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by your own judgment, which is much better than mine.
One must risk something, of course, but there is no use
in going into danger.”

«Nevertheless, 1 should enjoy a big venture im-
mensely.”

«There is no reason why you should nof try one, when
the moment comes, my dear. I suppose that a few
months will decide whether there is to be a crisis or not.
In the meantime you might take something moderate,
neither so small as the last, nor so large as you would
like. You will get more experience, risk less and be
better prepared for a crash if it comes, or to take ad-
vantage of anything favourable if business grows safer.”

Orsino was silent for a moment.

“You are very wise, mother,” he said. “I will take
your advice.”

Corona had indeed acted as wisely as she could. The
only flaw in her reasoning was her assertion that a few
months would decide the fate of Roman affairs. If it
were possible to predict a crisis even within a few
months, speculation would be a less precarious business
than it is.

Orsino and his mother might have talked longer and
perhaps to better purpose, but they were interrupted by
the entrance of a servant, bearing 2 note. Corona in-
stinctively put out her hand to receive it.

% For Don Orsino,” said the man, stopping before him.

Orsino took the letter, looked at it and turned it over.

“T think it is from Madame d’Aranjuez,” he remarked,
without emotion. “May I read it?”

«There is no answer, Eccellenza,” said the servant,
whose curiosity was satisfied.

“Read it, of course,” said Corona, looking at him.

She was surprised that Madame d’Aranjuez should
write to him, but she was still more astonished to see
the indifference with which he opened the missive. She
had imagined that he was more or less in love with Maria

Consuelo.
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“I fancy it is the other way,” ‘
] y,” she thought. “The
woana.l_: wants to marry him. I mighthave suspected it.”
rsino rea,q. the note, and tossed it into the fire with-
0113:‘ vollgmteermg any information.
B If:vril take your advice, mother,” he said, continuing
er conversation, as th i
o R though nothing had hap-
But the subject seemed to b
L e exhausted, and bef
long Orsino made an excuse to his mother a.;ld went 0?11;:6

CHAPTER XV.

There was nothing in the n
( ote burnt by Orsino whi
hle might not have shown to his mothex:)-: since he lig.g
?hreagy told her the name of the writer. Tt contained
: e sm]liple statement that Maria Consuelo was about to
(t)aa.v.e ome, and expressed the hope that she might see
torsﬂx;g{ ;)eg%)r; her departure as she had a small request
im, in the nature of a commissi
hoped he would forgive h e
S0l be vou g er for putting him to so much
Though he betrayed no emotion i i
; _ . tion in reading the few

11511;2351 i]?n ‘iivga.]ftls reality an(]lati“yed by them, and ie wished

: e prevented from obeying the sum
Maria Consuelo had virtually dropped the acquainﬁonz:'
:n_d hal,lq refused repeatedly and in a marked way to re,-
nen[rfd im. Agd now, at the last moment, when she
dt_ae ed something of him, she chose to recall him by a

}rt;,gt invitation. There was nothing to be done but to

yn}e) ) and it was ({ha,racteristic of Orsino that, having
submitted to necessity, he did not put off the in,evitable
m?rnlxleng but went to her at once.

e days were longer now than they h i

: y had been d
11:he time when he had visited her every day a,nc‘ilrilsig
amp was not yet on the table when Orsino entered the
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small sitting-room. Maria Consuelo was standing by
the window, looking out into the street, and her right
hand rested against the pane while her fingers tapped it
softly but impatiently. She turned quickly as he en-
tered, but the light was behind her and he could hardly
see her face. She came towards him and held out her
hand.

“Tt is very kind of you to have come so soon,” she
said, as she took her old accustomed place by the table.

Nothing was changed, excepting that the two or three
new books at her elbow were not the same ones which
had been there two months earlier. In one of them was
thrust the silver paper-cutter with the jewelled handle,
which Orsino had never missed. He wondered whether
there were any reason for the unvarying sameness of
these details.

«0Of course I came,” he said. “And as there was time -

to-day, I came at once.”

He spoke rather coldly, still resenting her former
behaviour and expecting that she would immediately say
what she wanted of him. He would promise to execute
the commission, whatever it might be, and after ten
minutes of conversation he would take his leave. There
was a short pause, during which he looked at her. She
did not seem well. Her face was pale and her eyes were
deep with shadows. Even her auburn hair had lost
something of its gloss. Yet she did not look older than
before, a fact which proved her to be even younger than
Orsino had imagined. Saving the look of fatigue and
suffering in her face, Maria Consuelo had changed less
than Orsino during the winter, and she realised the fact
at a glance. A determined purpose, hard work, the con-
stant exertion of energy and will, and possibly, too, the
giving up to a great extent of gambling and strong
drinks, had told in Orsino’s face and manner as a course
of training tells upon a lazy athlete. The bold black
eyes had a more quiet glance, the well-marked features
had acquired strength and repose, the lean jaw was
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firmer and seemed more square. Even physically, Orsino
had improved, though the change was undefinable.
Young as he was, something of the power of mature
manhood was already coming over his youth.

“You must have thought me very—rude,” said Maria
Consuelo, breaking the silence and speaking with a slight
hesitation which Orsino had never noticed before.

“Tt is not for me to complain, Madame,” he answered.
“You had every right——"

He stopped short, for he was reluctant to admit that
she had been justified in her behaviour towards him.

“Thanks,” she said, with an attempt to langh. “It
is pleasant to find magnanimous people now and then.
T do not want you to think that I was capricious. That
is all.”

“T certainly do not think that. You were most con-
sistent. I called three times and always got the same
answer.”

He fancied that he heard her sigh, but she tried to
laugh again.

“T am not imaginative,” she answered, “I daresay
you found that out long go. You have much more
imagination than I1.”

“Tt is possible, Madame—but you have not cared to °
develop it.”

“What do you mean?”

“What does it matter? Do you remember what you
said when I bade you good-night at the window of your
carriage after Del Ferice’s dinner? You said that you
were not angry with me. I was foolish enough to
imagine that you were in earnest. T came again and
again, but you would not see me. You did not encourage
my illusion.” '

“Because I would not receive you? How do you know
what happened to me? How can you judge of my life?
By your own? There is a vast difference.”

“Yes, indeed!” exclaimed Orsino almost impatiently.
“T know what you are going to say. It will be flattering

Q
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to me of course. The unattached young man is danger-
ous to the reputation. The foreign lady is travelling
alone. There is the foundation of a vaudeville in that!”

“Tf you must be unjust, at least do not be brutal,” said
Maria Consuelo in a low voice, and she turned her face
away from him.

“] am evidently placed in the world to offend you,
Madame. Will you believe that I am sorry for it,
though I only dimly comprehend my fault? What did
Isay? That you were wise in breaking off my visits,
because you are alone here, and because I am young,
unmarried and unfortunately a little conspieuous in my
native eity. Is it brutal to suggest that a young and
beautiful woman has a right not to be compromised?
Can we not talk freely for half an hour, as we used to
talk, and then say good-bye and part good friends until
you come to Rome again?”

“T wish we could!” There was an accent of sincerity
in the tone which pleased Orsino. ;

“Then begin by forgiving me all my sins, and put
them down to ignorance, want of tact, the inexperience
of youth or a naturally weak understanding. But do
not call me brutal on such slight provocation.”

“We shall never agree for a long time,” answered
Maria Consuelo thoughtfully.

“Why not?”

“Because, as I told you, there is too great a difference
between our lives. Do noct answer me as you did before,
for T am right. I began by admifting that I was rude.
If that is not enough I will say more—I will even ask
you to forgive me—can I do more?”

She spoke so earnestly that Orsino was surprised and
almost touched. Her manner now was even less compre-
hensible than her repeated refusals to see him had been.

“You have done far too much already,” he said
gravely. “It is mine to ask your forgiveness for much
that I have done and said. I only wish that I under-
stood you better.”

L 1
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“T am glad you do not,” replied Maria Consuelo, with
a sigh which this time was not to be mistaken. “There
is a sadness which it is better not to understand,” she
added softly.

“Unless one can help to drive it away.” He, too,
spoke gently, his voice being attracted to the pitch and
tone of hers.

“You cannot do that—and if you could, you would
no ‘J’

“Who can tell?”

The charm which he had formerly felt so keenly in
her presence but which he had of late so completely for-
gotten, was beginning to return and he submitted to it
with a sense of satisfaction which he had not anticipated.
Though the twilight was coming on, his eyes had become
accustomed to the dimness in the room and he saw every
change in her pale, expressive face. She leaned back in
her chair with eyes half closed.

“I like to think that you would, if you knew how,”
she said presently.

“Do you not know that I would??”

She glanced quickly at him, and then, instead of an-
swering, rose from her seat and called to her maid
through one of the doors, telling her to bring the lamp. *
She sat down again, but being conscious that they were
liable to interruption, neither of the two spoke. Maria
Consuelo’s fingers played with the silver knife, drawing
it out of the book in which it lay and pushing it back
again. At last she took it up and looked closely at the
jewelled monogram on the handle.

The maid entered, set the shaded lamp upon the table
and glanced sharply at Orsino. , He could not help notic-
ing the look. In a moment she was gone, and the door
closed behind her. Maria Consuelo looked over her
shoulder to see that it had not been left ajar.

“She is a very extraordinary person, that elderly maid
of mine,” she said.

“So I should imagine from her face.”
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“Yes. She looked at you as she passed and I saw
that you noticed it. She is my protector. I never have
travelled without her and she watches over me—as a cab
watches a mouse.”

The little laugh that accompanied the words was not
one of satisfaction, and the shade of annoyance did not
escape Orsino.

“1 suppose she is one of those people to whose ways
one submits because one cannot live without them,” he
observed.

“Yes. Thatisit. That isexactly it,” repeated Maria
Consuelo. “And she is very strongly attached to me,”
she added after an instant’s hesitation. “I do not think
she will ever leave me. In fact we are attached to each
other.” i

She laughed again as though amused by her own way
of stating the relation, and drew the paper-cutter through
her hand two or three times. Orsino’s eyes were oddly
fascinated by the flash of the jewels.

«T would like to know the history of that knife,” he
said, almost thoughtlessly.

Maria Consuelo started and looked at him, paler even
than before. The question seemed to be a very unex-
' pected one.

“Why?” she asked quickly.

“T always see it on the table or in your hand,” an-
swered Orsino. “Tt is associated with you—I think of
it when I think of you. I always fancy that it has a
story.”

“You are right. It was given to me by a person who
loved me.”

“T see—I was indisereet.”

“No—you do not see, my friend. If you did you—
you would understand many things, and perhaps it is
better that you should not know them.”

“Vour sadness? Should T understand that, too?”

“No. Not that.”

A slight colour rose in her face, and she stretched out
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her hand to arrange the shade of the lamp, with a gesture
long familiar to him.

“We shall end by misunderstanding each other,” she
continued in a harder tone. “Perhaps it will be my
fault. I wish you knew much more about me than you
do, but without the necessity of telling you the story.
But that is impossible. This paper-cutter—for instance,
cm‘ﬂd tell the tale better than I, for it made people see
things which I did not see.”

“ After it was yours?”

“Yes. After it was mine.”

It pleases you to be very mysterious,” said Orsino
with a smile,

“Oh no! It does not please me at all,” she answered,
turning her face away again. “And least of all with
you—my friend,”

“Why least with me??”

“Because you are the first to misunderstand. You
ea,x‘l‘:}(;t help it. T do not blame you.”

: you would let me be your friend, as yo
it would be better for us both.” Rl

He spoke as he had assuredly not meant to speak when
he_ had entered the room, and with a feeling that sur-
prised himself far more than his hearer. Maria Con-
suelo turned sharply upon him.

: i?[ive you acted like a friend towards me? ” she asked

ave tried to,” he answered, with mo .
g y y re presence of

‘lj[er tawny eyes suddenly lightened,

That is not true. Be truthful! How have you acted,
how have you spoken with me? Are you -ashamed tc,)
answer?”

Orsino raiseEi his head rather haughtily, and met her
glance, wondering whether any man had ever been forced
into such a strange position before. But though her eyes
were bright, their look was neither cold nor defiant.

You know the answer,” he said. “I spoke and acted
a8 though T loved you, Madame, but since you dismissed
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me so very summarily, I do not see why you wish me fo
say 50.”

« And you, Don Orsino, have you ever been loved—
loved in earnest—by any woman?”

«That is a very strange question, Madame.”

«T am discreet. You may answer it safely.”

T have no doubt of that.”

“But you will not? No—that is your right. But if
would be kind of you—I should be grateful if you would
tell me—has any woman ever loved you dearly?”

Orsino laughed, almost in spite of himself. He had
little false pride.

T4 is humiliating, Madame. But since you ask the
question and require a categorical answer, I will make
my confession. I have never been loved. But you will
observe, as an extenuating circumstance, that I am
young. I do not give up all hope.”

“No—you need not,” said Maria Consuelo in a low
voice, and again she moved the shade of the lamp.

Though Orsino was by no means fatuous, he must have
been blind if he had not seen by this time that Madame

d’ Aranjuez was doing her best to make him speak as he
had formerly spoken to her, and to force him info a
declaration of love. He saw if, indeed, and wondered;
but although he felt her charm upon him, from time to
time, he resolved that nothing ghould induee him to relax
even so far as he had done already more than once dur-
ing the interview. She had placed him in a foolish posi-
tion once before, and he would not expose himself to
being made ridiculous again, in her eyes or his. He
could not discover what intention she had in trying to
Jead him back to her, but he attributed it to her vanity.
She regretted, perhaps, having rebuked him so soon,
or perhaps she had imagined that he would have made
further and more determined efforts to see her. Possi-
bly, too, she really wished to ask a service of him, and
wished to assure herself that she could depend upon him
by previously extracting an avowal of his devotion. It
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“T,et us take it for granted that you will come back to
us,” said Orsino cheerfully.

“Very well, we will take it for granted. ‘What then?”

The question was so sudden and direct that Orsino
fancied there ought to be an evident answer to it.

«What then?” he repeated, after a moment’s hesita~
$ion. “I suppose you will live in these same rooms
again, and with your permission, a certain Orsino Sara-
cinesca will visit you from time to time, and be rude,
and be sent away into exile for his sins. And Madame
d’ Aranjuez will go a great deal to Madame Del Ferice’s
and to other ultra-White houses, which will prevent the
said Orsino from meeting her in society. She will also
be more beautiful than ever, and the daily papers will
describe a certain number of gowns which she will bring
with her from Paris, or Vienna, or London, or whatever
great capital is the chosen official residence of her great
dressmaker. And the world will not otherwise change
yery materially in the course of eight months.”

Orsino langhed lightly, not at his own speech, which
he had constructed rather clumsily under the spur of neces-
sity, but in the hope that she would laugh, too, and begin
to talk more carelessly. But Maria Consuelo was evi-
dently not inclined for anything but the most serious
view of the world, past, present and future.

“Yes,” she answered gravely. “I daresay you are
right. One comes, one shows one’s clothes, and one goes
away again—and that is all. It would be very much the
same if one did not come. It is a great mistake to think
oneself necessary to any one, Only things are necessary
—food, money and something to talk about.”

“You might add friends to the list,” said Orsino, who
was afraid of being called brutal again if he did not make
some mild remonstrance to such a sweeping assertion.

“Friends are included under the head of ‘something
to talk about,’” answered Maria Consuelo.

“That is an encouraging view.”

“Tike all views one gets by experience.”
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“You grow more and more bitter.”

“Does the world grow sweeter as one grows older?”

“ Neither you nor I have lived long enough to know,”
answered Orsino.

“Tacts make life long—not years.”

“So long as they leave no sign of age, what does it
matter?”

“T do not care for that sort of flattery.”

“Because it is not flattery at all. You know the truth
too well. I am not ingenious enough to flatter you,
Madame. Perfection is not flattered when it is called
perfect.”

“Tt is at all events impossible to exaggerate better than
you can,” answered Maria Consuelo, laughing at last at
the overwhelming compliment. “Where did you learn
that?”

“ At your feet, Madame. The contemplation of great
masterpieces enlarges the intelligence and deepens the
power of expression.”

“And I am a masterpiecce—of what? Of art? Of
eaprice? Of consistency??”

“Of nature,” answered Orsino promptly.

Again Maria Consuelo laughed a little, at the mere
quickness of the answer. Orsino was delighted with
himself, for he fancied he was leading her rapidly away
from the dangerous ground upon which she had been try-
ing to force him. But her next words showed him that
he had not yet succeeded.

“Who will make me laugh during all these months!”
she exclaimed with a little sadness.

Orsino thought she was strangely obstinate, and won-
dered what she would say next.

“Dear me, Madame,” he said, “if you are so kind as
to laugh at my poor wit, you will not have to seek far
to find some one to amuse you better!”

He knew how to put on an expression of perfect sim-
plicity when he pleased, and Maria Consuelo looked at

him, trying to be sure whether he were in earnest or not.
But his face baffled her.
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“You are too modest,” she said.

“Do you think it is a defect? Shall I cultivate a
little more assurance of manner?” he asked, very inno-

cently.

“Not to-day. Your first attempt might lead you into
extremes.”

“Phere is not the slightest fear of that, Madame,” he
answered with some emphasis.

She coloured a little and her closed lips smiled in a
way he had often noticed before. He congratulated
himself upon these signs of approaching ill-temper,
which promised an escape from his difficulty. To take
leave of her suddenly was to abandon the field, and that
he would not do. She had determined to foree him into
2 confession of devotion, and he was equally determined
not to satisfy her. e had tried to lead her off her track
with frivolous talk and had failed. He would try and
irritate her instead, but without incurring the charge of
rudeness. Why she was making such an attack upon
him, was beyond his understanding, but he resented it,
and made up his mind neither to fly nor yield. If he
had been a hundredth part as cynical as he liked to fancy
himself, he would have acted very differently. But he
was young enough to have been wounded by his former
dismissal, though he hardly knew it, and to seek almost
instinctively to revenge his wrongs. He did not find it
easy. He would not have believed that such a woman as
Maria Consuelo could so far forget her pride as to go
begging for a declaration of love.

“T suppose you will take Gouache’s portrait away with
you,” he observed, changing the subject with a directness
which he fancied would increase her annoyance.

“What makes you think so?” she asked, rather drily.

“T thought it a natural question.”

“T cannot imagine what I should do with it. T shall
leave it with him.”

“You will let him send it to the Salon in Paris, of
course?”
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"‘ If he likes. You seem interested in the fate of the
picture.”

“A little. I wondered why you did not have i
ag it has been finished so Iong.’? i
¥ %s%eac} of that hideous mirror, you mean? There
wou e less variety. I should alwa i
the same dress.” Lneid o

“No—on the opposite wall. You might co
with fietion in that way.” - ot
“To the advantage of Gouache’s fiction, you would say.
Yor}leere. more complimentary a little while ago.”
ou imagine more rudeness than e
P ven I am capable

“That is saying much. Why did h
et y you change the sub-
- i %eca,use I saw tha,t_ you were annoyed at something.
ri!;?lltl‘;s.,”we were talking about myself, if I remember

“Have you never heard that a man should

alwa
to ‘?, woman about himself or herself?” s
No. I i
- never heard that. Shall we talk of you, then,
“Do you care to talk of me?” asked Maria C
: ? onsuelo.
ﬁ&nother direct attack, Orsino thought. o
I would rather hear you talk of yourself,” he an-
swe}e;d without the least hesitation.
“If T were to tell you my thoughts about myself
at the
present moment, they would surprise you ver? much.”

¢ Agreeably or disagreeably?”

“T do not know. Are you vain?”

“As a peacock ! ” replied Orsino quickly.

YO:; {:.h—then what I am thinking would not interest

“Why not?”
“Because if it is not flattering i
Are B g it would wound you, and
if it is flattering it would disappoi Tl
: ppoint you—by f
short of your ideal of yourself.” . 4 it
“Yet I confess that I would like to know what you
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think of me, though I would much rather hear what you
think of yourself.”

«Qn one condition, I will tell you.”

“What is that ?”

«That you will give me your word to give me your own
opinion of me afterwards.”

«The adjectives are ready, Madame, I give you my
word.”

«You give it so easily! How can I believe you ?”

«Tt is so easy to give in such a case, when one has
nothing disagreeable to say.”

«Then you think me agreeable ? ”

« Eminently ! ”

« And charming ?”

«Perfectly!”

« And beautiful ?”

«How can you doubt it ?”

« And in all other respects exactly like all the women
in society to whom you repeat the same commonplaces
every day of your life ?”

The feint had been dexterous and the thrust was sud-
den, straight and unexpected.

«Madame!” exclaimed Orsino in the deprecatory tone
of a man taken by surprise.

-«You see—you have nothing to say!” She laughed a
little bitterly.

«You take too much for granted,” he said, recovering
himself. “You suppose that because I agree with you
upon one point after another, I agree with you in the
conclusion. You do not even wait to hear my answer,

and you tell me that I am checkmated when I have a
dozen moves from which to choose. Besides, you have
directly infringed the conditions. You have fired before
the signal and an arbitration would go against you. You
have done fifty things contrary to agreement, and you
accuse me of being dumb in my own defence. There is
not much justice in that. You promise to tell me a cer-
tain secret on condition that I will tell you another.
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Then,_ Withqut sayiug a word on your own part you stone
me with qulck‘q_uestlons and cry victory because I pro-
tes‘t‘;. You begin before I have had so much as——”
_ “For heaven’s sake stop!” cried Maria Consuelo
Interrupting a speech which threatened to go on fm,'
::?12;{ ﬁmlnutes. & Ytou talk of chess, duelling and stoning
, In one sentence—I
ol am utterly confused! You
“Considering how you have disturb ine, it 1
: ed mine, it is a fai
Eevenge. And since we both admit that Wt’% have da{;r-
bx};-.bed that ba.lanc.e upon which alone depends all possi-
ility of conversation, I think that I can do nothing more
g:::.lce:ull—pardton_ me, nothing less ungraceful—than wish
easan i i
Ma,damlé,” journey, which I do with all my heart,
Thereupon Orsino rose and took his hat.

“Bit down. Do not ? sai i
_ go yet,” said Maria Consuelo

rowing a sh: i i ident
Effort. g a shade paler, and speaking with an evident

“Ah—true!” exclaimed Orsino. ¢

: : lai - We were fo
ting the little commission you spoke of in your not: gEtI-
am entirely at your service.” .

Maria Consuelo looked i i i
© oked at him quickly and her lips
“ Never mind that,” she said unsteadi i
‘ eadily, «I will
trouble you. But I do not want you to {rgo away a.s—n::
i,r_ou were going. I feel as though we had been quarrel-
ing. Pe?:ha.ps we have. But let us say we are good
friends—if we only say it.” ;
Orsino was touched and disturbed
/ . Her face w
white and her hand trembled visibly as she held.aiii‘.V-r::elft"zr
He“ }ofok it in his own without hesitation, '
you care for my friendship, you shall h
e , you shall have no bet-
ura,l],;_en in the world than I,” he said, simply and nat-
;EI'.'IEhank you—good-bye. I shall leave to-morrow.”
e e words were almost broken, as though she were
osing control of her voice. As he closed the door behind
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him, the sound of a wild and passionate sob came 0 him
through the panel. He stood still, listening and hesitat-
ing. The truth which would have long been clear to an
older or a vainer man, flashed upon him suddenly. She
loved him very much, and he no longer cared for her.
That was the reason why she had behaved so strangely,
throwing her pride and dignity to the winds in her des-
perate attempt to get from him a single kind and affec-
tionate word—from him, who had poured into her ear so
many words of love but two months earlier, and from
whom fo draw a bare admission of friendship to-day she
had almost shed tears.

To go back into the room would be madness; since he
did not love her, it would almost be an insult. He bent
his head and walked slowly down the corridor. He had
not gone far, when he was confronted by a small dark
figure that stopped the way. He recognised Maria Con-
suelo’s elderly maid.

«T beg your pardon, Signore Principe,” said the little
black-eyed woman. ¢You will allow me to say a few
words? I thank you, Eeccellenza. It is about my Big-
nora, in there, of whom I have charge.”

«(Of whom you have charge?” repeated Orsino, not
understanding her.

«Yes—precisely. Of course, I am only her maid. You
understand that. But I have charge of her though she
does mot know it. The poor Signora has had terrible
trouble during the last few years, and ab times—you
understand ? She is a little—yes—here.” She tapped
her forehead. *She is better now. But in my position
T sometimes think it wiser to warn some friend of hers
—in striet confidence. It sometimes saves some little
unnecessary complication, and I was ordered to do so
by the doctors we last consulted in Paris. You will for-
give me, Eecellenza, 1 am sure.”

Orsino stared at the woman for some seconds in blank
astonishment. She smiled in a placid, self-confident
way.
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“ You mean that Madame d’Aranj i
juez is—mentall ‘.
rangetz‘l, and that you are her keeper ? Tt is a little }1’1;1?1
to believe, I confess.” :
% I;; ‘?N'ouég t;}rlc;u ﬁ‘]ﬁ todsee my certificates, Signor Prin-
y written directions of t
sure you are disereet.” e g
< “I have no right to see anything of the kind,” answered
Orsino _coldl.y._ “Of course, if you are acting und
msan-uctmns 1t1s no concern of mine.” 7 o
e would have gone forward, b 't h
duced a small bit ot
Sutede it of note-paper, neatly folded, and offered
“I thought you might Ii
: ght like to know where
until we return,” she said, continuing to speak in‘:.e i
lovg voice. “Tt is the address.” S
rsino made an impatient
( : : gesture. He was on th
ﬁ(l)én;f of ﬁiefusmg I’ihe information which he had not :sla,lzes
rouble to ask of Maria Consuelo herself
changed his mind and felt in hi i
) | is pocket for somethi
to give the woman. It seemed th i H
woman. e easiest and simpl
way of getting rid of her. The only note he had (:hall)l(?esi;
to ‘]‘ZJB one of greater value than necessary. ,
overé thouls):a,nd 1fha,r:lks, Eecellenza ! ” whispered the maid
ome by what she took for i i i ’
= for an intentional piece of
E)rsmo_left the hotel as quickly as he could.
“For improbable situations, commend me to the
;11netfhenth century and the society in which we live!?”
1e said to himself as he emerged into the street

CHAPTER XVI.

It was long before Orsin i
: o saw Maria Consuelo agai
b;lﬁ the circumstances of his last meeting with heai'g:';?x:
ita_ntly recurred to his mind during the following months
15 one of the chief characteristics of Rome thaz it seem?;




