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talk to each other, with infinite grace about matters not
worth recording, or if they spoke of things of greater
importance, repeating the substance of what they had
said before, finding at each repetition some new com-
ment to make, some new point upon which to agree, after
the manner of people who are very fond of each other.
The hours slipped by, and they were unconscious of the
lapse of time. The great clocks of the neighbouring
church towers tolled eleven, twelve, and one o’clock, and
yet they had more to say, and did nof even nofice the
loud ringing of the hundred bells. The day was clear,
and the bright sunlight streamed in through the high
windows, telling the hour with a more fatetul precision
than the clocks outside. All was peace and happiness
and sweet intercourse, as the two women sat there undis-
turbed through the long morning. They talked, and
langhed, and held their hands clasped together, uncon-
scious of the rest of the world. No sound penetrated
from the rest of the house to the quiet, sunlit hall, which
to Faustina’s mind had never looked so cheertul before
since she could remember it. And yet within the walls
of the huge old palace strange things were passing, things
which it was well that neither of them should see.

Before describing the events which close this part of
my story, it is as well to say that Faustina has made her
last appearance for the present. From the point of view
which would have been taken by most of her acquaint-
ances, her marriage with Gouache was a highly improb-
able event. If any one desires an apology for being left
in uncertainty as to her fate, I can only answer that T am
writing the history of the Saracineseca and not of any one
else. There are certain stages in that history which are
natural halting-places for the historian himself, and for
his readers if he have any; and it is impossible to make
the lives of a number of people coineide so far as to wind
them up together, and yet be sure that they will run down
ab the same moment like the clocks of his Majesty
Charles the Fifth. If it were, the world would be a very
different place.

SANT TLARIO.

CHAPTER XXX.

The scene in the study, while the notary read through
the voluminous documents, is worth describing. At one
end of the large green table sat San Giacinto alone, his
form, even as he sat, towering above the rest. The
mourning he wore harmonised with his own dark and
massive head. His expression was calm and thoughtful,
betraying neither satisfaction nor triumph. From time
to time his deep-set eyes turned towards Saracinesea with
a look of inquiry, as though to assure himself that the
prince agreed to the various points and was aware that
he must now speak for the last time, if he spoke at all.
At the other end of the board the two Saracinesca were
seated side by side. The strong resemblance that existed
between them was made very apparent by their position,
but although, allowing for the difference of their ages,
their features corresponded almost line for line, their
expressions were totally different. The old man’s gray
hair and pointed beard seemed to bristle with suppressed
excitement. His heavy brows were bent together, as
though he were making a great effort to control his tem-
per, and now and then there was an angry gleam in his
eyes. He sat square and ereet in his seaf, as though he
were facing an enemy, but he kept his hands below the
table, for he did not choose that San Giacinto should see
the nervous working of his fingers. Giovanni, on the other
hand, looked upon the proceedings with an indifference
that was perfectly apparent. He occasionally looked at
his watch, suppressed a yawn, and examined his nails
with great interest. It was clear that he was not the
least moved by what was going on. It was no light mat-
tor for the old nobleman to listen to the documents that
deprived him one by one of his titles, his estates, and his
other wealth, in favour of a man who was still young,
and whomy in spite of the relationship, he could nof help
regarding as an inferior. He had always considered
himself as the representative of an older generation, who,
by right of position, was entitled to transmit to his son
the whole mass of those proud traditions in which he had
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grown up as in his natural element. Giovanni, on the
contrary, possessed a goodly share of that indifference
that characterises the younger men of the nineteenth
century. He was perfectly satisfied with his present
situation, and had been so long accustomed fo depend
upon his personality and his private fortune, for all that
he enjoyed or required in life, that he did not desire the
responsibilities that weigh heavily upon the head of a
great family. Moreover, recent events had turned the
current of his thoughts into a different direction. He
was in his way as happy as Corona, and he knew that
real happiness proceeds from something more than a
score of titles and a few millions of money, more or less.
He regarded the long morning’s work as an intolerable
nuisance, which prevented him from spending his time
with his wife.

In the middle of the table sat the two notaries, flanked
by four clerks, all of them pale men in black, clean shaved,
of various ages, but bearing on their faces the almost
unmistakable stamp of their profession. The one who
was reading the deeds wore spectacles. From fime to
time he pushed them back upon his bald forehead and
glanced first at San Giacinto and then at Prince Saracin-
esca, after which he carefully resettled the glasses upon
his long nose and proceeded with his task until he had
reached the end of another set of clauses, when he re-
peated the former operation with mechanical regularity,
never failing to give San Giacinto the precedence of the
first look.

For a long time this went on, with a monotony which
almost drove Giovanni from the room. Indeed nothing
but absolute necessity could have kept him in his place.
At last the final deed was reached. It was an act of res-
titution drawn up in a simple form so as to include, by
a few words, all the preceding documents. Tt set forth
that Leone Saracinesca being “free in body and mind,”
the son of Giovanni Saracinesca deceased, “whom may
the Lord preserve in a state of glory,” resfored, gave
back, yielded, and abandoned all those goods, titles, and
benefices which he had inherited directly from Leone
Saracinesea, the eleventh of that name, deceased, “whom
may the Lord preserve in a state of glory,” to Giovanni
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Saracinesca, Marchese di San Giacinto, who was “free in
body and mind,” son of Orsino Saracinesca, ninth of that
name, deceased, “whom may the Lord, etc.” Not one
of the quaint stock phrases was omitted. The notary
paused, looked round, adjusted his spectaclés and con-
tinned. The deed further set forth that Giovanni
Saracinesca, Marchese di San Giacinto aforesaid, ac-
knowledged the receipt of the aforesaid goods, titles, and
benefices, and stated that he received all as the complete
inheritance, relinquishing all further claims against the
aforesaid Leone and his heirs for ever. Once more the
reader paused, and then read the last words in a clear
yoice —

“Both the noble parties promising, finally, in regard
to the present cession, to take account of it, to hold it as
acceptable, valid, and perpetual, and, for the same,
never to allow it to be spoken of otherwise.”

A few words followed, setting forth the name of the
notary and the statement that the act was executed in his
presence, with the date. When he had finished reading
all, he rose and turned the document upon the table so
that the two parties could stand opposite to him and
sign it. Without a word he made a slight inclination
and offered the pen to Saracinesca. The old gentleman
pushed back his chair and marched forward with erect
head and a firm step to sign away what had been his
birthright. From first to last he had acknowledged the
justice of his cousin’s claims, and he was not the man to
waver at the supreme moment. IHis hair bristled more
stiffly than ever, and his dark eyes shof fire, but he took
the pen and wrote his great strong signature as clearly
as he had written it at the foot of his marriage contract
five and thirty years earlier. Giovanni looked at him
with admiration.

Then San Giacinto, who had risen out of respect to
the old man, came forward and took the pen in his turn.
He wrote out his name in straight, firm characters as
usual, but at the end the ink made a broad black mark
that ended abruptly, as though the writer had put the
last stroke to a great undertaking.

“There should be two witnesses,” said the notary in
the awkward silence that followed. “Don Giovanni can
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be one,” he added, giving the latter the only name that
was now his, with a lawyer’s serupulous exactness.

“Ome of your clerks can be the other,” suggested Sara-
cinesea, who was anxzious to get away as soon as possible.

“Tt is not usual,” replied the notary. “Is there mo
one in the palace? One of the young princes would do
admirably.”

“They are all away,” said San Giacinto. “Lef me see
— there is the librarian. Will he answer the purpose?
He must be in the library at this hour. A respectable
man—he has been thirty years in the house. For that
matter, the steward is probably in his office, t00.”

“The librarian is the best person,” answered the
notary.

“I will bring him at once—1I know the way.” San
Giacinto left the study by the d6or that opened upon the
passage. The others could hear his heavy steps as he
went rapidly’ up the paved corridor. Old Saracinesca
walked up and down the room unable to conceal his im-~
patience. Giovanni resumed his seat and waited quietly,
indifferent to the last.

Arnoldo Meschini was in the library, as San Giacinto
had anticipated. He was seated at his usual place at the
upper end of the hall, surrounded by books and writing
materials which he handled nervously without making
any serious attempt to use them. He had lost all power
of concentrating his thoughts or of making any effort to
work. Fortunately for him no one had paid any atten-
tion to him during the past ten days. His appearance
was dishevelled and slovenly, and he was more bent than
he had formerly been. His eyes were bleared and glassy
as he stared at the table before him, assuming a wild and
startled expression when, looking up, he fancied he saw
some horrible object gliding quickly across the sunny
floor, or creeping up to him over the polished table.
All his former air of humility and shabby respectability
was gone. His disordered dress, his straggling grayish
hair that hung from beneath the dirty black skulleap
around his mis-shapen ears, his face, yellow in parts and
irregularly flushed in others, as though it were begin-
ning to be scorched from within, his nnwashed hands,
every detail of his appearance, in short, proclaimed his
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t_otal degradation. But hitherto nqgone had noticed him
for he had lived between his attic,™he deserted 1ibrar\;'
and the apothecary’s shop on the island of Saint Barthol-
omew. His mind had almost ceased to act when he was
awake, except in response to the fear which the smallest
circumstances now caused him. If he had dreams by
night, he saw visions also in the day, and his visions
generally took the shape of San Giacinto. He had not
really seen him since he had met him when the prince
lay in state, but the fear of him was, if anything, greater
than if he had met him daily. The idea that the giant
was lying in wait for him had become fixed, and yet he
was powerless to fly. His energy was all gone between
his potations and the constant terror that paralysed him.

On that morning he had been as usual to the Ponte
Quattro Capi and had returned with the means of sleep
in his pocket. He had no instinet left but to deaden his
sensations with drink during the hours of light, while
waiting for the time when he could lie down and yield to
the more potent influence of the opium. He had there-
fore come back as usual, and by force of habit had taken
his place in the library, the fear of seeming to neglect
his supposed duties forbidding him to spend all his time
in his room. As usual, too, he had locked the door of
the passage to separate himself from his dread of a
supernatural visitation. He sat doubled together in his
chair, his long arms lying out before him upon the books
and papers.

All at once he started in his seat. One, two, one two
—yes, there were footsteps in the corridor — they were
coming nearer and nearer — heavy, like those of the dead
prince — but quicker, like those of San Giacinto— closer,
closer yet. A hand turned the latch once, twice, then
shook the lock roughly. Meschini was helpless. He
could neither get upon his feet and escape by the other
exif, nor find the way to the pocket that held his weapon.
Again the lateh was turned and shaken, and then the
deep voice he dreaded was heard calling to him.

“Bignor Meschini!”

He shrieked aloud with fear, but he was paralysed in
every limb. A moment later a terrible crash drowned
his cries. San Giacinto, on hearing his agonised seream,
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had feared some acgident. He drew back a step and
then, with a spring, ®hrew his colossal strength against
the line where the leaves of the door joined. The lock
broke in its sockets, the panels cracked under the tre-
mendous pressure, and the door flew wide open. In a
moment San Giacinto was standing over the librarian,
trying to drag him back from the table and out of his
seat. He thought the man was in a fit. In reality he
was insane with terror.

“ An easy death, for the love of heaven!” moaned the
wretch, twisting himself under the iron hands that held
him by the shoulders. “TFor God’s sake! I will tell you
all — do not torture me — oh! oh! —only let it be easy —
and quick —yes, I tell you—1I killed the prince — oh,
mercy, mercy, for Christ’s sake!”

San Giacinto’s grip tightened, and his face grew livid.
He lifted Meschini bodily from the chair and set him
against the table, holding him up at arm’s length, his
deep eyes blazing with a rage that would soon be uncon-
trollable. Meschini’s naturally strong constitution did
not afford him the relief of fainting.

“You killed him — why?” asked San Giacinto through
his teeth, scarcely able to speak.

“For you, for you— oh, have mercy — do not

«Silence!” cried the giant in a voice that shook the
vault of the hall. “Answer me or I will tear your head
from your body with my hands! ‘Why do you say you
killed him for me?”

Meschini trembled all over, and then his contorted
face grew almost calm. He had reached that stage which
may be called the somnambulism of fear. The perspira-
tion covered his skin in an instant, and his voice sank to

a distinet whisper.

“He made me forge the deeds, and would not pay me
for them. Then I killed him.”

“What deeds?”
“The deeds that have made you Prince Saracinesca.

1f you do not believe me, go to my room, the originals
are in the cupboard. The key is here, in my right-hand

pocket.”
He could not move to get it, for San Giacinto held him

fast, and watched every attempt he made at a movement.

7
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Again that trembling passed over the unfortunate
man’s limbs, and he grew quiet and submissive. 1t was
all as he ha.é. seen it in his wild dreams and visions, the
secret chamber whence no sound could reach the oute;
world, the stern judges all in black, the cruel streng-tf
of San Giacinto ready to torture him. The shadow o

th rose in his eyes. i 2
de:‘a: Lei me sit down,” he said in a ]aroken voice.

San Giacinto led him to a.chair in the midst of ‘therg
all. Then he stood before one of the doors, and motioned
to his cousin to guard the other. But Armnoldo Meschllxln
had no hope of escape. His hour was at hand, and he

it. ; s
]m‘?v{f;u forged the deeds which were presented as ,(,)1‘1%3
inals in the court. Confess it to those gentlemen.

San Giacinto who spoke. i
Waﬁ’l&‘ﬁg prince made me do it,” answered Meschini in low
tones. ‘He promised me twenty thousand scudi for the
work.” ‘

“To be paid —when? Tell all. : ;

4 Tg be gaid in cash the day the ver‘;ljl’ct was given.”

“You came to get your money here? : .

1 ?;ame here. 2 He denied having pr_omlf,ed anything
definite. I grew angry. I killed him.” A violent
shudder shook his frame from head to foot. )

“You strangled him with a pocket handkerchie

%1t was Donna Faustina’s?”

“The prince threw it on the ground after he had struck
her. I saw the quarrel. T was waiting for my money.

tched them through the door.”

: ﬁai'?m know that y[)?l are to die. ‘e’g}}ere are the deeds

tole when you forged the others? :

OEIStold you _3’ in the cupboard 1n zy; Fo0Ta. Here is

the key. Only — for God’s sake —

l.eHe *?;as beginning to break down again. Perhaps, by

the habit of the past days he felt the need for drink even

in that supreme moment, for his hand sought his pocke’{
as he sat. Instead of the bottle he felt the cold stee
barrel of the revolver, which he had forgotten. San

}iacinto looked towards the notary. s

(ﬂf‘uilsn this a full confession, sufficient %o commit thl13

man to trial?” he asked. But before the notary cou
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answer, Meschini’s voice sounded through the room, not
weak and broken, but loud and clear.

“It 1s! Tt is!” he cried in sudden and wild excite-
ment. “I have told all. The deeds will speak for
themselves. Ah! you would have done better to leave
me amongst my books!” He turned to San Giacinto.
“You will never be Prince Saracinesca. But I shall
eseape you. You shall not give me a slow death—youn
shall not, I say ——7”

San Giacinto made a step towards him. The proxim-
ify of the man who had inspired him with such abject
terror put an end to his hesitation.

“You shall not!” he almost screamed. “But my
blood is on your head — Ah!?”

Three deafening reports shook the air in rapid succes-
sion, and all that was left of Arnoldo Meschini lay in a
shapeless heap upon the floor. While a man might have
counted a score there was silence in the room. Then
San Giacinto came forward and bent over the body, while
the notaries and their clerks cowered in a corner. Sara-
cinesca and Giovanni stood together, grave and silent,
as brave men are when they have seen a horrible sight
and can do nothing. Meschini was quite dead. When
San Giaeinto had assured himself of the faet, he looked
up. All the fierce rage had vanished from his face.

“He is dead,” he said quietly. “Youall sawit. You
will have to give your evidence in half an hour when
the police come. Be good enough to open the door.”

He took up the body in his arms carefully, but with
an ease that amazed those who watched him. Giovanni
held the door open, and San Giacinto deposited his bur-
den gently upon the pavement of the corridor. Then he
turned back and re-entered the room. The door of the
study closed for ever on Arnoldo Meschini.

In the dead silence that followed, San Giacinto ap-
proached the table upon which the deed lay, still waiting
to be witnessed. He took it in his hand and turned to
Saracinesca. There was no need for him to exculpate
himself from any-charge of complicity in the abominable
fraud which Montevarchi had prepared before he died.

Not one of the men present even thought of suspecting
him. Even if they had, it was clear that he would not




432 SANT  ILARIO.

have brought Meschini to confess before them a robbery
in which he had taken part. But there was that in his
brave eyes that told his innocenee better than any evi-
dence or argument could have proclaimed it. He held
out the document to Saracinesea.

“Would you like to keep it as a memento?” he asked.
“Or shall T destroy it before you?”

His voice never quavered, his face was not discom-
posed. Giovanni, the noble-hearted gentleman, wondered
whether he himself could have borne such a blow so
bravely as this innkeeper cousin of his. IHopes, such as
few men can even aspire to entertain, had been suddenly
extinguished. A future of power and wealth and honour,
the highest almost that his country could give any man,
had been in a moment dashed to pieces before his eyes.
Dreams, in which the most indifferent would see the
prospect of enormous satisfaction, had wvanished into
nothing during the last ten minutes, almost at the instant
when they were to be realised. And yet the man who
had hoped such hopes, who had looked forward to such
a future, whose mind must have revelled many a time
in the visions that were already becoming realities —
that man stood before them all, outwardly unmoved, and
proposing to his cousin that he should keep as a remem-
brance the words that told of his own terrible disap-
pointment. He was indeed the calmest of those present.

“Shall I tear it to pieces?” he asked again, holding the
document between his fingers. Then the old prince spoke.

“Do what you will with it,” he answered. “But give
me your hand. You are a braver man than I1.”

The two men looked into each other’s eyes as their
hands met.

1t shall not be the last deed between us,” said Sara-
cinesca. “There shall be another. Whatever may be
the truth about that villain’s work you shall have your
share ——”

“A few hours ago, you would not take yours,” answered
Ban Giaeinto quietly. “Must I repeat your own words? ”

“Well, well —we will talk of that.. This has been a
terrible morning’s work, and we must do other things
before we go to business again. That poor man’s body
is outside the door. We had better attend to that mat-
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ter first, and send for the police. Giovanni, my boy,
will you tell Corona? I believe she is still in the
house.” . ;

(Giovanni needed no urging to go upon his errand.
He entered the drawing-room where Corona was still sit-
ting beside Faustina upon the sofa. His face must have
been pale, for Corona looked at him with a startled
expression.

“Ts anything the matten?” she asked.

“Something very unpleasant has occurred,” he an-
swered, looking at Faustina. ‘“Meschini, the librarian,
has just died very suddenly in the study where we were.”

“Meschini?” cried Faustina in surprise and with some
anxiety. :

“Yes. Are you nervous, Donna Faustina? May I tell
you something very startling?” It was a man’s question.

“Yes — what is it?” she asked quickly.

“Meschini confessed before us all that it was he who
was the cause—in fact that he had murdered your
father. Before any one could stop him, he had shot
himself. Tt is.very dreadful.” :

With a low cry that was more expressive of amaze-
ment than of horror, Faustina sauk into a chair. In his
anxiety to tell his wife the whole truth Giovanni forgot
her at once. As soon as he began to speak, however,
Corona led him away to the window where they had
stood together a few hours earlier. :

“(orona — what I told her is not all. There is some-
thing else. Meschini had forged the papers which gave
the property to San Giacinto. Montevarchi had prom-
ised him twenty thousand scudi for the job. It was
because he would not pay the money that Meschini killed
him. Do you understand?”

“You will have everything after all?”

“ Everything — but we must give San Giacinto a share.
He has behaved like a hero. He found it all out and
made Meschini confess. When he knew the truth he did
not move a musele of his face, but offered my father thg
deed he had just signed as a memento of the occasion.

“Then he will not take anything, any more than you
would, or your father. Is it quite sure, Giovanni? Is
there no possible mista.ke?;
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