you believe it ?" .

"II believe it, as I believe in the sun that bangs in the
heavens !" I said, savagely, and feeling ready to strike him.
"What ! a man all truth and candor, and a girl who is truth.
itself, conspire to' thrust a lie upon us life that ? The very
idea is an infamy! I tell you it is as utterly her.own as the
stitches in this shoe that I have stitched are mine!"

"You excite yourself; and I meant no infamy at all. Only,
of course, it is Maryx's brain that has guided her hand every-
ihere. What shame is there in that? It is an impossible

ork for a girl of her years to have conceived and executed
alone."

"Have you told her so
"Of course not. I never tell truth to any woman and she

has genius of her own, no doubt; more is the pity."
"The pity. And you are a poet ?"
"Am I ? The world has said so, but I have been very

doubtful all my days."
And indeed he was so with reason, for, though he had a

magical power of magnificent versification, and a classical grace
of structure that amazed and awed his age, he was in no sense
a poet, for he had no faith, and he derided love.

"Tell her what you have told me of the Penthesileia, and
she will hate you," I said to him.

Will she ?" said he, with a littk smile: "Tell lier, then,
if you like."

I went a little later, and found her. 'There were some logs
on the hearth, and she sat dreaming before them, drawing lines
in the embers with a charred stick. Her face was flushed,
her eves were abstracted and humid.

I had never before found her losing time, doing nothing,
she to whom the past was so full of inexhaustible riches, and
the future so open for ail accomplishmenu, that study was to
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ber as their playtime to children and their love-tryst to other
maidens. -

" He says that you did not do your Penthesileia," I said to
lier, abruptly. " Hilarion says so. He is certain -that it is
the work of' Maryx." - -

She colored, and shrank a little as if in pain.
"1He is wroùg," she said, simply. "But it is natuMl he

should think so; and .what merit there is in it must of course
be most due to my master,-that is quite true."

I felt my blood boil in my veins, for I knew that she
shrouded her own pain in th-at patience, because she would not
acknowledge that this stranger who misjudged ber was cruel.

"I see you will be only a-woman, my dear," I said, bitterly.
"I thought you were something above your sex,-aloof from
it,-born for art and nothing else, a very offspring of the gods
you love. But I see you will be only a woman, after ail."

" Why do you say that ?"
" Because ydu suffer wrong, misjudgment, and even insult,

in patience, when you like the giver of them."
She looked thoughtfully into the red embers on the hearth;

her face was troubled.
" If he knew me better, he would not doubt me ai all. It

is not bis fault. I think he bas lived with false people. But
he ought not to doubt Maryz ; he bas known him so long,
and Maryx could not lie. But I dare say he only says it to
try me."

"And you forgive that ?"
She was silent a moment.
"There is nothing to forgive," she said, after a little. "It

must be such pain to him to doubt so much,-if he do really
doubt. I suppose that is what you meant by the snakes of
Bleine."

" You have a noble soul, my dear."
She opened ber grave soft eyes on me in surprise. She

wo'uld bave understood praise of her Penthesileia, but she did
not understand it of herself:

I left her'in the dull glow of the wood ashes, with the
tawny-colored sunset of the winter's eve shining -behind the
iron bars of the casenent and tinging the Pentelic marble of
the lermes to pale gold. When I got half-way down the
stairs, she came after me.
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"Do you think he does really disbelieve?"
"le disbelieves everything. It is a habit; many men are

like that who have been spoiled by Fortune. What does it
matter ?"

"But if I did some greater thing,-something the. world
called great,-he would believe then ?"

"My child, go on with your noble fancies, without caring
whether he have faith, or good faith, or neither. Hilarion
will always say some gracious thing to you, some captious
thiïig of you to another; in his world, sincerity is rusticity,
What does it matter? The artist should never heed any one.
iñdividual opinion; to do so is to be narrowed at once. If
you l'ust have any one in especial, have that of Maryx alone,
-a great master and a just jtidge."

She did not seem to hear. -Her eyes glistened in the'yellow
light:of the Madonna's lafnp.

"I will do something greater, very great; then he must be-
lievei" she said, low to herself; and I could see her heart was
heaving fast.

"As great as you like ; brt for yourself, not for Hilarion,
or for any man," I said to her. "If your likeness in Bor-
ghese had kept the clue and the sword in her own hands, she
never had been stranded orr:the rocks of Dia. Remember
that."

But she did not heed m*; her eyes-hadgot in them a fa-
away gaze, and her young face grew resolute and heroic.
S"If I had the lue and the sword," she said, softly, "I
would guide.him through the maze of doubt, and I would kill
the snakes about, his feet."

I bade her good-night. She had no more than ever any
thought8 of human love.; he was to her Apollo Soranus ; that
was all. • What else but harm coulid I have done.by shaking
her awake and bidding her beware? This might -be only a
dream the more,-and so.fade.

"If only he would go away!" I said to Palès and the ýfaun
in the fountain.

But it was the cool erisp beginning of winter, with all the
shades of purple on the hils, where the grasses ai flowers
had died, and the virgin snow upon'Soracte, and the cyclamen
in the hollows where the buried cities lay; and inswinter and
spring Hilarion loved Rome, even if he had ceased to love his

1
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ducheus with the broad imperial eyes,-ceased such love as
alone he knew, worshiping thé Talse gods of Apate and Phi-
lotes.

"Does she hate me ?" said he, that day, with a smile inhia
calm blue eyes,-eyes that had so much light in them, and so
little warmth.

"' No. She is only sorry for you," I said, bluntly; "sorry
that you have the painof doubt, and the meanness of il; nay,
she did notr say that last word,-that is mine. ·Do you under-
stand a great soul, great writer that you are, and viviseetor of
men and of women ? Thre is not very often one in this world,
but there is-one up yonder where that larnp burns under my
Hermes."

Hilarion was silent.
One might alpiost have said.he was ashamed.
He bade me good-night gently, and did not go up towards

the bridge. He would take rough words with sweet temper,
and·own a truth that went aoeinst himself; these were among
those gracious things with w 'ich- Nature had made him, and
whieh the world and its adulation and his own contemptuous
temper had not uprooted.

"If only he would but go away 1" I said to Palès and the
faun in the fountain.

CHAPTER XV.

"My son," said his mother to Maryx, one day, in the twi-
light, "lis not thé girl changed ? She comes so little to me.
And why do you never read to her in the evening-time, as last
winter you did ? I did not understand the words, but it had

-a fine sound; I liked to listen to it."
"IShe is a year older," said Maryx; "and do the same things

. ever please long?"
" Fools,-no. 'But she is not foolish ; she cannot be fickle,

I think. Do you ask her to come?"
"She does as she likes best. She knows thatshe is always

welcone."
"And what-does she do instead ?"
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"IShe sits at home, in her room, and studies.'"
The old women spun on at her wheel: she was remembering

the days of her youth,
"Is there no one there," she said, sharply. "Is there a

youth,-a student ? any ône young as slie is ?"
"No; that I know of. No."
"There must be some one, or elqe- Germain, you are

a great man, and wise, and go your own ways; but may-be
you turn your back on happiness. I, have heard that wise
people often do that. They look up so at-the sun and the
stars that they set their foot on the lark that would have sung
to them and woke them brightly in the morning,-and kill it.
Are you like that, my son

He changed color.
"What do you mean ?"
"I mean this," said his mot r, ceasing to spin, and looking

up at him in the firelight. " hy do you let the girl escape
you? Why do you not marry he "

His proud brows bent,together and grew warm.
"Why say such things to me? Do you think -"
"Yes. I think that you have some love for her. Perhaps

you do not know it ;-very well."
Maryx was silent, communing with his own heart.
"If I did," he said, slowly and sadly, at length, neither

dçnying nor affirming, "that would not be enough. She has
no thought of me,-no thought at all, except as her master."

"That you cannot tell," said his mother, simply. "The
heart of a girl,-that is as a rose still shut up: if it be too much
frozen it never opens at all. Look you, Germain, you have
been so busied with your marble women, and those vile living
things that bare themselves before you, that you have not
thought, perhaps; but I remember what girls were. I was
a girl so long, long ago, down there in the old village, washing
My linen in the brook, and seing your father come through.
the colza and the rose-fields. Oh, yes! I can remember; an&
this I eau tell you: women are poor. things; they are like
swallows numbed in the winter; the hand that warms them
and lifts them up puts them in the breast without trouble.
If you would be loved of a woman, give her the yarmth of
love: she will be roused, and tremble a bit, and perhaps try
to-get away, but she will be like the numbed swallow: if you
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close your hand fast she is yours. Most women love love, and
lot the lover. Take my word !"

Maryx had grown very pale. H1e smiled a little.
"For shame, mother! That is what the wanton Pauline

Venus said in Crispin's dream in Borghese. And if it be not
ourselves, but only the passion, that is loved, where is the
worth of such love ?"

"Nay, if you begin to question, I get stupid. I keep to
the thing I say. I know what I mean. She is asleep. le
who wakes her, him will she cling to: ~there is an old song
that says ,that in our country. Why not be the one? She
has a great heart, though it is all shut up, and silent."

Maryx made no answer.
I"Why are bad men the men that women love the most ?"

muttered his mother to the distaff, her mind plunging into a
depth of recollection and stirring it dully. " Only because
they are foremost, because they have no modesty, because they
burn women up in their fires,-as the children burn up the
locusts in summer nights. Oh, I have not forgotten what
IL used to see and to hear. Why let another come up with the

*dighted tow, while you stand by and say nothing ?"
"Beca.use it would be base to say anything," he answered

her, suddenly, lifting his bent head and with a sternness in his
voice that his mother had nevér heard. "Do you not see? she
is friendless, and without money or a home. She as a great tal-
ent,-nay, a great genius; she depends od me for all the means
of making her what she may be, what she will be, as a true
artist in the years to come; were she to cease to come to me
now. it would be impossible to measure whatber loss might
not be by broken studies and unaided effort. Do you not see ?
She can take everything from me now with no thought, and
no sort of shame ; she can come to me in all ber difficulties as
a child to a father: she can do here what it is easy for us to
make ber believe is student's labor worthy of its wage: it is
an innocent deception; she was so proud, one was obliged to
lead her thus a little astray. Do you not see ?-if I approacl
ber as a lover, aIl that is over. She does not care for me,-
not in that way; and how can I seek to know whether she
ever would, since if I speak words of love to ber, and they re-
volt ber, she is scared away from here, and loses all guidance
and all aid ? Do you not see? I am not free. Speaking to
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ber as.you would bave me, I sbould but seem a creditor demand.
ing payment. I cannot be so inean as that. Granted that she
is as the frost-numbed swallow that you think of, it is not for
me, since I have sheltered her,,to say, 'Be all my own, or else
I cast you forth;' and it would be to say that, since what
woman, however young or unsuspecting, could remain under
the roof of a lover she repulsed ? Love is not born from
benefits, and must not be claimed by them."

His mother looked up at him, as he spoke, impetuously and
almost fiercely, in the common tongue of their native province.

"You are a good man, Germain," she said, humbly, with
the tears in her old dim eyes,-" a better man than your mother
is a woman.. For if she be deaf to you, if she be as a.stone
to yosìr greatness and your generosity, I would say, let her be
cast forth, and come to misery as she may, for she will merit
it. Yes, that is what I would say, and there is no evil that I
would not do to ber; the saints above forgive me !"

"IHush !" said Maryx, with a sad smile, that broke through
the sternuness and pain upon his face. ' "That, is because you
think too well of me and set too great a store on me. It would
be very base in us to claim iher merely because we befriend
ber. The very savages leave free their guests, once having
sheltered tliem. Besides, she is not as other maidens are; she

has a great genius in her: that at least must be sacred to me
above all other mea. . Could I do *rong to her, I would not
do wrong to that. What should I be? A high-priest dis-
honoring his own altar !"

His mother was silent. Her lower and duller mind could
not attain the nobility of his, but she honored it, and did not
oppose it. Only she muttered, rather to herself than to
b im,-

"Your talk of what you. call genius, that I do not under-
stand ; and if it bring hardness of heart, then it is an accursed
thing and abominable; and as for making atone images,-that
is not woman's work. She isseventeen years old, and fair as
a flower: instead of shaping stone, and hanging over it, and
setting ail her soul on it, she should be seeing her own eyes in
a living child's face and feeling its little wet moutli- at her
breast. . What would she care for ler marble things then ?"

Maryx stood by the fireplace; his face was in shadow; all
that his mother had said to him had stirred his heart painfully,
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and showed him in naked truth what he had striven to put
away from him, and had refused to dwell upon, even in his
innermost thoughts.

"Good-night," lie said, at last, arousing from bis silence.
"I must go to the Vatican. I have promised Antonelli.
Never speak of this any more. It is useless, and it pains me."

"But i it impossible- ?"
His facè changed, and bis olive cheek grew paler and then

warm agan.
"I think so,-yes. But who knows? Perhaps some

time,-but yet-no gift that was not a free gift to me would
I ever take. I could better go unloved all my life than be
offered a passionless pale mistress, yielded from gratitude and
given up witbout joy as the payment of debt. That were a
hell indeed !

Then he bent his head to her farewell, and went out to go
to the great Cardinal. His way lay through the room where
Giojà was usçd to work.

There was a single lamp burning. He paused and looked
at the Penthesileia. The tears came into bis eyes for the
first time since the day that, starving and friendless and
wretched, be had won the Prize of Rome in bis youth.

The high Iesk was near, with the Greek and Latin volumes,
and the loose sheets of ber translations from them, and the
goose-quills that she had written with, and the glass that she
had filled with beliotrope and myrtle to be near ber as she
wrote.

He touched them all with bis band caressingly.
" Ah, my dear! how safe you would be with me !" he mur-

mured, balf aloud.
Then he went out; but, as he went, the whiteness of a

marble figure barred bis way.
A sickly sense of impatience passed over him as he turned

to avoid it in his passage to the door and glanced upward at
the lamp-illumined face, which was that of the Apollo Citha-
ræedus,-the face of Hilarion.

18
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CHAPTER XVI.

LITTLE almond-eyed Greek Amphion came often, with his
flute in the pocket of bis vest, to the house upon the bridge;
and he played to ber, but-she ceased to recite to him.

"He does not feel it ; what is the use ?" she said. But of
bis melodies she was never tired, and he was never tired of
playing them.

She would sit by the embers of the hearth-fire and listen
with half-closed eyes. The boy was no more to her than a
chorister or a nightingale; less, for the nightingale she would
have ever imagined to be the sorrowful sister of Itys, and so
would have cherished it.

She grew dreamier than of old, she studied less, #e passed
far fewer hours in the studio.

- One day Maryxfound ber with her head resting on her arms
beside,.a plane on which the wet clay was spread out, awaiting
ber compositions. When she lifted ber head, ber eyes were
heavy with tears.

"What use is it to create anything ?" she said, before he
- could speak.. "He would always think that 1 did not do it."

Maiyx turned away from her without a word.
Then a little later she took up work with eager enetgy and

feverish ambition, for she had become changeable and uncer-
tain,-she,-the equable, meditative, deep-souled young muse
who had been so indifferent and so serene, thinking that
nothing mattered much, since there were Art and Rome.

As for Hilarion, who had dropped this poison of unrest into
ber heart, I seldom saw him. I never found him in her room.
Ersilia told me that he went sometimes at noondy or at
twilight, and no doubt it was so; but fori some weeks I never
saw him there. I had to be busy in the days; for light was
short, and, as the last week of the Carnival drew near, ail the
lads and lasses of my quarter came to me to be shod afresh



for the tarantella and the mask ; and Palès had to eat, and I,
and there was no longer that little store of money in the cup-
board in the wall; and when I saw a bit of black-Ietter manu-
script, or a rusty gem, or a fragment of old marble turned up
from under the shore, I had to look the other way, and could
not even think of them.

One day when I was there Maryx found her thus sitting
beside her untouched works, with one hand buried in the clus-
ters of her hair, and her face hung in a very ecstasy of adora-
tion over the open pages of a volume. It was the volume
which contained the poem of Sospitra.

Maryx went and looked over her shoulder,«and read also,
she not hearing or perceiving him. I had come to accompany
her homeward over the bridge; for it was near six of the
evening, and the vespers were being said and sung in all the
million churches of our Rome.

His face grew dark as he read. He touched. ler, and she
looked up. Her eyes had a -soft moisture in them, languid
and lovely, and ber cheeks were flushed.

" You have forsaken Homer !" he said, abruptly. "He iå
thefiner teacher. Go back to him."

She was silent. She seemed still in a dream.
Maryx shu't the volume of the Sospitra with a~gesture as.

though he had touched some noxious fruit.
"Those verses that you wander in,'' he said, roughly, "are

like our Roman woods.in midsummer,---glades of flowering
luxuriance, whose soil is vile from putrefaction, and whose
sunset glories arefever and delirium and death. Come out from
them, and walk as you used to love to walk in the old Ho-
meric teiples, where you learn the excellence of strength and
patience and the mysteries of gods. You waste your words
and you misuse your gifts, hanging on that persuasive sorcery
of words that has no single good or great thing that it can tell
you of, but only stories of fever and decay."

She seemed to awaken from ber dream and listen to him
with an effort. She took the volume tenderly from where he
had pushed it.

" You are unjust," she said; "and I think you do not under-
stand."

Then I saw that she flushed hotly again, and I thought to
myself that, alas! alas! she bad begun to understand only too
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ell the lessons of that fatal book,-fatal and fateful as Fran-
cesca's.

The face ofher master flushed hotly.
"Perhaps I am unjust," he said, abruptly. "But I think

not. I would say to him what I say to you. He is no
poet.

"He is a singer of songs, and bis heart is cold, and his
passion is vileness, and his life knows neither sorrow nor shame.
When he sings to them, me» and women listen, and their ears
are lulled, but their souls are witheredand they go away faint
and full of fever. He is your Apollo Soranus: he bas the
lyre, indeed, in bis bands, but the snakes are about lis feet.
Why will you listen ?"

Ris eyes grew wistful and. full of entreaty; bis voice lost
its furious scôrn, and had 'in it a pathetic pleading. She did
not speak, but she held the volume to ber, and her face did
not lose its resolute coldness.

The silence.of ber stung him into sharper pain and more
bitter earnesfness.

"You have loved art. Is it art only to see the canker in
the rose, the worm fu the fruit, the.cancer in the breat, and
1 t all freshness and ail loveliness go by uncounted? Would
yo go to the pestilence ward to model your Hebe, to the
ulcered beggar to mould your Herakles ? Yet that is what
he does. Art, if it be anything, is the perpetual uplifting of
what is beautiful in the sight of the multitudes,-the per-
petual adoration of that loveliness, material and moral, wbich
men in the baste and the greed of their lives are everlastingly
forgetting : unless it be that, it is empty and useless as a child's
reed-pipe when the reed is snapped and the child's breath
spent. Genius is- obligation. Will you- be faithless to that
great canon? The writings of Hilarion will poison your genius,
for they will embitter it with doubt and dorrupt it with evil
teacbing,. Bid him come here, and I will say the same to
him. I will not say that as your master I forbid, but I do
say, as your friend, I beseech. you to resist.his influence."

"You are unjust," she said, simply, again; and ber face
did not change, and she turned to move away, her hands still
clasping the book. She was eold to the eager and ardent sup-
plication of bis gaze and bis voice ;for indeed there. is nothing
on earth so cold as is a woman who loves to'all tbings outside
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her love; and this love was in her then, though we knew
it not.

Something-in that indifferent and tranquil resolution fell on
the heart of Maryx as ice falls on fire. Th e blood burned in
bis face, and his-eyee lit with an ungovernable rage. With a
sudden and uncontrollable gesture, he caught- the book from
her bands, and with aaoath he dashed the volume to the
ground. His face was dark with furious scorn.

"IDo you call him a poet because he bas the trick of a sono-
rous cadence and of words that fall with the measure of music,
so that youths and maidens recite them for the vain charm of
their mere empty sound? It is a lie! it is a blasphemy ! A
poet! A poet suffers for the meanest thing that lives; the-
feeblest creature dead in the dust is pain to him; his joy and
lis sorrow alike outweigh tenfold the joys and- the sorrows of
men; he looks on the world as Christ looked on Jerusalem, and
weeps; he loves, and all heaven and all hell are in bis love; he
is faithful unto death, because fidelity alone can give to love
the grandeur and the promise of eternity; he is like the mar-
tyrs of the Church who lay upon the wheel with their limbs -
racked, yet held the roses of Paradise in their bands and heard
the angels in the.air. That is a poet: that is what Dante was,
and Sh.elley, and Milton, and Petrarca. This a poet? . This
singer of the senses, whose sole lament is that the appetites of
the body are too soon exhausted; this languid and curious
analyst, who rends the soul aside with 'nerciless cruelty, and
puts away the quivering nerves with cold Indifference, once he
bas seen their secrets! This a poet? Then so was Nero
harping! Accursed be the book and all the polished vileness.
that-his verses ever palmed off on men by their mere tricks of
sound. -This a poet! As soon are the swine that rout the
garbage the lions of the Apocalypse by the throne of God !"
. The passionate eloquence natural to him shook him now- as
an oak-tree is shaken by a stori. The scorn and the bate that
were in him poured forth their fury on the printed thing as
on an emblem and offspring of the man by whom it had been
begotten. He thought that it was the fahe genius which he
cursed: in truth it was the f'aithless passion .that he fore-
boded.

Gioji1 listened, and her young face grew stern as that of the
Athene Promachos: the lines of her mouth curved with a
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silent severity of pain and wrath. She took the book up from
the fl87z of the room, and held it with clasped hands to her-
bosom.

"You are unjust," she said, simply, and said no more.
Maryx stood silent and breathless, like a man exhausted

from some bodily conflict. lis breast heaved, and his face
grew very pale.

"I was too violent; I insulted you. Forgive me," he
muttered, very low. " My dear,-I~ forot myself: will you
put your hand in mine?"

She looked at him with a look that was almost cruel, so
unforgiving and so unresponsive as it was.

"You are my master, and have been my friend ; -ther-
wise-" the said, slowly, and held out her hand slowly, as she
paused.

But he motioned her from him with an irrepressible gesture
of passionate pain.

-- "if'1ny-ï, better never !" he said, hoarsely. "Leave me
unpardoned, then. I claim no debts by forée."

And he turned and went out of the chamber, and I heard
his swift, firm steps echoing over the marble pavement of the
atrium, anLpassing into the gardens that lay without.

"Oh, my dear, my dear! What have you done? how could
you wound him so ?" I moaned to lier, feeling the arrow of
her hardness in my heart. There was a great pain in her own
eyes, as she turned them on me; they had a dreamy look too,
as of one seeing afar off some sweet vision.

"I am sorry, but I eould do no less,-not to be faithful,"
she said, softly and very low. Then she also went away,
holding her book, and left me sorrowful and afraid.

CHAPTER XVII.

THz dags Qfjoyous,.foolish muinming came,-the Carnival
mumming that' as aà boy i iad loved so well, and that, ever
since I had come and stitched under my Apollo and Crispin, I
bad never been loath to meddle and mix in, going mad with
my lit ,taper, like the rest, and my whistle of the Befana, and
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all the salt and sport of a war of wits such as old Rome bas
always heard in midwinter since the seven nights of the
Saturnalia.

Dear Lord ! to think that twice a thousand years ago and
more, along these banks of Tiber, and down in the Velabrum,
and up the Sacred Way, men and womeû and children were
leaping, and dancing, and shouting, and electing their festal
king, and exchanging their new-year gifts of wax candles and
little clay figures, and that nowadays we are doing just the
saine thing in the same season, in the same places, only with
all the real faunic joyfulness gone out of it with the old slàin

Saturn, and a great deal of empty and luxurious show come in
instead! It makes one sad, mankind looks such a fool.

Better be leine's fool on the sea-shore, who asks the winds
their "wherefore" and their " whence." You remember
Heine's poem-that one in the "North Sea" series-that
speaks of the man by the shore, and asks, What is man, and
what shall become of him, and who lives on high in the stars?
and tells how the waves keep on murmhuring, and the winds
rising, the clouds scudding before the breeze, and the planets
shining so cold and so far, and how on the shore a fbol waits
for an answer, and waits in vain. It is a terrible poem, and
terrible because it is true.

Every one of us stands on the brink of the endless sea that
is Time and is Death ; and all the blind, beautiful, mute, ma-
jestic forces of creation move around us, and yet tell us
nothing.

It is wonderful that, with that awful mystery always about
us, we can go on on our little lives as cheerfully as we do;
that on the edge of that mystical shore we yet can think so
much about the crab in the lobster-pot, the eel in the sand,
the sail in the distance, the child's face at home.

Well, no doubt'it is heaven's mercy that we can do so: it
saves from madness such thinking souls as are among us.

Now, as for our Carnival, foolish no doubt it is, and strange,
that for five-and-twenty hundred years souls that all that time
have held themselves immortal should bave liked such prank-
ing and parading and fooling and fussing. But, all the same,
Carnival is pretty, and we Romans are perhaps the only folk
since the Milanese who know really how to amuse ourselves in
its sports.
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Out of place, too, it may be; yet Rome looks well in the
winter's sun, with ail the colors of the maskers shining on. its
great staircases and its vast courts, under the great gloomy
walls overtopped with the orange and aloe, and- in the ached
passage-ways where the lanterns swing ; when costumes by
the million flaunt their tinsel and satin at the shop-doors and
in the dens of the hucksters, and blow in the breeze with ail
colors, and -in every nook and corner of the old steep streets
and the wide piazzas there are groups dancing and sporting
and the thir-um of a tambourine to be heard.

One is glad to get away from it al into the quiet of the
deserted galleries, or of the ilex avenues of the gardens and
woods; but, ail the same, Rome looks well, and would have
pleased Commodus and Messalina when the riderless horses fly
fron the C mn. of the Sua to the Venetian palace, and the
war of th&lighted tapers wages ail down the mile of the Corso
under the red-and-white balconies; and there are grof1-s to
gladden a painter's soul, if not a sculptor's, where girly in 'heir
black masks caper atop of a flight of steps to the sound of a
mandoline, and through the gigantie gates of some palace a
band of many-colored roisterers rush inte the darkness where
the fountains are shining among the jagged leaves of the palms
and the cactus.

Ail foolish- sights, no doubt, as were-the revels of Saturn
long ago, yet picturesque and pretty.

la the tiighidays of CarmvaT7aoj¥Tad never gone out
often, and never even to the studi, unless accoulpanied by
Maryx or myself. Indeed, little of the riot came near the
Ponte Sisto in any way; but still there were always stray
groups of maskers twanging their guitars and thumping their
tambourines, and the good folk of the Via Giulia and there-
abouts were at that time none of the quietest neighbors.

She never could endure to hear the seunds or see the gro-
tesque dresses: the Rome of the past to her was never the
acfual ancient Rome of the gross Saturnian verses, of the
coarse Ludi Liberales, of the drunkeif Matrons of the Bona
)ea,.of the debased populace scrambling and scuffling for the

fried meats and the savory cakes of Domitian.
The Rome of the past was always in her sight chaste,

austere, noble, self-contained, as it was actually in the earliest
days, when a tuft of grass with earth on the roots was symbol
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of the highest power, and the voice of Scipio Nasica was raised
against the erectio.a.of the theatre as an emasculating spectacle.

This was ho'w-eliealways thought of Rome ; and the Carni-
val crowds were almost worse to -her than had been the frsli-
sellers and the bardh-drivers clamoring round the site of the
Porticus Octaviana on that first suinmer noon which had
brought her to the city. Once I had tried to persuade her
that the Corso was pretty to behold, with its motley crowds
and draped balconies, its flowers and soldiers, its masks and
dominoes, its cars and chariots, iLs resounding music and its
mirthful faces ; but she would not hear of it.

"It was the Flaminian Way !" she said to me, in reproof.
"Theèe is only one kind of prôcession befits it,-when the
ghosts of the legions come down at nightfall, passing Sulla's
tomb. Do vou never see them? Oh, I can see them, when-
ever you take me there by moonlight."

And no doubt she could, as Martial's imagination saw "ail
Rome" waiting there for Trajan whilst Trajan was lying-dead.

No doubt she could, for her young brain was full of these
things, as other maidens' are of lovers' tales and fortune-tel-
lers folies.

So she ha& said ail the winter before, and she was never
changeable, but in ail things only.too steadfast.

It was her habit to go into the beautiful old gardens of the
Vatican, or of the Albani Villa, or any other of the places
where the interest of Maryx secured her free permission to
enter, in the noisy boisterous days of Carnival; or to pass
those hours, when all the world was masq4erading;in the ilex
avenues of the Villa Medici, whence you see St. Peter's
through a screen of ilex-leaves, and as you pace the cool, leafy,
dusky aisles of the clipped box and arching arbutus, seem to
be as far removed from ail the life that is going on under the
million roofs that lie beneath the terace as though Rome were
a thousand leagues away bcyond the mountains.

She had always shunned all sighlts of the merry, motley life
of Carnival, though it is pretty enouglh seeing the little chil-
dren run through the old courts, clad in the old costunes of the
bygone days, and the devils and barlequins and soldiers, scara-
mouches and crusaders and troubadours, sitting drinking in
the wine-shops. or skipping with loud glee down the pavement
in the many Teniers-like pictures, all color and stir, that every
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tavern, or bakery, or fruit-shop showed ait that time througph
its arched entrance. .. 

But she saw no beauty iri it, and it hurt her like a discordant
chord or a linè out of drawing. She liked better to be leftalone ota the grass.before 'the Renaissance house-front of thegreat Academy, or within-doors before the casts of the BrasehiAntinous and the Capitoline Juno, or to pass the day in theBorghese Palace, where Raffaelle's frescoes of Alexander'sNuptials are (how pure and perfect are his frescoes ! he shouldnever have touched oils), and through the window in the pas-sage-way you see the fountain upspringing, and through thearch beyond, the trees by Tiber, and know that within . theother rooms close by you are Titian's :Graces and his Loves,
and Albano's sporting Seasons, and so mar>y earlier painters'
sad sweet Saints and dying Christs, and that beautifullPresepio of Lorenzo Credi's, of which. the world does not knowhalf enough, and that St. Cecilia of Domenichino's, which theywell call a Sibyl there.

Therefore, she surprised me much on onqiôf the latter days-- of this Carnival, when I had gone with hf'r, as my old. habitwas on such roistering afternoons, into thelittle garden of theRospighioso Casino, which is as sweet a place -perhaps as anythat we have: -smalf as it is, it seems to have all medieval
Rome shut in it, as you go up the winding stairs, with alltheir lichens and water-plants .and broken marbles, into thega:rden itself, with its smooth emerald turf, and spreadingmnaz
nolias, and broad fish-ponds, and orange- and citron-trees, andthe frescoed building at the end, where Guido's Aurora floatsin unchanging youth, and the buoyant Hours run before theSun..
. Myself, I own I not very much for that Aurora: heis no incarnation of th morning, and though she floats.woa-.
derfully and , does- truly to inove, yet is she'in no wiseethyreal or suggestive of the 'either of day or life. Wheth
he painted her,. he must have been in love with some lusty
taverner's buxom wife busked in her holiday attire.

But, whatever oie may think of the famed Aurora, of thelovelines of her quiet garden home, safe in the shelter of thestately palace walls, there can be no question: the little place
is beautiful, and sitting in its solitude with the brown magnolia
fruit falling on the grass, and the blackbirds pecking between



ARIADNE. 215

the primroses, ail the courtly and superb pageant of the dead
ages will come trooping by you, and you will fancy that the
boy Metastasio is reciting ,strophes under yonder Spanish
chestnut-tree, and cardinals and nobles and gracious ladies and
pretty pages are all listening, leaning against the stone rail of
the central water.

For this is the especial charm and sorcery of Rome, that,
sitting idly in her beautiful garden-ways, you ean turn over a
score of centuries and summon'all their pomp and pain before
you, as easily as little children eau turn over the pages of a
colored picture-book until their eyes are dazzled.

Giojà, I say, startled me as we strolled there this latest day
of February while all the city was alive with maskers, for
abruptly, with her face quite pale, and a look as of tearg in
ber eyes, she turned to me and asked meto take her to see the
mumming of the streets. We had only been a few minutes
in the garden, and were intending to go on and see the sun set
from beside the ruins of the Temple of the Sun in the Colonna
gardens, with the pretty pigeons strutting to and fro, and the
mass of the Capitol looming beyon& the cypresses and the pine
boughs on that sunniest terrace, and the grand old war-worn
tower of Santa Caterina lifting itself above the leaves, and far
down beneath the ripple of all the falling water, and the glow
of the scattered gold of the orange-trees.

Hence I was more amazed than by anything that could have
happened, when, before the first great opening day of Carnival,

. she said to me,-
"Take me to see it; take me somewhere where I shall not

be seen myself.. You cas do that? Say nothing to Maryx."
I was speechless with surprise, but then, reflecting, was re-

joiced that anything like a girl's natural interest in merry,
foolish'things was waking in ber.

It was not very easy for me to do; for every hole and corner
of the Corso is of mone ' worth on those days; but I had
many friends, and amoa them one good soul, an old apothe-
cary and herb-seller, who had a little old dark nook of a shop
projecting into the Corso and looking straight up it into the
great square where once senators and patrician women were
burned at the stake to light the chariot of Nero, and.up to the
trees and shrubs upon the left where once CSsar and Pompey
were feasted in the Hall of Apollo.
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The apothecary had once told me he would let me have one
of his dusky, small, cabin-like windows, that were wedged in
above a great noble's scutcheon and that of a quattro-cento
portico.

So there I took her before the festival had fairly begun, and
there she could sit unseen behind the Pesaro gallipots and the
big Faenza jars of sweet and bitter waters, such as might very
well in the old times have held choice poisons for pious cardi-
nals' blessings or the salving of impatient heirs.

No one could see her, for the rich purple and Turkish stuffs
of the carpet.9 drapinig the balcony of the noble's portico, next
door, completely screened her from the view of any one.

What did she want to see? Her face was pale, ber eyes
were intent: it was not the face of a girl come for the first
time to a merry spectacle.

My lean and learned old friend,.who was like a leech- of
Molière or Goldoni, looked at her gravely.

"IMy dear, you look as if you came to some sad sight. Well,
perhaps it is one, when one thinks that once the Scipii and the
Antonines were applauded here."

But even the allusion. did not move her: she sat silent and
abstracted, her beautiful eyes watching-for something-like
a straining antelope's, up and down the slowly-filling Corso.

Music began to sound, clarions to blow, gay colors to mingle
together on pretty, foolish figures ; all the swift shrillness of the
Roman ciamor began to rise, and the poor fluttering birds tied
to the nosegays to be tossed from pavement to casement, and
then back again,-for who-should care for their sufferings here,
poor little simple dwellers on the sweet honeysuckle and acan-
thus thickets of the wide Campagna,-here, where Zenobia,
and Vercingetorix, ànd o many other noble souls, had been
dragged before them; bound and captive, in the conquerer's
wake-?

Giojà sat intent and silent, leaning her chin upon her hands,
her arms upon the stone sill of the little window. The apothe-
cary and 1, old men and content to be silent, stbod behind her,
thinking of mirthful Carnivals of our y.outh, when to pelt
foes and friends, and to toss the bladders, and to catch the
flowers and sweetmeats, and to dance to the twang of our viols,
elad in all the colors of the rainbow, was the finest sport of al
the jocund.year.



An hour and more went by, till the winding street was as
fully crowded with tràmpling horses and ,jostling throngs as
ever it had been on a day of the triumph of the armies returned
from Asia or from Africa under Scipio or Sulla.

She still watched, quite motionless. At last I saw a sudden

color in her face, a sudden lightening under the drooped lids of
her attentive eyes.

It was the day when the great equipages*of the princes and
the nobility came forth, gilded and glorious under a rain of.
flowers.

I looked down into the street.. There was a very grand car-
riage just beneath, nearly smothered in camellias, red and
white. Lying back in it under that foam >f camellia-blossoms
were Hilarion and the Duchess Sovrana; standing up before
them in fanciful disguise was the boy Amphion. I fancied he
looked sullen.

Giojài watched them, the color burning deeper and deeper
in her face, then fading away utterly: she did not move or
speak. - The carriage stood still a little while, under the pres-
sure of the crowd, and then moved slowly onwards towards
Nero's hill.

Amphion had looked up: he alone had found out her face,
hidden in the little dark window under the carvings and the
stuffs.

Ile kissed a cTuster of camellias and threw it up to her: it
fell short, and was trodden down under the many hurrying feet;

The carriage passed on. Giojà did not move: she had be-
come white as the marble in which her Nausicaa likeness had
been wrought.

I understood now why she had asked to-J >rought here.
No doubt Amphion had told her, for it seemed to me that

he was playing his part in the pageant with an angry and re-
luctant grace. She never stirred; she might have been deaf,
for anything that she appeared to hear of the gay vociferous
tamult; and when I looked at her more narrowly I saw the
liâIs were closed over the eyes that still seemed to watch the
street.

She sat there throughout the afternoon, the carriage passing
thrice. Amphion threw no more flowers; Hilarion never
lifted his gaze to the little cabin-like window behind the great
escutcheon ; he was smiling and murmuring indolently in his
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companion's ear, and casting camellias at the many women that
he knew.

When the sunset began to burn red behind the trees of Lucul-
lus's gardens, she left the window with a sudden gesture, lika
one waking cold and numb from a bad dream.

"Can we go home by some by-street? I am tired."
It was difficult, but outof the back door of the apothecary'?

little dwelling we got into an open court or yard, thence by a
turnino into the Via di Ripetta, and so to the quay of Ripetta.
where my friend the ferryman was drifting quietly in his ark.
like covered boat, as though there were no mad world astii
within a rood of him.

Here it was quite dusk; winter mists hung on the river;
on the opposite bank the alders were blowing in a chill wind;
oxen were dragging timber ; some peasants were going on their
way to the fields of Sant' Ancrelo, where the messengers of
the senate hailed Cincinnatus, "May it be well with the
Republic and with you !"

"Let us go for a walk: it is a long time since I had one,"
she said, feverishly, and her voice had a changed sound in it.
"Let us go out there into the country."

"But it is so cold, and nearly dark
"What does that matter ?" she said,-for her, almost irri-

tatedly; for I had always seen in her a-perfect sweetness and
evenness of temper, not only in large things (where it is easy),
but in small ones, which is far more difficult.

I was in the habit of always giving in to her. My old
friend, the Charon of Ripetta, nothing loath, took us over the
silent, dreary, misty water, and we were soon on the other
bank, walking against the bitter wind, then tossing the leafless
trees, and through the wet meadows of what used to be the
old Navalia, where the galleys that took Rome ont on the
high seas to her conquests used to be laid up high and dry
among the rushes and the yellow moly.

She did not speak ; she walked straight on, with that swift,
fleet, elastie walk which Maryx was wont to say was worthy
of Atalanta.

It was very still and ghostly there; the damp curled up
like smoke ; the enormous masses of the Vatican and of Sant'
Angelo loomed dully through the partial darkness; in the
grass of these fiat meadows, once the Cirous of Nero, frogs
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and night-jars hooted ; in the leaden dampness and chilliness
one seemed to see the Christian virgins slain after passing
through worse than death, as Pasiphaë, as Dirce, as Amyone;
one seemed té see the Mercury coming and touching each
naked corpse with his red-hot caduceus to test if any lingering
life might yet make torture sweet, and, finding any, calling the
masked slaves to drag the bodies out by their feet and end
them with a mallet, Nero and the pretty painted dames smil-
ing all the whiie.

"ILet us go back," I said to her. "This place is miserable
at nig-ht-one seems to see ghostly things; all this earth was
soaked thr-ongi1ramd-through with blood. Come away."

But she did not seem to hear: she was moving through the
wet rank grass with ber head bare to the wind.

"Is she a good woman or a bad ?" she asked, suddenly.
"What woman, my dear ?" Here it seemed to me as if

one could only think of Poppea, poor, pretty, frail, imperial
Poppea, who died by a kick like a street dog.

"The one with him," she said, simply.
"Oh !-good ? bad ? those words are strong. Most men,

and women too, are best described by neither: they fall
betwixt the two. We are not in Nero's times, when there
was Nero, yet there was Paul also. Let us turn back: the
night is very cold."

"Is she good or bad ?" she said, with her usual insistance.
"A great dame; a faithless wife ; a princess and a jade; a

common type of that world of theirs; not worth your thought;
you are far off in higher air-"

"A bad woman, then ?"
"My dear, in their world they do not use these words.

Were she a taverner's or carpenter's wife she woulid be calied
bad, no doubt, and her husband would use sharp steel, if only
to be no more the laughing-stock of neighbors. But they
have other logic in that greater world. With us a jade is a
jade; but there their reasonings are more complex, as befits
more cultivated folk. Why talk of any such matters ? You
do not understand the thing that a bad woman is, or'high
or low."

"9Yes, I understand. But why do men love them ?"
"Ah! Let us call up the shades of the Antonines, and

question them."
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She was silent.
" They do not always love," I added. "Sometimes they hate;

but that holds them just as well, or even better: men are made
so.* As for why, ask Hermes, or, as Christianssay, the devil."

She did not answer, but walked on through the wet fields
where Cincinnatus had left the plow to serve bis city, only
that in a few iundred years Caligula and Caracalla might
come after him and be masters of the world. Oh, grim
derision that callest thyself IHistory ! Pondering on the bitter-
ness of thy innumerable ironies, thy endless chronicle of-
failures, the bravest and the humblest soul might almostI" curse
God and die."

The pains that men have, been at to make mankind most
miserable ! and the little that heroism or virtue ever bas been
aile to do to make them happy!

"Why speak of love at all, then ?" she said, in a low voice
that had scorn in it. "Love is not born so."

" My dear, of love thereis very little in the world. There
are many things that take its likeness: fierce unstable passions
and poor egotisms of all sorts, vanities, too, and many other
follies,-Apate and Philotes in a thousand masquerading char-
acters that gaià great Love discredit. The loves of men, and
women too, my dear, are hardly better very often than Minos's
love for Skylla: you remember how he-threw ber down from
the stern of bis vessel when le had made the use of her he
wished and sbe hasI eut the curls of Nisias. A great love
does not of necessity imply a great intelligence, but it must
spring out of a great nature, that. is certain; and where the
ieart has spent itself in.much base petty commerce, it bas no

deep treasury of gold on which to draw: it is bankrupt from
it very overtrading. A noble passion is very rare, believe
me,-as rare as any other very noble thing."

" Yes, I can believe that."
Her, voice sounded tired and feebler than usual, and her

steps grew slower.
" Yet Sospitra was happier," she added, "dying and having

'known love, than living loveless with all the knowledge that
all the powers of the earth and air could bring to her.".

The accursed poem had sunk into her mind with that force
which came from the great truth·* that it embodied.

'" Sospitra is a mere fancy and figure," I said to her, "and
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he who wrote it made the world weep with it, no doubt, but
never spared a woman for its sake. He is like Phineus, whom
Poseidon punished: he has the high gifts of prophecy and
of golden wisdom, but two harpies are always with him that
breathe on the sweetest and simplest food and taint it when
he touches it. His harpies are Satiety and Disbelief."

"IThe fresh winds drove the harpies away," she said, softly,
-" drove them away forever into their caverns in Krete."
. "Because Phineus prayed for the winds and the Argonauts.

Hilarion does not pray; to him his harpies are welcome."
She made me no reply; I heard I)er sigh; she walked on

against the wind, baring her head to it with a sort of eager-
ness and letting it blow in among her hair.

You may walk thence straight on between the hedges and
the fields until the road begins to rise, and climb the sloping
side of what was once the Clivus Cinne: it is lovely there in
the spring-time, or later, when all the grass is full of violets,
and fritillaria, and the fragrant yellow tulip, and all the dark-
ling blue of the borage tribe, whilst through the boles of the
ancient cork- and ilex-trees you look and see the purple gleam-
ing cupola of St. Peter's lifted against the sky, and the dome
of Agrippa, and the Alban hills; but at night the road is dull
and dreary, dark, and not very safe.

I was glad when she did not notice that I turned back to
cross the riv&r, she not heeding where we went.

I stumbled on, taking a homeward way through the mists
and the gloom, while across on the other side of the Tiber one
could see the serpent-like curving of the line of light where
Carnival- was rioting, and some faint bray of trumpets and
noise of drums came confusedly to us through the vaporous
night. There were pyrotechnic showers of all colors going up
into the darkness to please the crowds of Rome: they rose
from the square by the tomb of Augustus, where Livia sat by
the burning pile for seven nighits and seven days disrobed and
with her hair loose upon the wind, whilst the freed eagle cleft
the air and rose above the flames.

We went homeward in silence, still along the shore and over
our own bridge, to where the water was falling, pale and beau-
tiful, in the deserted place.

"Good-night, dear friend," she said, softly, and her voice
sounded to me unsteady and low, as if from tears.
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I went beavy-hearted to my nook in the street by my stall,
where I slept.

He had cast his glamour on her, and the poison bad sunk
into ber, and of what use was the shield of Athene Ergane
now ?

I sat by my little lamp, and the hours were sad to me.
The echoes of the boisterous revelries came dully to me;

the lights of the colored fires made the sky ruddy and golden
above'the dark domes and roof; eer the bridge and down the
street gay groups came dancing,-maskers with bladders and
lutes in their hands.

Genius bas given her the clue and the sword, and what use
would they be to er ?e I thought. She would give them
away, throw them down at bis feet, and so perish herself.
The gods*are weak, and men are cruel.

For I grew stupid and slee y with fatigue, and heavy-
hearted with a vague sore dre ; and' my eyes closed, and I
did not see who came out fr the bouse on the bridge.

Now, as afterwards I le ed, when she went up the stairs-
'it was quite dusky, and even\dark,-.for the three-wicked lamp
had only one burner lighted, d there was no fire on the
hearth, either. Ersilia being a woman at all times very care-
ful in such little matters, observing justly that the great things
concerned the good God, but the little ones were all our own,
as the good God sent the tempest, and there was no gçtting
out of it, but if our sock or our smock.were in rags the fault
was our own, and easily to be mended with a needle.

S, there being no light to speak of, she went forward with-
out seeing anything except the dim outline of Hermes, and
she was touched by the soft col hands of Hilarion ere she bad
perceived that any one Was there.

"Abroad in this damp and chilly night!" he said, tenderly.
"Is that wise for yourself or kind to those who care for you ?"

She started away from him, and stood silent.
Her face was quite pale, her hair wet with the mists, her

eyes were dim and dilated, coming out of the cold and the
darkness.

"Let us light the fire; you are chilled to the bone," he
said, softly taking her bands once more; but she withdrew
them quickly. "Chills in our old Rome are dangerous. Who
hasbeen with you? Crispin? Heshould be wiser, with all



Lis weight of years. I have had a wearying and stupid day:
what is more stupid than the noise of crowds ? I came.
hoping for an hour's rest. Must I go away ? I shall not go
unless you force me."

And he bent down over the brush-wood and fir apples on
the stone of the old open fireplace, and busied h$mself with
making the flame rise, and lit the other wicks of the oi lamp,
and threw before the hearth a rug of skins that he had brouglit
up from his carriage a little before, and the light beginning to
warm and glow in the chamber lighted up a great basket of

roses that he had set on the floor.
"ISit down," lie said, gently, and she obeyed him, sinking

on the oaken seule, still quite silent, the mist of her damp
hair like # pale circling nimbus around her head: she was
used to see him there, and it did not seem strange to ler.

"These are the tea-roses that you like," he went on, kneel-
ing on one knee on the hearth, and putting some of the flow-
ers on her lap. "These large crimson ones are the~Marshal
Bugeaud: how barbarie to give a name of war to so much
fragrance! and this is the Belle Marguerite, and this the Nar-
cissus, and this is Hymen; how golden and brilliant and fra-
grant it is !-and this so pure and white is my favorite of
them all, the Niphétos; the Niphétos is like you, I think. as
you look now, you are so pale. Did you think I did not see
you in that little window this afternoon? The boy threw you
camellias. I would not throw you blossoms that were for all
the world. I would not even look at you,-being where I
was. It would have been profanation."

All the color came back in a second into ler face; lier
cheeks burned; lier eyes dropped.

"IWhy were you there, then ?" she said, very low, but with
a firm voice, then paused as if afraid.

lilarion smiled, stooping for more roses, so that she did not
see the smile.

"IBecause men are fools, my dear," he said, gravely. "Be-
eause we are no wiser than the poor silly greenfinches that the
Thuringian foresters net by no better trap than a little bit of
mirror set among the river rushes. Past follies have present
obligations, and old sins have long shadows-But ¶hat do
you know of those things? Believe me, I was weary
enough-"
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She looked at him, then -looked away.
The truth and strength of ber owi nature made ber doubt;

the innocence'and candor of her own nature made her believe.
And of sophism such as his she had no conception, and from
such a subject, vague as it was to ber, she shrank by instinct.

"You did not seem weary," she said, with an aching pain
in her voice.

-Hilarion smiled.
"My child, do not take the face of a man for more than a

mask,-in public. When he is alone, look in his eyes and
trust them."

"But Amphion said that you-loved ber !" She spoke
very low and with a sort of shame. Hilarion's face grew
dark.

"Does he prate,-the Greek boy? Let him keep his
breath for bis flute. What more did he tell you ?"

"Not much more. Only that you would be with her there
to-day,-as you were."

"And was that why you went ?" -

"I wished to see ber."
Her face grew paler again and resolute, and her mouth had

its curve of scorn, which Maryx had not put into lis Nau-
sicaa's. She was not aware of all that she expressed by 'that
wish. She only said the truth, as she always said-it when
she spoke at all.

Hilarion busied himself with his roses. Then, kneeling
thee, he took one hand of hers between his own, and rested
them with the roses on ber lap.

"Perhaps I loved her as I have loved many, with passions
that you, cannot guess, so vile they are, and poor, and base;
for men are made so. Do you despise me that I own it ?"

"I do not know," she murmured. Her color changed, she
trembled from bead to foot, she did not look at him. She did
not know what she felt; only it burt her like a stabbing knife
that he should speak so. And how, she marveled, could Love
be ever base?

For of Philotes she knew nothing.
"Do you think I love her now ?" he said, and looked up

at her in the dim firelight, the dewy leaves of the roses and
the brilliance of his own eyes close to her drooping face in the
soft shadows.



Her heart beat violently ; her limbs shook ; she was terri-
fied,-she could not have told why. She rose, and sprang
upon ber feet, letting the flowers fall, and taking her hands
away.

"IWhat doyou think ?" he said, with soft insistence, still
kneeling there, and watching' all the tumultuous pain of her
with pleasure.

She stood, white and still, with her heart so beating that he
could hear it in the silence of the chamber.

"lWhat can I tell ?" she muttered. "Love,-is it not
always Love? It cannot change, I think; and you were there
to-day."

He smiled, and his éyes had a gleam in them that was half
derision and half regret.

"iDear, men have many loves ; their true names are or vice,
or vanity, or feebleness, or folly, or many another that is
not fitting fer your ears. But the love you think of, that
comes but seldom, and cornes to few. I wrote of love all my
life long, nothing knowing of it,-till I came to you. Are
you cold to me,-are you against me,-that you stand so still
and pale ?"

And all the while he knew so well
Her eyes dilated like a hunted stag's; her breath came fast

and loud ; a mortal fear possessed her ; she put her bands to

lier heart.
"II am afraid !" she cried, and trembled, as though with the

cold of the night.
Hilarion stooped bis head where she knelt, and kissed ber

feet softly.
"Afraid ? Of me?"
"Of myself!" Then, with a wonderful light and glory

quivering on all her face, and changing it as the break of day
changes the earth and sky, she stretched her arms out to the
shadows round ber, as if in an eath to some great unseen god.

"It will be ail my life !" she said, with a sob in her throat,
yet the glory of the morning in her eyes.

He understood.
He rose, and kissed her on the mouth.
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CHAPTER XVIII.

EARLY in the morning of the next day I was sitting at my
stall, working by such grim light as there was, for it was a
gray and/ gusty day, and the fountain sounded cold and chill,
and Palès shivered despite all the straw; and there was a dis-
cordant blare of trumpets somewhere near that made one think
of Seneca and his sore trouble in the shownan's bugle-playing.

There was not a.creature astir near me: people were tired
after the night's frolicking, and were lying abed to begin their
capers afresh with spirits when noontide should be passed. I
worked on in silence undisturbed, a few fiakes of snow falling
on the heads of Crispin and of Crispian above mine.

Suddenly, a little figure running fast down the Via Giulia
paused by-me: it was a pretty figure, all in a Carnival disguise
of mediæval minstrelsy, shivering sadly now, and splashed with
mud.

"IAmphion !" I called out, in amaze, as Palès began snarling
at his slender ankles.

It was indeed the lad,-jaded and-tremulous, very cold, and
very pitiful -to see.

"le has turned me out !" he moaned, like a child of seven
years old. "Without a word, without a sign,-only told me
to go, and never dare return. What have I done? Oh, what
have I done?"

"IYou have angered Hilarion ?" I asked him, not surprised,
for very often his caprices ended thus; and I remembered the
poor dog he had killed.

"I do not know 1" the boy sobbed. ."I have done nothing!
Nothing, nothing ! When he came back last night, it was
very late,-he had told me to wait for him, so I had not dared
undress,-he looked at me-just looked! but it was like the
blue lightning, just as cruel and as cold; then he put his hand
on my collar, and led me out of the great doors. 'Go out of
Rome, and never dare return ;' that was all he said. He put
a roll of money in my vest,-here it all is,-but not another

r
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word did he ever say, but shut the doors himself upon me. It
was nearly dawn. It was snowing. It was so bitterly cold! I
came to You. I do not know where to go, what. to do. I bave
no friends !--"

I looked at the money ; it was a roll of notes for a hcavy
Ssum,-enough to keep the lad a year or more.

"You must have displeased him," I said; " and it is very
like him to do so. He never wastes words on what displeases
him. But it was cruel. He can be cruel."

Poor little Amphion was sobbing all the while, his gay dress
all splashed and torn, bis dark curls tumbled, bis olive cheek
blue with cold.

It was of no use to press him more: if he knew or guessed
what had caused his expulsion, he would not say it; he was a
Greek: Al one could do was to shelter him, and take care of
the money, and send him back to bis own home.

As for speaking to Hilarion, past experience told me the use-
lessness of that.

Yet of course I tried it: when ever did the known futility
of anything prevent onie from essaying it, or when ever was
past experience enough déterrent?

I warmed and fed the lad in the little den near the fountain,
which I had taken to sleep in since giving up my Hermes
chamber; then I went and sought Hilarfon.

He was at those rooms in one of the old palaces of which
the boy had spoken. There was difficulty in seeing him. They
brought word first that he was not there, and then many very
various excuses.

N<t being easily baffled, and being convinéed that there he
was, I said nothing, but sat down on the steps to watch his
coming ont.

There were a grand staircase, and old stone lions, and a
lovely little green gardeni then all in a golden glow with
oranges, and with one of the few palms of Rome burning un-
der its green diadem in their nidst. Along one side of it ran
a frescoed casino like the one of Rospigliosi, in whieh Aurora
and the rosy Hours are.

After waiting a long time, I saw him in that casino. I made
straight to him. It might be fancy, but I thought he turned
paler and looked guilty as his eyes lighted on ume. Evidently
he would have avoided me, but he could not do so.
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"Perhaps I have no right to speak to you; but I cannot
help myself," I began to him. "That poor little fellow whom
you call Amphion,-is bis offense so great ?''

It did not strike me at the time, but I remembered lafer
that his face cleared and he looked relieved as of some appre-
hension- of annoyance.

"iDear Crispin," he said, with a little smile, "that is so like
you! Why waste your morning and disturb your peace? Has
the boy been to you?"

I told him, and begged for the poor little culprit with the
best eloquence I knew.

Hilarion heard indifferent,-patient out of courtesy to me,
but I could see no yielding n hins face. He was looking at
the frescoes on the wall near him, and pulling the orange-
blossoms.

He heard me till my breath and my zeal both paused, pant-
.ing.- Then he spoke:

"The boy bas nothing to complain of. I have given him
enough money to keep him for two years. I have done with
him. That is all. If you are his friend, put him in the first
vessel that sails for Greece. Only take care he.come nçar me
no more. Do you know (bese frescoes are disputed ? But I
amn nearly sure they are Masaccio's. He was in Rome, you
know.

"After al," lhe went on-, "there is no life like a Roman
prineè's,-like life at all in these grand old palaces of yours.
Even the motley modern world gains grandeur from them, and
evèn modern society itself looks like a pageant of the Renais-
sauce when the ambassador or the noble receives it in his great
galleries rich in Raffaelle's and Guido's and Guercino's fres-
coes, and with all the lustre of that splendid age still lingering
on the sculptured walls and on the velvet dais, and all its light
and laughter hiding with the Cupids among the flowers on the
paneled mirrors, and all its majesty still abiding in the immense
domes and stairs and halls where kings might marshal their
armies or the very archangels summon their heavenly hosts.
Oh, there is no life like it, in these cool marble chambers,
with their lovely pale frescoes, and their open courts, and their
fountains, and their gardens. It is not difficult to forget the
time we live in, and to think that Lucrezia ls going by with
hier two hundred ladies, and their horses, and their cavaliers,
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or to §hut the shutters and light the lamps, a8din these noble
rooms, where flooiànd ceiling and wall and casement are ail
masterpieces of the arts, think that Bernardo..Accolti is read-
ing aloud to us by torchlight with his guard of honor round
him. Oh, there is no life like the life of Rome ! a woman
going to ler bail looks on these stairways like Veronica Gam-
bara herself, and wihen you look ein the glass, a little Love of
Mario dei Fiori throws roses at you from it, and when you
open your window you see a palm, or a god, or a lion of Egypt
under a colossal arch, and the stars shine through the orange-
leaves, and the lute in the street sounds magical, and the gar-
dener's daughter crossing the court looks like a pale sweet
Titian of the Louvre. There is no life like the life in Rome.
I shall purchase this palace."' -

" But what could a little lad so young have done?" I ar-
gued, foolishly; and having no patience to hear his picturesque
discursive talk.

Hilarion played with the orange-flowers.
"Have you anything more to say to me? for I am going

to Daïla, and am pressed for time."
"But he is so young, and all alone-"
" Dear Crispin, when I am tired, I am tired; and I am

tired of flute-playing: tbat is ail. Tli'ere is no more to be
said. Ask me anything for yourself, and' you know I amr glad
to grant it always. But leave my own affairs to my own fan-
cies. I think I shall buy this place, if only for the sake of
these frescoes: the damp is hurting them. And there are some
Overbecks up-stairs in the great hall, dry and cold and joyless,
but still very fine in drawing. Walk up and look at them;
and forgive me if I seem rude to hurry from you-"

And so he went, seeming desirousto escape my importunity,
but courteous and even kindly, though quite unyielding, as I
had known him twenty and t.wice twenty times befôre.

I did not go and look at the Overbecks. I went ba'ck vexed
and dispirited, having wasted my forenoon, as he had said.

I found thé poor little flute-player warming himself over my
brazier.

"You had best go seaward, and get home," I said to him,
sadly.

But the boy set his snall pearly teeth tight.
o I will stay in Rome. but lie shall not know it."
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"How can you do that?"
"I have enough money."
"But it is his money ; you can hardly do what he forbids

with that."
"What do you mean ?" said Amphion, with an evil gleam in

his soft dark indolent eyes. "When any one has given you a
blow, it does not matter whether it is their own knife or not
that you take out of their girdle to give it back with ; at least
so they say where I come from-"

"Give back a blow ? Hush, hush ! what vengeance should
you take, my poor little girlish lad ? And, besides, those are
evil thoughts, Amphion, and he is only a patron, and capri-
cious; such men always are."

He clasped his slender hands about the brazen vessel with
the ashes in, and his pretty face looked pinched and sullen and
changed.

"In those tales she read me," he said, slowly, "the hero
slew twelve of their enemies to please his dead friend; and
she thought that right and great; and it was a Greek did it.
I know what I know. I can wait."

I thought it boyish prattling, and thought that it would
pass ; so let him be.

But there was more purpose in him than I thought; for
that very night, without saying anything to me, be slipped off
his gay clothes, and cut bis dark curls, and made himself look
like any other of the little brown half-clad fisher-lads swarm-
ing about the bank of the populous Tanners' Quarter, and
hid bis money heaven knew where, and hired himself out, as
if he had none, to a fisherman of the Rione, who spent life
watching his girella and pulling bis skiff to and fro between
the arches of Ponte Sisto and Quattro Capi.

The boy would hardly say more than a mute, and was un-
handy, and. delicate as a girl, though at home in the, water
from childish habits in his own archipelago; but I suppose he
used his money adroitly, for the fisherman never called him to
account for laziness or clumsiness, but let him do very much as
he liked, making a pretense of lying- on the damp ground
to watch the fish sweep with the currentinto the nets, or
pulling the little boat about round the Tiberine Ile, and under
the Temple of Vesta.

Amphion shunned me, and never went near Giojà, and I
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did not think it was my business to betray hirn; so I let
things be, and often after dusk a flute as sweet as a nightin-
gale's song made music under the piles of the bridge of Sex-
tus, sighing through the dark in answer to my faun in the
fountain.

But Giojà took no notice., I do not suppose that she even
heard. There was so much melody at twilight all about there,
-from guitars thrumming in balconies, and tambourines ring-
ing in tavern doorways, and students singing as they passed
from shore to shore, and fishermen as they set their nets ; and
in her own heart, then, there was that perpetual music which
makes the ear deaf to every other harmony or discord,-the
music which is never heard-but once in life.

But of this I then knew notbing.
I only saw that her step was elastic, that her eyes were full

of light, that her face had lost that deep and troubled sadness
which it had never been without bexfore'since the day that she
sought Virgilian Rome and found but min. I was glad, and
never thought to trace the change to its true source. She was.
more silent than-ever, and more than ever seemed to like to
be alone ; but she was occupied on a new and greater work
than her Penthesileia, and I supposed that this absorbed her.

I was used to the way of artists, and knew that true Art
allows no friends; it is like Love. One day Love comes, and
then slighted friendship is avenged.

Maryx noticed this change in ber, and, despite himself,
hope entered into him. Of Hilarion neither he nor I thought;
for I never saw him pass Ersilia's door, and indeed he seemed
to.me to be more than ever with his imperial jade the Duchess.

One evening as the people.were coming out from the great
church of the Trinity of the Pilgrims hard by my fountain,
and there was a smell of incense on the air, and a sound of
chanting everywhere, because it was in the days of Lent, and
mirthful King Carnival had gone to bis grave and Pasquino
back to his solitude,-one evening as I sat stitching, commun-
itg with my own thoughts, and not liking them, because of
late they had got confused and cloudy and I had a sense of
impending woe without any corresponding sense of how to
meet and to prevent it, Giojà came to me as her habit had
used to be, though of late she had changed it, and, touching
me gently, said to me,-
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"Let us go for one of our old walks. Will ybu not take
me? The sun is setting.

Palès leaped for joy, and I rose in obedience, glad as the
dog was to see her return to one of our old familiar customs.
that of late had been abandoned, as the vague restraint of an
unexplained estrangement had grown up between her and me.

She was very silent as we walked, but that she usually
was; for unless strongly ,moved sh had never been given to
many words.

We came away through the vegetable-market, and the
windy square, dedicated to Jesus, and so past the Hill of the
Horse, as we call it, to our favorite Colouina gardens, where
she and I had spent many a pleasant quiet hour, 'with Rome
outspread like a map at our feet, and the iron gates closed be-
tween us and the outer world.

We sat down on the upper terrace, where the pigeons and
the geese pace among the flowers, and the pine stem stands
that was- set there when Rienzi died, and that brave old tower
rears itself above the ilexes against the blue sky, which the
people will call the Tower of Nero, though Nero never beheld
it.

She leaned there, as she had done a hundred times, looking
down on to the shelving masses of verdure, and across the
bare wilderness of roofs that seem to rise one on another. like
the waves of a great sea arrested and changed to stone, with
the sky-line always marked by the distant darkness of the
pines and the dome of St. Peter's against the ligh t.

"If one lived in it a thousand years, could one exhaust
Rom. ?" she said, below her breath. "Always I loved it; but
now-

She paused ; and I, coward-like, fool-like, did not ask her
what she meant, because I shrank from every chance of hear-
ing the name of Hilarion on her lips. God forgive me! If
only I had known

The pretty pigeons, blue and bronze and white, came peck-
ing and strolling round us, looking up with their gem-like eyes
for the crumbs that we were used to bring them.

"I forgot their bread. I am sorry," she said, looking down
on them, ans) estroked the soft plumage of one that she
had always especialy caressed, and which would let her handle
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"Will you do something for me ?" she said, holding the
bird to her breast, as she had held the Sospitra. "That is
what I wanted to ask you. I have not seen Maryx since that
day when you said that I wounded him. I have been to the

studio, but he is never there. Listen: he was wrong and un-
just, and it was not to me that the insult was, but to what he
spoke of; but he las been so good to me, and I can never repay
>t, andI seem thankless, and he will not understand. Will
you tell himr for me that.I cap bear no bitterness in my heart
against him, and that the gratitide I give to him will never
change ? Will you tell him ?"

"IMy dear, it is not gratitude that he wants," I said, and
then pauged; for, after all, I scarcely dared to speak for him,

since for himself he was silent. "It is not gratitude that he
wants; great natures do not think of that. They act nobly,
as mean ones meanly, by their instinct, as the eagle soars and
the worm crawls. Maryx would be glad qf your faith, of your
obedience, of your affection, for indeed you owe.him much;
I do not mean such vulgar debt as can bepaid by any feeling
of mere obligation, but such debt as may well be borne by one
frank and pure nature from another, and eau be only paid by
loyal love."

And then I stopped, for fear of saying too much, because I
had no warrant from him, and a certain look of alarm and of
distaste that came upon ler face arrested. me.

She did not answer me for a few moments, but bent her
face over the bird she held.

"I shall seem thankless to him and you," she said, sorrow-
fully, and then was still, and seemed to draw Ler words back;
as remembering some order not to speak. She laid her hand
upon my arm, the hand which had held the drooping poppies
that day when I had seen her first.

"IPray tell him I am thankful, always thankful," she said,
with a tremor in her voice. "lHe hbas been very good to me,
good beyond all my own deserving,-and you too. If ever I
pain you you will forgive me, will you not? For so long as
I shall live I shall remember always how you sheltered me in
that time of wretchedness, and all the peaceful days that you
have given me."

The bird struggled from her breast and flew to regain its
felows; hot tears had failen from her eyes upon its burnished
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sapphire head and seared it. I gazed on her, touched to my
soul, yet troubled.

"Why, my child, why, my dear, you speak as though you
were going to join those gods you love, and leave us and Rouie
desolate," I murmured, with a poor attempt at lightness ofheart and speech; "but as for what I did for you, it was
nothing. You forget my dream: you know I could do no less
for you, my Ariadne. Come from the shades to earth.".

Her hand fell from my arm; her face changed.
"Do not call me by that name: I loathe it," she said, with

a sudden impatience. "I am not like her. I never can have
been like her, and Homer is too kind to lier by far! Let us
go home now. You will tell Maryx what I said. I would not
pain him. But he will never understand "

"He understands well enouglh," I said, bitterly, for something
in her tone had stung me. "1He understands that two years
of purest devotion to every highest interest of yours weiglis
as nothing in the scale beside a few forced hot-house roses and
a few hectic idle poems: he understands that well."

"You are unjust," she said merely. as she hd said it to
Maryx, and she walked slowly away from the sunny terrace,

own between the high walls of ilex and arbutus, and so
homeward.

I did not speak any more. I felt angered against her, and,
heaven forgive me! I did not know Silently and sadly
I followed her through all -the narrow crooked noisy passages
and streets ill we reached the familiar shadow- of our Holy
Trinity of Pilgrims, and, going a little farther, were at home.

At the bridge where Ersilia's house-entrance gaped wide
open, she stood still, and held her hands out. to me once again.

"Frgive me," she said, very low, under her breath.
I thouglit she meant me to forgive her impatience of my

rebuke, and I took lier lands tenderly, so fair and slenderand
unworn. within my own', that were so hard and brown and
furrowed.

"Dear, where we love much, we always forgive, because we
ourselves are -nothing, and what we love is all."

"Thank you," she said, softly, and Jet her bands linger in
mine. Then she passed away from me into the darkness and
the coldness of the house.

I went back to my stall, and -though I was troubled yet I



was relieved, because she had given me gentle words to bear
to Maryx, if they .were not all one could have wished, The
Faun sang me a song in the fountain as I sat under the wall
of the old monastie hospital that had sheltered me so many
years.

I heard, the song for the last time.

CHAPTER XIX.

Now it came to pass that the evening following,when I was
sitting at my stall, having lit my lamp to see to finisha more
delicate piece of work t6an common, I felt weary and out of
spirits, I could not have well told why, and sat sighing as I
stitched,-sighing in my own meditations for the blithe old
dayswhen a hand at cards and a flask of wine and a merry
companion had made bright the winter nights to me, and the
finding of an evangeliarium in the mediæval Greek or Latin,
or of a broken seal-ring or a fragment of a marble hand, made
me so happy that I would not have changed places with a
king, as I tramped in the inow or the mud through the dark-
ling streets of Rome.

Now I felt heavy-hearted. All my quarter was empty; the
people were gone to the.Piazza Navona, where a mid-Lent fair
was, and the booths, and the fan, and the frolic, and a year or
so before I should have gone too, and laughed with the loudest
in the old Circus Agonalis around Domitian's obelisk, with the
splash and sparkle of Bernini's fountains reflecting the chang-
ing lights of the litthÉ colored lamps.

As .it was, I sat7and stitched, and Palès slept, and the stars
began to come out above Tiber, in clear cold skies that were
cloudless.

I was so entirely still that a step coming down 6ver the
bridge made me look up. I saw Maryx as I had seen him
many atime. in a score of years since in the days of his youth
he had made me Apollo Sandaliarius.

He paused by my stall.

ARIADNE. 235 .
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"Is she not well, that she has not been to me to-day ?" he
asked.

A vague trouble began to stir in me. "Has she not been ?"
I asked him.

"4NO."
" I have leard nothing."
"But you have not seen her?"
"No; but often the day passes-"
I did not end the phrase, fearing to seem' to blame her; for

indeed it pained mé that of late6lshe-had so very seldom come
-tol-te~n~irands onmy board, and ask how things went with
me, and beg me to go and sit with ler in Hermes' room, or,
wander through the streets, as before the last few months it
had been so constantly her habit to do that I had grown used
to it, and missed it as an old dog will miss the pleasure of a walk.

Maryx stood silent while the light fromi my lamp fell on his
noble face, which was flùshed and troubled.

" I spoke to ler wrongly the day before yesterday," he said,
at last.l "It was base in me, and very unworthy. It is not
for me to deprecate his genius. It is not for me, if she find
beauty in it, to say her nay. Beauty there is, and if she do
not see the foulness beneath it, so be it. To the pure all things
are pure. I would ask her pardon. -Perhaps I have driven
her away. Shall I find her in her room?'

My heart leaped with joy.
" Of course !" I said, hastily; "and' you were in no way to

blame, and it is only like your nobleness; and she is worthy
of it, for she, too, repents, and regrets that moment of cold
words.. Look! she bade me say so to you only yesterday, in
the Colonna gardens. • She said, 'Will you tell him for me
that I can have no bitterness in my heart for him, and that
my gratitude will never change?' That is what she said, the
tears in her eyes the while. She was.too proud or too shy to
say so to you herself But ber heart is tender, and if you put
out your1hand she will give hers now,-ah, so gladly: that I
know !" Se I spoke, like a fool as I was.

Maryx looked at me with a beautiful light and warmth upon
his face.

" Is that indeed true? or do you say it to iake me deceive
myself ? Better all, pain-ail life-lòng pain-tan any self-.
deception."

- i. - - - -. - -
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?" he " Nay, it is true; that T swear. Go you and hear ber say
it again. She does repent herself."

-en" "I would take nothing from mere obedience, mere sense of
gratitude," he muttered; but the light of love was still in his
eloquent eyes.

"Go you yourself to her," kaid au ing, like the foolish
thing I was, and got up and went quickly before him across
the street to Ersilia's door. "For now," I said to myself,

; for "he will speak straightly to her, and all will be well between
come them forever."
with But at the door Pippo, léaning there smoking, swore that

M, or the girl was not within, nor had she been seen all day, he
jhs it said. I looked up at Maryx.' His face seemed to me to be
used stern, and pale, and disquieted.

walk. " Let us ask Ersilia," he said ; and I went with him into
- his the house.

"l Ias she not been to you ?" said Ersilia,.coming out with
said, a lamp beld over her head. " Oh, yes; she left here- this
3 not forenoon, quite early, as ber habit is. I thohght. she was still
- find up yonder with yo'ur marbles."
3 do Then a great and sore trouble fell upon'us that was the be-
iings .ginning of the end.
.iven Maryx never spoke. He went with swift strides up to the

chanber, and entered it, forthe door had no lock. The light
from the newly-risen moon, that hung above his own Golden

-y to lil, streamed soft and pallid across Hermes, and' left the rest
-thy of the empty space in darkness.
cold She was not there. H1e struck a light, and searched the

rooin, but there was nothing to show any intention of de-
me parture, and no word whatever of farewell. Only the beautiful

that head that she lad drawn in black and white-of Hilarien as
th - the poet Agathon was no longer in its placé against the wall.

y to There is something in the silence of an empty room that
put sometimes bas a terrible eloquence: it is like the look of
.t I comingdeath in the eyes of a dumb animal: it beggars words

and makes them needless.
pon Palès following raised her head and gave a long, low, wail-

ing'moan, that echoed weefully through the stillness in which
aire only the lapping cof the water against the stones of the bridges

was to be heard, and the stroke of a single oar that was stirring
the darkness somewhere near.
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Maryx looked at me, and there was that in his look which
frightened me. He pointed to tie empty place upon the wall.

"She is gone with him," he said : that was all: and yet in
the sound of bis voice it seemed to me that I heard speaking

m all the despair of a great life runed and made valueless.
I broke out into God knows what wild protests and reath-

less denials; I would not let such a thing be said, be luglht
possible, for one single moment; she was so far.above a touch
of man, all weakness or passion or unwisdom of woman,'it was
inpiety, profanation, folly, hatefulness, to hint such things or
dream them. Was he mad ?

Maryx stood there quite motionless; his face was white as
his own marbles, and very rigid. All my passion ·passed him
and left him unmoved as the winds leave the rocks.

"She bas gone with him," he said, again; and bis lips were
dry, and moved, as it were, with difficulty, and bis great brown
eyes, so.brilliant and so bold, grew black with heavy wrath and
desperate pain.

"IDo you not see ?" he muttered; "do you not see ? whilst
we thought ber a holy thing, he all the time-"

And he laugbed,-a terrible laugh.
The moon was on the face of Hermes: the mouth seemed

to smile in pity and derision.

CHAPTER XX.

MArYx stood*quite silent and quite still.
I raved, and my own raving words fell back on my own

ears and made me dumb again; and only the -ailing of the
dog at the nioon, th-it was shining in the sky and on the
river, filled the chamber.

I did not believe; I would not believe; I thrust ail possi-
bility of belief away from me as so much blasphemy and infamy
against ber; and yet all the while I knew that he was right,
as you know that some ghastly sorrow is on its way to you long
ere the'day dawns that actually brings it.

Why should you say so ? why, why, why ? I said, over
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ch and over again, till the words lost all sense to one. "She has
11. gone astray somewhere in some old haunt of Rome, or fallen
in asleep or ill in some gallery of.Capitol or Vatican. You know
]g her ways: she dreams among the marbles till she is almost a

statue like them. That is it; oh, that is it,-nothing more.
.h- We shall meet ber coming through the darkness if we go into
ht the streets, and then how she will smile at us! only she must
,h never know. Why, Palès will find her; Palès is wiser than
as you are; Palès knows-"
or And then I broke down, and laughed, and sobbed, and struck

my head with my own hands; thinking of that day when my
as Ariadne had come to my stall In the summer noon, with the
m poppies and the passion-flowers in her hand; and Ariadne had

the clue and the sword, and gave them up and drifted away
e into a common love and common fate of women, sought and

rn then forsaken -
1 But this could not be hers.

" No! oh, thrice no !" I screamed. "Ariadne? It was but
at a jest to call her so, you know,-a fancy and a jest: the gods

could not be so cruel as to make it true, just for a dream, an
old man's foolish dream in the hot sunshine!"

d "Come!" said Mgryx, and' grasped me with his fine and
slender hands as in a vice of iron, and thrust me from the
threshold down the stairs.

" Where would you go?" I stammered; " into the streets?
-to the Capitol? that would be best: she loves it so, and will
sit thinking there for hours. She is shut in some gallery
there; oh, yes, that I am sure. Come to the Capitol, or, if
not, to the Pio Clementino; shé so often gets away among the
marbles, that you know -"

"I Are you a madman ?" said Maryx. "Come with me to
him."

And he drove me with that grip upon my arm to the palace
where the frescoes-were in the garden; but of Hilarion there
was nothing to be heard; he had not been there that day.

We went to Daïla.
The night grew very cold; there had been much rain; the

water glistened among the tombs and under the bushes; the
ho6fs splashed it, the wheels sank in it; the snow lying on
the mountains showed white in the moonlight; the wild foxes
stole and biurrowed in the sand-holes as Nero did before them;



the owl and the bittern cried from the waving shrubs thatI bvered the site of lost cities; the night's ride was long and
horrible. Soracte was always before us.

Maryx spoke not one word.
We sped across the desolation of the Campagna in the teeth

of the bit'ter north wind. It was early in March, but unusu-
ally cold; and I remember the smell of the violets as we
crushed thera, and of the sweet buds that were sprirngin
the grass.

Hours 'went by ere we reached the ilex forest of Dalla.
The great white bouse was shut and silent; dogs. barked, and
a mounted shepherd-a black weird figure against the moon-
asked us what our errand was at such an hour, then, recogniz-
ing us, doffed his bat and let us pass.

Maryx, who ha&,authority therein, entered. No mere word
of any servant would he take. The bouse was empty, dark,
mournful; the housebold was aroused from early sleep or
friendly drinking, and could say nothing. Yes, their master
had been there at three the day before, not since: of him they
knew nothing.

It was of no use to question them : the people who served
Hilarion were trained to silence and to lies.

We passed through all the grand, desolate, ghostly rooms,
one by one, missing no gallery or cabinet or smallest chamber,then, baffled, drove back to Rome in the lonely, ice-cold mid-
night, through the rain-pools and the thickets that were now
quite dark, the moon having by this time set.

"\Vhat will you do?" I muttered to him, as we passed the
gate into the city and the guardsof it.

"Fihd him," he answered me.
I was deadly cold; my limbs were cramped; the mists and

the winds othe night had *penetrated my very bones; but
something in bis tone chilled me with a ghastlier chill. It
seemed so simply plain to him that there could be no other
way to reach her,--only this.

For me, I would not own that she was other than somewhere -
astray, or sick and ill in one of the many favorite haunts she
had in Rome'

"ILet me down bere," I said to him midway in the Corso.
"I will go and ask at the galleries and palaces, and seek for
ber so. It will soon be dawn. The custodians~all know me.

240 ARIADNE.



ARIADNE. 241

iat She may be in the Borghese villa itself. They close at dusk,
nd and she is so careless, you know, once dreaming - "

Maryx smiled,-a smile I never thought to live to see on
his noble and frank lips.

,th "Do you deceive yourself still ?" he said.
SU- He did not seek any such solace as lies in a vain hope; he
we · knew the truth at once, and never pandered with it. It was

his nature never to attempt to blind either himself or others.
As we neared the Ponte Sisto, there rose up from beneath

la. iny stall the small brown figure of a fisher-boy. It was Am-
nd phion.

- He rose with difficulty, and signed to me, and I went to
him. He was shivering, and spoke disconnectedly.

"You did not know, but I knew. I in the boat under-
~rd neath, I could see his shadow so often. Oh, no; no one knew.
rk, He was afraid of the woman with the great. black eyes,-the
o1r woman they call a duchess. But he bas cheated ber. I have,
ter watched always night and day, underneath the bridge. But
iey much I could not tell. So this morning tbey escaped me: he

is gone to Santa Chiara, and she goes too. What is that story
ed -she' told me ?-Ariadne who went away over the sea,-you

called ber so,-Ariadne was left all alone: He will leave her
Ils, just so; he always does. I was with him a year, and I know.
'er, Does that man yonder care ? He looks so pale. You are too
uid- old, and I am too young; but he looks strong: does he listen ?

I ran and ran and ran to be even with him this morning, and
the the horse struck at me, and I fell. It was.my bead. I feel

stupid. I do not think she saw: that is why I did not come
here before. I bave been stupid afl day. Oh, it is not much.
That man is strong. Let him go: it will be too late; but

nd there is always vengeance."
but And then the lad swooned on the stones, having told the

It truth that Maryx bad known witbout the telling.
her ,Maryx listened; and he never spoke once, not olice. For

me, I think I was mad for the moment. They bave told me
ere so since. For to me it was as though the sweet serene heavens
she bad opened to vomit a spawn of devils upon earth, and I would

have sworn by my soul and the God who made it that she, my
r. Ariadue, would bave borne the waters of the Tiber in a sieve
for by very force of ber pure and perfect innocence, as did the
me. Vestal Tuccia in this our Rome.

I
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I was conscious of nothing till in the full light of day we
drove against the wind on the way to Santa Chiara.

Santa Chiara was on the sea-coast. It was a littie villa in
a little bay ; its roses and its orangeries grew to the sea's edge;
it belonged to Hilarion, who sailed thence not seldom.

We went thither. It was many leagues away ; there was
no manner of reaching it possible except by horses. We drove
out of Rome as the day broke.

There was no doubt now, nor any kind of hope.
It was sunset on-the second day when we reached that por-

tion of the coast where Santa Chiara was.
"Let me go alone," said Maryx.
He seemed to me to have aged suddenly in those two nights

and days as men do in a score of years. , All his fearless
royalty and carelessness of bearing was gone; he was gray and

haggard, and had that deadly bloodlessness of the olive-skin
which is so much ghastlier than the pallor of fair faces. He
was quite silent, he whose warm fancies and eager eloquence
had ever found so natural a vent in words.

"Let me go alone,' he said.
But I clung to him, holding him back. When men look as

he lo'ked, there is always death upon the air.
"What right have we ?" I said to him. "She is not ours

by any tie of blood or name ; and what do we know ? She is
not here, that I am sure, nor with him anywhere. God would

not let all that nobility be trodden in the dust for a man's
vilenes,-oh, no! oh, no! What thought had she of love ?
Neo more than the Nausicaa you made standing by the sea-

' shore, pure as the pearls of it. Amphion is not to be listened
to; he is a foolish boy

And then my words choked me; for I remenbered how her
face had looked-as she had watched the Carnival pageantry,

and how she had spoken that dark, wet, solitary night by Nero's
Circus.

Maryx shook me roughly from him.
"Right? Do you want right to stop.murder if you see it?

And the murderer only kills the body, not. the soul. Let me

"But if it be what you think, we are too late!"
The anguish upon his face smote me like a blow.
"There is always vengeance," he said, under his breath.
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I was a Roman.
Vengeance to me was sacred as duty.
I let him go. I begrudged him the first right to it, but I

could not gainsay it: he had the right of infinite patience,
priceless gifts, and great and generous love all wasted,-the
supreme and foremost rights of a great wronged passion.

The morning had risen clear and fair; here southward fhe
sunshine laughed upon a brilliant sea, deep-blue as the jewels
men call sapphires; it was far milder weather; the orange-
groves were as a green-and-golden wood to the water's edge;
the turf was azure with the wild hyacinths; against the white
walls ten thousand China roses blossome, frresh as the little
rosy mouths of children.

'We, who for two days and nights had neither closed our eyes
nor taken off our clothes, were cold and stiff from the heavy
chills of long exposure. We shuddered like frozen things in
all that radiant and elastic light, and delicate air fragrant with
the smell of the orange-fruit and flower and with the glad
salt scents of the surf that was breaking, curled and snowy,
on the smooth beach at our feet.

But even vengeance was denied him.
The long, low house, white as a sea-shell, and gay with

many climbing plants, and walled all round with the high
spears of aloes, was shut and silent even as Daïla had been.

In an oval window a woman was sitting, making thread-lace
with nimble hands and singing among the little Bengalese
roses.

Yes, the master had been there, buf he had gone, saired
away in his own vessel, as his custom was. Yes, he had been
gone twelve hours. Yes, there was some one with him ; he
was never alone, never alone. And the woman laughed, twist-
ing the threads of her lace, knowing the ways of her em-
ployer. Then she looked across the roses seaward, and,
shading ber eyes from the sun, pointed to'a vanishing speek
of white on the horizon. That was the schooner, yes, if we
looked quick; in another moment it would be out of sight.

We looked. The canvas shone for.one second more in the
sunshine far off, so far, no bigger than the leaf of a white
camellia-flower,,then blended with the blent light;of sea and
sky, and vanished and was lost.

I laughed aloud.
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"The sails should be black! they should be black !" I mut.
tered, and caught at the roses to help me stand, and felt the
earth and the water all swirl and heave in giddy eddies round me.
"The sails should be black. Theseus has taken her, and he
will leave her on Naxos, and he will dance and laugh and gar-
land the helm. Why are the sails not black ?"

Then I fell down on the yellow sands.
And for a space I remember nothing more.

CHAPTER XXI.

I Do not remember how I found my way back to Rome.
I lost sight of Maryx. I was clearly conscious of nothing till
I felt the wet tongue of Palès against my cheek and found
that I was sitting on my own old bench beside my stall in the
moonliglit by the bridge. I suppose he must have brought
me home. I do not know ; I had forgotten him. Perhaps
he had forgotten me: why not?

It was night, and the place was deserted. There was no one
about, only some girl from an open window above in the street
was singing aloud a love-song. I could have choked her throat
into silence. It is not wonderful that there is so much crime
on earth ; it is rather wonderful that there is so little, seeing
how much pain there is, pain that is the t.win brother of mad-
ness.-

It was the iniddle of the night - I think two or three days
had gone by. I cursed the stones of the street because they
had borne his steps, and the waters under the arches because
they had not risen and swallowed him.

Ah, God ! in our hate (as in our love) how we feel our own
cramped littleness 1we stretch our arms for the whole universe
to give us vengeance, and the grand old dome of the sky see-ms
to echo with inextinguishable laughter. Ah, God ! why are
our hearts soegreat, our years so few and' feeble? Therein is
all the mockery and cruelty of life t

I sat there like a stupid frozen thine, the vast mighty
heavens aboye me,-the heavens that sbo" d hàve been full of



weeping angels and of avenging swords, if there were any more
heed of human souls, there, than of the ants that crawl along
black dust on a white summer way.

The dog kissed me, moaning, full of woe, because she knew
that I was so.

I rose to my feet.
The Apollo Sandaliarius shone white in the moon-rays.

Surely it was only yesterday that she had come to me there,
having ber hands on my stall with the passion-flower andi the
poppy in them,-the flower of death?

Surely it was but yesterday that I had dreamed my dream
in Borghese ?

Then I looked at my things in the drawer under my stall.
The dog had guarded everything safely, being fed, no doubt,
by the neighbors.

There was in the drawer a long slender-pointed knife,-a
blade of steel made in past ages, and very keen ; I had used it to
eut through the skins of leather. I put it in my breast, where it
is most at home with a Roman.

After al], there was no other vengeance than the poor simple
trite one, all too short, that never could quench the thirst of man
yet, nor wash out any wrong; there was no other. The skies did
not fall, the stars did not pause in their courses. I looked at
them. It seemed to me strange. I felt the edge of the knife
and waited for morning. There was only the old, old way.

" May death never come when you call on it !" said the old
murdered man, Servianus, dying, to Hadrian. And in the
after-time Hadrian did cry on death to relieve him, and death
would not come; not even his own hirelings would give the
blow at his command ; and Servianus was avenged.

But then Servianus never saw his vengeance.
I would see mine, or, rather, hers; so I told myself.
I was old, but I was strong enough for this.
I waited for the morning.
Of Maryx I had no thought.
I. only saw the ship going away, away, away, over the

shining silent sea in the clear daylight, with the-white-sails
against the blue.

When the morning broke, I went across the river, and
across the fields, still misty and wreathed with fog, to officers
of the Vatican.

21*

ARIADNE. 245



246 A RIADNE.

" You have offered me often many ducats for my Greek
Hermes: give me them now, and take him," I said to them,
-- I, who had never sold the smallest fragment or the rustiest
relie of the arts I loved. They closed with me eagerly, having
for many a year desired that fair Greek thing for the great
gallery they call the Pio Clementino.

"Put him next your Ariadne !" I said to them, and laughed
aloud in that grave palace of the Pope. They thought me
mad, no doubt; but they desired the statue, and they took
no heed of me.

I sold him without looking on him, as a man in a pagan
lend may sell a cherished son. But I had cêased to care for
him: he was a dumb dead thing to me,-a carven stone. The
thought of any siteTroze my blood.

They fetched him down with oxen and men, bearing his
beautiful tender snow-white limbs along the streets, where of
course he must,ave passed so often in other ages, throned
and garlanded'in such processions of the gods as Ovid and his
ladies loved to watch.

1inever looked at him,-not once; I clutched the money
that the guardians of the galleries gave me, and signed some-
thing they pushed to me, and hurried out into the air. Bells
were ringing, and the sun was bright. I felt dizzy, and deaf,
and blind.

Hermes woke al imortals from sleep with his wand at the
break of the day. Oh that he had not wakened me!

I clutched my wealth that I had bouglit with my bartered
'god as with some human life, and felt for my long narrow
knife in the folds of my shirt, and hurried away on my
quest.

I had no clue to guide mfor the sea is wide, and its shores
are many. Yet I had doubt but that I should find them,

no doubt at all ; andse Ipassed out of Rome. And Hermes
was set in the great gallery, with the leonine head of a Jupiter
Axur beside hi uand at his feet a jasper basin of Assyria, in
which Sem*rmissmight once have bathed.

Itdoes not matter where I wandered, or how I fared; I
went on no clue whatever save the well-known namne of
ilarion; but whosoever has any sort of fam has lighted a

beacon that is always shining upon him, and eau never-more
return into the cool twilight of privaçy, even when most he



wishes; it is of these retributions-some call them compensa-
tions-that life is full.

Hilarion, living always, whether he would or not, in the
red light of that beacon-fire, was not very difficult to track.
I went my ground over and over, indeed, and made many a
needless journey, but I had the money for my Hermes, which
was a large sum, and more than enough ; and so it came to
pass that in the full heat of June, that sweetest month, when
the stars are so many and every soul on earth it seems ought
to be glad, I found him in Venice.

There in the shallow salt lagoons was riding bis own
pleasure-vessel, the ship with the white sails. They said it
was about to bear him eastward, to the old enchanted lands
of the East.

The city was lovely then in the full summer. I knew it
well, and in my day had been happy there. Now it appeared
to me hateful.

Its water streets were once familiar to me as the ways of
Rome, and I had learned to row the fruit-boat to and fro.
gorgeous with the autumn colors of their freight and the
beauty of the women of the Lido; now it was horrible to me.

The silence seemed like the awful stillness of a God-for-
gotten world ; the gliding water seemed like the silvery sliding
course of serpents; the salt-scented beach of the marshy
shores seemed like the sulphurous dank mists of the awful
world where Persephone mourned.

I stumblkd along the narrow footpaths of the place, and the
song of the boatmen and the laughter of the little children,
dancing and dabbling on the edges of the canals, jarred through
my brain, as in other years the like must have jarred on the
heavy pains of the condemned creatures in the cells beneath
the water-line.

I had no definite thought except to take his life.
The purpose had gone with me in my bosonü ; had lain

with me by night; had grown to be a very part and parcel of
myself, going with me over the blossoming lands in the sum-
mer of the year, lying down with me, and rising with me,-
the last memory and the first.

It had no horror for me.
I was a Roman, and to me vengeance was duty; beyond all

other duty when it was v'ngeance for the innocent. I did
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not reason about it; I only said to myself that he should
die.

It was easy to fiid the palace where he dwelt; a.ny one of
the idlers of the stieet could show it me. He was famous.

The house was in a large street; a great old palace, fretted
and fantastic,gilded and carved, and majestic, looming, over
the thread of dull waters in gorgeous sombreness, as it had
loomed there in blind Dandolo's own day.

Generally, everything passed near without entering this
narrow, silent'way: it was out of the thread of traffic. There
was a great bell tolling heavily from a tower near, and a flock
of pigeons in the air, and the scent of lilies: these I noticed
at the time. My sight was quite clear, and my brain, too:
ail I thought of was, where I should strike him!

If he would only come out into the air !
I sat down in an angle of the stonework and waited. It

was very early: no one noticed me,-an old man mooning by
the water's side. I watched the house: she, of course, was
there, but, strangely, I never thought of her then: my mind
was intent, and solely intent, on him.

When you have said to yourself that you will kill any one,
the world only seems to hold yourself and him, and God,-
who will see the justice done.

The lofty doors of the palace were open; one could see
straight up the marble steps into the courts and the halls: they
weré all vast, and cool, and solitary ; not a soul seemed there.

Perhaps the people of the streets had misled me ? I rose
and climbed the stone stairs, and entered the halls. I suppose
some hours had gone by ; the sun was vertical, the porphyry
shone red in it, and the yellow marble was like brass. I
remember that as I trod on them.

There was no sound. I ascended the staircase, lined with
.the forns of giants and of heroes in the paled and peeling
fresco of an heroic time. I held my knife closer, and inounted
step after step. What if he heard? so best, if it brought himn
forth. I would have-stabbed him before an armed multitude;
for I had no desire to live after him.

I went on up the stately stairs and the painted landing-
places; there was a long .gallery in front at the head of the
stairs, and many doors. I opened the one that was nearest to
me; he might be there: if not, I might learn of some one.

1,
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The chamber was immense, as our rooms are; the' light
that fell through it was of all kinds of hues from falling
through the glass of painted casements.

I went on across half its length, over its polished floor of
many-colored stones; there came on my ear a sudden cry of
welcome,-low, surprised, and happy as the summer cry of
any bird. In the lily-scented air, in the halo of colored sun-
light, she sprang up before me, glad and beautiful as any
human thing could ever be, clothed in white, with a golden
fillet on her forehead, and at'her breast a knot of crimson
carnations.

I stood still, stupefied and afraid. I had forgotten her.
"IDear friend ! is it you ?" she cried, with a pure and happy

tone in her voice.
How shall I tell the change that had passed over her ?

Just such a chânge as I had seen when, in my dream, the
bronze of the Borghese had blushed and moved and started
into sudden life. Not greater the change upon the face of
earth when from the still gray silvery dawn, in which the
stars are trembling, the glory comes, and the sun shines over
the hils.

What is it that love does to a woman ? Without it she
only sleeps; with it alone she lives.

Never in all my years have I seen happiness so perfect, so
exquisite, so eloquent without a word, as was in her fact, her
air, her very linibs and movements. Before, she had been
lovely as the statues were, and like them mute and cold, and
scarcely human; now her eyes were like the light of day, her
inouth was like the dew-wet rose, her whole form seemed to
thrill with the grace and the gladness and the glory and the
passion of life. .

I stoo1 befor.e her stupidly and dumb.
"IDear friend, is it you ?" she said, and came and took my

hands and smiled.
What could I say to lier? I had come to kill him.
"l I must have seemed so thankless in my silence," she

said, softly. "It hurt me to keep silence; but he wished it

I drew my hands away. I ha4ted her to touch me.
"You are happy, then ?" I said, and was dumb, staring

upon her, for there were in her suh pôwer, such loveliness,
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such radiance,-and all the while she was looking 'n my eyes
with the sweet candor of a fearless innocence.

"lappy !" she smiled, as she echoed the word.
No doubt it seemed so poor to her, and feeble to measure ail

she felt. ~Then ail the old pride came into ber eyes.
"He loves me !" she said, under her breath; as if that said

ail.
"Do you remember I wanted to know what happiness was?"

, she said, after a little while. "Do you remember my asking
the girls under the trees by Castel Gondolfo ? As if one
could ever know until "

Then the warm color stole over her face, and she smiled, and
the dreamy wondering look I knew so well came into ber eyes,
and she seemed to forget me.

I stood gripping the handle of my knife. I could not take
ny gaze- from her. She seemed transfigured. To such a
creature as this, in the fresh glory of ber joy, what could one
say of shame, and of the world's scorn, and of her wrongs, aud
.of the mockery of women?

Then her eyes came back from their musing towards me,
and ber thoughts with them.

"And didyou come to find me? That is so good! You
we-e always so good, and I seem always thankless., I wished
to tell you; but he would not. And Maryx too, it must have.
seemed to him, also, so thankless. Only now he will know.;
he will understand.

"You look at me strangely! Are you tired ?" she added,
as I kept silence. "Why will you stand?' Are.you angered ?"

"Are you happy? I said, hoarsely. How could I say to
her, "I came to kill your seducer" ?

"Am I?" she said, very low, under ber breath. "What!
when he loves me? Do you remember ?-I was always afraid
of Love, beeause it is all one's life, and one is no more oneself,
but breathes through another's lips, and bas no will any more,
and no force. But now I know: there is no other thing worth
living for or dying for; there is no other life. Do you re-
member ?-I used to wonder why women looked so happy,
and why they used to go and pray with wet eyes, and why the
poets wrote, and the singers sung. Now I know: there is
only one good on ail the earth, and it is more beautiful to love
than even to be loved."



Then a sudden blush came all over ber cheek and throat
and she- paused suddenly, ashamed, as if some beauty of her
form had been suddenly laid bare to curious eyes.

" Come and look!" she said, and touched my hand with
hers; and it seemed to me as though filame burnt me'; and she
went on a little way across the chamber, and drew .back a
curtain of brocade with heavy fringes, and signed me to pass
beneath it.

Quite mechanically and stupidly I followed ber, and on the
other side of the curtain I saw a lovely eight-sided vaulted
room, like many of the palace-rooms in our own Rome, and
here there were marbles white and gray, and clay, and the
tools of sculpture; and the light was pouring in from a high
casement that faced the sea.

"Look !" she said, and showed me a statue, only in the clay
as yet, but very beautiful.

It would be difficult to tell where its infinitè beauty lay.
You can describe a picture, but not a statue. Marble is lik6

music: it can never be measured or told of in words. What
can any one know of the beauty of the Belvedere Mercury,
who has not looked up in its face? è*

The solitary figure was Love; but the loveliest and noblest'
Love that ever human hand had fashioned, surpassing even
the perfect Thespian Love of Borghese. All the passion of
the whole world, and all the dreams of lovers, and all the visions
of heaven that have ever come to poets in their sleep, were in
the languor of its musing eyes and in the smile of its closed
lips.

"IWhat can all earth and all eternity bestow worth one hour
that I give ?" this great Lové asked you by a look.

Yet the face was only the face of Hilarion,-but that face
transfigured as those eyes which worshiped him beheld it; un-
like the face of any mortal; great as godhead, and glorious ast---
the morning.

I stood in silence.
I could have struck the statue down, and cleft it from head

to foot, as the false god it was. But then it was god to her.
She looked at it, and then at me, and sank upon a block of

stone that stood there near, ruffling back hèr dusky gold of
curls, and smiling, while the carnations fell out from her

bosom at Love's feet.
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"Look! this he knows that I have done, for he las seen it
grow under my hands out 'of the mere moist earths ; and now
he does believe. Look! you will tell Maryx. It is greater

- I than anything I ever did,-that I know; but it is because I
look up in his face and find it there. He is glad, because he
knows that it is mine, and he says they will say, 'No girl's
hand ever made that.' What does it matter if they think so ?
he knows! and then when they say that it is beautiful, after
all it will be him whom they praise, and if it should live after
me, long long ages, like the Faun, people will not think of me,
but only of him, and they will tell one another his name,-
not mine. And that~is what I pray for always. Who can

care for fame for oneself alone ? But to tell the world in all
that Hereafter that one never will see, how beautiful was what
we loved, so that even when one is dead one will seem to live
for them and to serve them,-that is almost like immortality.
Oh, the gods were good when they gave me that power, for in
all the other ages I shall be able to make men see what he is now,
and all that he is to me.!"

Then she laughed, a sweet little low laughter, the tears of
an exceeding joy wet upon her eyelids all the while; and she
bent and kissed the feet of the statue.

"Maryx used to say tha,t Love killed Art," she murmured.
"You will tell him now,-oh, how I pity him, that he does
not know what love is !"

And softly she kissed again thejfeet of her'god.
Then, with a sudden flush over all ler throat and bosom.

for it was unlike her to show any emotion, or to pour forth
thought in open words, she sat still on the block of stone at
the base of the Love, with dreaming suffused eyes and silent
lips.

"It rll be in marble soon," she said, after a space. "I
shall car've it all with my own bands: no one shall touch it in
anyline. I can 'hew the rocks,' you know. Maryx was so
good to teach me. This will be great,-that I eau feel; but
then I have had only to look in his face.'

What could I say to ler? lier innocence was so perfect, so
perfect her joy and her pride ; and to speak to ler of the world,
and the ways of its men and its women, seemed like a very
blasphemy.

And the statue was great.

1
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Perhaps she had only looked in his face, but she had seen
it through the greatness of her own passion and of her own soul.

She rose quickly and put out lier hand.
" Come away: he does not wish it to be seen ; not yet."
I did not take hei hand.
"I He is your only law!" I said, and stopped ; for how could

I say to her all that consumed y heart ?
She looked at me in surprise.
" I do not know that any one else even lives," she said,

simply.
It was quite true, no doubt.
A. great love is an absolute isolation, and an absolute absorp-

tion. Nothing lives or moves or breathes save one life; for one
life alone the sun rises and sets, the seasons revolve, the clouds
bear rain and the stars ride on hiigh the multitudes around
cease to exist, or seew-,but-ghetlysades-; of all thl'sounds
of earth there is but one voice audible ; all past ages have
been but -the herald of one soul; all eternity can bé bàt its
heritage alone.

O children of the world, what know you of such love? no
more than the blind worm creeping to its fellow knows of the
miorning glory of the day.

CHAPTER XXII.

I STOOD by the base of the statue, and gazed still stupidly
upon her. Her eyes were shining, sweet, and tender, and
abstracted through the glad tears that were upon their lashes.

Whatever else he had done basely, he had made-her happy,
-as yet.

Perhaps she was right: for a few hours ofjoy one owes the
debt of years, and should give a pardon wide and deep as the
deep sea.

This Love which she had made in his likeness, the tyrant
and compeller of the world, was to her as the angel whieh
brings perfect dreams and lets the tired sleeper visit heaven.
Who could tell her that her god was but a thing of lay ? Not
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I; not I. And yet I could have wept with very tears of
blood. She dropped the curtain, and came and stood by me.

"You will not come away ?' she said. "Well, never mind:
it does not matter for you to see it: you will go home and tell
Maryx. Tell him that if I seem thankless, I have not for-
gotten all his noble lessons, You will wait with me,-stay all
day ? In half an hour he will be back, and he will be so glad
to see you: oh, that I am sure

"He will be back soon ?" I felt for the knife underneath
my shirt.

"Yes; he had only gone to his boat, that pretty ship that
is in the harbor."

"The ship with the white.sails: I know, I know !''
I laughed aloud. She looked at me surprised, and in a little

fear.
"And when the ship sails away without you ?" I said,

brutally, and laughing still, because the mention of the schooner
had broken the bonds of the silence that had held me against
my will half paralyzed, and I seemed to be again upon the
Tyrrhene shore,.seeing the w.hite sail fade against the sky.

"And when that shipsails without you? The day will
come. It always comes. You are ,my Ariadne; yet 'you
forget Naxos! Oh, the day will come! you will kiss the feet
of your idol then, and they will not stay ; they will go away,
away, away, and they will not tarry for your .prayers or your
tears. Ay, it is always so. Two love, and one tires. And
you know nothing of that,-you who would have love
immortal."

And I laughed again, for it seemed to me so horrible, and
I was half mad.

No doubt it would have been kinder had I struck my knife
down ino her breast with the words unspoken.

Ail shade of color forsook her face; only the soft azure of
the veins remained, hnd changed to an ashen gray. She shook
with a sudden shiver from head to foot as the name she hated,
the name of Ariadne, fell upon ber ear. The ice-bolt had
fallen in her paradise. A scared and terrible fear dilated ber
eyes, that opened wide in the amaze of some suddenly-stricken
creature.

I"And when he leaves you?" I said, with cruel iteration.
" Do you remember what you told me once of the woman by
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the marshes by the sea, who had nothing left by which to
remember love,-but wounds· that never healed ? That is
ail his love will leave you by and by."

" Ah, never!'
She spoke rather to herself than me. The terror was fading

out of her eyes, the blood returning to her face; she was in
the sweet bewildered trance of that blind faith which goes
wherever it is led, and never asks the end nor dreads the fate.
Her love was deathless: how could she know that his was
mortal?

"You are cruel," she said, with her mouth quivering, but
the old soft, grand courage in her eyes. "We are together
forever : he las sa enembered
him by wounds, what would that change in me? He would
have loved me. If he would wish to wourftl me, so le should.
I am his own as the dogs are. Think !-he looked at me,
and all the world grew beautiful; lie touched me, and I was
happy,-I who never had been happy in my life. You look
at me strangely; you speak harshly: why? I used to think,
surely you would be glad' "

I gripped my knife and cursed him in my soul.
How could one say to her the thing that he had made her

in man's and woman's sight.
"I thougIt you would be glad," she said, wistfully, "and

I would have told you-long ago, myself. I do not know why
you should look so. Perhaps you are angered because I
seemed ungrateful to you and Maryx. Perhaps I was so. I
have no thought,-only of him. What ,he wished, that I
did. Even Rome itself was for me nothiig, and the gods,-
there is only one for me; and he is with me always. And I
think the serpents and the apes are gone forever from the tree,
azd he only lears the nightingales, now. He tells me so ofteu,
-very often. Do you remember I used to dream of great-
ness for myself?-ah, what does it matter ? I want nothing
now. When he looks at me, the gods themselves could give
me nothing more."

And the sweet tranquil radiance came back into her eyes,
and'ler thoughts wandered into the mnemories of this perfect
passion which possessed her, and she forgot that I was there.

My throat was choking; my eyes felt blind; my tongue
clove to my mouth. I, who knew what that end would be as
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surely as I knew the day then shining would sink into the
earth, I was dumb like a brute beast,-I, who had gone te
take his life.

Before this love which knew nothing of the laws of man-
kind, how poor and trite and trivial looked those laws ! What
could' I dare to say te her of shame? Ah! if it had only
been for any other's sake! But he,-perhaps be did not lie

Sto iher; perhaps he did only hear'the nightingales with her
beside him; but how soon their song would jpall upon his ear,
how sooq would he sigh for the poisonous kiss of the serpents !
I knew! I knew!

I'stood heart-broken in the warrm light that was falling
through the casement and streamed towards her face. What
could I sa to ber? Men harder and sterner and surer in every
way- f eir own judgment than I was of mine no doubt
would have shaken her with barsh hands from tliat dream in
which slie had wandered to ber own destruction:

No doubt a sterner moralist than I would have had no pity,
and would have hurled on her all the weight of those bitter
truths of which she was so ignorant; would have shown her
that pit of earthly scorn upon whose brink she stood; would
have torn &QW» Lthat perfect credulouà faith of hers which
could have'no longer life nor any more lasting root than the
flowering creeper born of a summer's sun and gorgeous as the
sunset's hues, and cling'ng about a ruin mantling decay. Oh,
yes, no doubt. , But I m only weak, and of little wisdom, and
never certain that the laws and ways of the world are just, and
never capable of long giving pain to any harmless creature,
least of all to her.
, She seemed to rouse herself with effort to remember I was
there, and turned on me her eyes that were suffused and dream-
ful with happiness, like a young child's with sleep.

"I must have sçepied so thankless to you: you were so very
good to me," she•said, with that serious sweetness of her rare
smile that I bad used to watch for, as an old dog watches for
his young owner's,-an old dog that is used to be forgotten,
but does not himself forget, though he is old. "I must have
seened'so thankless ; but he bade -me be silent, and I'have no
law but him. After that night when we walked in Nero's fields,
and I went home'and learned he loved me,-do you not see I
forgot that there was any one in all the world except himselfand.
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me? It must always be so; at least so I think. Oh, how
true that poem was! Do you remember how he read it that
night after Mozart among the roses by the fire? What use
were endless life and ail the lore of the spirits and the seers to
Sospitra? I waslike Sospitra, till he came,-always tbinking
of the stars and the heavens, in the desert, all alone, and always
wishing for life eternal, when it is only life together that is
worth a wish or a prayer. But why do you look at me so?
Perhaps you do not understand. Perhaps I am selfish."

That was all that it seemed to her,-thatrI'did not under-
stand. Could she see the tears of blood that welled up in my
eyes ? eould she see the blank despair that blinded-my sight ?
could she see the frozen hand that I felt clutching at my heart
and benumbing it ? I did not understand,-that was all that
it seemed to her.

She was my Ariadne born again to suffer the sarne fate. I
saw the future: she could not. I knew that he would leave -
her as surely as the night succeeds the day. I knew that his
passion-if passion indeed it were, and not only the mere com-
mon vanity of subjugation and possession-would pall on him
and fade out little by little, as the stars fade out of the gray
morning skies. I knew, but I had not the courage to tell her.

Men were faithful only to the faittiless. But what could
she know of this?

"Thinking of the stârs and of the heavens in the desert all
alone i Yes !" I cried.; and the bonds of my silence were'un-
loosed, and the words rushed from my lips like a torrent from
between the hills.

"cYes, and never to see the stars any more, and to lose forever
the peace of the desert,-that yonw think is gain 1 Oh, my
dear, what canIsay toyou ? What eau I say ? You will
not believe if I tell' you. I shall seem a liar, and a prophet
of false woe. I shall curse when I would bless. What can
I say to you? Athcne watched over you. You ere of those
who dwell alone, but whom the gods are with: you had the
clhe and the sword, and they are nothing to you-: you lose
them both at his word, at the mere breath of his lips, and know
no god but his idle law, that shifts as the wind of the sea.
And you count that gain ? Oh, just heaven ! Oh, my dear,
my heart is broken; howcan I tell you? One man loved you
who was great and good,-to whom you were a sacred tbing,
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who would havè lifted you up in heaven, and never h3ve
touched too roughly a sirigle hair of your head; and you saw
him no more than the very earth that you trod ; he was less to
you than the marbles he wrought in; and he suffers! and what
do you care? You have had the greatest wrong that a woman
can have, and you think t the greatest good, the sweetest gift!
He las torn your w1iole life down as a cruel hand tears a rose
in the morning light; and you re}oice! For what do you know?
He will kill your soul, and still you will kiss his hand. Some
women are so. When he leaves you, what will you do? For you,
there will only be death. The weak are consoled, but the strong
never. What will you do ? What will you do ? You are like
a child that cuils flowers at the edge of a snake's breeding-pit.
He waked you,-yes! to send you in a deeper sleep, blind and
dumb to everything but his will. Nay, nay ! that is not your
fault. Love does not come at will; and of goodness it is not
born, nor of gratitude, nor of any right or reason on the earth.
Only that you should have had no thought of us,-no thought
at all,-only of him b'y whom your ruin comes,-that seems
hard! Ay, it is hard. . You stood just, so in my dream, and
you hesitated between the flower of passion and the flower of
death. Ah, well might Love laugh: they grow on the same
bough; Love knows that. Oh, my dear, my dear, I come too
late ! Look! He las done worse than mur4er, for that ouly
kills the body; but he has killed the soul in you. He will
crush out all that came to you from heaven,-all your mind,
and your hopes, and your dreams, and all the mystery in you,
that we poor half-dumb fools call genius, and that made the cou-
mon daylight aboyé you full of all beautiful shapes and visions,
that our duller eyes could-not see, as you went. He las doue
worse than murder, and I came to take his life. Ay, I would
slay him now as I would strangle the snake in my path. And
even for this I come too late. I cannot do you even this poor
last service. To strike him dead would only be to strike you
too. I come.too late! ,Take my knife, lest I should see liiin;
take it; till he leaves you, I will wait."

I drew the fine, thin blade across ry kne nd broke it in c
two pieces, and threw the two halves at hier fet.

Then I turned, without1 looking once at her, and went away. r
Ido not kuow howthe day waued and passed: the skies

seemed red with fire, and the canals with blood. I do not
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know how I found my road over the marble floors and out
into the air. I only remember that I felt my way feebly with
my hands, as-though the golden sunlight were all darkness,
and that I groped my way dowa the steps anid out under an
angle of the masonry, staring stupidly upon the gliding waters.

I do not. know whether a minute had gone by, or many
hours, when some shivering sense of sound made me look up
at the casement above, a high vast casement fretted with
dusky gold and many colors and all kinds of sculptured stone.
The sun was making a glory as of jewels on its painted panes.
Some of them were open: I could see within the chamber
Hilarion's fair and delicate head, and his. face drooped .with
a soft smile. I could secber,-w all her loveliness, melting,
as it were, into his embrace, and sec her mouth meet his.

If 1 had not broken the steel!
I rose from the stones and cursed them, and departed from

the place as the moon rose.

CHAPTER XXIII.

WHEN I went back to my place by Ponte Sisto, I, think
the Faun in the fountain was dead or gone. I neyer heard
him any more"; I never have heard hir again.

Is nature kind, or cruel? Who can tell?
a The cyclone comes, or the earthquake; the great wave rises
and swallows the cities and the villages, and goes back whence
it came'; the earth yawns, and devours the pretty towns and
the sleeping cbildren, the gardens where the lovers were sitting,
and the churches where women prayed, and then the morass
dries up and the gulf unites again. Men build afresh, and

'the grass grows, and the trees, and all the flowering seasons
come back as of old. But the dead are dead: nothing
changes that !

As it is with the earth, so it is with our life,-our own
poor, short, little life, that is all we can really call our own.

Calamities shatter, and despair<engulfs it; and yet after a
time the chasm seems to close; the storm-wave seems to rol.



back ; the leaves and the grass return ; and we make new
dwellings.-e That is, the daily ways
and the common'tricks of our speech and act are as they used
to be before disaster came upon us. Then wise people say,
He or she bas " got over it." Alas, alas1 the drowned chil-
dren will not come back to us; the love that was struck down,
the prayer that was silenced, the altar that was ruined, the
garden that was ravished, they are all gone forever,-rforever,
-forever! Yet we live; because grief does not always kill,
and often doefs not speak. I went back to my stall, and to
Palès, because habit is strong and I was old.

The people spared me, and asked few questions. There is
more kindness than we think in human nature,-at least when
it has nothing to gain by being otherwise than kind.

And I began to stitch leather, though all around me seemed
to have grown gray and black, and the voices of the merry
crowds hurt me as -a finger hurts that lightly and roughly
touches a deep wound. It is hard for us when we shrink
from the innocent laughter of others, and when the cloudy
day seems-kinder than the sunshine.

I shut the shutters, of my window that looked upon the
river, and locked the door of the chamber. It seemed to me
accursed.

From the moment that Maryx and I saw the sail against
the sky, white as a gull's wing;-the sail that should have
been sable as the night,-no word passed his lips or mine to
each other. He would not speak. I dared not. There are
some wrongs, some griefs, so dire you cannot put words to
them.

When, timidly, after many days, I ventured up through
the aloes and the myrtle to his house, being afraid of what I
had eeniipon his face that day by the sea-shore, I saw in the
first chamber a statue thrown down, broken and headless: the
bead was only a little mound of white and gray marble-dust.

The old man Giulio came and stood by me. Tears rolled
down his cheeks. I envied them.

"My master did that he said,-" did it the night he re-
turned. He struek it down with a mallet, blow after blow.
The beautiful thing 1 It seemed like a murder."

The statue was what had been the Nausicaa's. I turned
away: I dared not ask for him.
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"le works as usual," said Giulio.
The little old brown woman tottered in, more than ever

like a dull dusky leaf that A breeze blows about feebly: she
shook me gently, and pointed to the fallen marble.

"It is as I told you it would be: the marble las killed
him," said his mother. "Yes, he works, he breathes, ho
moves, he speaks. There is nothing to see, perhaps,-not for
others,-but he is dead for all that. I am bis mother, and I
know-"

I crept away, sick, as with some remorse, and feeling as
though guilty of some heavy sin. Why had I meddled with
Fortune, the maker and mocker of men ? - Why~had I dared
to compel fate, that day when he had paused by me, to take
up the Wingless Love ?

What was my grief beside his? and what my wrong? Al
the great gifts of bis great soúl he had given ; and they had
been uncounted and wasted like water spilled upon the ground.

I crept through the myrtles downward, away from the
bouse where the statue lay shattered. ' The earliest of the
nightingales of the year was beginning her lay in some leafy
covert bard by, but never would he hear music in their piping
again ; ever,-any more than I should hear the song of the
Faun in the fountain.

For, the song that we hear with our ears is only the song
that is sung in our hearts.

And bis heart. would be forever empty. and silent, like a
temple that has bee burned with fire, and left standing, piti- '

ful and terrible, in mockery of a lost religion and of a for-
saken god.

CHAPTER XXIV.

THE months wore on,-those colorless, long, slow-footed
spaces of time, so heavy as they pass, so dead a blank to re-
muember and try to number, which all men and all .women
know into whose life bas come any great grief; spaces of time
where one lives and moves, and eats and drinks, and sleeps,
ay, and even may laugh perbaps (Heaven help one !), and yet
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all the while, as the mother of Maryx said, one is dead-
quite dead-for anïy pulse of real bright life that beats in us.

"What is she to you ?" my good friends· of the Rione
said. "Only a stray girl, come and gone,-no more. Have
reason."

Ay, truly she was no more to me; and yet she had taken
with her all the gladness I had, and all the peace; and when
I sat stitching leather for old Rome the world seemed very
dark.

I remained fettered, as the poor are fettered, hand and foot-
to the soil by poverty.

I had no other Hermes to.sell.
I stayed by my stail, stitching and seeing nothing that I

did, and doing my work so il that people were angry and
began to forsake me entirely,-those very poor folks whose
sandals and shoes I had always cobbled. gratis being the first
and loudest to say that I was purblind.

It did not matter very much ;> I wanted so very little 'for
myself, and I could always, get enough food-for the diöany
day, from Pippo's stove ; onlyall 4bejèeace of my simple life
was gone, and gone forever. It seems hard when one does
DO wrong, and has no envy or ill feeling of any kind, and
only takes delight in the mere open air and the mere move-
ment of life and the charm of the arts and-the innocent mys-
teries of study and antiquity.-it seems hard, I say, when
these things are one's joy and can hurt no one, to have all
one's pleasure in them dashed out of one's 'keeping like a
slender glass that is shivered on the grçund.

It seems hard.
But I tried to think that it did not matter. I was old,

and it was only dying a little before my time to have the days
become so gray and empty;-and the sky seem only a hollow

,gourd,. and the trouble of birth and of death feel too great
for the short, sad, hurried, impotent handful of years that
divided the two; and I stayed on at my stall, and the fountain
was only a confused and tiresome sound, and the hastening of
the people's feet over the bridge seemed cruel,-why did they
hasten, when mine could not ?-and all I sat thinking of was
of my dream in Borghese that summer noon when the white
tatues had awakened and spoken.

It was only a dream. No, of course ; it was only a dream.

e essene*wI
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Often I went there, and would have called to them to have
mercy; but they were only -marble: the beautiful1hespian
Love was mute as stone, and the Roman woman on her bier
kept the flowers of oblivion, close folded in her hands and
would not yield them.

It had been only a dream; only a dream.
"Oh, God! must she suffer for that?" I cried always in

ny heart, and wandered Rome stupidly; and, if a son can
hate his mother most revered, almost I hated the stones of
Rome. For I was sure that Hilarion had left or would leave
her ;and who could tell whether she were living or dead ?

Theywho live after Naxos are base; and she was holy as
any creature sleeping in a virgin martyr-tomb in the womb of
the -earth under'the-city laid to rest in tihe-h6pe of Christ.

Ah, yes! for a great love isa-gréât holiness. Ye fools and
pharisees eave rwise, because it is as far beyond you

aheL taÔ Tfthe night.
Rome itself seemed to me to shrivel and grow small, lying

in the circle of the mountains dead as the nymph Canens had
lain dead by Tiber's side.

Sometimes I would elimb up the winding road, and stand
under the cedars, and look at the sea from the heights above
the city, and wish and wish-

But I was old and poor.
Palès and I could only look till the blue gleam faded into

the dusk of night, and go back wearily with our heads drooped
to our corner by the fountain, the fountain in which there was
no music for us now, but only the noisy gushing of water
restless to escape, and the sharp ring of the women's brazen
jars.

Sometimes I would go and stand before my.lost Hermes.
"That was mine once," I said to a stranger who was calling it
most lovelyrwhere it stood on the mosaie floors, bathed in 'the
sunlight.

He looked at me in contempt, and went and spoke to one
of the Swiss guards, thinking me mad or drunk, no doubt.

I never dared to name her to Maryx,-never. There was
a look on bis face when I passed him by in the streets that
daunted one into fear and silence. But one night after several
months I came upon hi suddenly in the dead silence of the
Flavian 'amphitheatre.
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It was midnight and moonlight: the plants that then grew
like a green wreath in the travertine stood out clear in every
stem and leaf against the cold blue light of the skies; the
water glistened in the underground cells ; the newt ran and
the toad squatted in the seat of emperors.

I know not what in the silence and the solemnity of the awful '

place opened my lips. Stopping him, as he would have passed
me, we two alone in the.vast space, I told him all that I had
seen at Venice and all that I had gone thither meaning to do.

He shrank. with an irrepressible gesture at the first word, as
a man shrinks when a nerve in his fiesh is laid bare; then he
stood still and heard me to the'end.

He was a very proud man, and he had never said to ler or
to me or to any one that he had loved her.

He heard me in patience to the end; then he said, slowly,
with the paleness of a great suppressed emotion on bis face,-

"Yes; if one could strike him without striking her, do
you think I would have let him live a day ? Not that we
have any right, you and I. We are nothing to her! You
forget. We never had any hold on her, not even as her
friends. We gave, ler all we had to give ; it counted nothing:
that was not our fault, nor hers. We missed tlie way; he
found it."

Then he was silent.
He had found it; yes, he had found it without effort, cost,

or sacrifice, àud would turn aside from it when another path
beguiled him, as easily as a child runs a little way through the
daisies in a flowering meadow and then tires of it, he knows
not why, and throws lis gathered blossoms down, and runs
away.

Maryx looked up at the skies, where the moon was sailing
high in a clear space where the-storm-wreath of the clouds had
parted and left it free.

As its light fell on his features, one saw how aged they
were and worn, with all the bold and noble cast of them fa- g
tigued and hardened, and their lines deepened like the channel
of a river after a heavy flood. He had suffered very terribly,
this man whlo ·had owned to no suffering save such as the n
ruthless blows of his mallet on bis own marble had shown rt
when he had shattered the Nausicaa.. Cr

It was all still aboutus. The mighty place was in a deep

J -
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shadow. The statues of Christ were blacker than all the
rest, and the eross in the midst was shrouded in gloom. as
though it were the very hour of the crucifixion.

Maryx, whose hand leaned on it, shook, it with the force
of a sudden shudder that ran through him.

"IWe must wait. When he leaves lier, then-"
The Cross of'Christ bas been called in witness of many an

oath of vengeance, but it never heard one more just than' the
one that was then-sworn mutely by it.

Then he shook himself free of me, and went down among
the many ruins in the darkness.

He waited: that wa&-all. Vengeance only demands a long
patience.

And I, remembering, felt that he would have fey years to
wait.

CHAPTER XXV.

So the months passed by and became years, fulfilling their
course with' that terrible speed which sows the earth so thick
with graves.

I stitched on for the people of Rome, and the people said,
"He grows old; he bas no sport in him; let him be ;" and
very often therefore passed me by to hurry to another stall
before the old stone mouth of Truth, where there was a newly-
come cobbler of leather who had a very comical wit and had
very cheap prices. I do not know whether his work wore
well.- But I made enough to live on and get bread for Palès.
That. sufficed.

Very often I would go and look at my lost Hermes in the
gallery of the Vatican. I might as well never have sold
him;- but we know.everything too late.

And when the gaping foreign crowds, all frothy talk and
not a shred of knowledge or reverence amidst, them, gathered
round the pedestal he stood on, and praised him, I. wanted to
cry out to them, "Stand aside, ye fools! he is mine."

But he was not mine any more.
23



266 .A RIADNE.

Sometimes I used to wonder, would she be sorry, if she
knew that I had lost him?

But no doubt he was better there, and more fittingly in
place with the Jupiter Axur in the palace of the Pope. I
had never been great enough for him; I had only loved him;
and what use was that?

Time wore away, I say, and took the days and the weeks
and the months, and Rome was swept with the by-winds'of
winter and scorched with the sand-blasts of the summer, and
its travertine and its porphyry, and its old brick that has the
hues of porphyry, were transfigured into matchless glory with
every sun that set ; and my Ariadne came thither no more.

Where was she ? I knew not. She was not forsaken,
since Maryx stayed on in the city always, and I knew well
that he would not forget that urnuttered oath by the Cross.

He -was shut forever in bis room at work, they said. To
my sight, all the greatness had gone out of his work. But
the world did not see it. Before a great- fame the world is a
myope.

The cunning of his hand, and the force of it, and the
grace, were all there as of old, of course; for the consum-
mate artist, by long mastery of his art, does acquire at. last
what is almost a niechanical aptitude, and can scarcely do ill,
so far as mere form goes, even working with blind eyes. But
thsoul of all art lies in the artist's-own delight in it; and
Wwas nowlacking forever in his. These things that he
created had no-joy for him.

Men and women losing the thing they love lose much, but
the artist loses far more: for him are slaughtered all the
children of bis dreams, and from him are 'driven all the fair
companions of his solitude.

Maryx labored by day and by night in his house upon
the Golded Hill; but it was labor; it was no more creation,
and the- delight of creation. He worked from habit, from
pride, to save himself perhaps from madness; for there is no
friend or physician like work; but his old mother had said
rightly,-'he was like a dead man. He had never spoken any
word to me of her since that night in the amphitheatre. In-
deed, I saw him' but seldom. I felt that my preseuce was
pain to him, and I felt remorse. Why had I compelled For-
tune and b ught this evil upon him in the midst of his lofl.y,
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peaceful, and victorious life ? We are sorry meddlers, and
play with Fate too much.

He had -never reproached me; but for that very forbearance
my own conscience but rebuked nie the more.

One day I met him in the park oftlie Panfili Doría: they are
very grand and lovely, these woods, with their siopes of grass
that are like the moorlands of the North, and their old gnarled
oaks, and their empurpled hoards of violets, that are so many
you cannot tread in winter without crushing half a million
little fragrant hooded heads.

I had gone on an errand with a gardener's hob-nailed shoes;
he was walking againrst the wind, as men walk who would
escape from ghosts that will keep pace with them, ghosts that
the sunlight never scares âway.

He almost struck against me as he passed, and, pausing,
recognized me.

It was twilight in a wintry eve-; the sea-breeze was sweep-
ing keen and cold through the branches of the pines ; the
swans aid the statues by the.water's edge looked chill and
sadowy ; th/ bold uplands of the shelving turf were crisp
with glistening frost; the owls were hooting.

He looked at me in the sad twilight which lasts but such a
little moment here in Rome.

"It is you !" he said, with a gentle voice. "My old friend,
have I been neglectful of you, or unkind ? I have not seen
you for so long. But if there be anything you ever want of

"Nay, there is nothing," I said to him. " And we only
hurt each other. We both are waiting-"

Then I stopped, afraid that I should wound him ; for he
was very proud in some things.

"4Come- home with me now," he said, abruptly, takingt no
notice of my last words. l," Come home with me. You shall
see wy work.- Rome holds no better critic."

Then he turned, and we went downwards through the park,
under the broad branches of the ilexes, and the owls flapped
in our faces, and* the darkness fell, and the swans went off t)l
water to their neskamong the reeds; and we walked together
through the gates ýnd to bis own bouse, which was not far
distant, and where I had never been since the day that I had
seen the Nausicaa shattered on the floor.



The place was almost dark. We entered his studio, and
hc struck a liglt, and I began to see the glimmer of the
marble's and the plaster's wliteness. We had walked quite in

silence: what could we say to each other, he and 1?
He drew the shrouding cloths off a great group, and the

liglhts from above fell on it.
Its name matters nothing: it stands to-day before the

senate-house of a great nation. It was a composition' from
the heroic age. I.t was majestic, pure, -and solemn; there was
not a false line in it, nor a weak one; it had the consummate
ease, and strength that only the trained h;and of a perfect
master can commiand; yet-

What was it lacking in-it ?
It was.hard to tell. But it was lifeless. It was work,

compoisition,_not art. It was like a dead body from which the
soul has fled. I looked at it in silence.

"IWell ?" he asked, and watched my face. Then, before I
could measure my words to tell the truth yet veil it, he;
scanning my face, read my mind, and cast the cloths back
again, and laughed aloud,-a laugh that I can hear still when
I sit and think and the night is quiet.

"IAh, it does not deceive you any more than me! 'You see
it aright. It is imposture. It will cheat the world. It cannot
cheat you or me. It is a lie. Look at it: it is the first
thing I ever sold to any man that has no shadow of myself
put into it, no beauty in my sight, nio preciousness or gladness
for me, no thought or soul of mine blent with it to make it as
strong and holy as a man's labors can be. Lt is a lie. It
is not art: it is cold, hard, joyless, measured, mechanical,
-like àny stone creature that the copyist sits and chips
from some plaster model of the galleries, and calls a godI
I always thought so, felt so. Who knows our work as we the
makers do? And now I am certain, looking on your face.
Hush! Do not speak. Tell·me no lies. The thing is lie
enougih."

L was silent.
It was of no use to seek to foist on him the empty phrases

of an artificial compliment , he would have seen through
them and despised me.

The light from above fell on the half-shrouded group and
on his face: his eyes had a terrible anguish in them, sueh as
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one could picture in a wounded lion's that feels his mighty
strength ebbing away and.cannot rise again.

The lamp that he held he dashed upon the floor; the
flanie was extingtrished on the stone.

Look at that lirht!" he said. "A moment, less than a
moment, and it is quenched,-just falling: that is the light
in us who think ourselves the light of the world. One blow,
and we are in darkness forever. We make Zeus in rage and
Christ with pity; we should make them both only laughing:
any god must Iaugh. Look ! men have called ne great, and
stronger than most of them I may have been; and they will
go on calling me great, and great everything that I do, sheerly
from habit's sake, and the force of memories, and the imita.
tion of numbers. But for me, I know very well I shall never
be great any more. The cunning may stay in my hand, but
the soul is gone out of my body, and the art in me is dead.
1 am an artist no more. No more !"

lie was silent a little while, gazing out through the un-
shuttered windows into the starless~ night. The quenched
lamp lay at his feet.

"Look!" he said, suddenly, all the long-imprisoned suffer-
ing of so many months of silence breaking loose- like a river
longr pent ûp and breaking its banks. "Look! From a little
lad, all I cared for was art. Going behind my mule over the
stony ground, I saw only the images I had seen in the
churches, and the faces of the gods, and the saints.- Starving
and homeless in Paris, I was happy as a bird of the air, because
the day showed me beautiful shapes, and by night in sleep I
saw lovelier still. When fame came to me, and the praises of
men, ang their triumphs, I was glad because by such means I
could give my years to the studies I loved and the visions of
my brain in palpable f'orm to the people. Never once was I
proud with the pride of a fool; but I was glad,-ah, God !
I was glad. The stubborn stor e obeyed me, submissive as a
slave; I delighted in mny strength ; I knew my mastery my
labor was beautiful to me, and waking I thought of its and
went to it as to the sweetest mistress that could smile on earth.
When one loves an art, it is the love of the creator and of
the offspring both in one ; it *is the joy of the lover and- of
the child ; when it fails us, what can the whole world guive ?
And new in me it is dead,-dead,---dead. I care for the

23*
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narble no more than the workman that hews it for daily
bread. It says nothing to me now. It is blank and cold, and
I curse it. I shall never make it speak any more. I am pal.
sied before I am old !"ym

Then his head drooped upon his breast; he dropped do*n
on the bench beside him, and covered his face with his hands.

'He had forgotten that I was there.
I went away in silence, and left him, not to see a great man

wéép.
What comfort could one give to bim ?
Verily the sculptures of the Greeks were right. Bove burns

up the soul.

CHAPTER XXVI.

DAYs and weeks and months went by, for time devours so
fat. .It.wa again fuil sûmmier,-the gerce, fair summer of
thie South,-and I was sitting vacantly one night by the stall,
with the laip swiunging on ite çord above my head, and the
din of the laughter, and the swish of the oars in the water,
and the light low chords of the twanging guitars, and the
merry steps of the young ynen and maidens on the~bridge, all
sounding discordant and hatefül on my ears, as they had
always in the old time 'sounded welcome and musical; and
this, I do thini, as I have said before, is one of the unkindest
things of sorrow, that it makes us alnost loathe the gay and
innocent mirth af oth'ers.

I was sitting so, I say, with the moonlight all'silvery about
my feet, and the people 'around me dancing our beautiful
native saltarella, that since the foreigners have come in such
shoals our lads and lasses have grown almost ashamed of,
learning to jig and jump instead, with no more grace than the
stranger from-over mea, for want of grace is progress .zoo, it
seems. And now, being summer, there were oo foreigners to
look on and make them blush for being graceful, so they
danced that perfect dance in the space betwixt tke fountain
and the streets and Isataloof and weary in the moonlight,
with the sound of the tambourines thumping through my
Ibrain.

rn-.'



Suddenly a band feU 'on my shoulder. It was that of

I am going away. Here I -shall lose my brain before Ilose my life. When one is strong, one does not die. Youbave seen,--I arn like a paralytie. Perhaps travel may dosomething. You will, not speak of me. Go and visit mymother. I shall be away till I feel some force to work, oruntil- e
lie did -not end his phrase, but I understood it as it stood.He meant, until he heard that she had been forsake. Isaud y nothing to him. I knew that he was no longer
He looked at nýy'A lo Sandaliarius, the little white figure

that he had sculptu in the days of his youth, when he hadbeena lustrous-eyed, eager-limbed lad, filled with a noble andbuoyant fervor.of life and that faith in his own strength whichcompels the dAtiny it eraves.
A great anguish came into his eyes.< Ah ! to go back five-and-twenty years ;-who would' notgive his very soul to do it ? Well, I bave all I wished forthen; and what use is it ?"
Then, as if ashamed, he paused, and addel, in a colder,calmer voice,-
" I cannot tell where I may go,-the East, most likely.Comfort my mother. You are a good man. Farewell, myfriend.*" 

.He pressed my hand, and left me. bThe sky seemed emptier, the world seemed payer, thanbefore. But he did wisely to go,-that I knew.. Here, inac-tion and the desperate pain of failing force would gnaw at hisvery vitals, till he woujd curse himself and weep before thegenius.of his own works, as did your northern Swift. Forthere can be nothing sq, terrible as to see your Boul dead whilstyet. your body still lives .s
So I was left alone in the city, and the days and weeks andnonths crept slowly on; "ohne Hast, ohne R.st," as the<German says of the stars. Only, when oùe has neither theeager joy of hastp nor the serene joy of rest, lire isltapoor and wearisome. thing, that crawls foot-sore, like galle(mule.on a stony way.
The mother of MaryxIeft all alone on the Garden/HliI, did
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not murmur: she understood few things, but she understood
why he was gone.

"I always said that it would be so. I always said it," she
muttered, with ber feeble hands feeling the wooden cross at
her neck, that she had worn ever since ber first communion,
when she had been a little bright brown-eyed girl, no doubt,
clanking in ber wooder shoes over the sunburnt fields. "You
see, because he had mastered that wicked thing so long, and
struck it and hewn it into any shape he chose, and made a
slave of it, he thought it never could harm him; but I knew.
His father used to laugh, and say, 'IHow can it hurt me ? It
is I who hurt it, hewing it out of its caverns.and breaking it
up into atoms.' But all the same one day it had its revenge,
-and crusled. him. He was only a common, rough hewer of
stone. Oh, I know ! And my son is great, and a kind of
king in his way; but it is all the same: the marble does not
forgive. It bides its time, then it strikes in its turn."

And she accepted what it had brought ber, with the kind
of numbness of mingled despair and patience which is the
peasant's form of resignation to the will of God. In her
fancy, the marble never forgave its masters; in mine, I thought,
" what art ever forgives its followers, when they open their
eyes to behold any beauty outside its own?"

Love art alone, forsaking all other loves, and she will make
you happy, with a happiness that, shall defy'the seasons and
the sorrows of time, the pains of the vulgar and the changes
of fortune, and be with you day and night, a light that is never
dim. But mingle with it any human love, and art will look
forever at you with the eyes of Christwhen he loqked at the
faithleu follower as the cock crew.
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CHAPTER XXVII

So time went on, and the old woman spun ber fiax in the
beautiful house on the hill, and grew feebler and a little blind;
and I, down in my corner by the fountain, worked for my
bread in torrid summers and in icy winters, and grew gloomy,
they said, and pleased but few ; and my neighbors said, "what
did it matter to you?-to you nothing happened. It was
not as if she had been your daughter."

And, indeed, nóthing had happened to me, of course; only
all the simple pleasures of .life were dead and gone, and the
wrinkled faces of the old manuscripts said nothing to me, and
the spell of the arts forme was broken ; and I should have
cared nothing though my foot had laid bare all the jewela of
the Faustinas, or the lost Cupid of Praxiteles.

For a great sorrow is like that subtle poison which is
carried by a carrier-fly in summer, and the paralysis of it runs
through all the nerves, and the nearest and the most distant
are alike stricken and numb.

It is murder to take lifè; but perbaps to take away all the
joy of life is a more cruel thing, in rèal truth.

How was,it with her? Was the false and faithless joy that
bad allured her gone from.her ? Was she -left alone ?

I sat and wondered, till the sunlight on the stones seemed
to scorch my eyes blind, and the sweet noise of the falling
water sounded hideous.

Rome is so beautiful whliu it lies under the splendor of its
heavens of light; but it had ceased to be anything to me save
a prison that held my body, while my sick soul was far away
over strange lands, seeking-seeking-

I had.little hope that he would be faithful to her, or merciful
in any way ;-yetsometimes I fancied that that perfect love of
hers, and her entire innocence of evil, and her many high ana
rare gifts, might se gain evena nhim, that it would not be quite
with her as it had been with others. So I fancied, hoping
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against hope, and sitting stitching by my old place under the
shadow of the old eccle4iastical walls.

Hilarion came no more to-Rome.
It was not fear that kept him away: he was one of the

boldest of men., It was, probably, that dislike to moral pain,
and instinctive avoidance of it, which was very strong in his
temperament. It was also, perhaps, some pang of conscience ;
for his conscience was always fully awake to the evil he did,
and the worst thing in him was that, knowing it, he delib-
erately selected it. But -then, indeed, to him and. to his
achool there is no clear right and no clear wrong in anything.
Al men were irresponsible in his sight, being born without any
will of their own, and all adrift in a chaotie darkness that had
no beginning or end.

Hilarion came no more to Rome, and the beauty of Dalla
was wasted on the empty air and on the peasants, who had no
eyes to behold it, but only saw the locust on the wheat-stalk,
the beetle in the vine-leaf, the fever-mist in the reedy places
by the rivera, and all the other sore and various curses of their
daily lives.

If any asked for news of him there, they always said that
they knew nothing. Perhape it was true. Hilarion was one
of those .who have many houses i many lands, but have no
home.

They are common in your generation.
Of little Amphion, also, I had seen no more since that fatal

night.
Al about me the life was unchanged. 'My neighbors played

their trisella and zecchinetto as of old ; Ersilia scolded and
labored, with a wrinkle the more betwixt her-black brows;
Pippo cooked, and Pipistrello played;- and the youngsters
skipped upon the stones to the twanging of lute and viol and
the thump of tambourine ;' and the nightingales sang in the
gardens; and the goats rang their bella with early daylight
down the streets.

But to me all the world seemed dead,-dead as Nero's
unlughtered millions were beneath the soil

A year had gone by since Maryixhad leftRome, and it was
summer again,-full summer, with all the people going out,
in merry, honest fooling, to the country, and the lusty-lunged
reapers coming through the streets all the night long, singing,
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with the tasseled corn in their hair, and the poppies behind
their ears.

Ah,'the poppies !-Love's gift.
When I saw them I grew more heart-sick than before, and

all the loud sonotous reaping-songs beat on my ears with a
stupid hateful sound.

One night they came by me over the biidge, louder and
more mirthful tlan ever, and the girls of our streets were
dancing the saltarlla with some young fisher-fellows from the
boats below, auall of a sudden the harmless, noisy joyous-
ness of it all smote me so sharply that I could not bear it
any longer, and I rose up and walked'away.

Ail the day long, and some time before, I do not know why
it was, but a sudden restlessness had seized on me, and-that
kind of feeling of somnething strange about me which one bas
at times; nervous dpression, wise men say, and weak men
call such things presentiments.

I felt a loathing of those blithe guitars, and shaking tam-
bourines, and handsome maidens., I rose.and called Palès,
and strolled away in the white still night along the familiar
ways. By night Romae isstill a city for the gods: the shadows
veil its wounds, the lustre silvers all its atones; its silence is
haunted as no other silence -is; if you have &ith, there where
the dark gloss of the laurel leaves brush the marble as in
Agrippa's time, you will see the immortals passing by. Iu
earlier days I had seen them,-days when no human affection
chained my thot h to earth: now I went over the stones
bent, and blind, and only thinking,-thinking,-thinking.
When we can only think, and cannot dream, thei truly we
are old.

I went along through the Forum, and past the arch of
Trajan, and through Constantine's, out on that broad road
between ihe mulberry-trees, with the ruins of the innumer-
able temples standing everywhere amidst the fields and gar-
dens, the reapen corn and the ripening cherries.

The road curves to the left, as every one knows, and goes
to the haths of the poor madman, Caracalla; and there are
shapeless mounds of brick and stone and rubble everywhere
among the turf and the tilled soil, and you know that they
were all sacred one day, and beautiful, with domes, and porti-
cees, and columns, and high-springing arches, and througing
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multitudes worshiping in them, and the smoke of sacrifice
ascending, and the great statues standing with serene faces
iminutable and calm amidst the uproar of emotion and of
prayer.

The night was still and luminous; a million stars were
bhining in the violet blue above; all was quiet, with only the
sound of hooting owls that fiëw from the looming mass of the
Flavian theatre behind me in the dark. I thought of the
broad burning noons, of the gathered people, of the knife of
the priest, of the fail of the ox, of the fountain of blood, of
the freny of death, of the worship of Attis, of all that came
with the accursed Syrian races to ruin Rome with its lusts.

I thought, and shuddered, and went on, and forgot them:
what mattered the fall of the gods or the nations?-I had
not been able to keep pure and ii safety one short human
life.• •

It was midsummer time, and the scents of the land were
all sweet and heavy about one; the reaped wheat leaned against
the broken altar, and the eut clover was piled by -the forsaken
lararium ; the air was alight and alive with 'ireflies, and the
crickets alone *answered the owls singing among the stalks of
the corn.

The mighty red masses of the baths rose in sight: they
were not red now, but brown and gray, stripped of their mar-
bles, and bare in the moonlight, with the bushes blowing on
their summits, and the many things that only venture forth
by night, creeping over the mosaic floors that once had felts s
many million soft, white, useless feet glistening with the un-
guents and the perfumes there.

l that warm summer night the scents of-the innumerable
bird-sown plants and fiowers war sweet upon the night as. ever
was the stream of fragrance poured over patrician limbs in
these recesses, now so dark and drear and given over to the
stoat and the newt, in that eternal irony of mortal fame which
seemas always to laugh aloud through Rome.

It was a hiding-place for thieves in -that time; but 1 could
have ne fear, I, old and poor, without a coin of value on me.
I walked through it, unthinking; thinking only of that long-
abiding sorrow which had fallen upon me and others because
I had meddled with the great goddess of Proeneste.

Now, at that time the place was perilous and quite un-
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guarded; beggars slept there, and thieves also if they chose;
and so it was not strange that away from the broad moonlight,
just where the mosaie pavement slopet down under the frag-
ment of marble cornice in the central hall, there was rough
work and some evil thing being done: there was an old man
being held and searched by two sturdy halfclad rogues.

I was old too, but very strong, and I had my knife. The
thieves were but two: they fled without my touching them,
thinking the guards were behind me,-ed, and having no
wound worse than that from Palès's sharp teeth. The old
man muttered many curses aind few blessings: he had been
robbed of a -few copper coins: he was very poor, he said.
Looking in his haggard face I saw that he was the old man,
Ben Sulim, of the Ghetto.

I gave him back his curses, and set him with his face to
the moonlight, and bade him begone.

Tbcn he would have thanked nie; but I strode away from
him out over the vineyards where there, used to..be all those
opeù i»arble courts for the Romans' sports and daily gossip-
ing. A hare ran before me into a sheaf of corn, a broad-
winged owl flew slowly like a puff of smoke borne on a slow
wind: they ,ere all that held the place of the Roman people
now.

I walked homeward by many a mile across the pale Cam-
pagna, sweet with flowering thyme, and rife with' fever, and
backward into Rome by way of the Lateran church and
palace: it was full dawn when I reached my stall and slept.
I thought no more of the accident of the night,.-save now
and then I wished I had not meddled with the'thieves.

It was far into the vintage month, and the first dreariness
of rain was falling, when a messenger came to meeafrom the
Fimara, and bade me, as a good and Clristiaê' man, go
d9wn into the Ghetto to see a dying man who .ski:d .for rue.
At first I would not go; then 1 thought of her and went:
heavep forgive me for such hardness of soul! Before death
al men have title to our bel.

I went,-indeed, I hastened; for I knew not what it might
not bode for her. 'But, with all rny haste, I was too late:
my momentary hardness and reluctanée had ,made me too,
late: the old man was in the agonies of .death when I
climbed to his wretched door, and, thoughb his sunken eyes
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looked at me with pain, he could not speak, and in a few sec-
onds more bis last breath passed his lips.

It was., in squalor, nakedness, and misery that he died;
died indeed, they said, rather of want of food, and from un-
natural deprivations of all kinds, than of any malady.

Yet there was a notary waiting there; aud when he indeed
lay.stark aqd lifeless and gray in death's rigidity upon the
planks of bis miserable bed, the 'nan said, softly-for men
who are not reverent of death are reverent of wealth,-" He
was the richest man in the Ghetto."

And thus it proved.
What he would have said to me, no man could tell; but by

all the people round him his large possessions had been long
suspected.

The Syrian Jew had died as so many a miser bas died in
this world, a starved and wretched skeleton,-but leaving a-ms
of wealth behind him, and no word of any kind to will it, for
death had come upon him unawares, and no doubt, like all men
whose treasures lie in things of earth, the very thought .of
death had always been shunned and put away by him.

, There was a great outery in thè place,.and great agitation,
for he had lived and died a bad and cruel man, and had been
much hated even by bis own people, and had alwafsbn
thought- a usarer, and now it seemed there w'as no kind of
wealth he had not owned in secret,-gold and silver, scrip'and
bond, and, though none of bis persuasion can owla house or
band in Rome, many of those Ghetto leases, one bf i4ich is
thought a fine fair fortune.

Would the wealth all fall to the -State, lapse to the Church?
That was the excitement of the quarter as the men of law,

when the lean friightftibody of him had been-shoveled into the
earth of their burial-place going' towards 'Aventine, spent~ail
the long. hours of theday unearthing all the evidenees of his
riches, and, though sunset was,.near at hand, yet were far off
the close of their labors, searching and sealing from' morn to
eve.

I said nothing to pny one, but went home, got those paperq
which she-had first put il) mybands in those early daya wben
she had lived under the shadow of my Hermes, and-took them
to thbse chambers in: the Vatican where dwelt ,my mighty
friend, who had risen to be a cardinal, and very mighty and
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powerful, and was a good and generous man withal; for in those
days one could do.nothing without a voice from the Vatican,
and'with it could do everything in Rome.

He was a good man, and a great man, and had never for-
gotten that but for my poor service to him in hib-youth he in all
likelihood would never have lived to wear the broad scarlet hat
above bis level classie brows.

He was kind ; he was even interested ; he kept the matter
in bis own bands; he could propel the law, and fulifil it; in a
word, he so acted that the chief treasures of ýthe dead man
awaited her whenever ehe should claim them.

I only told him I had lost ber, and all clue to her. I could
not tell him of Hilarion.

Why do all thipgs come too late ?
The-Easterr people say the gods sit above and laugh to see

the woe and perplexityand the pain of men: verily, devils them-
selves mighit eep before thosetwo little words, " Too late."

When he told me that this should certainly be so,-that if
I could find ber l#ing, and bring ber into Rome, she should
become possessor -of all this strange accursed wealth, got to-
gether, none knew how, throughout a long lonely life of horri-
ble barrenness and hatred of all human things,-when he told
me, I say, I felt giddy.

I remember coming out from his gracious presence, and
passing dowh those gigantic staircases between -the Swiss in
their yellow jerkins and their cuirasses of steel, and going out
along the long stone passages into the daylight like a drunken
man.

Had il been but a little earlier, only a little earlier!Had it
come onlyjust ere the earth had had time to bear and blossom
and be reaped for harvests these two short summers!

What was the shield of Athene -beside the shield of base
gold ?

What power had love or the arts to shelter, compared with.
the mere force of wealth ?

I cursed the dead man in bis.grave.
Brutal it might be, but I was so,'4 tal fs one may-be

wbo in savage wars sees the daughter of al-I heart and hearth
disbonored and lying lifelesà, with a sword- rust in ber breast,
when so little could have saved her,--jus a momént,-just a
word



I went down out of the Vatican into the noble sunlit square,
where in a bigh west wind the fountairs were tossing like
waves of the sea, all foam, and blown. aloft in a storm; and the
black shadow of the niighty obelisk was traveling slowly across
the whiteness of the place, like the shadow of the arm of
Time.

Within, in the Sistine vaults, there were the multitudes
come to judgment, and the opening heavens, and the yawning
graves, and the awful greatness that is veiled in the dusk, as
the voices chant the "Misere misere." When the day pre-
figured there breaks, will none -rise to ask why salvation came
toolate?

CHAPTER XXVIIL

I WENr to Pippo, and I said to him,-
"IYou are an old friend, and a true one: will you lend me

a sum of money ?" and I assured him that for what I wanted
there were things enough still in the chamber to give him back
his loan, if that was what he feared.

But Pippo scratched his head mourufully.
"IDear one, do not ask it," said he. "Friendship s a sturdy

plant, a sweet herb and a savory, but when it touches the
purse-strings-somehow it shrivels. I should be loath ,to love
you less. So let us say nothing about mnoney."

It was wise in him, no doubt, and-be proceeded to show
that it. was because of his very love for me that he spoke so,
after cooking for me more than a score of years, and charging
me at pleasure.

Ersilia, who had listened as she washed her clothes on the
edge of the well in the yard, hung her linen to d y, then fol-
lowed me out.

I" I have money; takeit," said she,-" if it be to find her,
or to do any good for ber. And when you see her, tell ber
that I bave promised ber Lady six candles as talt as I am if
only she w.ill bring ber back ; but, to besure, she nçver cared
for these things, nor believed in them. Nay, take the money.
I am not like Pippo. You will pay me back ; and if not-

20 A RIADNE.



-ARIADNE. 2

not. I have cursed ber many a time, but I would walk bare-
foot to bring ber back."

I saw the hot tears in ber fierce black eyes with the b*own
wrinkles round them: she was a stern and hasty soul, but her
heart was true.

But I would not take a woman's money, and I went and
unlocked the chamber of mine, that I never had entered since
the day that -had sold Hermes, which had been to me as the
bidding to bind his son to the altar must have been to Abraham
of old.

And I took the other things that I had, the Etruscan arm-
let, and the bronze catacomb lamp, and the beautiful fire-
blackened flower-crowned colossal head, and sold them to men
who have the heart to chaffer and deal in such sacred things,-
I never bad been able to do it,-an.d put the money that they
gave me in a leathern bag, and set off un nMyway.d4he-gided
city that Hilarion best lov

For there I knew that quite easily I or any one could hear
of him. and know at once whither he had gone, and wh was
with him.

"Bring ber back !" -Ah, dear God.from the path"<shad
taken there is no return. .

Yet I went to search for ir, baving these tidings of-hèr
inheritance.

I took the money, and made up my little pack as in the
days of my wanderings, so that it strapped tightly on my
back, and called to Palès to come with me, and left Rome once
more. It was in the light shining weather of early autumn,
when the air is once more elastic after the swooning heats of
summer, and there is the scent of fresh wine everywhere upon
the wind, and oranges begin to fall at your feet, ait you walk,
and the arbutus begins to redden its berries, and the mnaize has
its embrowned plumes, tall as the saplings of maple.

It matters nothing how I fared, toiling on through the
white dust along that road by the sea, with- the blue waves
underneath and -the green palms above me.

I walked ail the way: the sum of my money was small, and
I could not tell how soon I miglat need it. Often I paid My
night's lodging and supper by an hour of stitching at broken
shoe-leather, and Palès if tired never complained.
*Iknew a dog once who,taken from its-home in Paris to
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new owners in Milan, ran away from the unknown master, and
found its way on foot all those nany weary miles, across the
mountains, back to Paris, and died upon the doorstep ot' its
old home. This is true; no fancy, but a fact: will you heed
it, ye who call the animals duib beasts?

I only did what that poor lonely little dog found possible,
huntcd and baffled, and tormented with hunger and thirst, as
no doubf it must have been, all along the cruel strange high-
ways.

I walked along the sea-road first, and then across the great
central plains of France, and it was fair autumn weather al-
ways, broken only by noble storms-that swept the land majes-
tically and made the swollen rivers rise.

The air had the first crispness of wi'nter when I entered the
city of Paris.

I was weary in limb and brain, but I went straight to the
house of Hilarion.

I had not seen it since the night that Lilas had died there.
It was in a by-street, being an old small palace in a noble but
antiquated quarter: it had belonged to his mother's people in
other centuries: it stdod between court and garden, and was
darkened by some stately trees of lime and chestnut. I found
it not without difficulty. It was evening : I rang at the large
bronze gate-bell, without thinking what I should do when it
was answered.

An old servant came and replied to me through the bars of
the gates. Hilarion was not there; he had gone away in the
spring ; no doubt he would return soon for the winter ; they
could not tell where he was; no, there was no one in the house
except domestics. That was ail he said, or would say,-being
trained to silence, no doubt.

I turned away, and went into the busier streets, Palès
clinging close to me, for the blithe and busy gayety, and the
crowds, and the glitter, and the innumerable lamps make these
streets so strangely bewildering after the dusky moonlit ways
of Rome, with their vast flights of stairs, and their great de-

'erted courts, and their melody of murmuring waters, and
their white gloonr of colossal marbles or gigantic domes.

The city wa all in' the height of a fine frosty winter night's
merrimeut. and what seemëd to me after such long absence
incredible multitudes, all light-hearteU and light-fôoted, were
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pouring down the streets, going to theatres or-cafés or other
places of diversion, with the lights al sparklincg among their
trees, and the windows of their shops and frontages of their
buildings all gay with color and ornament and invitation to
amusement.

I felt my head whirl,-I who had sat so long by the moss-
grown fountain in the wall, where even Carnival had reeled
away without touching me, and had left me quiet.

I sat down on a bench under a plane-tree, and tried to col-
lect my thoughts.

Now that I had come, wha't could I do? how nearer was I?
I seemed to myself to have come on a fool's errand.

Under the tree was one of those gay little painted metal
houses they call kiosks, where they sell newspapers always,
and sometimes volumes as well. In this little minaret-
shaped toy, witih its bright gas, and its ear-ringed black-haired
girl to sit in it, I saw Hilarion's name in large letters: there
was a new poem of his on sale there, just as Martial's used to
be at "the shop of Pallion, the freedman of the noble Lucan,
by the Temple of Peace."

The volume was calied Fauriel.
I asked the woman if it were selling weil. She laughed at

me for an ignoramus : who was I that did not know that all
Paris thought and spoke of nothing else?

I bought the slender, clear-typed book. I sat down under
the trees and read it, Palès at my feet.

It was beautiful. He seldom wrote anything that was
otherwise. He had the secret of a perfect melody, and the
sense of unerring color and form.

It had but a slight' story: Fauriel loved and wearied of
love; there was little else for a theme; but the passion of it
was like a pomegranate-blossom freshly burst open to the kiss
of noon; the weariness of it was like the ashes of a charnel-
house, which craves contrasts, as the sick palate craves to be
burnt and cloyed.

The union was intoxication to his own generation.
I sat under the leafless branches and read the book by the

light of the lamps above me. There were bands playing near,
some wheeling, waltzing, dreamy measure; the verse seemed
to go with the musie; the crowd went by, the many wheels
were a sound like the sea; beyond at the end was the white
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pile of Napoleon's arch, and wintry masses of trees, and count-
less lights:-if I look at a line of the poern now, all the scene
cornés back to me.

As I read, the scorching passion, like a sand-wind that
burns and passes,-the hollow love, that even in its first fresh
vows was not sincere,-the cruel analysis, the weary contempt
of human nature,-the slowvoluptuous and yet indifferent
analysis of the woman's loveliness and of the amorous charrn
that could no more last than lasts the heetic flash of the sky
at evening-time,-they all seemed to eut into my very flesh
like stripes.

I seemed to hear her doom in them; the letters seemed
stamped in fire.

I read it as a man reads a death-warrant, seeing from be-
ginning to end, as it were, in one flash of horrible comprehen-
sion. It told me no more than I knew, indeed; and yet it
seemed to kill all hope in me,-because this book was freshly
written, and it told me that the poet of it knew nothing of
love save its brutality and its satiety; and how as a lover could
he give any more than he knew ?

It frenzied me. It seemed to me as if I saw her dead, and
he showing all her unveiled beauties to the gaze of men, as
Nero showed in death Açgrippina. I tore the paper cdver off
it, and the pages with their delicate printng, and bit them
through and through with my teeth, and flung them on the
ground and to the winds.

People passing by must have thought me madi: the boys of
the streets ran and caught the flying pages from the gutter to
make then into any of thy ten thousand.-uses that the in-
genuity of poverty can teaeh them. Then I rose and tried to
remember where I was, and to find my way to a cheap house
of call where I had used to live with the comedians twenty
odd years before.

That little hostelry had been pulled down to make way for
the blank, glaring, dreary, plastered piles which your modorn
architects love, and which have no more story in them, or ligtht
and shaae, or meaning of any kind, than has an age-worn
coquette's hard enameled face.

The little wine-shop, once the abode of much harmless me-
riment and wise content, had been pulled down; but I founA
another, that suited me, and stayed on in Paris, going everv
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night and day to stare up at Hilarion's bouse, and ring at the
closed gateland receive the same answer, until the keeper of
the gate grew angry, and threatened to hanod me over to the
keeping of the gendaormes.

No doubt wiser folks and richer ones would have gone at once
to the aid of the law to find her or hear of her, in many vari-
ous ways; but I was afraid: we Trasteveriti have no love of
the law, or of its administrators, high arid low, and I thought
it best, rightly or wrongly, to keep close my own counsel.

Once. passing a great public place, newly erected and very
handsome in the soulless sort of splendor which is the highest
that your modern architecture ever reaches, J saw through the~
ranges of the columns in its halls the Nero and the Actæa
high-throned in a place of honor.

The young artists were speaking of it.
"How perfect it is !" said one. "l ie is a great nan."
"Ay, truly," said the other; " and what a beautiful life his

bas been !-beautiful as any Greek's in Ægina. If there be
one whom I envy- "

I hurried out of the hall, sick at beart.
It had been a beautiful life indeed, and I had ruined it

when I had bidden him take the face of his Actæa from my
Ariadne.

So ill does the world judge: seeing but the golden-green
burnished smooth side of the laurel leaf, and not knowing the
bifterness and the poison in it for hitm who chews it.

Fame consoles, say the vulgar: oh, fools! that which has
the strength to achieve fame bas also the strength that inten-
sifies the pang of every woe.

Going through the streets, with Palès clinging to my heels,
not noticing any of the sights and sounds about me, but see-
ing before my eyes, as tbough they were written everywhere,
upon the stones and in the sky, those beautiful vile mocking
verses and treasures of language, sent to show the hopeless
vainness of all human loves, the music of a flute divinely
played caught my dull ear and made me pause.

There is so much music in Paris always that I cannot tell why
this should have had power to enter my brain and make me
stop, but so it was; and Palès pricked her sandy fox-like ears,
-as though in that multitude of strangers seeing some familiar
face. I went where the flute was being played, before coffee-
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house door, beneath the roadside trees, under the bright still
skies and the desert of gas-lights.

It was bard to see the player, for there were so many people
crowding round and sitting at ease upon green iron chairs,
sipping coffee and eating sweet things, for the night was serene
and not cold. But I listened on the edge of the crowd, and
though a+i flutes have but one voice among them, yet it
seenied to me that this one spoke with the sweet sad sound
that I had heard at Daïla when the peaches had been ripe,
and, edgi ng in a little nearer, I saw that the player was Am-
phion, whom I had°never seen from the night that he had
sent Maryx and niyself to the sea'shore in time to behold the
vanishing sail.

When I had returned to Rome after that time I had
utterly forgotten him, and when, remembering, I reproached
myself and asked of him, I had been able to hear nothing:
the fisherman by Quattro Capi could only say he had been an
honest though not a useful lad whilst with hini, and had gone
away,-out of the city, for aught that he knew.

And now I was sure that this was Amphion playing here,
with the small olive face, and the big black eyes, and the
nervous girlish hands, and making such soft, sweet, wailing
music that even the Paris crowd was still and touched.

When the music ceased, he took off the flat scarlet cap that
he wore on bis dark curls, and held it out to those whlio had
listenèd; they were numerous, and all gave willingly. The
flute he played on was a common one of ebony,-'ot the silver
flute of lila. He divided it and slipped it in bis breast, as
bis way always had been, then came out of the crowd.

I stopped him. "IDo you know me ?" I said. "Where
are you going ? Why do you struggle like that ?"

For he was trying to escape me.
He stood still, finding me resolute, but his face was down-

cast, and bis voice faltered, as he stammered some ill-connected
words of where he lived and how it fared with him: then,
looking me suddenly in the face, the tears sprang into his
eyes, andi he drew me aside hurriedly down into a passage-
way.

'" You are old and poor. I can tell you," he said, quickly.
"I shall not be jealous of you. You care for her; but you
cannot kee h'er. .Come home with me, and I will tell you."

- I
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"She is in the city, teen ?" I said, with a great leap at ny
heart, and a dizziness before my sight.

"Yes, yes," he said, impatiently. "Come home with me."
I 19pt pace with his lithe and quick young steps to a house

on the river.
"You will make me lose money," he said, restlessly looking

backward at the crowded-and illumninated streets we left.
He had changed sorely from the pretty soft lad that he had

been at Daïla ; poverty and feverish passions, and the air and
the ways of cities, had pinched and wasted his features, an'
given a false color to his worn cheeks, and a piteous eager-
ness to bis glance. He drew me aside in a little passage-
way, where there was a bench under a pear-tree, and a signî
of a silver deer swinging, as I well remember, in the artificial
lighit.

"Sit down," he said, imperiously, and yet timidly. "You
will say E have done wrong, no doubt. But if the time was
to come over again I would not do otherwise. I could not."

I shook with impatience.
"Who cares what you have done or left undone ?" I cried,

cruelly, " who cares ? Tell me of ber: has lie left ber ?"
Amphion laughed aloud.
"Have you read Fauriel ?"
"I have. bad it read to me. I can understand the tongue

now. Have you read it? Oh, it is beautiful, so the world
says: it is beautiful, no·doubt. Only reading it! why do you
ask?"

A great heart-sickness came over me: I held him with both
my hands on bis arm.

"For the love of God, tell me in a few words. Since you
know everything, it would seem,-is she near me now ? Is
she living ? Has he forsaken ber quite ?"

Amphion was silent, thinking.
"Come with me," he said, and turned towards the quarter

where the gray Seine was gliding-in the noonlight through
Old Paris, the Paris of Philippe d'Orléans and of th Reine
Isabeau.

Something in the boy's look and the sound -of the voice
froze my blood in my veins and nailed my tongue to my
4hroat.

I thought to see ber lying dead, or perhaps to see some
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nameless wooden cross above the ditches where the friendless
and forlorn lie buried.

I could not ask him another word. Palès crept after us
wearily, with ber head hung down.

I had forgotten that for ten hours I had never eaten nor
drunk.

He took me to a house standing quite on the water, with
the towers and walls of the more ancient quarter close about
it, and a few trees and the masts of boats rising above their
boughs. He elimbed a steep dark stairway, smelling of all
foul odors, and 'paused up on high before a closed door.

" Go in there," he said, and opened the door. My heart
stood still. I had no clear thought of anything that I should
see, ohly one idea,-that she must be within the-chamber
lying dead.

I set my foot 'upon the threshold with the ghastliest fear
my life had ever known.

The room was almost in darkness, for one small lamp would
not light it: it was a garret, but clean and spacious, with one
casement, through whose leaded panes the stars were shining,
and the zinc roofs were glistening under the rays of the
moon.

There was the form of a wonan there: ber face I could
not see. She was leaning her forehead against the window.
She did not turn or move at the unclosing of the door.
Palès ran forward whining: then I knew w-ho it was. I
went to her tinidly, and yet in joy, seeing that sbe lived, even
though she lived in iiisery.

"My dear, will you not speak to me ?" I said, and tried to
toueh her hand. "Will you not even look ? I am your friend
always, tbough poor, and of so little use;" and then I
stopped, and a greater horror than the fear of death consumed
nie, for as she turned ber face towards me there was no light
of any kind in it, no light of the reason or the soul: it had
the mild, dumb, patient pain of a sick animal upon it, and in
the great eyes, so lustrous and wide-opened, there was no com-
prehension, no answer, no recognition.

The eyes looked at me ; that was ail: they did not see me.
" Will he be long ?"-she said. Her voice sounded faint,

and far away.
"Do you not know me, oh, my dear ? Do you not even
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kn me ?" I cried, in my mortal agony. She did not seem
even to hear: she sighed a little wearily, and turned to the
casement and leaned ber forehead there. I burst into tears.

I shall always see that bare white room, and the plank floor.
and the high garret window, with the stars shining through
it, as long as I see anything on earth. Sometimes in the
night I wake up shivering., and thinking I am there with her
lustrous, hopeless eyes looking at me so, with no sight in them
and no reason.

"Oh, my dear! Oh, my dear! Wh're is God, that he
lets such things be ?" I cried, in my suffering, anid raved and
blasphemed, and knew not what I said, but seemed to feel my
very heart-strings being rent asunder.

But she heard nothing, or, at least, she took no notice: she
was looking through the narrow Fanes, as if ber lover were to
come back to ber from heaven.

The boy, standing on the thresbold, drew me back to him.
"She is always like that," he saidvery low. " It is a pity

he cannot see: it would serve him foi'ine 'verses:"
"Hush, for the mercy of beaven! Can you jest ?"
"I?-Jest ?"
Then I felt ashamed ,hat I bad hurt hlirwith such a word,

for I saw in bis face wbat he felt.
"Forgive me, cbild," I said, humbly, to him, as I felt I too

was mad, I think. "Mad! Oh, who dares say any such
word ?-who dares ?-the clearest, purest, loftiest mind that
ever loved the sunlight of God's truth! Oh, she -will know
me in a little while. Let me go back and speak to ber again.
She has not seen me well: the place is dark."

And again I touched ber, and spoke, and again her eyes
rested on me, not seeming even to see that I was a human
thing. " Will he be long ?" dhe muttered, once more, being
disturbed.

"She asks only that," muttered Amphion: "nothing else
is ever said by ber. You only'pain her; you only make ber
more restless. Come away: now you have seen ber."

The boy spoke with the authority of an old gray-headed
man, and bis boyish face had the look of age. He drew me
out across the threshold, and across the narrow passage-way,
into another garret, mueh smaller, and quite as bare.

"IYou want to hear," he said, iwith a heavy sigh, pressing



bis hands to bis forchead. "You will be angry : you will say
I have done wrong. But I hated to let you know, or any one.
I was all the friend she had, and, though she never knew,
that was a kind of joy. Well, this is how it was."

le breathed quickly, then drew a long sigh, and so began
to speak.

"You stayed in Rome ; that strong man, too, who makes
the carven images. I could not stay. I had plenty of money,
-bis money, you remember. I came here. Ilere, I thought
to myself, lie would be sure to come: uever is he long away,
for he says that here only do men know how to live, if iin
Rome only can they learn to die. So I staycd here, and
I watched his bouse.

"II know how to watch: I was friends with the snakes at
home. The windows of the bouse were always shut: it was
like the face of a blind man ; it told nothing. One day, that
is a year ago now, they opened. I lived in a little room bigh
up, very near,-so higb, so wear, I could see down into bis
garden : and I learned their tongue, only I let them believe 1
did not know-it: so I heard more. He lived his old life,-
quite bis old life: it was all pleasure,-what he calls pleasure,
-and she stayed in ber own chambers with ber niarbles:
what did she know ? She was shut up as you shut up a bird.
Once or twice he had ber with him at the opera: she was as-
white as the statues that she worships; she had a quantity
of old Greek gold upon her. I knew that it was Greek, for I
had seen him buy it in Athens. Some one near me said it
was Heleti,-risen. But she is not Helen, nothing in ber
like ber: she read me of Helen in those old songs of war, in
Rome. I think she suffered very much, because all those
people looked'so at her: as for him, he only smiled. This
that I tell you of now belongs to last winter. Have patience:
I must tell it my own way.

"There came then to this city the wicked witch from
Rome, she whom you call a duchess. She sent for him. He
went, and when he had gone once, then he went often. She,
in those rooms with ber marbles, was more than ever'alone.
Her window openèd on to the gardens, and froin my garret
window I could see. Sometimes she would come out under
the es: -they grow very thickly, and it, is danp there, but
she would sit sti4l under them, hour after hour,-and he all'
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the wbile about in the pleasure-places or with tbe Roman
woman. I do not thintk he was cruel to ber; no, I think
not: he only left ber: that is not cruelty, they say.

"Whe.n the spring came, and ail those lilies were in flower,
and the air, even in this place, so sweet, she was ail the day
long in thd garden: I could see ber shadow always on the
grass. The grass hardly ever had his shadow too. Some-
times I followed him, and I saw how he spent his nights. If
I had been strong, like your sculptor, I would have killed
him ; but I am only a boy. Why did not the sculptor come ?
The Roman woman went away, and lie went ajso: I learned
froma his people that he had left no word where he had gone.

"She used to walk to and fro in the moonlight under the
trees, till one was sick to 'see her. All day long she did
nothing, nothing, only sit and listen, I suppose, for his steps,
or the sound of some one bringing sone wc;rd from hin.
She got a look on ber face like that look that your dog's eyes
have when it loses you in a crowd. You know what I mean.
Men came and tried to see her, -men who were his friends;
that is their friendship; but never would she see any one.
She was so foolish, I heard the servants say; but I think they
were sorry for ber, and I know.they loved ber. All this time
I kept myself by means of my flute, and wached the bouse
ail the tine I was not playing. It was a. hot -summer: heat
is so heavy here, where all these zinc .roofs burn your eyes:
it is not like the beat on our shores, where we·lie in the air
all night, and hear the cool sound of the waves ;-oh, I have
not forgotten!

"The summer was horrible here: it was all clouds of dust
by day and glare of gas by night, and the noise of the streets
roaring like an angry beast. She never left the garden.- She
was never quiet; she was always moving up and down, and
doing nothing,-she who used to do so much in every second
of the day in Rome. I heard the people of tbe house saf,
'She thinks he is coming back ; and -the older ones sighed
and seemed pitiful, but the nian at the gate, who is wicked,
laughed with his friends. • They tried to enter and sce ber;
great princes some of them were; but never would she see any
one.

"One day, when she was walking 'in the garden, I saw a
messenger take her a great casket. She said not one word,
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but she threw it on the ground. and the lid of it burst operi,
and pearls and other jewels rolled out, and she tranpled on
them and trod thcm into the earth. I never had seen ber
like that. The mari who had brought them was frightened.
and gathered thein up and hurried away. The man at the
gate laughed; and told hin she was a fool.

That is how the summer went by ; and from my garret I
could always see ber. and all the long moonlight nights sie
would pace up and down there under those trees; and the
lilacs grew shriveled and black. Then al at once I iissed
lier. Pays went by. At last I asked. The man at the gate
laughed again. 'She is-gone,' said he: 'she is a lovely crea-
ture, but not human, I think; he wrote to ber, but she did
not understand. She is gone away, somewhere or other. You
$see, she did not understand,-as if it were not always so.'
What is always so ?"

The Greek lad sighed, and drew his breath wearily, then
agrain took up the thread of his bald narrative, which he told
in simple, unlearned fashtion.

"Of course I searched for ber everywhere, but it was long
hefore I found her. The man at the gate seemed uneasy, for
feaîr of the displeasure of Hilarion ; but hi said, 'We have no
orders; we cari do nothing. When he comes back-' So
they did not stir, nor care. As for me. I thought she was
dead. But still I sought high and low.

"One'day, in this very street, I heard some women talking ;
this woman whom you have seen with ber was one of them.
They spoke of a stranger who was dying of hunger, yet who
had spent the oùly coin she could earn by making the nets for
the fishermen of the Seine, in buying gray lay and earth.
Then I thought of her, for often she would mend the old
men's nets by the Tiber, having learned to do it by the sea;
and who but sbe would have -bought sculptors' clay instead of
bread ?

"Then I questioned the Frenchwoman of her, and little by
little she told me. She bas a good soul, and a tender one, and
she was sorrowful, though knowing nothing. 'This girl is
beautiful,' she sa.id, 'and belongs to noble people, I think, but
she bas had some great grief, or else is mad. She passed down
my street one day at daybreak and asked for a little empty
room thatI had to let, and told me tbat she had not a coin in
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the world, and bade me get ber the fishing-nets to make or
mend. I do not know why she spoke to me: children and
dogs like me,-perhaps that was why. And she seemed to be
in such great woe that I had not the heart to turn her away ;
and I gave her the room, and got her the work ; and piteous
it is to see her lovely slender bands among all that rough
cordage and hemp, and torn by them, and yet working on and
on. And the first money she gained she bought elay, -and
she began to model a statue, like the figures one sees in the
ehurches ; and all day she nakes or mends the nets, and half
the night, or more, labors at this .çlay; and she is mad, I
think, for she never speaks; and scarcely a mouthful passes
her lips, save a draught of -water.'

"And when the wonan told me this, then I felt sure that
it was she.' And I told a lie as of having lost my sister, and
begged to see her, and after .a while the woman, wbo' was
anxious, and even frightened, let me go up to the room on the
roof. And this is how I found her.

"&The room was bare, ând there was a beap of nets on the
floor, and there was a statue in clay, whieh had his features
and his form, only it was winged and seemed as a god. She
was clad in the rough white garments she wore in Rome, and
her arms were bare, and she was modelîng the clay still with
her hands, and she never heard nie enter, nor the woman
speak, who said to me, trenbling, -Look! is it a false god,
that she will not even leave it to break bread?' And I said
to her, 'Ay, it is a false god.' For indeed it was in his very
likeness,-only greater than he, more beautiful, more perfect,
as, no doubt, he always seemed to her: may he live forever in
pain, and die without a friend!

"The woman, trenbling, went and touched her, and said,
'Come away: it is night: you must be hungry.' She turned
and looked at us both. 'Ilush ! it will be finished very soon;
then he will come back.' Then she turned again to the statue,
and worked on at it, and her hands seemed so feverish that I
thought they must have burnt the clay as they touched it.
'Is it your sister?' asked the woman ; and I answered, 'Yes;'
and together we stiod and watched her. 'Whilst she still
made the nets, she seemed'to have some reason left, though
she never spoke,' said the woman • 'but since she bas touched
tlat earth she seems mad. Is- it indeed your sister ? What
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sorrow is on her, that she is thus?' But I could not speak.
I watched her till I felt suffocate. I knew not what I did.
I was beside myself. God forgive me!

'I had my knife in my vest,-the knife that should have
ended his life in those nights of his pleasure, if I had not been
a coward,-such a coward ! And now, like the foolish wretch
I was, I so loathed the sight of that imag*, and'"of her lovely
life wasting and burning away on it,'that as I saw it I sprang
upon it, and plunged my knife into the very breast of it, and
the moist clay reeled and crumbled, and fell away, and all its
beauty sank down into a mere heap of earth,-God forgive
me!

"And she herself fell down at the sight of the ruined thing,
as though my knife had stricken her life,-fellh*ith a great
cry, as if her very heart were bursting'; and her forehead
struck the stones, and the blood came from her mouth."

His voice sank into silence with a sob. Fo'r nie~ I sat
quietly by his side, with the Seine water flowing twtlerneath
the wall down below, and the lamps looming yellow through
the.mist.

I'wanted to know nothing more. I saw all the cruel months
and years, as in a mirror one sees one's own eyes looking back

?at one.
"Ge on," I said to the lad; and after a little he -took up

his tale.
"She was like a dead creature many days and weeks,"he

said. "We called help; they gave it some learned name;
soine fire of the spine and brain, they called it. She rose from
ber bed, for she is strong, they say, but 6r mind seems gone
ever since then. 'Will he be long?' she ià always asking:
that is all ; you have heard her ?"

"Yes, I have heard ber."
I spoke calmly, but it seemed to me as if the lamps burning

througïthe fog were lights of hell and I heard all its fiends
laughing.

"How bas she lived all this while ?"
This had passed in September, the boy said, and we were

now in midwinter, passing into early days of February, and
all the while that treasure and ill-got wealth, hoarded in Fu-
mara had been waiting her, whilst she was lying between life
and death in this river-attic 'in the heart of a foreiýgn city 1
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He bung his head, ashamed. '
"I should have sent to you;'yes, I know. I thought of

that, but I could flot: it was horrible, yet, it was a kind of
happiness to be the only thing. between her and the work-
house,-the hospital,-the grave. For without me she would
have gone there. ' She is my sister,' I said to the woman;
and they believed me, ind let me do for her. My money was
almost gone,'but I had the flute, and I could always get money
in plenty, playing here and there. They would have hired
me for the great theatres, but I was afraid of that. I have
played at the singing-places in the open air,-nowhere else,-
for I was always afraid he might return and seé me, and so'
know. Indeed, she has wanted for nothing, for nothing that
we could give. She is as well here as if she were in a palace;
she knows nothing of where she is. Of the statue she does
not seem to have any remembrance: the people shoveled it
away: it was only a heap4of gray earth. You are angered;
you think I did wrong: yes, but for themoment, almost, I,
thought the clay image was alive, and I fancied I should see
her free of its spell. Indeed, indeed, she wants for nothing.
She is docile; she lets the woman do what she likes; but all
day long she watches the window, and all she says is that:
'Will -he be long?' The woman says she sleeps but very
little; when she awakes she says always the same thing. And
all Paris raves.and weeps over Fauriel!"

The boy laughed bitterly, the tears coursing down bis cheeks.
"I suppose he never sends to know where she is, else his

people.would seek for her,-it is-so easy to know anything in *
this city. I think they have never tried to know. She has
never gone out of that room since that day," he côntinued.
" She bas all she eau want, ah, yes, indeed; she does not know
whether it is a -garret or a palace ; only sometimes, I think,
she feels the want of air, without knowing what it is she
feels.

" You will saé I should have sent to you. Yes, I thought
of it; but, you see, I cannot write, and then I have been glad
to be the only one near -her,-t'he only thing -she had. Of
course she does not know. he ses me very-often, but she
never k-nowsme. Therê is always.-that blank look in ber eyes.
I suppose it is her brain that is gone.

"Oh, you are angry. Do not be angry. Perbaps I did MH.
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Iut had I let you know you would have come, and that man
who lives on the Golden Hill, and is rich, and she would never
have wanted me any more.

"I make plenty of money; yes, indeed. If I went to the
concerts, I should be r*ch too, they say, and I have been so
happy to work for her, d tq buy flannels and pretty things,
-though she never seeù to see them; and then I think
always, some day that cloud that seems over her will break and
go away, and then perhaps I shall dare tô say to her, ' I have
been of some little use: just look at me kindly once.' And,
you see, if I had let you know, all that would have been over,
as it is over now. Of course you will take her away ?"

"Bestill, for the pity of heaven !"'I cried to him. " Be
still, or I too shall be mad."

For the simple tale, as the lad told it, was to me as full of
woe and terror as the sublimest tragedy that ever poet writ.
Listening, I seemed to see and to hear all that had been suf-
fered by her; every one of his poor words was big-with grief,
big as the world itself for me. Oh, whyhad I broken the
steel!

Men repent of evil, they say: it is ten thousand times more
bitter to repent of having held back from evil. Sorely, and
in passion and agony, I repented then having held my hand
in Venice.

The boy was nothing to me. I had no mercy for him, or
remembrance.

It was quite late at night now. I sat dumb and stupid irr
his garret on the edge of his truckle-bed : the muffled sound
of all the life of Paris came up dully, like the distant sound
of the sea when one is miles inland.

"IWill you take her'away ?" he said, with a piteous entreaty
in his voice.

"ILet me think," I said to him; and the stars and the roofs
seemed to whirl, and all the pulses of the bestial world to beat
in mine.

For it is bestial,-a beast, that forever devours and has
never enough.

Yes, of course I would 4ke her away ; I would take her to
Rome,

Rome is the nighty mother of nations; in Rome she might
find peace once more.
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I had heard in other days that sonetimes where the mind
is shaken from its seat, and reason clouded by any great shock,
nothing is so likely to restore it and awaken consciousness as
the sight of a familiar place and a beloved scene linked by
memory with perished happiness.

Yes, I would take her away.
Here I did not dare to ask for any counsel or any surgeon's

aid ; I had a dread of the inquisition of strangers and of the
many delays of long inquiry, and the same feverish eagerness
that Amphion had had to keep close to himself her sorrow
and lier needs did now consume me likewise.

If I could only- get her back once more, back to the
chamber on the river.

And, with that odd remembrance of trifles which cores to
one sometimes across-great woe, I thought what a pity it was
that Hernies was gone, and that there were now no red*and-
golden bean-fiowers to run across the casement !

" Yes, I will take her away," I said.
The poor lad said nothing; his head dropped on his chest.

He had done all he could, and for six months had gone to and
fro and out in all weathers, playing to get the means wherewith
to find her shelter and care, denying himself, and thinking
only'of her; but to me then he was no more than any one of
the leafiess lime-boughs'drooping by the gates of Hilarion.

Shivering I went across the passage-way and opened the
door of her chamber. The woman that he paid for such ser-
vice was sitting there, sewing at linen, a woman old and
gentle; she herself was sitting, too, with her arms leaning on
the bare fable, and one hand dreamily moving into figures
some loose white rose-leaves fallen from a rose-tree in a pot.
She did not hear me or 1heed me. When I touched her she
lifted her heavy eyes, in which a light like that of fiame
seemed to burn painfully.

" Will he be long ?" she said, and moved the rose-leaves to
and fro feverishly.

The woman shook her head.
" That is all she ever says," she muttered, as she stitc'hed.

"She says it in her sleep,-such times as she does sleep,-and
she wakes stretching out ber arms. Who is he ? He must
be a beast."

"1He is a poet 1" I said, and went out from the chamber
N*
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into the lighted ways7of the city and their noise. My brain
seemed reçling, and my eyes were blind.

In the gay and shining avenues, all alight and full of
mnoving crowds, women were talking with wet soft eyes of
Fauriel.

CHAPTER XXIX.

NEXT day I got such changes in my papers as were needful
for the journey, and I took ber on ber homeward way. She
did not resist. She was not in any way sensible of where she
went, and she was docile, like a gentle animal stunned with
many blows. Her bodily health did not seem weak, though
she was very feverish, and lier pulses stopped at times in a
strange way.

The woman who had been with her wept at parting from
her.

"Will she find him there ?'" she asked.
"Nay, never there, nor anywhere," I said; for who finds

love afresh that once bas been forsaken ?
She had had the clue and the sword, and she had given

them up to him, and he in return had given her shipwreck
and death. It was so two thousand years ago, and it is.so to-
day. and will be so to-morrow.

From my carefully-boarded money I paid that woman well,
for she had been true and tender: the rest I spent in going
back to Rome. The boy came with me. I was hard and
cruel to him at that time, but I could not say him Ray.

Throughout the journey she did not change in any way.
The noise and movement and many changes seemed to perplex
and trouble her vaguely, as they trouble a poor lamb sent on
that iron road, but no more. She never spoke, except tht
now and then she would look wistfully out at some gleam of
sky or water or spreading plain, and ask, "Will he be long ?"
Neither of me nor of Amphion had she the slightest con-
sciousness. It was the madness of one all-absorbent and
absorbed idèa: indeed, what else is Love?
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Even the beautiful snow-ranges and the serene glory of the
mountains, from which I had hoped something, failed to alter
her or rouse her. I think she did not know them fromhe
clouds, or see them even. No doubt all she ever saw in day-
liglit or in darkbess was one face alone.

It seemed to me as if that journey would never end; to me
it was like a horrible, distorted dream, a nightmare in which
an appalling horror leaned forever on my heart ; all the splen-
dors of early winter, of virgin snows, of clear blue ice, Pf-fall-
ing avalanche and glacier spread upon the mountain-side, and
underneath in the deep valleys the splendor still of russet gold,
and of the gorgeous purples and rubies mantling decay, all
these, I say, only served to heighten the ghostliness of that
long passage through the slow short days back to my-country.

For despair went with me.
But, tardy and terrible though it was, it drew on towards

its end before many suns had risen and set.
It is so beautiful, that highway to our Rouie across the land

from Etrurian Arezzo; the Umbrian soil is rich and fresh,
masses of oak clothe the hills, avenues of oak and beech and
clumps of forest-trees shelter the cattle and break the lines of
olive and of vine; behind are the mountains, dusky against
the light, with floating vapors veiling them, and half hiding
some ruined fortress or walled village, or some pile, half palace
and half prison, set hikh upon their ridges; and ever and
again, upon some spur of them or eminence, some old gray
city, mig~hty in the past, and still in fame immortal; Cortona,
with its citadel like a towering rock, enthroned aloft; Assisi,
sacred and gray upon the high hill-top; Spoleto, lovely in her
ancientness as any dream, with calm deep woods around, and
at her back the purple cloud-swept heights that bear its name;
Perugia Augusta, with domes and towers, cupolas and castles,
endless as a forest of stone; Foligno, grand and gaunt, and
still and desolate, as all these cities are, their strength spent,
their fortresses useless, their errand done, their genius of war
and art quenched with their beacon-fires; one by one they
succeed one another in the long panorama of the Apennine
range, wood and water, and corn and orchard, all beneath theiù
and around them, fruitful and in peace, and in their midst,
lone Thrasymnene, soundless and windless, with the silvery
birds at rest upon its silvcry waters, and here and there to be
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seen a solitary sail, catching the light and shining like a silver
shield amidst the reedy shallows.

Then, after Thrasymene come the wild, bold gorges of the
Sabine mountains ; wooded scarps, bold headlands, great
breadths of stunted brushwood, with brooks that tumble
through it; rocks that glow in the sun with the deep colors of
all the marbles that earth makes; deep ravines, in which the
new-born Tiber runs at will; and above these the broad blue
sy, and late in the day the burning gold of a stormy sunset
shining out of pearly mists that wreath the lower hills; then
the wide level green plains, misty and full of shadows in the
twilight, white villages hung aloft on mountain edges like the
nests of eagles ; then a pause in the green fields, where once
the buried vestals were left alone in the bowels of the earth,
with the single loaf and the pitcher of water, to face the end-
less night of eternity; then "IRo'ma," says some voice, as
quietly as though the mother of mankind were only a'wayside
hamlet where the mules should stop and drink.

Ay, there is no highway like it, wander the world as you
will, and none that keeps such memories.

But for me, I saw no loveliness then of city or of citadel
hoary with years, of monastery sheltered amidst snowt and
forest, of silent lake sleeping in the serenest folds of the hills.
I only strained my ear, with the eager hearkening of any spent
and hunted animal, to hear the name of Rome.

At last I heard it, when the night had fallen, though the
moon was not as yet up over the edge of the eastern horizon.

'The great bells were booming heavily; some cardinal had
died.

JGently, and without haste, I led her by the hand through
thèold familiar ways, shrouded in shadows under the cold
starless skes.

My heart almost ceased to beat. Here was my last hope.
If this had no spell to rouse her, she would sleep in the dreams
of madness forever; none would ever awaken ber. She had
loved the stones and the soil of Rome with a filial devotion:
Rome alone would perchance have power to save ber.

I walkdd on and led ber by the hand. Her fingers moved
a littlè in my hold as we passed -through the Forum, and past
the basilica of Constantine, as though some thrill ran through
her. But I looked in her face, and there was no change: it
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was still as stone, and the eyes were burning and had a sight-
less look.

I went onward by way of the Capitol, past the Ara Coeli
and the colossal figures of the Dioscuri. 'Once she paused,
and a sort of tremor shook ber, and for an instant I hoped for
some passing rentembrance, ever so -slight, that yet should
come to link her once more with the living world.

But none came; heri eyes never altered; she went with me
obediently, passively, as she would have gone with any str-
ger who had led ber so, past the great stairs, and the divine
Brethren, who once had been to ber not any whit less sacred
than had been Rome itself.

We went down into the grim gray ruinous streets that pàss
under the Tarpeian Rock, with the lichen and the wild shrubs
growing on mounds of brick that once were temples, and the
poor crowding together in dusky hovels that once were the
arched passages of palaces or the open courts of public pleas-
ure-places.

There was little light; here and there a lantern swung upon
a cord, or the glow from a smith's forge .shone ruddy on the
stones. She did not notice anything; she came onward with-
me, walking straightly, as the blind do. Thence from the
darkness and the squalor and the ruin we came out by wind-
ing ways on to the river's bank by Quattro Capi.

The river was full, but not in flood; its tawny hues were
brown with the soil of thegmountains; on it a few boats were
rocking, tied with ropes to the piles of the bridge; the island
was indistinct, and the farther shore was dim,.but at that in-
stant the moon rose, and lines of silver passed -across the pul-
sing streâxi, and touched to light the peristyle of the little
moss-grown temple by our side, and the falling water of the
Medicis' fountain.

She moved forward of ber own will, and'walked to the edge
of the Tiber, and stood and looked on the strong swift current
and the shadowy shores, and on the domes and roofs and
towers and temples that were gathered like'a phantomà city on
the edges of the shores.

She looked in silence.
Then all at once the blindness passed from ber eyes: she

saw and knew the sight he saw. She stretched out ber arms,
.with a tremulous hesitation and gesture of ineffable welcome.
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"IThis is Rome !" she cried, with a great sigli, while her
very soul seemed to go forth to the city as a.child to its
mother. Then she fell on her knees and wept aloud.

I knew that she was saved, and Rome had saved her.

CHAPTER XXX.

Wi stood there, two creatures, quite alone on the -edge of
the river. There must have been people near, but there were
none in sight; the boats rocked on the little waves; the heavy
masses of the trees were black ; breadths of silvery light rippled
under the arches; from the convent of the Franciscans on the
island there came distant sounds of chanting ; the full moon
hung above the pines of Pamfili. She remained kneeling, her
head bowed down between her hands. Great sobs shook all
her frame.'

'It was so still; there might have been only in the city the
ghostly world of all its dead multitudes, it was so still. At
last I grew frightened, seeing ber thus upon the stones, so
motionless. I touclted and raised her: she rose slowly to ber
feet.

"IHave I been mad ?" she said to me.
Hardly could I keep from weeping, I myself.
"Nay, my dear, not that," I said to her. "Nay, never

that. You have been ill. But now -"
She shivered.'from head-to foot. With returning reason no

doubt she remembered all Lhings that had passed. She was
silent, standing and looking on the Etruscan river she had loved
so well, as it flowed to the sea beneath the moon. Her eyes had
lost their strained look of unconscious'pain, and the burning
light had gone out of them: they were wet and dim, and had
an unspeakable misery in them, like that in a young animal
when it is dying and knows that it dies.

"What month is it ?" she asked.
I told her.
"It was summer when he wrote," she said, and then was

still again, gazing at the water.
I began to fear that too soon I had rejoiced, and that the
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clouds would gather over ber again, and that she again would
lose herself in. that strange awful night of the brain which we,
for want of knowing what it is, call madness.

But, watching ber features as the rays of the moon fell on
tbem, I saw gradually returning there the look of silence, of
resolution, of endurance, which was natural to them, and
which had been on it on that first day of ber sorrow, 'when she
bad dreamed of Virgilian Rome and found the Ghetto.

She turned her face to me, and though ler voice·was broken
and faint, it was firm.

" Ask me nothing. I cannot speak,".she said to me. "But
you are good. 11ide -me in some corner of Rome, and find
me work. I must live, I must live, since he lives--"

The last words she spoke so low that I scarcely heard them ;
she was speaking to herself then, not to me. I took ber
hand..

" Rest in the old place to-night. . To-morrow we will see."
She went with me obediently, speaking no more. There

was no one in the entrance or upon the stairs; I had sent the
boy there onward, to beg of Ersilia that it might be so; all
was quiet and deserted; the one lamp burned before the
Madonna in the wall.

Strong shivers shook ber, but she did not resist. She
passed up the staircase with me to my room, where no longer
was there Hermes to greet her,-Hermes, who made woman,
but not such a woman as she was.

-They had made it clean, and it was spacious, but it looked
desolate to me: she, however, seemed to see no change; as far
as she saw anything she only saw the broad and open window,
through which there shone the river and the s'ky.

I drew ber to the hearth, where logs were burning. But
suddenly she stopped still and looked, then with- a cry tbrew
herself forward on the rude warm bricks beforé the heartb,
and kissed them again and again and again, as a mother kisses
the flushed cheek of ber sleeping child.

"O stones, you bore bis feet, and felt the rose-leaves fall,
and heard him say he loved me! O dear stones, speak and
tell me'it was true."

So inurmuring to them, she kissed the rough warm bricks
again and yet again, and laid ber tired head on them and
caressed them: they were not·colder than. his heart, I thought.
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"O stones, it was no dream ? Tel me it was no dream 1
you heard him first!" she muttered, lying there, and then she
laughed and wept and shuddered, and laid lier soift mouth and
beating breast to those seniseless flags, because once they had
borne his feet and once had heard his voice. Would he have
laughed had lie been there ? Perhaps.

I drew back into the gloom and let her be. She had no
thought of me or any living thing save of him by whom she
had been forsaken: no thoughît at all.

She was mad still. if Love be madness, and not the sub-
limest self-oblivion whie can ever raise the mortal to deity,
as I think.

I let her be. She bad fallen forward, with ber arms flung
outward, and her head resting on the stones. Strong shudders-
shook ber at intervals, and the convulsion of ber weeping ; but
she was otherwise still. The warmth from the burning wood
fell on her, and touched to gold the loose thick coils.of her
hair. I closed the door, and went out and sat down on the
stair outside, and waited in the dark.

Other women one might have striven to console with tidings
of the peace that lies in riches; but ber I dared not. When
a great heart is breaking because all life and all eternity are
ruined, who can talk of the coarse foolish sweetness that lies
for fools and rogues in gold ? I could not, at least. Perhaps
because stitching there where the streets meet, and the fountain
falls in the open air by the river, gold bas always seemed so
littletome: so great, indeed, as a tempter, but asaccomforter-
how poor !

I sat still in the dark, and I did not know how the hours
went: the lamp was burning below in the wall of the twistiug
staircase, and there was the hum of distant voices on the bridge,
and the soundgf4he water washing itself away under the
. ridge-arches, and now and then the beat of oars. I had done
the best that I could, but it weighed on me as though I had
done some crime.

Perhaps she would reproach me for having brought her back
to conseiousness, as the suicide, snatched by some passing hand
frEMdeath, bas blamed his savior. She had only awakened
to ony, like the patient under the knife when the anæsthetie
has too soon ceased its spell. I only made ber suffer more a
thousandfold by lifting up that cloud upon her brain. Yet I
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had done for the best, and I had praised heaven for its mercies
when she had looked with eyes of consciousness iipon the nition-
lit Tiber and had cried aloud the nane otf Roine!

I hail done for the best: so adl I d(one.when I had gone
up to the Golden hill and told the story of ny dream to
Maryx.

As my memories went back to him, thinking dully there in
the dark, not daring to enter the chamber again, for there was
no,-sound, and I thoight perhaps she slept in the -glom and
the warrnth of the hearth, a footfall that was farniliar came

upon the stairs, a shadow was between me and the dull lanp
swingin g down below, the voice of Maryx came through the
silence and ' the darkness to my ear.

"IAre you there ?" he said to me. "Are you there ?"
"cYes, I arn here. Hush ! speak low !" I answered him;

and ,I rose up vaguely afraid, fbr I had had no idea that he
could have returned to Rome,-which was stupid in me, doubt-
less, because several months had gone by since I had set forth
to walk across France, and from home I hlad had no tidings,
since none of my friends could either read or write.

A vague fear fell upon me, I hardly know why, seeing his
dark and noble head bending down upon mine in the gloom.

"Hush ! speak low ." I said to him, and I rose up from the
stair and stared up at hi. "You are come back ?"

"cYes, I have corne bac . I heard that he was with another
woman, there in Cairo: is that true ?"

"INo doubt it is true;, I cannot tell where he may be; but
ahe is here,-alone."

His great dark eyes seemed to have flame in them, like a
lion's by night, as they looked down into mine in the dusk-of
the stairway. He gripped my shoulder with a hard hand.

"Tell me all," he said. And I told him.
Once he moaned aloud, like a strong beast in torture, as he

heard: that was all.
He heard me without breaking his silence to the end. Then

he Ieaned against the wall of the stairs and covered-his face
with his hands, and I saw the large tears fall through his
clasped fingers and drop one by one.

No doubt the man who sees what he cherishes dead by dis-
ease in her youth suffers much less than he did then. For to
Maryx she was noti only lost as ùtterly as by death, but she
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had perished in her soul as in her body; she was destroyed
more absolutely than if he had beheld the worms of the grave
devour her. The lover who yields what he loves to Death
tries to believe he does but surrender her to God; but he

" Oh, ny love, my love !" he said, once: that was all.
Very soon he had mastered bis weakness, and stood erect,

and the.veins were like knotted cords on bis bold broad fore-
head.

" We are free now," he said; and I was silent. For I knew
what he meant.

But what would vengeance serve her? It seemed to me. a
Roman, to whom vengeance was wild justice and sacred duty,
for the first time, a poor and futile thing. It could change
s-t»othing, undo nothing, restore nothing. What use was it ?
~If one killed him, what would he care ?-he was brave, and
he believed in no hereafter.

Maryx put out his arm and grasped the old bronze handle
of the door.

" Let me see h&r," he said.
I clasped his hand in hesitation: I was afraid for him and

for her.
" I am her master," he said, bitterly. "I will see her.- She

shall know that she is not friendless,.nor without an'avenger.
Let me see lher. What do you fear? Have I not learned
patience all these years ?"

And he turned the handle of the door and entered. I
stayed on the threshold in the gloom.

She was lying still upon the hearth as I had left her: her
arms werr folded, and her head was bent on thiem; the
tumbled masses of her hair hid her face; the flame from the'
hearth shed a dull red light -about the dark and motionless
figure.

A t the unclosing of the door she started and rose to her
feet, and stood as a wounded deer stands at gaze.

Her face was white, and the eyes were dilated, and the
misery of all her look was very great; but it had the calmness
of reason and.muçh of her old resolve of'strength.

When she saw Maryx she knew him, and a deep flush
mounted over all the pallor of her face, looking as if it
scorched her as it rose.

He was a strong man, and had learned patience, as he said,
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the bitter uncomplaining patience of a hopeless heart. le
had thought to be cahn. But at the sight of ber the iron
bonds ofAhis strength were wrencled apart; he shook from
head to, foot; ail the manhood in hin melted into a passionate
pity, in which ail other more selfish passions were for the mo-
ment drowned and dead. He crossed the floor of the chamber
with cry, and fell on bis knees at ber feet.

" Ta e me," he muttered, " take me for the only thing I
can be,-your avenger! O my love, my love !-your lover
never, your master even never more, but your friend forever,
and your avenger. Vengeance is all that is left to us; but, as
God lives, I will give you that."

And he kissed the dust on which she stood as he swore.s
She looked down on him, startled and moved, and with the

blood coming and going in ber face, and her eyes resting on him,
bewildered and in the old dullness of half-conscious wonder.

Ther as he vowed his vow an electric thrill scemed to run
throug hber: she put out ber hands and thrust them against
the air, as though thrusting him away.

" My friend ! And you would hurt him ?"
She muttered the-words faintly: she was like a creature

not fairly awake after a ghastly dream.
Maryx rose slowly to bis feet, all the passion of bis pity

and bis pardon frozen in his breast.
Your avenger;' and I will take his life for yours," he an-

swered, slowly, as he stood erect before lier ; and bis face,
burned darker by the desert sun, had a terrible look upon it.

Ail the yearning and anguish of months and years bad gone
out, as in one tempest-driven flood, in the oath with iwhich he
had knelt down on the stones befôre ber as before a thing
ruade, by wrong and by dishonor, only tenfold more sacred and
beloved; and ail this was frozen in him, and turned back upon
himself, and lay upon bis soul like ice.

She listened, and she understood.
With one splendid gesture ,she threw ber hair out of ber

eyes, and stood erect, once moré a living thing of soul and fire.
" I-forbid you !" she -said, as she faced hima; and ber voice

lost its weakness, and rang clear and loud as a bell strikes. "I
foxbid you! There is nothing to avenge."

"Nothincg ? What! You forgive ?"
"There is nothing to forgive." L

I
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"IWhat ! Are you woman and born of woman? . Are you
not forsaken like the vilest thing that lives ?"

The burning color stained her face red once more.
"There is nothing to forgive ! he has loved me !"
Maryx laughed aloud.
Men who have truth and honor and fidelity spent their lives

like water year after year, unloved and uncared for, going to
their graves unmourned. And such passion as this was given
to falsehood and to faithlessness !

She took a step towards him ; her face was crimson, her
mouth was firng, her hair tossed back showed her eyes gleam-
ing, but resolute, under her lovely, low, broad brows,-the
brows of the Ariadne.

"'Listen !" she said, swiftly. "I have been mad, I think,
but now I am sane. I remnember. You were always good,-
good and great,-and I seemed thankless, though I was not in
my heart. You used to be my master, and you were full of
patience and pity, and I remember, and I am grateful. Yes.
But$-listen ! Unless you promise me never to touch a hair
of his head; never to ge near to him save in gentleness, I will
kil you before you eau reach him. Yes ; I am calm, and I
say the thing I mean. Life is over for me, but I will find
strength to save him: the gods hear me, and they know."

Then she was silent, and her mouth shut close, as though
it was the mouth of a mask in marble. Her words were not
empty breath: she would have done the thing she said.

There was perfect silence in the chamber. Then Maryx
laughed, as men laugh in the dreams of fever or when they
die of thirst on a battle-field.

"And they say a god made woman !" he cried.
Her eyes were steady and resolute under the straight classie

Ariadne brows. She w gathering lier memories up slowly,
one by one, and the coura e and endurance natural to her were
awakened.

"There is nothing to avenge, e said, again,-" nothing,
nothing; if Ichoose to forgive. What are you to me?' You
have no right. If my fatther lived and would hurt him, I
would say to him what I say to you. He has loved me: can
anything alter that? I tiredhim: he left me: that must be
my fault. When the sun passes, does the earth curse the
Sun ?"

-1
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Her voice shook, and lost its momentary strength; but she
conquered her weakness,-since such weakness would he blame
to him.

"You are my friend : you speak of hurting him! Do you
not know ? While he lives I will live. I could not die and
leave him on the earth, in the light, smiling on others 1  You
will not hurt bim ? Promise me."

Maryx made noreply.
"You do not promise?" she said.
"No."
"Then go. I can see you no more until you do."
Then she turned her face from him, and with a gesture

signed him to leave her.
He stood there, not seeming to see the sign, nor to see that

she had turned away f'rom him.
"IMust one be worthless to be loved like that?" he muttered;

and bis head fell on bis chest, and hbe looked like' ar old man
gray with age, and he turned and came out from the chamber,
moving feebly and like one blind.

I went from the threshold to her side. .
"9Oh, my dear, are you grown cruel? That man is noble,

and full of pity and pain, and in the old time he served you
with so much tenderness."

She crouched down by the side of the hearth-and sighed
heavily.

"II cannot help it. Let me be."
Then suddenly she looked up at rne with wide-open despair-

ing eyes.
"lHe was weary of me. It was my fault: not bis. I did

not know; I did not know. His love was my glory : how
could I tell? When I went to that cruel city then I learned,
-I was only a mere frail, foolish thing in his sight, as the
others were,-only that; but how could I tell?"

And then once more her head sank down, and she wept
bitterly:

"Yet you think those who love you have no right to avenge
you ?" I cried to her.

She stretched her arms out to the vacarit air.
"Thre is no vengeance that would not beggar me more.

Whilst he lives, I will find strength to live. What vengeance
do I want ? He has loved me ; the gods are good !"
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'Then she swooned, and lost consciousness, and lay there, by

the low fire of the hearth, like some fair plucked flower cast
down upon the stones.

What co-uld one do? Any vengeance would only beggar
her the more.

I sat awake all the long cold night.

CHAPTER XXXI.

QUITE in the east of Rome, nigh the Porta Tiburtina, on
the way that goes to Tivoli, there is an old brick tower, whose
age no man knows, and whose walls are all scarred and burned
with war. The winding streets are set about it in a strange
network, and at its base there is a great stone basin, where
the women 'wash their linen and the pretty pigeons bathe.
From its casements, barred with iron,.you looked downward
into one of the green gardens, shadowed with leaning pines
and massive ilex, that are the especial glory of our city; and
outward you saw over all the majestic width of Rome, away
to the far distance where the trees of' Monte Mario tower, and
the Spada Yilla sits on the hill-side, like an old man who
crouches and counts over the crimes of his youth, to the
lovely long lines of light where the sea lit, and where at
sunset all the little white and rosy clouds em to go flocking
westward like a flight of birds.

In the Middle Ages, and may-be even earlier, when Stilicho
counseled the making of the adjacent gate, the tower -had
been a fortress and a fighting-place; later on, it had been a
dwelling-place, chiefly sought by artists for the sunlit wonder t
of its view, and its solitude in the centre -of the city, and the
many legends that had gathered about it, as the owls lived ou
its roof. It had spacious chambers, painted and vaulted, and s
some were so high that no single sort of noise from the streets
below could reach there, and nothing could be heard,save the r
sound of the birds' wings and the rush of the wind on stormy t
days among the clouds. d

To this place after a while she came and lived. When I
told her at last of the curious treasure she had inherited, it
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scarcely seemed to make any impression on ber. Her first
instinct was to refuse it ; then, when I reasoned with her, she
would only take a small part.

"Keep me enough to live on," she said, "and give the rest
to the poor."

From the great goodness-ôf my priestly friend, she had no
trouble or interference of any kind: only it' was difficult to
make her understand or comply with the few fornialities.that
were needful for her entrance into the inheritance of the dead
miser.

Among other things which had belonged.to him and been -
secreted by him were many jewels,-diamonds, large as the
eggs of little birds, and rubies and sapphires uneut. She
looked at them, and pushed them away with disgust.

"Let them be'sold," she said: "there are always the poor

And indeed there are always the poor,-the vast throngs
born, century after century, only to know the pangs of life and
death, and nothing more. Methinks that human life is, after
all, but like a human body, with a fair and smiling face, but
all the limbs ulcered and cramped and racked with pain. No
surgery of statecraft has ever known how to keep the fair head
erect, yet give the trunk and the limbs health.

As time went on she grew thankful to have the needs of life
thus supplied to her without effort, for she would have found it
difficult to maintain herself; and her old pride, though it bad
bent to one, changed in nothing to others. She would have
starved literally sooner than have taken a crust she had not
earned. But all the time she refused to take more of the
stores of the Ghetto than was necessary for her personal and
daily wants; and she gave away such large sums and so much
treasure that she left herself barely enough for those wants,
simple though they were.

"The money was wrung from the poor, that I am sure. It
shall go back to them," she said.

And if I had not been able to cheat ber innocently, and so
restrain ber hand, she would have been once more among
those who wake in the morning not knowing whence their
daily bread will come.

Rome began to speak of her, but no one ever saw 'her.
"Find me some place where no one will know that I am
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living," she said to me. And I found her the old brick tower,
with its pines and its old orange-trees behind it, and the owls
and the pigeons about its iroof, where the wind-sown plants
had made a living wreath of green.

I made it as beautiful as I could without letting it show
that money had been spent there, for of riches she had a
strange horror, and when she saw anything that seemed to her
to have cost gold, she said always, "Take it away, and sel it
for the poor." * For she had something in her, as in the old
days we had used to say, of the serenity of the early saints,
mingled with all the pagan force and pagan graces of her mind
and character. And, so far as she thought of them at ail, she
abborred the riches of Ben Sulim, beeause she was sure that
oppression and dishonesty and avarice, and all the unpunished
sins of the usurer and of the miser, had piled that hoard to-
gether.

It were hard to tell the change that ha"& come over her.
All the absorption into Art which had once isolated her from-
the world of others had now become equally absorbed into the
memory of her love, and a more absolute isolation still. After
that night beside the hearth-fire, sbe never named him. Only
once, when, in my loathing of his heartlessness, I let escape
me words too furious against him, she stopped me as though I
uttered blasphemy.

The great fidelity of hers never waned or wavered. He had
forsaken lier: she could not see that this could make any
change in her own fealty. She lived because he lived, and for c
no other reason.

Her life indeed was a living death. k
When one is young still, and has by nature pure health and

strength, actual death does not come as easily as poets picture t(
it. But because the body ails little, and the limbs move with- c
out effcrt, and the pulses beat with regularity, none the less a'
does a living death fall on the senses and the soul ; and the tr
days and the years are a long blank waste that no effort can
recall or distinguisli, and all the sweet glad sigbhts d sounds
of the earth are mere pain, as they are to the dy

And there was no consolation possible for her,-for her by te
whom Rome had been found a ruin, and Love had been found si
i destroyer. To her ail gods were -dead: she had no faith on br
which to lean. W,



The Farnesiani women who live immured in the walls by
the Viminal Hill, murmuring their ceaseless adoration of the
Sacrament, where never daylight comes, or voices of friends are
heard, or human faces seen, are less desolate, are more blessed,
than she; for in their living sepulchre they have dreams of
an eternal life that shall compensate for all.

But to her this self-deception was not possible. For her
the Mother of Angels had no sigh or smile.

Yet there was in her a great tenderness, which had been
lacking before; suffering and love had brought to her that
sympathy which before had been wanting. She had been
pure and truthful, and ne.ver unkind; but she had been hard
as the marble on which she wrought. Now no kind of pain
was alien to lier; the woe of others was sacred to ber; when
she spoke to the hungry and the naked, there were tears in
her voice; when she saw a little child at its mother's breast,
an infinite yearning came into her eyes.

So the days and the weeks and the months went on, and she
dwelt here in this high tower, indisturbed. and thinking only
of one creature. I am sure she had no hope that he would
return to ber. He had left her alone in ber desolation, as
Ariadne was left on Naxos. Only to her no consolation was
possible. •

I do not think either that she'ever understoo4 the deep
wrong that he had done to her. In some way she hiad wearied
him, and he had forsaken her: that she understood. But she
cherished the memories of his'love as ber one chief glory upon
earth. She would have said, as Héloise says in one of her
letters,-

"Plus je m'humiliais pour toi plus j'espérais gagner dans
ton coeur. Si le maître du monde, si l'empereur lui-même,
eut voulu m'honorer du nom de son épouse, j'aurais mieux
aimé être appelée ta maitresse que sa femme et son impéra-
trice."

The world calls this sin. Ay, the world is very wise, no
doubt.

It chooses its words well,-the world which lets the adul-
teress pass up the throne-rooms of courts, and live in the sun-
shine of prosperity, and .bear ber jewels on ber forehead of
brass, and wear the robe of ber husband's shame as though it
were a garment of righteousness, but on the woman who has
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loved greatly, and only loved too well, and has dared be faithful
and know no solace for love's-loss, pours down. its burning oil
of contumely, whilst it thrusts her to a living tomb, as Rome
its vestals.

No doubt the world is wise,-and just.
As for ber, she knew nothing.of the world. The little she

had seen of it in that white gildëd city whickliad made ber
misery had filled ber with horror. She ha4fgt any look of
homage from other eyes than bis an infidelity-to him. She
would have been glad to be unlovely in others' sight to be
more utterly bis own.

As for me, I never asked her anything.
I could imagine without any words the terrible ease with

which he had made ber believe a great passion, pure as re-
ligion and divine as martyrdom, and then, wearying himself
of the very purity and grace of the thing he had invoked, had
dropped the veil, and let ber see herself and him as others saw
them. He had' been like the magicians of old, who by their
spells called up shapes so beautiful and unearthly that the
magician flung down bis erystal and fied appalled from the
thing that he had. summoned.

I never asked her anything. I served her in all ways I
could, as I had done éver since tbat time when she had come
to me in the mid-day sun with the poppies and the passion-
flowers in ber hands, and I had awakened from my sleep and
said to ber, "Dear, Love is cruel; that he always is."

I was glad and thankful that she knew me well enough
never to offer me any of the gold of the dead man ; that would
have stung.me so indeed that I think I could never more have
looked upon-hler face. But she knew me too well; and I did
such service for ber as I could, making fit for her the old,
dusky, lofty rooms, and finding an honest woman to dwell
there, for Ersilia could not leave ber own dwelling-house, and
going on with my own labors at the corner of the bridge, so
as to be no burden to any one.

The poor little Greek boy hauntcd the place, and begged so
piteously to see ber once that I could not deny him. But it
hurt ber so much that I was fain to hurry him away. She
knew nothing o? bis service to ber, and only remnembered qt
the sight of him all the days that 'were gone. He was sorely
wounded, but he loved ber well, and submitted.

11



"It is hard," he said, once.
"It is hard," said I. "All great love is. That is how we

tell the true from the false. You would not purchase the
right of seeing her at the cost of telling ber the debts she owes
to you?"

" Ah, no ! never, never," said the poor little lad, who,
though timid and false in some ways, in his* love of ber was
courageous and very true ; and'he would come at evening-
time under the walls of the tower and play on bis flute, in
hope that the sounds miight float up to ber and soothe ber;
and the women at the fountain would stop in beating their
linen, and the dogs would cease barking and come round, and
the peoplerat the doorways would pause in their'quarreling
and swearing, and the very pigeons seemed to be pleased as
they wheeled round and round before their good night's sleep;
but I doubt if *ever she heard.

She never seemed to me either to listen to, or to see, any
thing that was in the air or around ber in the streets,-unless
it were some misery tbat she could relieve in any way, or some
little child laughing and catching at its mother's hair.

I think the world only beld for ber one face, and the air
only one voice ; and wherever she went she saw and heard those. -

And though I had promised what Maryx bad refused to
promise, there were times when I felt that whoever killed
Hilarion would do well.

He never came to Rome.
But I think she always hoped with every sun that rose that

he might come-there, for she would cover herself so that no
one could have told whether she were lovely or unlovely,
young or old, and would walk to and fro the city hour after
hour, day after day, week after week,.looking in every face she
met; and Rome was'only dear to ber now because its stones
had borne bis steps and its waters mirrored bis image.

All powers, or thought, of Art, seeméd to have perished in
ber; and this pained me most of all. It seemed as if when
that clay figure bad crumbled down into a heap of gray earth
in Paris, all the genius in ber had passed away with it.

I hoped always that the sight of the marbles would awake
it in ber once more, as the sight of tawny Tiber rolling be.
neath-the moon had brought back ber reason. But she passed
by the noble things that she bad worshiped as though they
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were not, and looked in the face of the Dioscuri, and knew
them not, for any sign she gave. I would have spoken to
Maryx and asked his counsel, but I dared not. His own fate
seemed to me so terrible, and his woe so sacred, that I dared
not enter.his presence.

He stayed on in Rome: that was all I knew.
Once or twice I went and saw his mother, to whom I dared

not speak of Giojà, for she had a peasant's narrowness of
judgment, and a mother's bitterness of exclusive love. She
grew blind, and had- ceased 'to be able to see the colors of the
flowers in the atrium, and the sun shining on the roof of the
Pope's palace, which had made her feel she was living in the
city of God. But she could still see the face of ber son, and
could read what it told her, thliugh she saw it through the
mist of failing sight.

"It is as I said," she repeated, for the hundredth time.
"It is as I said. The marble has fallen on him and crushed
him; it fell on his father's breast, it has fallen on his heart;
that is all. He thought he had mastered it ; but you seec "

For the marble was to lier a real and devilish thing, bearing
blows in subjection many a year, to rise and crush its hewer
at the last.

".If he had only made the image of the true God !" she
said, and told her beads. She had in her the firm belief and
the intense hatred which made the monks and nuns of the
early monastic ages rend out the eyes and bruise the bosoms
of the pagan deities, and obliterate with axe and -knife the'
laughing groups of houris and of nymphs.

"Does he work ?" 'I asked Giulio.
"Since he came back,-never," the old man answered me;

and I pas afraid to ask to see him, and went out of the light
lovely louse, where the roses were pushing between the col-
umns, and th-e nightingales sang all the long spring nights.

For it was spring now once ItIore.
"You are cruel to Maryx, my dear," I said, timidly, to ler

that evening, for I felt timid with her, being ever afraid to
touch some wound.

"1He would hurt him," she.said, under her breath, and her
face flushed and grew white again.

And I knew that it would be useless to urge ber. I think
that, without lier knowing it, it was her sense of the love of



Maryx which made her heart close itself like stone to himn; for
to a woman who loves greatly even the mere utterance of any
passion frorn any other than the one she loves seems a sort of
insult, and to hearken to it would be an infidelity.

" Why did she let the god come to her? she could have
died first," she had said, long before, of Ariadne; and lie
herself would have died, that being her reading of faithfulness.
And truly there is no other.

Spring had cone, I say, and nowhere is spring more beau-
tiful than here in Rome.

The glad water sparkles and ripples everywhere ; above the
broad porphyry basins butterfiies of every color flutter, and
swallows fly; lovers and children swing balls of fiowers, much
as only our Romans know how; the wide lawns under the
deep-shadowed avenues are full of blossoms; the air is full of
fragrance; the palms rise against a cloudless sky; the nights
are lustrous; in the cool of the great galleries the statues seem -
to smile. So spring had- been to me always; but now the season
was -without joy, and the scent of the flowers on the wind
hurt me as it smote my nostrils.

For a great darkness seemed always between me and the
sun, and I wondered that the birds could sing, and the chil-
dren run among the blossoms,-the world being so vile.

The spring brought no chan.ge to ler. No change could
ever come: there was the pity of it. She lived on merely
because he lived; she had said the truth ; she could not set
the yawning gulf e grave between herself and him; she -
could not sink infternal silence whilst his voice was still
upon some other's ear, his kiss upon some other's mouth. For -
all else life was terrible to ler; and the fever of it began to
consume her; and she grew weak, and suffered much, though _

she never complained: always indifferent to physical pain, she
was now as it seemed insensible to it, and her genius seemed
dead.

She had bouglit everything that ever he lad written, and
she had learned the tongue that they were written in, and
nîght and day she hung over them, and their pages grew blis-
tered and illegible in- many places with the scorching tears
that fell on them.

Once I found her thus: her eyes gazed at me wearily, and
with sad bewilderment.
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"I try to see in them what he wished for, and where I
failed," she said, with a piteous huniility in her words.

Icursed the'books, and him by whom they were written.
I could have said to ber the truth ; I could have said, "You
had no'fault save this,-that with you be heard but the
nightingales, and so pined for the jibbering apes 1"

But I forbore: I was afraid lest she should turn to hate me,
knowing that I hated him.

CHAPTER XXXII.

WEAKER. natures than hers would have sought sympathy,
and would have suffered shame: she did neither. She was too
absolutely pure in the perfeetness of ber love to be conscious
of that shame which is the reflection of the world's reproaches;
there was no "world" for ber - and she bad been too used to
dwell alone amidst ber dreams and ber labors to seet for the
pity or the pardon of others, or to regret its absence. She had
fallen in ber own sight, not because he had loved ber, but be-
cause he had left ber,-because she bad in sone way that she
did not understand become of no value, and no honor, and no
worth, in bis sight.

She did not rebel against his sentence, but she loathed ber-
self because she bad incurred it. All the lofty, pure, and
petic passion which she had dreamed of in lier ignorance
over the pagest of Dante and Petrarea and Sospitra she had
given to him: that she bad been nothing, in truth, higher or
better than a toy to -him was incomprebensible to this nature
which had the purity and the force of Electra and Antigone.
In some way she bad failed: that was all she knew.

With ber lie bad heard only the nightingales. And in
some strange, horrible way, the snakes and the apes bad been
stronger than she, and to him had been sweeter-,.and Éo had
drawn him back to theni and had left ber alone.

That was all she knew.
With an intense pride she had an intense humility. "lHe

loved meeonce,"she. said; and this seemed to her to be- a
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wonder still so great that .it exeused in him all later cruelty;
and, like the woman she once had pitied on the Maremma
shore, she would not have wished her wounds less deep, nor
their pain less, nor their hideousness less, because those wounds
assured her he had loved her once.

Alas! even this poor and bitter consolation was a self-
deception. Even when he had lai-hiir roses on her knees and
wooed her first, he had not loved her, not even with such love
as that foul patrician jade wrung from him by treading 'on his
worn heart, as a vi.ne-gatherer on the bruised and pressed-out
grapes crushed in the vats at autumn.

For so he soon told me, even he, himself, with that cynical
frankness which at times broke up from under the soft dis-
guises of his usual words.

He had never come to Rome,-never once since that chill
and bitter Lenten night when Maryx and I had found the
chamber empty, and Hermes in the moonlight alone.

I, asking always people whom I knew, learned that he had
never been in Rome since then, nor ever once at Daïla. It
was not fear, certainly, which kept him from the city; but
probably it was that sort of restless but fruitless and vague
remorse which is the repentance of such a man as he.

For the difference b'etween good and bad in mein lies less, I
think, in what they do than in how'they feel, and so less in
act than in conscience; and many a one among us could undo
the evil he las done if only he would not push away the pain
it causes him, and hurry on leaving the past behind him like a
dead mule on the high-road to rot forgotten.

We all sin, but some of us walk on, not looking back, and
some of us do look back, and thus do go again over the ill-
trodden path, and so, perchance, meet angels on the way,-to
mend it.

Hilarion never looked back : not because he was altogether
cruel, but because he had tenderness sufficient twined in with
bis cruelty to make him reluctant to see pain, although quite
reckless as to causingit. The masters of the world would slay
ten thousand victims- here in Rome, yet weep sometimes if a
beloved slave died. And why ?-because they, were only
Humanity let loose to all its instincts.

I dreaded lest he should come to Rome, for I knew that
even such comparativè calm as she had attained would be de-
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stroyed again, if she could behold bis face or hear his footstep
on the atones.

I watched for'him ceaselessly and in anxiety, but he never
came, and I heard that he was in Paris and in other places
that he loved, and the vile Sovrana woman was also absent,
and the pale sad peace that reigned with us, as it reigus over
à buried village when the snow has covered it, and the fires
are out, and the cries stilled, and the sleepers all sleeping for-
ever, was untroubled by any burst of storm or break of dawxr.

It was night with us always,-night always: even in the
golden glory of wide Rome, with the light upon the amethyst-
ine hills, and blue aerial distances, and the sound of birds'
wings and children's laughter, and the people's gladness, every-
where about the bright broad waters.

CHAPTER XXXIII.

ONE night I-was carrying home some work that I had done,
and I went perforce past the palace of the Sovrana princes,-
the palace of his black-browed wanton, who there ruled like
Olympia Pamfili, and had the great world all about ber; for
she who makes her husband's sbame nowadays can clothe ber-
self with it as with a garment of righteousness, be ber lord
only but vile also.

In the shadow of the migbty court-yard of the place there
was a vast crowd of gay grand people coming and going:
among them I saw Hilarion: be was entering the house. My
beart leaped with a wild bound, as though the blood of only
twenty years pulsed in it.

But for my promise to ber he would have died with the
moment that the moonlight fell on bis fair, serene, cold features
and revealed them-to me.

I left my errand undone, and waited by the palace gatès.
It was in the oldest part of Rome,-a nighty palace, built out
of travertine, from great ruins, in the Middle Ages by some
pope. Just now its courts were alight with lamps and torches,
and up the vpst stairs one could see the serving-men, all red
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and gold, like strutting paroquets, standing one above another.
No doubt this kind of life must be fine to lead, and I dare say
people in the midst of it very soon forget,-unless they wish
very much to remenber.

I stood outside the gates with sundry other folks, who had
come there to stare at the foreign princes and great ladies who
alighted and passed up between the men in red and gold.

No one noticed me; a good many hours went by; the peo-
ple by the gates had long before grown tired of looking on
and had gone away; I was left alone, but I did not str; there
were a fret and fume of the waiting horses ail around, and
their breath was.like steam -on the night. After a time the
people within began to come forth again : among the earliest of
them he came: in your great world lovers are careful, I believe,
to preserve this sort of affectation: it saves the honor of the
ladies and their lords.

I stopped him as he went out to his equipage.
"ILet me have a word with you," said I.
He turned, and I think he grew paler; but he was brave

always, and for me, I must say, he .had always been gentle in
his conduct, and never had made me feel in any way that I was
only a cobbler at a street-corner, stitching for daily bread.

"IIs it you, old friend ?" he said, with a kindly indifference,
real or assumed. "Do yom want me ? It is late. Will not
to-morrow do as well ?" 1

"To-morrow will not do," said I. "Come out with me."
And he càme, being always brave, as I say, and no doubt

seeing some look on my face that told him I ,gas longing for
bis life.

The palace stood, as I say, in one of the oldest parts of
Rome: a turn or two of a passage-way, and one was in front of the
dome of Agrippa, the gloomiest, grandest thing that the world
hoids, I think, above all when the moonlight is upon it,.as it
was on it now.

I walked thence, and he with me: bis attendants remained
at a sign from him before the palace.

When there was no one to hear in the deserted place, I
stopped; he -also.

He'spoke before I could speak.
"f you were a younger man, you would kill me, would

you not ?"
o*



His blue eyes were serene, and met mine, but his face was
troubled.

I looked him also full in the face.
"lIf I had not promised never to harm you, I would find

the means to kill you now, old thougli I may be."
He looked at me thoughtfully.
"Whom have you promised ?"
"You must know. There cannot be two who, so wronged,

would yet forgive."
He sighed a little restlessly.
"Is she well ?" he said, after a pause, and there was a sort

of shame in bis voice, and his eyelids fell.
I cursed him.
Heaven be merciful to me a sinner! I called down on

his head every blight and vengeance of heaven, all ill and
wretchedness and despair that life can ever heap on those
whom God and man forsake. I cursed him in his -lying down
and his uprising, in his manhood and his age ; I eursed all
offspring that might be begotten by him, and all women that
lis love might light on ; I cursed him as in the Scriptures
holy men curse the children of hell.

I was wrong, and such curses should blister the lips that
utter them, being all weak and at one another's mercy, and all
adrift in an inexplicable mystery of existence, as we are. But
I was beside myself; I thought only of her; I saw only in
him the cruel brutality of Love, which'in lis passion-flower
hides an asp, and with his kiss upon the lips gives death.

He stood tranquil and unmoved under the fury of my
words, and he showed no resentment: he shuddered a little
once, that was all. He did not seek to go away. lie stood
quietly by the granite steps of the Pantheon, with the columns
behind him that have withstood the fires and the sieges of
two thousand years.

When my voice had died, choked in my throat by the force
of my own misery and hate, he looked at me, with his clear
cold eyes dim.

"II am sorry that you should hate me," he said, under bis
breath; "but you are right,-as you see things, And why
do you call on any god ? Rome his outlived them all."

The patience in him, and the serenity, quelled the tempests
of my fury and my loathing, as, answering, passion would
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have fed them. I stood stqek-still, and stared on him, in the
moonlight.

"Car one never hurt you ?" I muttered to him. "Are
you brute, or devil,-or.what, that you feel nothing, and only
stand and smile like that ?"

"IDid I smile ?" said Ililarion. "Nay, you hurt me when
you hate me. It is natural that you should, and just enough;
only, whenyou call on God ! Has ever He listened ?"

"No!1 since He never kept her from you. No 1"
"Who shall keep the woman from the man ?" said he, with

a sort of scorn. "Nature will not; and it is Nature alone
that is strong."

"I blame not your love; I am no puritan: what I curse in
you- is your bitter coldness of soul,.your deception, your
fàithlessness, your cruelty, your abandonment. How could
you leave ber, once baying loved her?-how ?"

"II never loved her," he said, wearily. "What said Ana-
creon in your dream ? Instead of Love it is Philotes. It is
a bitter truth."

I groaned aloud.
The clay that she had spent her force on in ler delirium in

Paris was more real, more worthy of worship, than this phan-
tom of passion, which had led ber on to perish!

I am ashamed; I regret," he muttered, hurrjedly, with a
true contrition for the moment in his voice. "Why did you
ask me to leave her alone ? And then one saw that Maryx
loved ber: that was a temptation the more. Do I seem base
to you? Men always do whenever they speak the truth.
Yet it was not only baseness ; no. Such purity with such
passion as hers I -néver knew. She never understood I did
ber wrong: she only loved me. She was so calm, too, so like
the old statues anJ tlie old fancies of the immortals, with eyes
that never seemed likely to weep or smile or look anywheere
except straight to their home in heaven. I never had seen e
woman like th 4t-"

"ITherefore you were not content until you bad made ber
like to others !"
' "She never became so,-never," he said, quickly. "I may
have ruined her as you and the world call ruip; but, as I live
here, I swear I left her soul unsullied. Coarse words would
have cancered one's tongue spoken to ler! One riight I took
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ber to the opera in Paris,-only one. It seemed like dragging
Athene through a bagnio : a mere man's look at ber seemed
insult."

"You could feel that, and yet-"
"Ay, and yet I forsook her, you would say. Because of

that: can you not understand ? She was a constant shame to
me! If you had poured out poison to a creature trusting
you, and she kissed you as she drank it, and thought each
throe it caused her sweet because the hurt was from you, could
you bear that ? It was so with us. She stung me always,
not meaning; and then I tired -"

He had walked to the edge of the fountain. The moon
shone on thewater, and the water reflected the pale and
troubled beauty of his face. '%

"IWe are faithful only to the faithless, you say," he mut-
tered, turning back from the water that mirrored him. "That
is true. Who is it says that we are happiest with light and
venal women because we are not ashamed to be with thea the
mere beasts that nature made us ? Montaigne, I think. It
is true. And besides that, with her, every little lie I told ber
-such lies as one must always tell to women-seemed to
sting me as I said it. She never doubted me! If she had
doubted me once, it would have been easy; but she always
believed,-always. In Venice she made ber marble in my
likeness, but made me a god. That was ber fault always.
She never saw me as the thing I am."

He had not even'loved her,-he who had taught ber that
imperishable love which possesses the body and the soul, and
fills all earth abd heaven, and lets no living thing reigu be-
side it for a moment, nor any thought obtain a place!1

V'You never loved ber," I muttered. "You never loved
her ! You who wrote your name across ber very soul, so that
it burns there always, and will burn on, and on, and on, so
that God Himself could not quench the flame of it, even if He
would ! You never loved ber !-you !"

It seemed to me the pitifulest thiug that ever the ear of
man could hear: it stunned me.

Across my brain ran a line I once had read in some coarse
cruel book:

"Les femmes ne savent pas distinguer l'appétit de l'amour."

324 A RIADNE.



I a i I

ARIADNE. 325

Was great Love nowhere in the world save here and there
in some woman's breaking heart ?-Was Philotes the only
thing men knew ?

I could speak no more to him: the unutterable desolation
of it struck me dumb. I felt as in thatr very spot some pagan
Roman might have felt, seeing bis daughter passing by be-
tween the guards to perish for the love of Christ, he knowing
all the while that ber Christ was dead in Galilee and could not
aid her, and that the angelic hosts she waited for to break the
wheel and quench the fires had never had a shape or sub-
stance. save in the heated fancy of some desert saint or hunted
preacher.

"IYou cannot think it of me that I would desert a woman
brutally, and a woman so young," he said, at length, wth an
impatience and apology.in his tone, for it hurt him that such as.
1, or any one indeed, could deem him guilty of such grossnesa
iihbis cruelty.

Iwas faithless ; I left ber; yes, but I meant to return.
I thought she would more easily understand that one might
weary. Qf course I never dreamed that she would flee away
to misery like that-"

"No, I remember," I answered him, bitterly. "You said
of old, when you buried a dead lôve you cast some rich gifts
on its grave, as the Romans the porca præsentanea. Well,
you see there are dead things you cannot bury so, and there
are things that will not die at all, not even at your bidding.
You are a famous poet, but it seems to me that you are but a
shallow student of great natures."

"She will love me always, you mean ? Yes."
"You dare to triumph !"
"No, I meant no triumph. Thére are women like that:

they make one dread lest ever there should be the epdless
lereafter that we wise men laugh at. How should we bear

their eyes ?"
A shiver shook him4as he walked to and fro in the moonlight:
"Tell me more of lier," he said, pausing before me.
"I will tell you nothing."
"You think me so unworthy?"
"I think any one of the galley-slaves that toil in the gangs,

with their crimes written on their breasts, better and honester
than you. Yes."
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He was silent. The moonlight poured down between us
white and wide. .There lay a little dead bird on the stones, I
remember,-a redbreast, stiff and cold. The people traffic in
such things here, in the square of Agrippa: it had fallesi,
doubtless, off some market stall.

Poor little bird! All the innocent sweet woodland singing-
life of it was over, over in agony, and not a soul in all the wide
earth was the better for its pain, not-even the huckster who had
missed making his copper coin by it. *Woe is me ! the sorrow
of the world is great.

I pointed to it where it lay, a poor little soft huddled heap
of bright feathers: there is no sadder sight than a dead bird,
for what lovelier life can there be than a bird's life, free in the
sun and the rain, in the blossoms and foliage ?

" Make the little cold throat sing at sunrise," I said to him.
"When you can do that, then think to undo what you have
done."

"She will forget," he muttered.
"You know she never will forget. There is your crime."
"She will have her art-"
"Will the dead bird sing ?"
He was silent.
" Tell me," he said, abruptly, after a little while, " tell me:

is she here in Rome ?"
I would not answer him ; I stared on him stupidly, seeing

bis pale fair face in all its beauty against the granite columns
of Agrippa's temple.

"Is she in Rome ?" he asked.
"I will'not tell you!"
" Then she is! -When I learned in Paris that you had

found her, I knew that she was safe. You thought I drove
ber away. You do me wrong. I left her, indeed; but I
would have returned. I wrote to her to try and make her see
that one might weary, still not be a brute: how could I tell
that she would take it so ? My servants should have sought
ler: they might have known that I lad no intention to drive
ber. from me,-not like that. When I reached Paris, then I
sought for her, but theù you had been there and had gone: I
recognized that it was you by what they said. You had found
her in wretchedness ?"

"She kept berself by making fishermen's nets: yes."
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I would not tell him al! the truth ; I could not bear that he
should know that her lovely and lofty mind had lost itself in
the fell gloom of madness for bis sake.

He moved impatiently with a gesture of shrinking and regret.
Hilarion could infliet all tortures of the emotions on a

woman, and forsake ber, and feel no pang ; but physicàl need
in any woman hurt him, and the thought that it was suffered
for him, or through lin, stung him sharply : in his code his
honor was hurt if the creature he had caressed could want for
bread. She might die of pain, or dragout a living death in
solitude: but that was nothing. That did not touch bis
honor, in any way.

"Does she want-now ?" he said, with a tinge of ashamed
agitation in bis cheek. "Does she want ? Surely she must.
And I-"

"She wants for nothing," I answered him; "and my pa-
tience I cannot answer for, if you insult her-so. Words are
of no use. I came to say to you, 'Go out of Rome.' Do not
outrage ber with the sight of you beside that patrician jade in
the palace yonder; break with that Jezebel, and go to what
other vile woman you will,-only not here."

Hilarion laugbed a little drearily.
"Jezebel, as you call ler, las the wit to sting mme, and

burn me, whenever she touches me: so she keeps me. Men
are made so. Jezebel makes me a beast in my own sight, and
a fool in the sigiht of men: still, she keeps me. Why ? I
do not know very well. What is the sorcery of shameless
womena? Who can tell? But a sorcery it is. History tells
you that."

"Will you leave ber? That is all I care to know."
"If she be here," he said, softly. Yet for this jade he

had left ber!
"Tell me of her," he said, again.
"Do you regret ber ?"
"Yes,-and no. I seem brutal to you, no doubt. But I

could not live beside her: Jezebel suits me far better."
"What fault had she ?"
"The worst: she loved me too well. Do you not see ? It

was a perpetual reproach."
He was silent; his face-was troubled and ashamed, and he

moved impatiently away.
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" Can you not understand ? To be thought faithful, fault-
less, half divine, and all the time one knows Oh, say it is
thanklessness and worthlessness in one, no doubt it is; but
men are made so. There are women that all the time one
works one's will on them, make one ashamed."

" And so one does worse ?"
He threw his head back with a gesture of irritation.
" And leaves them ? Is that worse ? One cannot live in

air too rarefied: we are but brutes, as nature made us. That
is not our fault. Not that I meant to leave her long, only
she took it so. She could not understand."

No, she could not understand.
It seemed to me that never word more pitiful had been

spoken. She could not understand that Love was mortal.
He sighed,-a sigh selfish and restless.
" Would you have the truth, the whole truth ? Well,

then, I never loved her; I tell you I never loved ber. No !
She was so lovely, and had so much genius, and she was so
unlike- al others, and she was so utterly at peace, so given
over to her art and dreams, so still, so far away,-I wanted to
destroy it all. .Oh, not from any vileness: men are not vile.;
they are only children: when children see a flower they must
root it up; a frost-crystal, they must snatch and break it. I
was a. child, and cruel: children arê cruel. Passion is brutal,
too-; but it is strong and constant. I had not passion. I
said to myself, She shall care for me, and not for her art; but
I never should have said it if she had not looked so far away
from earth and all its follies. I never loved her; no! One
must be hurt to love: she never hurt me."

Oh, terrible words and terrible truth! he had hurt her as
he would, and she alone of the two had been faithful.

He descended the steps of the temple, and walked to and
fro wearily, for bis conscience stirred and smote him.

"Was it vanity ?" he muttered. "Perhaps it was vanity.
It was not love. Something of love-its amorous charm, of
course-came into it ; for she was so lovely in body and
niind. and she worshiped me as never other creature ever did,
I think ; but for the restr-I nev'er should have touched
lier if you had no.t cautioned me, and if she had' net had
those deep, serene, abstracted eyes of hers, that seemed to be·
always seeing heaven and to pass by men. One longed to
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call np one's own image in them, as in calm waters, and
trouble them forever !-Do you not know? You call that
base? Well, you are right, may-be. It was so. I cared
but little for her, but I wished to be the first. Perhaps I
was a coward, and treacherous, as you say: I did not think
of that. She loved her art, her gods, her dreams; I said to
myself, she should love me. I never had met a woman with
a pure soul; hers was quite pure; I wrote my name across it
out of sport, and you say the name burns there in fire always:
well it may."

Then he laughed a little, partly in cruelty and more in sad-
ness, and looked me full in the face.

"If you were a young man you would kill me."
I looked him also full in the face.
"If I had not promised her never to kill you, I would find

the means to do it now, old as I am."
"IYou would do quite right," he said, dreamily, "and per-

haps you would do me a service: who can tell? We know
s0 little."

Alas, no: he said truly. We know so little, and it cripples
our band: the worst vengeance we can think of is a swift,
sure blow that deals out death, and then, perhaps, all the
while we only summon man's best friend.

I stood before him baffled, impotent, paralyzed.
The merciless frankness of him froze the very current of

my blood, and I saw that he spoke the truth. He had not
even loved her once.

He had better loved this black-browed illustrious jade here
in Rome, who -struck him in her furies, and, dragged him in
the dust in her soft moments.

"IWill you tell.me where she is ?" he said, abruptly.
"(No, I will not."
"Are you afraid that I should make her return to me?"

No: -Jouravanityaswthiingore to gain."
"I should have gone back to her."
"You think so. * -But you would not."
"Why ?"
"Because you know that though she may never look upon

your face again, none the less is she yours fbrever. Men are
faithful only to the faithless. What is true to them they can
easily forsake."
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He was silent. There was a mist like tears in bis eyes.
"She loved me too much: no man should ever be loved

much," he said, impatiently. " It wearies us, and it makes us
too sure. Women will not understand."

" Base women understand that well, and, understanding,
keep you and such as you. Go to them."

Then I turned, and would have gone away. But he over-
took me.

"I respect you, because you would kill, me. Cannot we
part in peace ? Is there nothing thát I could do ?"

"No. There is nothinc. When nben do what you have
done, God Himself ' g. now t at.

or peace, there eau be none between us. Farewell: when
you lie dying, may-be you will wish that Love were beside
you, and you will call on it, and call in vain."

Then without other words I left him.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

Taus I left him and went away by myself from the Pan-
theon homeward to the chamber where Hermes and, all other
treasures of Iny past were missing.

I knew that he would go out of Rome; I knew that he
would not seek ber; because, although bis heart in a manner
smote him thinkihg of her so near and knowing himself so
beloved, yet the desire of ease and the. dislike of pain were
stronger emotions with him than any other. She was so
utterly bis own : though lands and seas had stretched between
them, and half a world had parted them, none thç less, he
knew well enough,-too well,-would she be faithful; never,
though she were left alone till ber youth should flee away and
gray age come, never woulò any other gain from ber a moment's
thought or a passing gance, he knew.

Why should be return to her ?-ihis passion had nothing to
conquer, bis vanity nothing to gain. And what did' he know
of love ?-this poet with words that burned as they sang, this
lover with eyes that caressed as they looked, till the souls of
women. dropped in his path like jasmine-flowers when the
wind passes.
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"I had never left Dorothea had she refused me her trust,"
says the lover who is faithless, in a play of Calderon's.

Never was line written that embodied sadder truth ; and
Dorothea forgives outrage on outrage, crime on crime, and
even when he has bidden assassins slay her, would still kiss his
hand and pray for him to the Christ on her cross ; but he never
forgives,-though against him she has no fault, save the one
fault of having had faith in him.

"If you love me you will li prays the man to
the woman - ' is ns. "You should have turned your
aroinme 1" says the man when it is too late.

Not because he is vile; no. Hilarion said justly; very few
men are that; but because he is like a child, and his plaything
was beautiful whilst yet it was a refused secret, a treasure with-
held, a toy untried, but being once attained and owned; the
plaything lies forgotten in a corner, whlst the player runs
forth in the sun.

Calderon's Dorothea was not hated because sbe had given
ber trust, but she was forsaken because she ad do.àe so, and
then hated because the memory of wrong done to her stung a
fickle fierce heart to remorse.

"Who bas doue the wrong, never' pardons:" in love, be-
yond all else, is this true.

Hilarion went back to the apes in his upas-tree, because they
never made him wish himself other than he was; they never
recalled to him all he might have been: innocently bhe had
dône both. - So he had left ber.

I knew, as I say, that he would go out of Rome; and on
the morrow I learned that he lad done so.

I was thankful. Women hope that the dead love may re-
vive; but men know that of all dead things none are so past
recall as a dead passion.

The courtesan may scourge it with a whip of' nettlçs back
into life; but the innocent woman may wet it forever with
her tears, she will find no resurrection.

I was thankful, for it was bèst so; yet if· I could bave
hated him more than I did it .would have been for his
obedience to me. -

To be near her, yet not even look upon ber face! I forgot
that hardly could he care to look on it much more than a
murderer cares to look on the thing he bas stifid and thrust



away into the eart.- " Why could'he not have left her in
peace ?" I said, again and again. No doubt he often asked
himself so; for men are not base; they are éhildren.

Maryx all this while I never saw. I believed that, although
he had refused to give~ his promise, he would not harm ber
lover for her sake; but I knew nothing : I only knew that
Hilarion passed out of Rome, as he had entered it, in safety.

The nightingales sang through all the long lovely spring-
tide nights under the myrtles on the Golden Hill, but their
master never came out to hear them, nor heeded that the
summer drew nigl.

Art is an angel of G-od, but when love has entered the soul
the angel unfolds its plumes and takes flight, and the wind
of its wings withers as it passes. He whom it has left misses
the angel at his ear, but he is alone forever. Sometimes it
wiil seem to him then that it had been no angel ever, but a
fiend that lie, making hini waste bis years in a barren toil
and~ bis nights in a joyless passion; for there are two things
beside which all Art is but a mockery and a curse : they are
a child that is dying and à love that is lost.

Meanwhile she grew thinner and thinner and taller still, as
it seemed, and the colorless fairness of her face had the pallid
whiteness of the stephanotus flower, and she was lovely still,
but it was a loveliness which had a certain terror in it for
those who saw lier, though such were only the poor of the
city.

"She has the look of our Beatrice," said one woman who
cleaned the stone stairs of Barberini, sometimes, and knew
those haunting eyes that have all the woe of all creation in
their appeal.

And what to me was the most hopeless sorrow of all was
this, that every memory and impulse of art seened extinet in
ler. What -had once been the exclusive passion of ler life e
seemed to have been troddèIfdown and stamped out by the
yet more absolute and yet more tyrannical passion which had
dethroned it: as a great storm-wave rises and sweeps over
and effaces all land-marks and dwellings of the earth wherever
it reaches, so hiad the passion of Hilarion swept away every
other thought and feeling.

The sickness and the sorrow round her, she would do her
best to help, going from one to another, silent and afraid of no
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pestilence. The people were afraid of her, but she not of
them, even when th.e breath of their lips was death.

To the little children she was very tender, she who had
never seemed even to see that the children played in the sun,
or smiled at their mothers' bosoms; and she would touch them
gently, and a great anguish would come into ber eyes, that
now were always so wistful, and strained, and full of hopelems
longing, like the eyes of a captive animal.

"IYou must love these people, that you serve them so,"
said a priest to her one day, meeting ber where the pestilence
raged.

"INo," she answered him: "I am only sorry for them. I
am sorry for anything that lives."

And it was the truth. Her heart had opened to pity, but
it was closed to all save one love.

It was a -summer heavy and sickly. Wan, feverworn
children glided through the streets ; the little bell, that told
of passing souls needing the Church's sacraments, rang cease-
lessly; by daylight and by torchlight the black figures of thé
beccamorti passed along the beautiful, solenn, empty ways,
where the sun burned and the dust.drifted; the heat lay on
the city like a pall, and the wide, scorched, yellow plain was
like a basin of brass beneath the unchanging pallid blue of
the sky.

For myself, I had borne such seasons before, and had been
unharmed; but for ber I was anxious. Yet she seemed to
feel no change in the weather; nor in the aspect of the city
around ber; she was vaguely oppressed, and would lie for
hours motionless in the darkened rooms, and would drag ber-
self outward with effort, only if she heard of any in need;
but she never made any lament. To physical discomfort she
had always been. indifferent, and I think of it now she was
insensible.

In the heats of summer I would have had ber take some
sort of change, but, as before, she refused to leave Roine.

"It is here that he will seek me if he want me,-ever,"
she said; and I, thinking of the cruel truths that he had ut-
tered in the moonlight by the Temple of Agrippa, felt my very
heart grow cold.

"cOh, my.dear ! oh, my love! you perish for a dream," I
said, and dared say no more.
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She smiled faintly a smile that hurt one more than other
worren'saeeping.

"In your dream Love brought the poppy-flowers; but that
I do not uriderstand. HIow can one die while what ýone loves
still lives ? To lie a dead thing in the cold, and the dark, while
others-"

A shudder shook her; the Greek-like temper in ber recoiled
froi the Christian horrors of the grave. With him she would
have gone to ber grave as a ehild to its mother ; but without
him-if she were dead under the sod, or walled in the stones
of a crypt, it seemed to ber that she would wake and rise
when the lips of others toucbed him.

Alas! alas! she never thought of him save as alone. She
never knew what were those apes which jibbered in the bay-
tree of his fame and. passions. He was still sacred to lier,
with the sublime sanetity of a great love which enfolds the
thing it cherishes as with the divine mist which of old veiled
the gods.

Whoever can still love thus is happy,-ay, even in wretched-
ness, even when alone. It is when the mist bas dissolved, as
the mists of the morning, and the nakedness and the deform.

ity and the scars whieh it hid are disclosed,-it is then, and
then only, that we are miserable beyond all reach of solace,
and can bave no refuge but in the eternal oblivion of that
death which then we know can be only a forgetting and an
end, without hope.

She stayed all the summer in Rome.
One day a thought struck me. It was early in the morning,

and the beaviness of the weather bad lifted a little, a few
showers having fallen, and it was just so golden and wbite and
sunny a m.orning as that when I had fallen asleep before the
Ariadne in BorgheseNrith rosy mists upon the mountain-
beights, and breadths of amber light upon the river, and
tender little clouds that flew before the breeze and promised
rain at sunset.

A thought struck me, and I allured ber into the open air
while yet it was very early, and bent ber steps-she not heed-
ing whither she went-aéross the Tiber to the Scala Regia of
the Vatican.

"Come hither with me; I bave business here," I said to
her; and she came, not hearing at alf, most probably, for her
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mind was most always plungea so deeply into the memories of
her dead joy that it was easy to guide her where one would.

Sometimes I fancied she had not wholly yet all clearness of
her reason; but there I was wrong; she was quite sane, only
she had but one thought night and day.

They knew me well at that mighty place, and had always
orders to let me pass.

I took her up the immense stairways that seem builded for
some flace of Hercules, and the wide, stifl, solemn passages
and corridors, where all the art of the whole world's innu-
merable centuries seems to be so near one, from the golden
crowns of the Etruscan Larthia to the flower-garlands of
Raffaelle's scholars.f aa

I took her into the galleries which she had never entered
since the days when she had studied'there the humblest yet
the greatest of Art's acolytes. It was eight in the morning;
there was no one near; the vast chambers seemed countless,
like the centuries they held embalmed. We went past the
sarcophagi and the stones from the tombs, past the colossal
heads and the cinerary urns, past the vases of porphyry and
agate and chalcedony, and the deep, serene-eyed faces of
the gods, and so into the Chiaramonti gallery, past the Gany-
mede of Leucares. and the colossal Ibis, and the olive-presses
of the Nonii, to the spot where what I had once owned was
standing, between the radiated jasper of the Assyrian basin
and the yellow marble of the Volscian Jove ; near the grand
bust of Cæsar as high pontiff, and the sculptured legend of
Alkestes, which Evhodus bas inscribed to his "very dear and4
very blessed wife, Metilia Acte." For there is love which liver
beyond the tomb.

There my Hermes was, well companioned, and better shel-
tered than with me, beneath those noble arched roofis, amidst
those endless processions of gods and of heroes and of emper-
ors; but for myself, you know, as I have said, it always
seemed to me that the smile had passed off the mouth of the
statue.

Of course it was a foolish and vain fancy , for what could a
few years spent in a poor man's chamber matter to a creature
endowed with thatsplendid life of marbles which counts bycentu-
ries and cycles and sees whole dyuasties and nations roll away ?

She walked with me down the long gallery,cold even in the
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midsummer morning; and sl looked neither to right nor left,
but into vacancy always, for she saw nothing that was around
her, or at the least cared nlot for it,, because all inemories of the
art lie had adored seenied to have perishîed in ber. I laid my
ihand upon her shoulder, and nade her pause before the Mer-
eury. I said to lier,-

a Look. lie was a friend to you once. Will you pass him
by now?

She lifted her eyes with an effort, and rested them on the
pentelie stone of the statue.

hlermes's head was slightly hent downward, like that most
beautiful IHernies of the Belvedere.

Ilis gaze seemed to meet iers.
A thrill ran through her. She stood and looked, upward at

the calm, drooped face.
It is your Greek god !" she said, and then was still, and

there qeened to faîl on ber that strange, mystical, divinie tran-
quillity whieh-does lie in the glance-of all great statues, whether
from the rude sphinx that lies couchant in the desert, or
the perfect godhead that was brought to Rome from the sea-
shore by Antium.

Its own calm seemed to fal upon her.
Then hot tears filled her eyes, and fell slowly down her

pale cheeks.
"Once I too could make the marbles speak !" she mur-

mured ; and lier fainting soul stirred in ber, and awoke to.a
sense of its own lost power.

She did not ask how i was that Ilermes was here in the
palace of the P1ope,-not then: she stood looking at the
statue, and seemîing, as it were, slowly to gather fromn it re-
membrance, and strength, and the desires of art, and the
secrets of art's creation.'

That desire of genius which in the artist never wholly dies,
and makes the painter in the swoon of death behold golden
horizons and lovely cities of the elouds, and the musician hear
the music of the spheres, and the poet rave of .worlds beyond
the qun,-that desire, or instinct, or power, be it what it will,

. , woke in ber at the feet of Hermes; Hermes, who had seen
all her efforts, and watched all-her dreams, and been the silent
witness of those first kisses of passion which had burned away
her genius beneath them. c
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She sat down hy the zaecho of the statue, on the great,
lion's head, that bore, with three others like it, the burden of
the oval jspe'r basin.

She was lost in thought. I did not speak to ber. The
carly light of norning streamed tirough the length of -the
gnllery. ler face had the pained bewilderient of one who,
after long unconsciousetsm and exhaustion, recovers little by
little the memories and the forces of life.

lere, if anywhere -in theI "divine city of the Vatican,"-
for in truth a city and divine it is, and well bas it been called
so,-here, if anywhere, will wake the soul of the artist; bere,
where the very paveimenit beurs the story of Odysseus, and
each passage-way is a Via Sacra, and every stone is old with
years whose tale is told by hundreds or by thousands, and the
wounded. Adonis cai be adored besie the tempted Christ off
Sistine, and the rerious beauty of the Erythrean Sibyl lives
beside theI iaigiing grace of ivy-crowned Thalia, and the
Jupiter Maximus frownîs on the mortais made of earth's dust,
and the Jehovah who lins called fortii womian mcets the first
smile of Eve. A divine city iideed, holding in-its innuner-
able chanibers and its courts of granite and of porplyiy all
that man has ever dreamed of, in his hope and in his terror,
of the Unknown God.

She sat quite still a long while, while the sunbeams came
in fromî on higi, and the grave guardians of the place paced
behîind the grating. Thére was no sound at all anywhere,
except the sound of the distant water failling iin the gardens
without, farther away beyond the home of the Musces and of
the Apollo Musagetese.

Then suddenly she rose and lookcd again at the statue.
"This has lived two thousand years and more, and men

still say it is beautiful. I tried to nmake such a statue of hîim,
so that bis beauty sbould live always. I wil ftry or.ee more.
Other women could not do that. Perhaps the world will
praise it, and lie will see it, and then lie will know-"

Know how well she loved hin> still! Ah, that he knew too
%ell! Men like Hilarion never distrust thuir own rwer to
keep what once is theirs. -Only after a little while they do
not want it: so they leave it.-thait is all.

"Let us go homie," she said, with ' ager haste, the first sign
of eagernesa that I had sen in her since I had brought her
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to the Tiber's side. "l Let us go home. - I will work there in
the tower. You shall get me marble,-the old marble of
Luna, the Etruscan marble,-and I wi1-try$then perhaps
the world will keep it-as it bas kept Hermes; and me they
will forget, but him never. It is the statues that live, not
the sculptor."

And then for a moment, in that loneliness of the Chiara-
monte, she leaned against the Greek god, and laid-her lips to
bis cold, pure limbs, as she bad done to the stones* of the
hearth in my chamber.

" He used to caress you," she murmured to the marble.
-" Dear god, give me strength !"

Then we went silently through the Braccio Nuovo, past the
bronze Augustus, fit master of the world, and Titus's hive of
honey, between the Corinthian columns, and past the pillars
of red granite, over the mosaies of the shining floor, and so
through many halls and corridors into the open air of the
gardens. It was early morning, and the birds were astir in
the thick walls of the clipped box and ilex; blue butterfiies
flew over the old Latin tombstones; lizards ran in between
the blossoming orange-hbdges; here and there a late-fallen
fruit had tumbled, a ball of gold, upon the grass.

These gardens are green valleys full of fragrance and
shadow; behind them, like their mountain alp, is the great
dome, altering from white to purple as the day passes and the
clouds change.

"Tell me," she said, below her breath, as we paced among
the trees, "why is the .Hermes there ? I can remember
nothing, only

Walking between the tall walls of leaf and bough, I took
courage, and told her of the things that I had done and the
sorrow I had suffered since I bad seen the sail upon the sea.

For theefirst time she wept for us, not for him.
" And I am thankless !--only thankless !" she murmured.

i Oh, why love me so much, you two for whom I have no
love.?"

J'I heard the birds singing in the orange-flowers, and the
bees'hum in the fountain's edge, and they only souuded sad

nd,ý4harsh to me.
" Myjdear, love'is given, not bought," I said to her.

"Tht.is ail.".
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CHAPTER XXXV.

THAT very night I made a sculptor's workroom in the
tower, and I.had brought thither the earths and planes and
tools of the glyptic art, and once more that desire to create
entered into ber without which the soul which bas been once
possessed by it is dumb as a flute without the breath of man,
is empty as a temple whose gods have been overthrown.

The passion which consumed ber would at least find some
vent ana solace in this,-so I thought; even if, aslI feared
greatly,.the genius in ber might no more revive than can a
flower that bas been scorched by the noon sun and then frozen
by the night. I did riot know how this might prove; any
way, obedient to ber wish, I placed within ber reach all the
material necessaries of sculpture, and left her alone to summon
what vision she would. Alas! no visions were possible to ber
now ; on the silver of the sunlight, as on the blackness of the
darkness, she saw only one face.

Shut in ber tower, where only the pigeons saw ber, flying
about the high casements to their homes in the roof, she beld
communion with that art whicb now was in her only another
foi-m of love. In the marbles she only saw bis features and
bis form: as the soft winds touched ber cheek, sbe thought of
bis kisses; when the stars sbone on ber, she thought only
of bis eyes. Love is an absolute -possession of all the senses
and all the soul, or it is nothing.

Therefore there are few who know love: as there are few
who are great, or do heroic deeds, or know or attain to any-
thing which demands intensity of character.

"iDo not enter there," she said to me, meaning this high-
est place under the roof, where the sun shone on the clay and
the stones. "If Icau co mnt myself, ever, then I will tell
yon. But it escapes nie." An she would sit for hours silent
and looking into vacancy, striving,-no doubt, to recall that
power which'had passed away from her,-that mystical power
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of artistic creation which is 'ho more to be commanded than it
can be explained.

Sometimes I was half afraid of what I had done, for she
grew weaker and more feverish, it seemed to me, and would
not stir from the place in the heavy torrid weather, when the
very.dogs in the streets could scarcely drag their limbs from
sun to shadow; and sometimes I could have beaten out my
brains against the wall because I had had that accursed dream
in Borghese, and now had to watch its slow fulfillment and
could do nothing; for the Roman woman had said, justly,
"Either the temple of Lubentina or death."

There was no middle course between the two. And who
could wish her less faithful -even to the faithiess, since by
fidelity alone is love lifted from the beast into the god ?

So months passed by, and she remained all the long empty
days shut there with the dumb clays and the Carrara marblies,
that would lie there blocks of poor pale stone till she could
bid them arise and speak.

Sometimes the artist's creation is spoûtaneous, electric, full
of sudden and eager joys, like the birth of love itself; sone-
times it is accomplished only with sore travail, and many
pangs, nd sleepless nights,,like. the birth of children. Whether
the offisring of joy or of pain be the holiest and the strongest,
who shal say ?-is Our Lady of San Sisto or the Delphie Sibyl
worth the most ?

All this time I never saw the one whose pleasure it had
been to teach ber the gladness of laborious days, and all the
secrets of the arts that say to the wood and the stone, " Tell
men the vision I have had of heaven." He did not summon
me and I did not dare to seek him.

I saw the old mother, who grew quite blind, and who struck
her staff at the empty air, and said to me, " So would I strike
the girl were she here. Was she blind like me, that she could
not see a great life at her feet ?"

One night Giulio, the foreman, said to me, "The master
has been ill: we were very afraid."

It seemed that the fever of our city, which had never
touched Maryx once in all the five-and-twenty years which
had passed since he had first stood by the-white lions in the
portico of Villa Medici. had taken hold on him in this un-
healthy and burning summer.
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I suppose the fever comes up from the soil,-our marvelous
soil, that, like the water of our springs and fountains, never
changes, take it away or shut it up as you may, and bears
such lovely luxuriance of leaf and blossoms; because the earth
here has ail been so scorched thr.ough and through with blood,
and every hand-breàdth of its space is as it were an ossuary,
and the lush grass, and the violets that are sweeter here than
ever they are elsewhere, and ail the delicious moist hanging
mosses and herbs and ferns, are, after all, so rich, because born
from the bodies of virgins, and martyrs, and heroes, and ail
the nameless millions that lie buried here.

Blood must have soaked through the soil deeper than any
tree can plunge its roots: ten thousand animals would be
slaughtered in the circus in a day, not to speak of men. How-
ever, come when it may, the fever, that even Horace feared,
is here always, and terrible in our Rome, above ail, when the
first great rains come; and at last, after letting him go free of
it five-and-twenty years, the fever had struck down Maryx.

But he had never lain down under -it nor seen any phy-
sician: it had only wasted and worn him, as the slow fire at
the roots wastes and wears the trunk of a doomed tree that
the charcoal-burners have marked: that was ail.

I had not dared to go to hin; but one mnght when I sat by
my stail, with Palès sleeping, and the lamp swinging, and the
people standing or lyiuig about to get a breath of air, though
no air was there under the sultry skies, Maryx touched me on
the shoulder. He was very enfeebled, and leaned upon a stick,
and his face was pale and haggard, and the look of age, of old
age, had deepened on his face, whilst yet he was in the prime
of his manhood.

I rose and looked in his face, for indeed before him I felt
always so rmuch remorse that I felt as a criminal in his pres-
ence,-I, who had dared to meddle with Fate and compel it.

"I am grieved-" I began to him; and then I could not
end the phrase, for all words seemed sr trite and useless be-
tween him and me, and like an insult to him.

"I know," he said, gently. "l Yes, I have ,been ill; it
does not matter. For the first time I have been glad that my
mother was blind."

"I did not dare to ask to seey'ou."
"No: I understand he bas been in Rome ?"
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"Yes; months since."
"I knew. • Tell her I brok' my oath for ber sake. I shut

myself in my house. If I had seen him -"
Iis lips closed with no more spoken, but thre was no ne-

cessity for words.
I told him what had passed between me and Hilarion by

the church of Agrippa. He heard in silence, sitting on the
bench from whièh I bad risen. The blood rbse over bis
wasted features, pale with the teriible pallor of dark skins.

When I lad ended, he smiled a little drearily.
" That is the love that women choose,-God help them !"
Then he was silent, and as the lamp-light fell on him, I

thought lis face looked darker, wearier, older than it had done
a few moments earlier. For there is nothing more piteous
than the waste of a great nature which gives all its gold,-to
see dross preferred.

"Hé was kinder to the dog he slew !" he said, and he drew
lis breath heavily and with labor as he spoke.

'SAnd the dog-he regretted," I answered, for my heart
was as hard as flint against Hilarion, and I would fain have
beard another curse him as I cursed him.

But the litred of Maryx was too deep for words; and
beyond even lis hate was bis infinite yearning of.pity for ber
and the sickness of loathing that filled bis soul. To one who
had loved her with a lover's love, her fate was horrible as it
could not be even to me, an old man, and only ber friend.

He sat still in the light of my poor dull lamp, and the
people went by and he saw nothing of them, and the water.
fell down from the wall behind him and looked like gleaming
.sabres crossed.

"II would not promise," lie -muttered, very low: "but I
will hold my hand while I can. She told me, I have nu
right !"

That bad been the bitterest word that she bad uttered to
him : he had no right, none upon earth,-he who had lost all
peace, al ambition, all art, all happiness, through her, and for
her would.have lost the world and his own soul.

"IWe have no right, you and 1," he said, once more, and
then he rose up with that dreary dejection of movement which
makes the limbs drag, like leaden weights when the spirit
witbin is broken.
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"She wants for nothing ?" he asked, abruptly.
"Nothing that we can give."
"If I can serve her, corne to me. If not, let ber forget

that I live, whilst I do live. This fever kiUs in time, they
say. I shall not complain when the time comes. Good-
night."

Then his hand, which was dry and bot with the malady
within him, pressed mine, and he went away slowly, walking,
with bent bead, as old men do.

I thought of the day w'hen he had corne past my board with
vigorous, elastic steps, and lis bold brilliant eyes, bright as an
eagle's,-the day when he bad taken up the Wingless Love.

Alas! what love that is love indeed bears wings ? Love
that is love is fettered where it is born, and stirs not, even
under any rain of blows.

''"Maryx is ill," I said to ber on the morrow.
"I am sorry," she said, and looked pained.
"Will you not see him ?-say some gentle word ?"
"I cannot,.to be faithful."
"Faithful to the faithless! That is asked of none."
Her face gathered upon it that look of resolution and of

force which made its delicate lines severe as the features of
the Athene to whom ber youth had been dedicated.. The
flush of a deep emotion, that in another would have been
shame, but in ber was. rather anger than shame, burned on
her face.

"ITo be faithful is no virtue; but only women that are vile
can be faithless. It is nothing what one.is asked: it is what
one is, what one wills, that matters."

I reinember how in the early days she haodscorned Ariadne,
saying that Ariadne should have died ere Dionysos scaled the
rock.

Fidelity in ber was purification,-nay, was innocence tbat
needed no purification; and not alone innocence, but supreme
duty and joy that defied all cruelty of man to bruise it much,
or utterly to destroy it.

She knew not enough of human nature and human ways
and the evil thereof to understand all tbat faithless women
were; but the instinct in ber recoiled from thern fot less with
scorn than horror. ' Faith to Hilarion was'in her nature what
faith in heaven was to the martyrs whose bones lie here in the
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eternal night of subterranean Rome. It was a religion, an
instinct, and a paradise,-a paradise whence not even the
silence and thé abatidonment of the god by whom she was for-
saken could drive her out wholly into darkness.

For in a great love. there is a self-sustaining strength by
which if lives, deprived of everything, as there are.plants that
lito upon our barren ruins burned by the sun, and parched
and shelterless, yet ever lifting green leaveS to the light.

CHAPTER XXXVI.

TuE months went on, and seemed to me to creep as' blind
worms creep, and to do no miore good than. they to any living
soul.

Ail these months she had shut herself in the studio of her
tover, not stirring out, and only breathing the fresher air of
night frôm one of her barred casements, when the sun was
setting, or the stars had come out from the dark blie of
Ronian skies. For me, I stitched at my stail, and Palés,
growing older, slept more, and, grew more sharp of tooth and
temper; and there were many changes among my neighbors,
right and left, and many marriage-groups went by, and many
biers; but nothing touched me much, and ail I cared to think
of was of her, my Ariadne.

One day-it might perhaps be six or seven months after the
day that I had led her through thé Chiaramonti gallery to
lermes-when I had gone to ask of her, as never a day passed

but I did do, nor Ersilia either scarcely, she opened the door
of ber lofty studio and came down a few of the stone stairs to
my side.

"Come," she said to me; and then I knew that she had
found her strength and compassed some great labor.

The studio was a wide and lofty place, with walls and floor
of stone, and narrow windows that opened in their centre on a
hinge, and the plants that grew upon the roof hung down
before their bars, and the pigeons flew in and out ·in the
daytime.
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"ILook," she said, and led me in, and let me stand before
the statue she had made, and which she had herself eut out
from the block, and shaped in every line, till it stood ·there, a
white and wondrous thing, erect in the sunlight shining from
the skies, and seemed to live,.nay, to leap forth to life as the
Apollo does in Belvedere.

It was the same statue that she had made in the clay at Venice;
*,that is, it was Hilarion: the man made god by the deifying
power of the passion which thus beheld him. Every curve
of the slender and symmetrical limbs was bis, every line of the
harmonious and Greek-like features his also; but it was no
longer a mortal, it was a divinity; and about his feet played
an ape and an asp, and in his hand he held a dead bird.

That was all.
There was no other allegory. She knew that marble must

speak in the simplest words, as poets spake of old, or not
at all.

Marble must be forever the Homer of the arts: ceasing to
be that, as it does cease if it be wreathed with ornament or
tortured into metaphor, it ceases also to be art. Marblgnust
speak to the people as it did of old over the blue Æàgean sea
and under the woods of Pelion, or be dumb, a mere tricked-
out doll of fancy and of fashion..

She knew this, she who had been trained by Maryx; and
even had she forgotten his teachings, her own genius, cast on
broad and noble lines, would have obeyed the axiom by
instinct.

I stood silent and amazed before the statue: amazed because
the spiritualized and perfect beaut'y given in it to Hilarion
seemed to me the most amazing pardon that a woman's for--
giveness ever on this earth bestowed; silent, because I, who
had dwelt among sculptors all my years, could never have
conceived it possible for her to give to any shape of stone such
vitality, such proportion, such anatomical perfection, such
personal sublimity, as were ail here.

It was a great work; it would have been great in Athens,
and was how much greater in this modern age!• And she
was only a woman, and so young.

"cOh, my dear! oh,'my dear !" I moaned to h'er, standing
before it. "Athene iswith you still. You have the clue and
the sword. Oh, my dear, with such gifts praise hbeavenI
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What does the pain or the loss of life matter? You are
great!"

She looked at me from under her lovely low brows and her
half-falling hair, as the Ariadne of the Capitol looks at you ;
only with a look more intense,-a' look of deep pity, deeper
scorn.

" Is that all that you know? Great! What use is that ?
I could not kill the ape and the asp. Perbaps he would not
have left me if I had been foolish and like other women."

i, like an idiot, cried out,-
" You blaspheme, and against yourself! The gods' gifts

are greater than his. You have the clue and the sword.
How can you care? Let him perish, the ingrate and fool !"

The look in her eyes grew darker and deeper with sadness
and scorn. She turned from me with almost aversion.

" I have only created it that he may see it, and that others
may still see bis face when I shall have been dead a thousand
years; for it will be of him they will think, not of me."

Then she was silent, and I could have spoken mad words
against him, but I dared not; and I thought of the Daphne
of Borghese with the laurel growing out of ber breast, the
laurel that always is bitter, and thatburts when it springs from
the beart of a woman.

" Oh, my dear," I said humbly to her, "be grateful ; you
bave the gifts that a million of mortals live and die without
ever even comprehending. Be not thankless ; genius is con-
solation."

"For all but one thing," she said, very low; and ber eye-
lids were wet.

And indeed after all there is nothing more cruel than the
impotence of genius to hold and keep those commonest joys
and mere natural affections which dullards and worse than
dullards rejoice in at their pleasure,-the coinmon buman
things, whose loss makes the great possessions of its imperial
powers all valueless and vain as harps unstrung or as lutes
that are broken.

" It is very beautiful, and it is very great," I said to ber,
and said but barren truth.

"It is himsèlf," she answered.
"What will you call it ?"
" Only-a poet."
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"You will let it go out to the world, surely ?"
"Yes, that he may see it."
" You think he will come to you?"
She shrank a little, as if one had stung her.
"No: lhe will not come back ; no. But perhaps le will

remember a little, and drive the asps and the apes away. If
I could pray as the women pray in the churches, that is ail I
would ask; nothing else,-nothing else."

"My God ! How can you forgive like that ?"
"To love at ail, is that not always to forgive ?"
Then a heavy sigh parted her beautiful lips that were now

so pale yet still so proud, and she went away from my presence
and left me alone with the marble. Had it not been her
creation I think I should have struck the statue, and cursed it
and cast it down headlong, as of old they cast the false gods.

That day I went and sought Maryx. The fever had passed
from him with the heats of summer and the perilous rains of
the autumn, and its agues and its fires had ceased to chill and
burn him turn by turn. But he was weakened and aged, and
never, so Giulio told me, touched the plane or the chisel: his
workmen he paid as of yore, but the workrooms were locked.

I asked to see him, and I told him.
"You bade me say how you could serve her," I said to

him.. " You can serve ber now. I am an old man, and poor,
and obscure; I can do nothing. Will you let the great world
see her work? Of no other man could I ask such a thing
after-after- But you are not like others."

His heart heaved, and the nerves of his cheek quivered,
but he pressed my hand.

"I thank you that -you know me well enough. What 1
can do I will. She was my pupil. I owe her such simple
service as that."

"IThe work is great,". I said to him. "I thought it migh.
bring her fame, an< fame consoles."

Maryx smiled, a weary smile.
"IDoes it ? Those who have it not, think so; yes, I dare

Bay."
"IBut -if it do not console it maydo something at the

least,-light sone other passion, ambition, pride, desire of
achievement, ail an artist feels. If she can gather the laurel,
let her. At the least, it will be better than love.'.

I
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"She shall gather it," said he, who had been her master;
and he came out with me into the night. It was a cold clear
night, and the stars shone on the river.

"I have gathered it," he added. "Well, I would change
places with any beggar that crawls home to-night."

I could not answer him.
We walked through the city in silence. He bad lost bis

strcngth and his elasticity of movement, but he bore himself
erect, and -something of the vigor of energy bad returned to
him,-since -he could serve her.

Her tower was far from the Golden Hil; he bad never
entered it; but I had the keys of her working-room, and I
knew that at this bour she slept. or at -least lay on ber bed, shut
in ber chamber if sleepless. On the threshold of the studio I
paused, frightened, for it seemed to me truel to bring him
there, and yet he was obliged to see the statue if he meant to
help ber to fame.

"Perhaps you had better not see it," I muttered. "After
ail, it is nothing, though beautiful; nothing except-Hilarion."

His face did not change, as I watched it with fear in the
dull yellow lamp-light.

"It could be nothing else, being her work. Open."
My hands shook at the lock; I felt afraid. If I had

longed to take a mallet and beat its beauty down into atoms
and dust, wbat might not he do, he who had struck the
Nausicaa as men strike a faithless wife ?

He took the key from me, and thrust it into the lock.
"What do you fear ?" he said. "Shall I barm the stone

when I have let the man live ?"
Then he opened the door and entered. I bad left a lamp

burning there,-a lamp that swung on a chain hung from
above, and was immediately above the bead of the statue.
The stream of soft golden light from the burning olive oil fell
full on the serene beauty of the figure, holding the dead
nightingale in its hand, with doubt upon its features that was
not regret.

A strong shudder ehook Maryx.
I drew the door to, and waited witbout. It seeme4 to me

that I waited hours, but n.o doubt they were only minutes.
When the door unclosed, and he came forth from the chamber,
he-was calm, and his face was only stern.
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"It is a great work : it would bé great f>r a great man. It
will give her fame. It shall give it tu her. You look strangely.
.What do you.fear ? Am I so base as not to serve the genius
I fostered ? My genius is dead: hers lives. That I can
serve at least."

"You can reach such nobility as that !"
"I see nothing noble. I am not quite base, that is ail.

Tell her-nay, I forgot;.she must not know that it is I wbo
do anything,-else you should tell her that her master thanks
her."

And with that brave and tender word he left me and went
out into the d4rkness.

It seemed to me that his forgiveness was greater even than
hers ; since even greater than hers was bis loss.

Now, when the spring-time of that year came, the world of
the arts spoke only of one great piece of sculpture, shown in
the public halls where Paris holds its rivalry of muses.

Before this sfatue of the poet all the great word paused in
awe and ecstasy.

"Is it the work of Maryx ?" asked one half the world,
and the other half answered,-

"INo! It is greater than any work of Maryx."
And before the new youthful strength ·this arisen they

slighted and spoke ill of the great strength that had been as a
giant's in the past.

So had he bis reward.

CHAPTER XXXVII.

WHEN be had gone away that evening and I bad returned
to the studio to put out the lights and see that all was safe, it
being past midnight, I found her there, beside the-work of her
bands. A long, loose, white robe clung close to hber, and fell
about her feet; she looked taller, whiter, lovelier, perhaps,
than ever, but it seemed to me that there was in er beauty
something unearthly : one could have imagined her to be that
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Sospitra of her lover's poen, who was lifted above al] earthly
woes save the two supreme sorrows,-Love and Death.

She sat down on the wooden bench that stood near the
statue, and motioned pe to stay. .

"You brought Maryx here ?" she asked me.
Yes: I thought you were asleep."

"I seldom sleep. In my chamber I could hear your voioes,
but not what you said. Does it seem good to him-what I
bave done ?"

"It seems great."
Then I told her all that he said to me; and the noble soul of

him seemed to me to shine through the words likethe liglt
through a lamp of alabaster; and I saw that they teuehed her
deeply. Her sad eyes gathered inoisture in them, and ber
grand mouth, always so resolutely closed as though afraid that
any reproach of ber lost lover should escape them, trembled
and grew soft.

"1He is too good to me," she said, at length. "Oh, why was
I born only to bring so much misery to others !"

" Nay, there is some misery dearer to us than joy,', said I.
" Maryx loves you."

A shudder ran through her' and she stopped me.
"Never speak of love to me. A woman faithful will not

even think that any can feel love for her,-save one: it is
almost infidelity."

"1Nay, I spoke not of love so: would I insult you ? I mean
simply and truly that bis love for you is great enough to van-
quish any remembrance of himself,-great enough, too, to make
hin hold bis hand because you bid him: greater there cannot
be."

She put out ber hand to silence me..
"He received me into bis house when I bad no friend and

no hope in the world, and he was so good to me. If he would
but forget me! I have been thankless. He taught me the
strength and the secrets of the arts, and I have given him in
return only pain and ingratitude."

"Dear, it is on pain that love lives longest."
Alas! that she knew. Shewas silent some moments, whilst

above her rose the beauty of her own creation.-»
Since she had returued to the pursuit and the occupation

of art, the youth in er had revived; the numbuess and
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deadness which bad seeined like a half-paralyzed intelligence
bad passed off her ; she had gathered up the' crue and lifted up
the sword, and, though it was love that nerved ber and not art,
the effort had brought'back inspiration, and inspiration to the
artist is the very breath of life: without it his body may live,
but bis soul does not.

She looked at her statue with wistful eyes.
"You will send it to Paris."
"In Paris. Before showing it here?"
"Yes: he does not come here; he would not see it."
,A deep flush came on the paleness of ber face, as it always

did at the very mention of Hilarion.
"lHe will know that I have made it,-be will believe in it,"

she said, a little later,-" because he saw me make the Love in
Venice."

"Where did that Love go ?"
"It was sent from Venice in a ship; and the ship foundered,

and went down in a storm."
"IAnd the statue *as lost ?"
"cYes."
She leaned her bead upon ber hands, so that I could not see

her face. She had never before epoken to me of that time.
I stood silent, thinking how terrible an augury had been that
foundered Love, sunk to the bottom of the deep sea, compan-
ioned only with the dead. .

Almost I longed to telliher of ail that he had said by the
temple of Agrippa, but I dared not. She believed that he bad
loved ber once: I had not courage to say to her, Even bis
first caresses were a lie!

To ber Hilarion remained a creature "Who could do no wrong:
I had not heart to say to ber, There was no sort'of truth in him
ever, not even when he swgre to you eternal faith.

"And if he do read the message of your marble," I asked
ber, abruptly, "if he do read it, if he be touched by it,-if lie
come- back to you, what then ? Will you let him come-
now ?"

Her face was leaning on ber hands, but I could see the blush
that covered ber throat and rose to ber temples.

"It would be different now," she muttered. "Then- I did
not know ; no, I did not know. I obeyed him. I had no idea
that I became worthless in bis sight. When you spoke to me
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so bitterly in Venice, you pained me, but I did not under-
stand: I never did until those friends of bis in Paris (he called
them friends) wrote to me and sent me their jewels when he
was away. It.is not that I care what the whole world thinks
me, but to bc lowered in his sight, to seenm to him only a frail
foolish thing like the rest-"

A great- heavy sob heaved'ber heart; she lifted her face to
mine: it was burning now, with an indignant pain in her up.
lifted eyes.

"Look! what does it mean ?-who is to tell the ways of the
world ? That vile womar whom he lived with here in Rome,
she is faithless and cruel and false, and betrayed him as well as
lier husband, and yet he goes back to ber and the world secs
no shame in her, though she wears his jewels about her neck
and dishonors her children. And I, who, sleeping and waking,
never think but of him, who have never a thought he might
not know, who am his alone, his always, in lifeand in eternity, if
eternity there be, I am shameful, you say, and he bas ceased to
love me because I loved him toô well. Who can understand ?
I cannot."

I knew not what to say to her: the laws and the ways of
the world are sadly full of injustice, and cast in stiff lines that
fit in but ill with the changeful and wayward needs of hurnan
life. I knew not what to say.

She lapsed into silence. It was natural to her to endure:
it was very seldom that any reproach escaped her either of
fate or of him. Her brain perplexed itself wearily over the

problem of where her fault ha& lain by which she had los
him: she was too loyal to see that the fault was in hinmself.

"Shall it go, then, to Paris ?" I said, to lead her thoughta
back to ber labors.

She gave a sign of assent.
"IMay it be sold?"
"Ah, no !-never !"
"It is to corne back to you, then ?"
"Unless he wish for it."
"îWould you give it to him?"
"I have given him my life !"
"Shall I put your name.on it, or will you carve it there ?"
"No. Let it go as the work of a pupil of Maryx. That

is true."
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" Maryx thinks it will give you a fame not second to hi
own.",

" Fame? I do not care for fame."
She looked up at the marble once more.
" Once I used to think I should, like all the ages that are

to come to echo my name; but that is nothing to me now.
If only it may speak to him,-that is all I want. Perhaps
yoir do not believe, because he has left me; but indeed when
I was with him he heard only the nightingales, and the apes
and the asps never came near. Do you remember when we
walked by Nero's fields that night of Carnival, you said he
was like Phineus? But the evil spirits never had any power
on him when I was there: lie told me so, so often. If only
by that marble I can speak to him !-if one could only put
one's soul and one's life into the thing one creates, and die in
one's body, so as to be alive in art alone, and close to what
one loves !-there are legends-"

She wound her arms close about the white limbs of her
statue, and laid her lips to them as she had done to the
Hermes, and leaned on the cold sculpture her beating breaking
heart.

" Take my life away with you," she cried to it; " take it
to him !-take it to him !"

Then- she broke down and wept, and sobbed bitterly, as
women do.

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

THE statue went to Paris, and the word and the weight of
-Maryx went with it, as I had said, and did for it what in-
fluence can do in a day, and genius unaided may beg for in
vain through a score of years.

It was accepted by the judges of the Salon, and placed be-
tween a group of Clesinger's and a figure by Paul Dubois,.
Maryx had had carved upon it the letters of hçr name, Giojà:
no more. It was made known to those whom it concerned
that she was a' wonan, and very.young, -and his pupil in
Rome.

30*-

-A RIADNE. 353



354lARIADNE.
The statue hadbeen unveiled but a few days when the city

spoke of it, and spoke of little else, wherever art was compre-
hended and talked of: it took a tired public by surprise, and
its triumph was instantaneous and widespread.

There was something in it that was unlike all the world
had ever seen: the very mystery that to nany enveloped its
meaning only added to its charm for the curiosity of mankind
Within a few weeks her name was a household word in the
world of art ,-that short and happy-sounding nane that was
in such sad 'unlikeness to her destiny. She bad been the
original of the Nausicaa, some sculptor told them so; and
then they flocked to where the Nausicaa could be seen, and
talked the more of her, and some few began to say, "That is
the same face as the Roman girl who was with Hilarion."

For though the world bas a shallow memory for excellence,
it is always tenacious of remenibrances that are hurtful, and
of recollections that can tarnish renown.

One day Hilarion arrived in Paris, having been absent for
a month or so. He loved all the arts, nor ever missed the
fresh fruits of theni: he went early to the Salon one bright
morning with some associates, who were famous men in their
own way, and artists. One Of them, midway in the central
chanber, touched him and pointed to the Roman marble.

Look! That is the marvel of all Paris. A perfect
creation; and they say the sculptor is only a woman."

Hilarion listlessly lifted bis eyes to the figure: then his face
lost all color, and lie approached it quickly.

"Now I see you beside it, it is like you," said one of his
friends. "Perhaps you have known ber in Rome ? She is
a Roman, and was a pupil of Maryx, they say."

Hilarion was silent. -He was very pale. He understood
the parable in the)stone.

His friends spoke learnedly around him, praising the work
with the discriminative homage of great critics. * On the base
of the statue ber nan>e was cut, after the habit of sculptors:
he read it, and it hurt him euriously.

He stood before the figure, that was but bimself made god,
and heeded nothing of the jests of his friends. As -the sun
shone all about the fair pale Carrara marble, and illumined
the name eut on the stone lhe felt a pang that had never be-
fore touched his cold, voluptuous self-control and fortunate life.



"Who else could love me like that ?" he thought to him-
self; and thought also, "What beasts we are, that it is not
love that touches us, but the pursuit of it that we desire!"

He understood that to him alone was consecrated her crea-
tion She had striven to excel only that by excelling she
might reach some place in his remenibrance. The bird was
dead: he repented that he had killed it.

A little later, a woman who could say to him what men
could not venture to say, spoke to him of it.

" This pet is you," she said. "Who loves you like that?
Was the poor bird that lies dead a mere woman,,like Aedon
and Philomel ?"

He answered, "Yes, but a woman without sin; the sin
was mine."

And bis, conscience stirred in him, and his heart went out
to her, and he remembered her as he had seen her when he
bad kissed her fiPst, and trembling she had cried to him, 'It
will be all my life

It was all her life: it had been only a summer or two of
his.

The statue he would have bought if any extravagance-if
half his fortune'-could have purchased it; but it was in no
way to be had.

In early morning, long before the men and women of his
own world weçe astir, he rose often and went into the lonely*
place where the figure stòod, and looked at it.

"No one else could love me like that," he thought over and
over again to himself.

She had accepted her fate at his bands without reproach
and without apppal; but this message sent to him in the
marble, this parable in stone, moved him as no words and as
no woe would have done. The faint hope with which she had
seçnt it forth was fulfilled. He remembered; almost he
repented.

He read the parable of the marble, but he stayed on with
the apes and the asps, and the one mocked and beguiled him,
and the others bit bis tired senses into a poisonous irritation
which he fancied was passion. But still when he'was- in
solitude he remembered. he regretted, almost he repented.

Meanwhile, about him the great world talked of her wherever
the arts were understood by men, and saluted her as a great
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artist. The laurel was set like a sharp spear in her breast, and
was watered with her heart's blood, as with Daphne's.

Hearing that, he strove to silence his conscience, saying t>
himslf, "Her genius is with her : it will console her in time.
I have not harmed her,-so much."

One night, on an impulse, he wrote to her, and sent it
through me. - They were but seven words:

"I am unworthy, but I thank you."
I gave them to her. She wept over them and blessed them

as other women weep over and bless the face of their first-
born. She was thankful as other women are before some
great gift of homage and~of honor rendered to them in the

gight of nations.
To me the words seemed but poor and cold.
I could not tell then how he felt when he wrote them. I

heard from him long afterwards, when all was of no use.
They did contain, indeed, perhaps the truest utterance that

he had ever made. He felt his own unworthiness, he who
had been wrapped all lis days in the toga of a superb and in-
different and contemptuous vanity, and the sense of it wounded
and galled him ; yet he thanked her because he had a heart in his
breast, and because, as he said, men are not vile,.they are only
children,-ch.ildren spoiled often by the world's indulgence or
by the world's injustice.

He would go, I say, in the early morning, when done of his
own world were about, and stand before the statue, and think
of her, till a great shame entered into 4im, and a great regret.

An angel comes once in their lives to most men: seldom do
they know their visitant; often do they thrust the door against
it. Anyway, it never cornes but once. He recognized the
angel now; nay, he had known it when first he had opened
his arms to it; but it had brought too pure a breath of heaven
with it: he had put it away and gone back to the apes and
the asps; and the marble looked at him, aûd its parable smote
hlm into remembrance and regret.

But he did not return; for he had not loved her.
Besides, he did not dare to take to this creature who still

loved him, and wiho dwelt under the shield of Athene, merely
more shame again. He did not dare to look in those clear

1  eyes which saw the faces of the immortals, and say, "I never
loved you; I only ruined your life ont 6f a vain caprice."
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She, wearing out her years in silence and solitude for bis
sake in that loneliness which is more bitter and sorrowf'ul than
any widowhood, would not have touched him; but she, with
the clue and the sword in her hands and the laurel in ber
.breast, regained a plàce in bis remembrance, and haunted
him.

The dead he would have forgotten ; but this living woman,
of whom the world spoke, whom it crowned, who had the
supreme powers of art, and threw them down at his feet and
dedicated them, to him alone, this living woman he could not
forget, and he said 'again and again to himself, "Who else
could love me like that ?"

There are men whom the entire conseiousness of the perfect
possession of a woman's life makes indifferent: there is no
need to guard what will not stray. Such men need the spur
of uncertainty, the stimulant of rivalry ; tbis is why innocent
women fail and vile women succeed. Hilarion was one of
these men: the absolute consecration of ber, body and soul,
to himself did.not cement but only loosened the bonds that
boud him. -

'l She will always be there," he had said to himself. So
he had left ber, and had strayed to those of whom he was not
so sure.

The faint unformed jealousy which now rose in him of
Maryx drew bis thoughts back to ber as no sense of her
living and dying for bis sake could ever have done. He
could not tell that Maryx never even saw ber face. He could
not know that she had refused to see her master, and that
Maryx of bis own will shrank from any approach to ber.

He heard that Maryx had placed ber talent before the
world, and heard"'ll men speak the name of ber teacher in
company with bers. A vague iritation, which was not
worthy of a better name, stirred in him: he knew they were
both in Rome.

It was bis perception of the love- of Maryx for lier which
had first made him subjugate her to his own passion. The
aflinity of Maryx to lier in this their common art stirred in
him a restless annoyance, which only was not jealousy because
he knew her too well and beeause be loved lier too little.

He knew that she to himself would- be forever faithful;
but, thouglh he knew this, he did not like to think that any
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other lived who could render her that loyalty, that tendernes,
that service in which his own passion had been lacking. He
knew well that she would live and die alone; but he did not
care to think that a greater than himself could call to her
consolation in ber solitude the gifts and the amàs of Athene.

le knew himself to be very base in this; but when the
world speaking of her said, "She was the pupil of Maryx,"
he felt a contemptuous impatience; when they said, " She was
a mistress of Hilarion," he was content. He knew that this
was very base, so' base that seeing it in any other man he
would have called it the dishonor of a knave. Yet so it was.

And stiil there were times when, standing before the marble
in the pure morning light, he thought with many a pang of
that young life which had been as pure as the light of day
ere le had clouded it; and his conscience smote him sorely,
because by his act, and by his will, forever there would lie
across the lustre of her fame the heavy shadow of the world's
reproach.

"You grow dull," said the apes.and the asps to him; and
e made them no answer: he had always forgotten all things

se easily, and now-for once-he could not forget.
Meanwhile Maryx was also in Paris.
He had not yielded to any other the care of her labor, nor

lét any chance escape him of being first to do ber service.
Wheù he heard and read, as he did, that her work was de-
clared greater than his own (for the world is vry mutable and
false to its own idols), he was glad,-for her sake. He knew
that it was not so, but the strong alone can be generous.

He was thankful that by any means of his, Art culd con-
sole her,-the divine Dionysos, who came to lier in er lone-
lines on Naxos, amidst the salt sea, and who might perchance
make the barren rock bloom with flowers for her once more.

When the fame of the statue was certain, and all Paris, and
thus all the world, spoke of it, he returned to us.

"Will she see me-'now?' he asked me.
I answered him, yes.
The day had been chill; it waa evening-time; lampe that

swung from cords shed t light in her studio. as he
entered ; she rose and went te hi I saw him shiver and
move a step backward iavoluntarily :then he controlled him.
Sel f.
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"I have done what I could," he said; and then his voico
was choked in bis throat.

She looked up into his eyes.
"You will not hurt him ?"

Theni she took his hands in hers.
"You are my master and my friend: I thank you."
He shivered.again at her touch; but the brave soul in him

kept silence.
"Dear, you are my pupil no more," he said, with a smile,

-ah ! the courage of that smile! "You are greater than 1;
the world saysso."

"IThe world is foolish," she answered. "If I be gr at in
any way, it is by you alone."

"Nay,-by Athene !" he said, and strove to smile again.
He left her very soon.
To remain near her was beyond his strength. We went

together down the dusky stairs and out into the night.
We went on in silence through the city towards the river's

banks.
"She looks ill," he said, abruptly, once.
"Oh, no! oh, no !" I said, with feverish denial. ." She

seldom sleeps, I think; and now that the marble is gone, ber
life. seems gone away with it. That is all; that is all."

"AIl !" he echoed, and walked on in silenee.
We came upon the moonlit quietness of Tiber.
"IDo they indeed call her so great in Paris ?" I cried, as I

looked up at my own window where she had used to stand
among the bean-flowers to watch the river on just such a
night as this one was.

"Yes, they have crowned her there; and they say, 'A
great geniua?-Yes: she was one of the loves of Hilarion.
That is what they say, almost always."

"Oh, Christ! and yet we let him live !" -

"She wishes it. Have we a right to make ber more
desolate ?"

I did not answer him. I was sick of heart. The beau-
tiful Immortal who had come to her in her lonelines was the
nobility of Art: must the bow of slander be bent, and the
arrow of scorn be sped to slay her,as the shaft of Artemis
slew Ariadne?
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Mine had been only a dream,-oiily a dream: must she
always suffer for that?

Maryx had paused, and was standing on the brink of the
water, looking down into its limpid darkness. The moonlight
fell on the white locks that had come about his forehead, and
the lines of age that these few years had scored upon his
cheeks. He was lost in thought.

"There is one hope for her," he said to himself; then said
aloud to me,-

"With the morning I shall return to Paris."
Then he went across the, Tiber to bis home upon the hill of

Janus.
He went into one room and locked himself in: it was the

room where she had labored, and where there stood the Apollo
Citharodus.

Who can tell how he prayed there and wrestled in prayer,
and to what gods?

Be his god what it would, he came out thente with every
nerve in him strung to a sacrifice as great as ever sent men
here in Rome -to martyrdom. With the gray dawn, whilst
the city he loved was still wrapped in ber mantle of mist, he
left the lovely bouse that he bad built for himself under the
cypresses.and among the myrtles, and left Rome.

CHAPTER XXXIX.

LT was the night of the second day when le reached Paris.
He went straight to the bouse of Hilarion.

It was seven in the evening. He was well known there,
and entered without question or hindrance.

They had been friends for a score of years. The bouse-
bold showed him without hesitation into the presenee of their
master, who was alone, in bis own chamber, with all the
graceful litter of a luxurious and curions taste strewn round
him, and the smell of flowers, for whih he had a feminine
fondness, was -upon the air, and their blossoms were glowing
against the old armor, and the old sculptures, and the dark,
book-lincd walls ofthe place.



Hilarion drew a deeper breath as he saw who had entered,
but he had a graceful and gracious greeting always for friend
and foe.

" It is years since we met, my friend," he said. "I am
glad "

Then he paused; for even to him it was not easy to be
false of tongue to Maryx; nor did he mistaké the glance that
flashed for one instant from, the passionate eyes that met
his.

"We can be friends no more," said Maryx; yet he
approached and stood by the hearth.

" Crispino went to take your life in Venice," he said, slowly,
standing there; "the Greek boy watched for you night and
day here ; I swore to kill you ; and you live still, because she
bids us let you live."

Hilarion was silent; he felt no resentment. Brave himself,
he had no anger against those who would have killed him: he
thotight thengjight.

" Yeu make me think of the Devotio.of the Romans," he
said, with a passing smile. "Threatened men live long, they
say.

Maryx kept down unuttered whatever passion he felt: he
had nerved himself to a great unselfish effort,-a last supreme
sacrifice,-and was too strong to be easily shaken from his
purpose.

" Listen to me," he said, calmly still. "We are wrong, and
she is right. To kill you would do her no service, and you
perhaps no injury: what do we know? I have'not come to
avenge her: 'she told me the truth; I have no title to do it.
.Had she wished it, I -would have stayed for that; but, since
she ehooses to forgive you, it is not for us to make her jore
desolate than she ms."

Hilarion interrupted bim.
" Have you no' title?" said Hilarion, with his coldest smile.

Surely you have one. I think you loved her yourself."
" I did : I do."
He added nothing more, and there was silence between

them.
Maryx breathed heaviy, and his teeth were set hard: he

looked away from Hilarion; all the while he had never once
looked at him: he was afraid to look at him, lest the great
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hate that filled his soul should vanquish the resolve oniwhich
he had come there.

"I loved her," he said, coldly; "I slhould havegiven hier
peace, honor, my name, such as it is, all that one eau ve
that is why I have some right to speak to you. Be r wneL1
me. I would have killed you as ber father, were h living
would have done: let me speak to you as her father uld not
do. I am no moralist. I will read you nd hom I want
but to tell you the truth as I know it. She loves you with so
great a love that I think the earth never held one like it.
Honest men, and lovers that are faithful, break their hearts in
vain for such passion as that; and you! nay, bear with me.
You must know very wel that what you did was the act of a
coward,-since she was defenseless, and had no god but
you.

Hilarion's se-ene eyes lit with sudden fire, but he looked
down,-and he remained mute.

"There is no one to tell you all that she bas suffered, nor
how absôlutely she forgives," said Maryx. "That is why I
have come to tell you. It is just to ber that you sbhould
know."

Then he told him all he knew himself: from the time that
she had lost her reason, when the clay image had crumbled
down under the blows of Amphion, to the moment, three
nights before, when she had said to himself, ere she would
touch his hand, "You w'il fnot hurt him ?"

It would bave cost him jess to eut his heart out of bis
bosom than it cost him to tell the story of that changeless pas-
sion; but he told it without, flinching, abating no tittle of its
truth.

Hilarion heard bim in unbroken silence, leaning against the
oaken shelf of his hearth, with his head bent down and bis
eyelids drooped.

His face grew paler when he heard of her physical suffer-
ings and needs, since it was these that he was touched byrmos
keenly. With all the wide and varied comprehension of his
intelligence, there was a certain shalowness of feeling in him
which made the deepest woes of the human heart seldom irn-
telligibleto him.

"9Why did the old man tell me nothing of this ?" he mutk
tered, whenhe bad heard to the end.



"e would not tell you-lest you should go to her. I tell
you that you may go."

Hilarion was silent still. He could ill measure the gener-
osity of the man who loved her vainly; but it smote him and
made him feel humbled and ashamed.

"INo woman, I think, ever loved you as this woman does,.
whom you have left as I would not leave a dog," said Maryx,
and something of his old ardent eloquence returned to him,
and bis voice rose and rang clearer as the courage in him con-
srimmated the self-sacrifice'that l)e had set himself for her sake.
" Have you ever thought what you have done? When you
have killed Art in an artist you have done the cruelest mur-
der that earth can behold. Other and weaker natures than
hers might forget, but she never. Her fame will be short-lived
as that rose, for she sees but your face, and the world will tire
of that, but she will not. She can dream ,io more. She can
only reniember. Do you know what that is to the artist? It
is to be blind and to weary the world,-the world that bas no
more pity than you have! You think ber consoled because
ber genius bas not- left her: are you a poet and yet do not
know that genius is only a power to suffer more and to remem-
ber longer,-nothing else ? You say th yourself that she will
have fame, that will beguile ber as the god came to Ariadne.
Perhaps; but across that fame, let it become what it may,
there will seule forever the shadow of the world's dishonor: it
will be forever poisoned, and crush'd, and embittered by the
scorn- 6fTooe and thé reproach of women, since by you thýy
hae<e been give their lashes o n les, and by youb ave been
givén their by word to hoot. will walk in the light of
triuimph, yoi say, and therefo have not hurt ber : do
you not seé that the fiercer that light may beat on ber, the
sharpervili tie. eyes of the world search out the brand with
which yon have burned ber? For when do men forgive force
in the woman ? and when do womeù ever forgive the woman's
greatness? and when does every cur fail to snarl at the life
that is higber than its fellows? It is by the very genius i

-her that you have had such power to wQund, such power to
blight and to destrof. By so long as ber name shall be spoken,
so long will the wrong you have done ber cling round it, to
make it ineet for reproach. A mere woman dies, and ber woe
and her shame die with ber, and the earth covers her and

ARIADNE. 363



them ; but such shelter is denied forever to the woman who
has genius and fame; long after she is dead she will lie out-on
common soil, naked and unhouseled, for all the winds to, blo#
on her and all the carrion-birds to tear."

lis voice broke down for a moment, and he paused and
breathed itcavily and with pain. A faint dusky red of anger,
yet more of shame, came on the face of Hilarion.

What was noble in him was touehed and aroused; wlhat
was vain and unworthy w-as wounded and stung.

" I do not follow you'," he muttered. "What would you
have me do?"

" What ? Surely you know that when Paris salutes in her
a great artist, it tells also the tale of her ruin by you ?"

Hilarion moved restlessly.
" I know ! She was seen here one winter. Is it My fault ?

If the statue had been unlike me,Paris would not have re-
membered."

"That, is all you say ?"
It i* atl there is to say. If she would forget, the world

would forget toò.
"Oh, My>God!
Milaryx groaned aloud. It secmed to him as terrible as

wheà of old sonie lovely human life, in its first youth, was
laid lýw in sacrifice to sone god of stone, whose eyes of stone
could nt-even'behold in pity its death-throes.

"But she will not forget. Have I told you so in vain ?"
he cricd., aloud, and his voice rose and rolled like thunder
through the silence. -" She will never forget,-God help her.

"Vile women and light ones forget; and the adulteress for-
gets, and ahe harlot; but she,-can you look at that marble
and insult her, still ? To her you are 4lover and lord, and
husband and king, and the only God that she knows, and the
one shame of her life ~and its one glory. Have you no pity ?
have you no human heart in your breast; were you not born
of a woman? You found her content and innocent and in
peace, and for your own pleasure and vanity drove all that
away, and all her dreams and all her girlhood perished by you;
and. you only say she should forget! Can even men forget
whcn they will?"

"I can," Hilarion answered; and he lied.
"Is it your boast?" said Maryx, and the fierce pangs in,
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him rose to fury, and he barely held bis hand from the throat
of"the man who stood there.

"Wecil, then, forget if you will, and mav God forget you in
recompense! Listen one moment more, and I have done.
To-day I come from the presence of men who are great, and
who say that never has a woman been so near greatuess as she
is. You know her,-you, as n'o other can,-know her pure
and perfect, and without soil save such as you, in your sport,
have chosen to east on her. You know her truth and inno-
cence so entire that you have confessed how they shamed you
and wearied you by theii' very excellence. She is lovely as
the morning- she is yours in life and in death. What more
can you want? Will you not go back to lier? Will you not
give honor where yolave given dishonor? Will you not,
when you are dying, be glad to feel one wrong the less was
done ? You have said she is to forget. She will only forget
in her grave. Have you no pity ? What can I eay to move
you ? If you have no tenderness for such love as bers, yqu
are colder than the marble in which she bas made yoür like-
ness and lifted it up as a god to the world !"

The strength of lis own emotion choked bis 'words; hie
pleaded for her as never would he for bis own life's sake have
pleaded for himself.

Hilarion listened in silence; bis eyelids were still drooped;
bis face was etill tinged with the faint red of what was half
shame, half anger.

He was shaken to the depths of bis nature, but-those depths
were not deep as in the nature of the man who besought hijn,
and they-had long been filled up with the slough of vanity and
of self-inidulgefiee.

His heak thrilled, bis pulse quickened, bis eyes were dim,

he was full of pain, even full of-repentance; he thought of the
young head that l on bis breast in such faith, as the
dove on its safest elter; he felt the clinging caress of those
bands which werd so weak in hia own, thougi so strong to
wield the sword of Athenè.of -

All that had ever been b hium of manhood, of tenderness,
of valor, yearned in one tender logging to yield to the impulse

\.within him ; but all that was vain, selfish, and cold stirred
under censure and nervedhim against emotion. The imp'ri-
ous irritation of his temper rose,,and his vanity was wounded
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by the very shame he felt. His pride refused ;his impatience
of counsel chafed ; and that cruel mockery which often mas-
tered him as if it were a devil that lived in him and were
stronger than he, spurred him now to what he knew was an
infamy.

He lifted his eyes slowly with a contemptuous regard, and
sníiled.

" You waste much eloquence," he said. "You have loved
her: you love her still. Console her yourself."

Maryx struck him on the mouth.

CHAPTER XL.

To a blow there is but one answer,-in our land at least.
The dawn was scarcely broken wjeîrthey met again. The

air was gray, and windless, and cold. They did not speak a
word.

Bilarion fired, and the shót struck Maryx in the breast.
Maryx had fired in the air.

He stood a moment erect, with lis face to the sunrise, then
fell to the ground, backward, his head striking the turf and
the stones. They heard him say, as he fell,-

" She bade me not hurt him. I promised."
Tien he )ay quite still, and the blood began to well out

slQwly from his mouth.
The delicate and nervous hand that had hewn such lovely

»and majestic shapes out from the rocks cliiched the roots of--
the rank grasses in the convulsion of a mortal agony; in an-
other moment it relaxed its hold and was motionless, palm up-
ward, on the earth, never more to create, never more to obey
the will of the soul.an4 the brain.

The sun came over the low hills suddenly, and it was day.
He gave one long slow shuddering sigh as his life-blood
choked him, then stretched his limbs out wearily, and lay
there dead.
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CHAPTER XLI.

AND the old mother was sitting at home, telling her wooden
beads, and blind, and saying in her prayers,

" Dear Mother of God, let him soon come back; for when
I hear his voice I seem to see a little still; it is not ail quite
dark."

I sat by my stall by the bridge, and it was brilliant noon-
,tide, and the waters were glancing like satin in the sttn, when
the story of his dea'th came to me. Giulio brought it to me,
rushiag like a mad creature down from the Golden Hill, his
white hair blowing from his bare head, and his eyes seemingi
to leap from their sockets.

"The master ! the master !"'he cried, and for a long time
could say no more, staring~at the skies and gasping the name
of Maryx.

When I arose and understood, it seemed to me as if the
Tiber ran blood, and as if all Rome rocked with the throes of
an earthquake.

Maryx dead !
It seemed to me,as if the very earth must groan aloud, and

--the very dogs of the street weep.
Why had I broken the steel in Venice? I cursed my im-

becility and my feebleness of purpose, I eursed the mother
that had borne me a fool only fit to bring ruin on all lives
that I honored and loved !

" It is I who have murdered him, L' I cried aloud to the
terrified crowds.

Fortune had blessed him for five-and-twenty years,~and I
had bidden him pause that day by the Wingless Love !

I remember how bright the noon- wgs, how the fresh-winds
from the sea rushed by, how the little birds were singing, and
how the swallows and the pigeons were whirling and darting
above the waters; and he was lying dead, he whose thoughts
and whose labors had been strong as Hereules, and as Adonis
beaùtiful !
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He was dead,-dead,-dead !-the great soul of him gone
out into nothingness as the flame of the lamp be had struck
down had been quenched in the darkness!

An awful silence seemed to fall on Rome.
There were so many wept for him.
And none could be found who dared tell her. For me, they

say that I was mad, as I had been that day when I had seen
the white sail fade out of sight on the sea.

I had murdered him,-that was all that seemed written to
me, everywhere, on the sky as on a scroil, and on the streets
as on tablets of stone. As the thronga' of studenta and of
poor rushed by me over the bridge, going to his beautiful
home, where the sculptures were, and the nightingales, to
know if indeed this thing were true, I stood in their way and
crieto them,-

"Throw me in the river! it islI who killed him. I was
the first to bid him look on her face !"

And they did not understand me, and pushed me aside,
and I fell, and soùne of them trampled on me as they rushed
onward. When.I rose, bruised-and crushed, a sudden memory
struck across my heaving brain.

She must not know 1 oh, she must never know !' I said to
myself: yetïhow keep from her what all Rome mourned, how
deafen her ear to the woe that was a whole city's ?

I staggered up to the house on the Golden Hill,-why, I
know not, only that all Rome was flocking there. There was
a great multitude before the gates, and there were throngs of
bis own friends in the green garden ways.

The old blind woman within heard the noise of the many
feet, and nodded her head.

"kThat is all the princes come for him, I dare say : he lives
with the kings, you know." And then, for she grew childish,-
she sent her maids about: "Go, tell them he is not home, but
he will be home to-night; yes, to-night. I bade him not be
long."

And no one could be, found who would tell her the truth.
When at last a priest told her-, she would not believe. She
shook ler head.

"Dead beforeme. Nay, nay; God is good."
When the priest sadly insisted, she would not hear.
"Look you,"-she said to him: "the marble killed them



369

àli, and the marbie took the soul out of him, but God would
not take his body too. No, because I should be all alone.
God is too good for that."

,And she told her beads, and they could not make her be.
lieve, since she was suré th'at God was good.

I crept back to my stall, shivering in the full summer heat.
'By evening I sent theJ.Peek lad, who only lived to do her

any service if he could, I&say to the people of Giojà that I
was unwell and would be with her on the morrow, bidding
her caution those about her to keep the truth from~her ear. I
had no fear that she would come out into the streets: She
seldom went abroad, for when she needed air there was thç
great garden of her own dwelling, and she never now left its
gates.

The night and the day and another night passed. ' I sent
the lad with messages to her to say that I was still sick, and
should scarce be able to traverse the city for a few days. I
felt as if I could never look upon. hr face and think of him
and hold my silence; and surely'to know t-httuth would kill
her. I could not tell what to do.

It seemed to me as if the earth could never hold so much
woe and still go on, through the air, round the suû, and bring
the seasons one by one, and the birth df the children.

On the third day they brought his dead body home to
Rome. Great artista came-wÏ! it. They laid the bier down
in the spare room: they laid it beneath the Apollo Citharodus:

"IA great man is dead," they said, "and there are' none'
living that are like to him."

It was serene midaumamer weather.
Outaide, under the arbutus and laurel, his nightingales were

still ooding the evening air with their musie; bis rosed were
blooming, bis doves were sleeping under the leaves, his aloes
were unsheathing fresh blades in the light; the sun-rays and
the moon-rays wandered by turn across the marble floor, all
night long the birds sang,-the birds he had loved to hear,-
and he lay dead there in his leaden shroud: under the Apollo.
of the Lute.

The people came there and stood there in large quiet croiwds,
at times weeping and wailing, for all Rome had honored him.

Ris charities had been liberal as, the fragrance of the sum-
mer, and the young and the'old mourned, one with another,
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saying, "tobe in need was to be his friend;" but neither the
lamentation of the people nor the song of the nightingales
could reach the ear that was deaf for the first time to their sor-
row and to their song.

-He was dead; and Hilarion had.killed him.
I said it over and over to niysélf, again4nd again and again,

kneeling on the threshold of the room by the side of Giulio:
and still it seemed to me impossible; still it, seemed to me that,
if indeed it were so, the earth must stand still. and the sun
cease to rise.

The lights burned aroùnd the bier; the shutters were
closed; the nightingales sang without, one could hear them;
in ber own chamber his niother sat and told ber beads and
said, "Dead? Nayp'ever! God is too good for that."

- I did not know how time went. I seemed to have knelt
there for ever and ever; the candles were like clusters of stars;
the faint singing of the birds was like a child's dream of
angels; the Apollo leaned above on bis mute lyre; and in the
midst was Maryx dead. .

I suppose two or three nights had ,passed, and still he lay,
there for the sight of the Roman people, and the multitudes
came and went, softly, and weeping, until out of all the great
city there were few left who bad not bent their knee there
where he lay, and gone down, away under the stars, through
the cypresses, saying that earth had not bis like.

Once I heard the voice of a woman, saying, "There is one
whom I pity more than he: it is the man who slew him."

W'ere there women who pitied Hilarion?
Doubtless some women pitied Cain.
In the gloom, whilst the lights were burning.still, some'one

raised me at last, and thrust me out from the doorway, and
there were torches like a great fire, flaring and flaming under
the warm summer skies, and making the moonlight red; and
there were voices chanting, and black robes and white, and the
nightingales were frightened and dumb: then I knew that ther
end was come.

I stumbled out by the side of Giulio, and together we went
down the green garden paths, under the- bougbs, over the
fallen orange flowers that were like snow upon the ground: for
the last time we followed him.

His fellow-sculptors bore his pall, and the youths of the
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Villa Medici were bis first mourners. Behin&them were the
crowds of Rome, the illustrious and the beggar side by side.

Thus was his body borne down the Golden Hill.for ever-
more, over the bridge across the water, in the hush of the
nigbt, and out of the city gates beyond the-walls to the burial-
ground by San Lorenzo.

I had so littie sense left in me, s0 little consciousness, save
that I W'as alive, and stumbled on in the midst of the multi-
tudes, with the thousands of fiaming torches and the ten thou-
sand stars of light that even the poorest hand had fouod
means to carry there, amidst the dull slow sound of the rolling
wheels of the princes and the tramp of the feet of the poor,
and tbe sighing moan of the chants as they rose and fell, that
I never remembered that the funeral must pass by the tower
which stood near the Holy Cross of Jerusalem Gateway of
Bonorius.

Wheu I reinembered; the torches were already burning on
the wind under the very walls. I screamed aloud; but who
should have heard, or hearing would have beeded ?

I looked up: her casements'were all open: she was awake
in the lovely summer night that ws near on its twelfth hour.

The people rolled on like the heavy waves of a sea, and
the"flare, as of fire, illumined the silent solitary way: I was
borne on with the throngs onward and onward to the field of
tombs.

There the earth yawned and the grave took bim.
I know not how long a time bad gone when the multitudes

passed backward to the city, leaving him there alone.
The torehes were burning low ; old men were weeping like

little children, the children in their fathers' arms were silent
and.afraid ; the sorrow of all Rome was bis requiem.

As the-crowds borè -me with them through the gates, in the
starlit miduight, the people nearest me gave way, a shadowy -
white figure came through the press, and I saw the face of
Giojà, there, unveiled, in the dull red glow of the torchlight.

"&Who is it-'dead ?" she asked, and ber voice seemed to
me to come from afar off, as if from the heights of thé air or
the depths of the graves. Before I could'ânswer ber, Giulio
spoke, willing to slay ber if the words would slay.

"1Maryx is dead. Whom else should al Rome mourn?
Your lover killed hi m-for your sake.
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CHAPTER XLIL

Tz summer went on; the nightingales of Maryx sang on
under the rose-thickets, and the glossy leaves of the laurels';
the rank grass grew on his grave, and: it was marked by one
vast rough block of white marble, as though to say that no
hand after bis dared carve the rocks; his mother, blind and
in dotage, sat and told her wooden beads, and smiled, and said
always, "Dead! Nay, nay! God were too good for that." '

Rome was empty and silent as the grave, and only the bot
winds were left to wander, unquiet, through the deserted
streets.

And she-my Ariadne-was dying slowly as the summer
died. .

"You have killed ber 1" I bad said to Giulio that night.
"So best," he had answered me; for bis soul was set against

ber as a thing accursed,-he, who had seen the blows of the
mallet shatter the Nausicaa.

The wise men whom I brought, to ber said there was no
disease: there may have been noue; but, none the less I knew
that her life was over, and the Greek lad knew it too, because
he loved ber. From that night wlien she bad seen the funeral
of Maryx pass beneath lier walls, and learied by whom he had
been slain, she seemed to droop-just as a flower will; there is
no decay that you can see, the blossom is lovely, and its leaves.
young, and the dews of morning are on it, but nevertheless it
fades,-fades,-fades, and y6u know that in a litte while you

( will rise some day and find it dead.
Who canmeasure what she felt ?
Aidon never had more innocende and more remorse,.....

Aidon, who slew what she checrished iin the dark, not
knowing.

By he had death come to the one and crime to the other:
bad she been in the old days of Rome sbe would bave plunged
her living body into the yawning earth, or the leaping fires, to
purify the souls of those whom she had cursed.
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"Let me go to him!" she cried once, for it was still -the
living man of whom she thought the most, and perchance the
woman in the crowd had been right:. perhaps it was he who
needed pity the most.

Then ber head fell on ber breast. .
"I cainot !" she muttered. "He will hate me forever,-

now."'
She dared not go to him,-sbe tbrough whom, all inno-

ceutly, bis bands were red witlx the blood of his.friend.
She was to herself accursed, and the death and the sin that

bad corne by ber lay on her innocent soul like lead, and under
the ghastly weight of it the youth in her withered as the grass
withers up under a heavy stone.

Day by day, slowly, the strength in ber waned, and the

loveliness of her faded. ,
To ber Vone of the common excuses for his act would have

been intelligible. She uderstood nones of the customa and
conventions that ruled thb world he dwelt in; she could not
have comprehended why in the eyes of men he had done no
wrong, but merely followed out bis right in vengeance -of a
blow. She knew nothing of all this: she only understood that
he had killed bis friend,-through ber.

She, who would have dragged herself through sean of blood

to save him from pang or shame, had brought this guilt
upon ber head: that was all she understood. For her Maryz
had died. For ber Hilarion was a murderer. This was all
she knew. A sense of overwhelming and ineffaceable guilt-
fell upon ber: she shrank away, ashamed and afraid, from the

light of the day.
Of him I heard nothing, save that he had not attempted to

escape from whatever the laws of his fellows might do to him;
that I heard. Justice! 'I laughed aloud as I heard. What
could bring back the dead from the sepulchre? What'could
light again the divine fires of the genius he had quenched ?

Justice!1
Then I understood how men could grow cruelRad hi.

doom been in my bands, I would have made every breath a
pang to him such as Dante himself never conceived in hell.

There is no justice upon earth ; and hardly any vengeance.
When we are young we hope for both; but we wait and wait,
and we grow old, and death comes, but. on justice we never
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have looked. Death makes all men equal, saythe preachers.
Oh, terrible irony! Equal lie the murdered and the murderer.

Once more, and forever, the sword and the clue of Athene
dropped from her weary hands. Art ceased to exist to her:
from the sight of the whiteness of marble she shrank as from
the sight of a murdered creature; from the calm changeless.
eyes of the statues she fled ag from thé gaze of an avenging
god.

She was innocent: yet the Erinnyes pursued ber, and night
and day she had no rest. With each hot month of the sum-
mer the spirit within ber seemed to faint more and more, and
her body grew weaker and weaker, till at length she could not
rise, but lay there still and mute as the young ange'is that lie
on the tombs with folded bands and their wings drooped,
waiting -

" Could I but suffer for him !" she said, often ; and it was
still the living man that she meant. The dead was at rest;
but he-

I dared not say to ber the thing I thought,-that he suf-
fered nothing, he who bad slain men before this and only
called it honor.

She lay there, I say, in the solitude of ber ehamber, and at
last could not rise or move at al], and only saw the blue skies
and the changes of sun and of stars through the high-arched
casements barred with iron, with the blue veronica flowers
banging down them, and'past them the pigeons flying.

The wise men said she should go from Rone; but that she
would not do. Rome was to ber as the mother in whose arms
she would fain breathe ber last.

From the height of her chamber even as she lay she could
see the whole width of the city outspread, and the long dark
lines of the pines on the hills, and the light whieh told where
the sea ws. She would lie and look, as the dying child looks
at its mother's face.

No one said she was dying:' they said it was weakness, and
the hot heavy air of the summer. But I knew it, and Am-
phion, and Ersilia, whose fierce eyes clouded with the rush of.
tears whenever she looked upon ber.

Whether she knew it herself I cannot tel ; she had so little
thought of herself. All ber life had gone outto4he-dea44a
bis grave and the livingman-wih sin. If she ould have



gone to ililarion, I think she would still have found strength
to live.

Out in the world of men, fame awaited her, for the myriad
tongues of it made her great; and because her laurel had
grown out of passion and death, the world spoke but .the more
of it, and was ready to crown as its reigning caprice this
woman of so much loveliness and so much genius who had been
so faithlessly forsaken and io fatally beloved.

But the world called in vain.
As well might the Satyrs and Sileni have~tried to wake

Ariadne, dead on the shore, with the shaft in her breast.
Men came to me, great men, and other*men whose trade it

was to chaffer in the works of genius; and they all told the
same tale; and the trumpets of Fame were blowing loud in
her honor yonder over the mountains, and Rome itself began
to wake and say, "What daughter of mine is this that has the
ancient strength and the ancient grace in her ?"

But I heard .tlem, and bade them go their ways.
. They came too late.

The trumpets of Fame sounded but as the empty hooting
of the gnats; the voice of Rome was as the voice of Niobe
calling in vain.

"You come too late," I said to them ; and my eyes were
dry and my brain was calm ; for the gods had done their
worst, andý the earth might as well have perished, for aught
that it held for me.

The summer wore away ; the desert winds blew hotly, filled
with sand, and-driving it, and bringing the pestilence from the
reedy swamps and the feebleness of slow sickness from the
shallows »of the river.

The vastness of Rome lay under the sun like a graveyard:
Death had been digging there three thousand years, and had
yet not done his labors.

The sky waà like a brazen vessel, and the feet of the few
passing people sounded always like the' steps of muffled
mourners burying their dead. By night in the white streets
there seemed to be no other thing thanthe masked men and
the torches and the dead.

It was not a sicklier season than any other, theysijd;but
me,and the noise of the fountains lost

all melody to my ears, and sounded only a duil hollow murmur,
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as of a sea that could never wash out the crimes of the blood-
stained earth.

I wandered stupidly to and fro, and nearly always, day and
night, sat on the threshold of her door, the dog beside me.

I could do her no good.
It is hard to suffer oneself; but not to be ablé to spare

from suffering what we love,-that is worse. She was almost
always silent. Silence seemed to have fallen on, her like a
spell. From the night when Ginlio had told her the hid'cous
truth she had scarcely spoken, save once or twice, when she
had cried out that she would go to him by whom this death
had come.

She grew stiller and stiller, whiter and whiter, day by day;
nothing seemed alive in her save her great, lovely, lustrous
eyes; her limbs lay motionless. At times I used to think that
she was changing into the marble she had loved so much. At
times I grew foolish and mad, and would go to the place where
Hermes stood and call aloud to him to help her,-he who had
made women out of sport.

But neither from Hermes nor from any other god could
any help come.

One day she broke her silence and said to me, "How long
shall I live ?"

I broke down and wept.
"As long as God wills !' I answered her, as any other

would have done, since we are used to speak so,-we who ,
know'nothiLng.

utkoar near death ?"
"Oh, my dear ! oh, my love!. We cannot tell !"
"I can tell," she-said, slowly; then, for the first time since

that awful night when she had.beard of the death -of Maryx;
the large tears gathered in her eyes and rolled down ler wasted
cheeks.

"I thoughit to make him hear tËIe nightingales," she said;
and then her eyes closed and she was dumb once more.

She had tþonght that through her only the angels of the
spring would fill his life,.and she had brought him instead the
curse of crime!

I kneeled down and kissed her slender hands, which had
had strength to cal out such noble shapes from the dull stone
and make it speak to men.
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"Oh, my love, you are innocent as the children unborn," I
murmured. "How could you make him hear, when he loved
best the laughter of devils !"

She sighed wearily and bhook ber head: ber eyes and lips
were still clòsed. In er own sight she was guilty,-guilty
of having missed the way to hold his soul and keep it.

She had given all her life, but it bad not been enough : it
had not sufficed to hold his heart to hers one mo ment. With
all her force she had striven ; but evil had been stronger than

=she; it had beaten hber, and when' she had- cried to the gods'
they had been silent.

For what can be stronger than vileness, and of what avail
is love ?I went out from lier chamber and into the drouth-ánd
drought of the air. No rain had fallen for many weeks, an
the wind was full of hot sand, and the air was full of the
hissing and hooting of stinging things. The wise men on the
threshold said to me, 'Indeed, indeed, there is no disease,-
none at all that we can see.'

And I seemed no doubt to be mad to them, for I said, in
reply,
- "Nay, nay, the laurel was set in her breast, and that kills,
whed the breast is a woman's. If not the temple of Lu-
bentina,-then death. And the temple she would not enter.
Were she vile she were living now, living and laughing loud1"

And I went and wandered the streets, and the dog followed
me spiritless and sorrowful, and as we passed by the Greek lad
he said to me,

"In'the verse that she once read to me they threw in the
flames what they loved the best. See, I have broken my flute
and burnt it. Will that please the gods she told me of? will
they be appeasod ? will they save her ?"i-

Ah, heaven ! since ever the world began, men and women
have been burning their treasures in vain, and never has any
answer come.

It was a parching, sultry, misty day, with no sunshine, but
a heavy heat everywhere. I wandered into the woods of
Borghese, and into the halls and èhambers of the sculpture,
anid stood before the Ariadne. It seemed so cruel: there was -
the bronze head, beautiful and strong, with the ivy-leaves
around it, rd there it would stay no doubt century after cen-
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tury; in the light there, while she, its living likeness, would

perish as a flower perishes plucked before its time.
Mine had been onTy a drean,-nothing but a dream ; and

she had to die for that.
It seemed to me as if the lips of the lovely Thespian Love

parted, and moved, and said, "For a great love the earth is
too narrow; and where I am not, Death is kind."

I sat down in the Cæesar Gallery, and leaned my tired fore-
head on my hands, and wished that I had never wakened from
my sleep that summer morning when the gods had spoken in
My dream.

The place was solitary, and not a soul was near; the day
was waning; through the iron bars of the casements the turf,
burnt yellow by the sun, looked full of glare against the black
dense shadows of the ilex-leaves; the insects' hooting in the
branches sounded like the mocking of the Fates; the bloated
bestial emperors seemed to leer like living things. I thought
the imperial wanton in her high chamber up above was surely
laughing.

Ay, indeed, it must seem etrange to harlots that a woman
can so love that death is sweeter to her than fame, or gold, or
homage, or the world of men, or any consolations of the senses
and the vatities of life; it must seen strange, for what should
faithless women ktow of Love, they who worship these poor
base gods, Apate and Philotes?

I leaned my head upon my bands, and shut out from my
sight the gray and sickly day: pestilence was abroad in ail
those amber and brown glades of the scorched woods, and all
that purple darkness of sweet shade; but that did not matter
to me: it would harm me no more than it would harm the
infant lerakles smiling in his lion's skin: when life is no
linger a desire -to'us, it will stay with us faithfully.

I sat and thought, not of the bronzes or the marbles, but of
the man who had come to me there,-on that day of my dream,
with the sunlight shining in his brave brown eyes, and smiing
said, "Still before your Ariadne? And if it be an Ariadne,
who cares for her ? She c6uld be consoled."

But this my Ariadne bad denied all consolation, and he-
the man to whom Fortune had been good for five-and-twenty
years-was dead.

I sat weary and stupid in the gray sultry air, before the
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feet of the whiteDionysos, thinking only of the great life that
had gone out like the flame of a lamp, and of the young life
that was fading slowly, dying as the summer died, unrecon-
ciled and unconsoled, though the hoary Sileni of the world,
who bad brought her the foaming wine of fame, and the god
that is art, had descended to her.

I felt weary and stupid. A step came to me over the mar-
ble floor: I looked up, and it would nôt have seemed to me
strange to have seen the gods arise, as I had seen them in my
dream. I looked up, and I saw Hilarion.

How can I tell what I felt?
I put out my hands and thrust at the mere air, as on im-

pulse one would do seeing some deadly shape in the darkness.
He stood between me and the bronze Ariadne.

The strange colors of the light, yellow and gray and weird,
fell upon his face. I raised my voice to curSe him, to curse
him in bis uprising and his downlying, in bis present and his
future, in life and in death, as men of old cursed what they
abhorred. 'But something in his face stopped me, and froze
the torrent on my lips: it was te face of a man on whom
every curse of God and man had already fallen: it was the
face of one who had killed bis best friend. Those who have
looked on the like can understand: no other can.

He .stood erect, and his old proud grace was unchanged.
because it was in him as it was in the statues around; but
his beauty was like the bruised, faded, worn beauty of a mar-
ble that has been subject to every storm and scorch of weather
through, long years,.and bis eyes had the piteous beseeching
humiliatioryof a man vanquished and loathsome to himself.

I could not curse him then, any more than 1 could have
struck a wounded prisoner whose hands were fettered: there
was that on his face which told me that the woman in the
crowd had been right when she had pitied him more than the
man he had slain.

He spoke first, and his voice had lost all its' accustomed
melody, and sounded faint, yet harsh.

" Say nothing to me," he muttered. "Yon ean say noth-
ing that I have not heard night and day, ever sinc, in the
air, all around. Say nothing. Tell me where she is."

i was-silent: to me it was so horrible to be face to face
with him, that he enchained me only by his gaze, as they say

nom connuum



380 A RIADNE.

that some great suakes do. And he wes so changed !-great
God, so thanged ! as the white Dionysos would have been,
dragged through flame and carnage and the smoke of war.

He spoke again.
"I came as soon as I was free. Where is she ?"
"What is she to you-?" I said. "You never loved ber !"
My mouth felt dry as if drink had not passed my lips for

--days; I could scarcely shape my words to cast his own against
him.

"I never loved her; no ! The greater my curse."
His Voice was faint, and hbd a strange sound in it. In bis

eyes there was a look that woke a bitter pity in me,-pity I
thrust away as vilest wrong to Maryx and to her. I mas-
tered it.

"IGo you your ways," I said to him. "You have done
nothing tl&t will make you unfit for your great world,
nothing against bonor or the codes of men. Go. The dead
are dead. Women will not love you less, nor men less feast
you. Nay, you will have a charm the more for both. To me.
you are a murderer, but not to them. I am an ignorant man,
and low and poor, and do not understand. Go: that is all I
ask of you."

He stood with bis head bent patiently: he was humble
before me as a -slave before bis master, he who had treated the
world as a dog, and lashed it and kicked it, and had had it
fawn on him the more for all his careless and audacious
insolence.

"IYou must say what you choose," he muttered. "It is
waste of words. You cannot, say to me what I have not
merited. I have taken a life that was beside mine own as
Christ's is beside a Satyr's-my God !-"

His face had a strange convulsion on it; the blood seemed'
to burn on his brow and leave bis lips an ashen white; he put
his band to bis throat, as though sonie other hand were there
and choking him.

"Go andNforget," I said to him. "It bas been your boast,
-you have no memories, you' do not choose to have; you
have ,-moked at poor illiterate fools who spoke of regret or
conserence. Go; write a poem on it: you have often said -the
poet shuld use the sufferings of others for bis lamp, as south-
ward, they kill fireflies to read with: that is all."
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"l You are cruel," he said, simply, and with his old cold
accent; but he stood patiently. Even in my loathing of him
some shame of myself stirred in me: I had struck a wounded
man, and one who was at my mercy.

"Go! why will you not go ?" I cried to him furiously.
"Why come here to insult their graves? Is the world not
wide enouçgh, that you must drag your crimes to Rome?
Rome loved him, leave him alone to her. , Go, I say. You

will seduce women all the easier for that blood upon joui
hand. Most women are but beasts of prey, and love the smell
of carnage. I am cruel?

"How many have cried that out against you, and when
have you ever hearkened ? What was your pity, ever ? What
was a dead love to yau? You cast your porca prosentanea
after it, and buried it, and thought no more,-except to smile.
Why cannot you smile now? Be true to yourself. Nothing
mattérs. You can make the world weep, and you are laugh-
ing all the while. Ay, you are right. His life was to yours
as Christ's to a Satyr's: one day of his brought forth a har-
vest that all your barren years can never show. He blessed
the nations: you have cursed.them. He loved: you betrayed.
He lived for all mankind: you for the narrow kingdom, of
your senses. And you have killed him,-you. But in a
twelvemonth you will have forgotten-why will you stand
there? You will have forgotten: you will tell·the world the
story in sonorous verse,-and then forget. iGo, before I do
worse to you; I am old, and would not offend heaven."

He stood quite silent,-silent and patient, and with the
discolored paleness as of bruised niarble on his face. Then
suddenly. he put out his hands with a pathetic gesture, almist
like a timid child's, and a great sob heaved his breast.

"IHave some mercy. Do you not see ?-I suffer 1"
There was silence between us.
I understood that he did suffer, passing all power of man to

make him suffer more.
A compassion that I could no longer combat stole into mg.

Ah, if Maryx, lying in his grave, could have seen into my
soul, he would not have been angered: he would have pitied
bis murderer too.

There was stillness between us.
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He leaned one hand on the pedestal of the Dionysos, and
stood with lis head and shoulders bowed so that I could not
see his face. 'The day was declining; the shadows were grow-
ing dark: they began to veil the bronze of the Ariadne.

"Where is she ?" he said, suddenly.
"What matter to you ?" I said to him.
"Can you not understand ?" he said, and his labored breath

seemed to choke him as he spoke. "If she do not shrink
from me,-if I do not appall her,-what atonement I can
make I will. I never loved her,--no. He did: as no other
man could have done. I never loved ber; but her message
in the marble,-that I understood. She loves me: no other
woman could ever love like that. If she do not shrink from
me, what I can do I will. What honor, what peace, what
amends I can render her I will give. Beside her innocence,
lier holiness, I am vile indeed; but, since she loves me thus,
I shall have power to console."

I made him no answer.
It seemed to me as if all the devils of hell swarmed in the

beautiful marble chamber, and jibed and laughed and mocked
around us, crying, "Ail things come too late !"

I looked up at him. The day was at an end; the dull red
glow of a clouded sunset shone through the iron 1bars of the
casement, and bathed the feet of the white sculptures as in a
sea of blood.

"You would do this?"
He answered,
"By his life and by lis death I swear it; yes."
I turned my face to the sunset, and I said to him, "Come."
I went out of the halls and through the glades of the wood.

He walked beside me. The bells of the city were tolling
the last hour of light. Around us were grayriess and dark-
ness.

Away in the great west that fronted us as we passed down
into Rome was the glow of the sun that had sunk; behind the
dark trees of the Vatican there were long low lines of tremu-
lous luminance, and a vast field of pale, soft blue, and above
it a deep flush like the awful rose of dawn.

He closed his eyes as all its beauty met them. Never morecouldre look with calm taze at all the lovely mysteries of the
air, or watch with peace the glories of the sky.



We passed without a word through the entangled streets of
the City.

At last, we reached her threshold, and climbed the winding
stair.

It was almost dark ; they had lit one lamp. Theïe was the
cry of the owls in the dusk.
, I opened ber d9or. She lay quite still as I had left her;
the dim gold of her curls fell over the broad low brow that was
the brow of Ariadne; lier lips were slightly parted; lier eyes
gazed at the western sky : .where she looked, there was still a
pale radiance and a fLush left by the dead day.

I signed.to him to enter.
He entered, and looked.
"She is dying !" he called aloud, with a cry that rang

through ail the lonely house.
She heard lis voice, and sprang up on her narrow bed, and

stretched her arms to him.
He sank on his knees beside h'er.
"You can forgive ?" he cried to her.
In answer her white and wasted arms stole about lis throat,

and her lips sought lis.
"Live, oh, my God, live !" he .moaned, as he knelt."Live

forme: 1Ilove you!"
And for the first time he told no lie.
She made him no answer, but her arms rested about bis

throat, and her cheek was against his own. For a few mo-
ments she lay thus; then with a little sigh lshe moved a little,
and lifted her tender weary eyes to his.

"Forgive me; I missed the way !" she murmured, faintly,
while her sight grew blind. Then her lips sought lis once
more, and on lis own they trembled one moment longer, then
grew cold and still.

He loved. ler, and she was dead.
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L'ENVOL

I SIT by the fountain in the wall, and the water bas no song
for me. The years have gone by, and I cease to count them.
He lives; and be cannot forget, and he loves what is dead.
The world seems empty, and the skies are dark. All around
me I hear the Satyre laughing, the Satyrs wbo could not net
the soul of Ariadne. They blow on their pipes, and the mad
world danes: yet all they sing is forever but this:

"All things ome too late !"

THE END.
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