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VENDETTA!

CHAPTER 1.

1, wro write this, am a dead man. Dead legally—dead by
absolute proofs—dead and buried! Ask for me in my native
city, and they will tell you I was one of the victims of the
cholera that ravaged Naples in 1884, and that my mortal
remains lie moldering in the funeral vault of my ancestors.
Vet—I live! L feel the warm blood coursing through my
veins—the blood of thirty summers—the prime of early man-
hood invigorates me, and makes these eyes of mine keen and
bright—these muscles strong as iron—this hand powerful of
grip—this well-knit form erect and proud of bearing. Yes!—
I am alive, though declared to be dead; alive in the fullness
of manly force—and even sorrow has left few distinguishing
marks upon me, save one. My hair, once ebony-black, is
white as a wreath of Alpine snow, though its clustering curls
are thick as ever.

“ A constitutional inheritance ? ” asks one physician, obsexv-
ing my frosted locks.

“ A" sudden shock ? ” suggests another.

« Exposure to intense heat?” hints a third.

I answer none of them. I did so once. I told my story to
a man I met by chance—one renowned for medical skill and
kindliness. He heard me to theend in evident incredulity and
alarm, and hinted at the possibility of madness. Since then I
have never spoken.

But now I write. I am far from all persecution—I can set
down the truth fearlessly. I can dip the pen in my own blaad
if I choose, and none shall gainsay me ! For the green silence
of a vast South American forest encompasses me—the grand
and stately silence of a virginal nature, almost unbroken by
the ruthless step of man’s civilization—a haven of perfect
calm, delicately disturbed by the fluttering wings and soft
voices of birds, and the gentle or stormy murmur of the free-
born winds of heaven. Within this charmed circle of res::I
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dwell—here I lift up my overburdened heart like a brimming
chalice, and empty it on the ground, to the last drop of gall
contained therein. The world shall know my history.

Dead, and yet living! How can that be >—you ask., Ah, my
friends! If you seek to be rid of your dead relations for a cer-
tainty, you should have their bodies cremated. Otherwise
there is no knowing what may happen! Cremationis the best

way—the only way. It is clean, and szfe. Why should there

be any prejudice against it? Surely it is better to give the re-
mains of what we loved (or pretended to love) to cleansing fire
and pure air than to lay them in a cold vault of stone, or down,
down in the wet and clinging earth. For loathly things are
hidden deep in the mold—things foul and all unnameabie

long worms—slimy creatures with blind eyes and useless
wings—abortions and deformities of the insect tribe born of
poisonous vapor—creatures the very sight of which would
drive you, oh, delicate woman, into a fit of hysteria, and would
provoke even you, oh, strong man, to a shudder of repulsion !
But there is 2 worse thing than these merely physical horrors
which come of so-called Christian burial—that is, the terrible
wncertainty.  What, if after we have lowered the narrow
strong box containing our dear deceased relation into its vault
or hollow in the ground—what, if after we have worn a seemly
garb of woe, and tortured our faces into the fitting expression
of gentle and patient melancholy—what, I say, if after all the

reasonable precautions taken to insure safety, they should 8
actually prove insufficient? What, if the prison to which we |

have consigned the deeply regretted one should not have such
close doors as we fondly imagined ?  What, if the stout coffin
should be wrenched apart by fierce and frenzied fingers—what,
if our late dear friend should zo# be dead, but should, like
Lazarus of old, come forth to challenge our affection anew ?
Should we not grieve sorely that we had failed to avail our
selves of the secure and classical method of cremation? Espe-
cially if we had benefited by worldly goods or money left to us

by the so deservedly lamented! For we are self-deceiving -

hypocrites—few of us are really sorry for the dead—few of us
remember them with any real tenderness or affection. And
yet, God knows | they may need more pity than we dream of |

But let me to my task. I, Fabio Romani, lately deceased,
am about to chronicle the events of one short year—a year in
which was compressed the agony of a long and tortured life-
time. One little year!—one sharp thrust from the dagger of
Time ! It pierced my heart—the wound still gapes and bleeds,
and every drop of blood is tainted as it falls |
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One suffering, common to many, I have never known—that
is—poverty. Iwas born.rich. When my father, Count Filip-
po Romani, died, leaving me, then alad of seventeen, sole heir
to his enormous possessions—sole head of his powerful house
—there were many candid friends who, with their usual kind-
ness, prophesied the worst things of my future. Nay, there
were even somewho looked forward to my physical and mental
destruction with a certain degree of malignant expectation—
and they were estimable persons too. They were respectably
connected—their words carried weight—and fora time I was
an object of their maliciously pious fears. I was destined,
according to their calculations, to be a gambler, a spendthrift,
a drunkard, an incurable roue, of the most abandoned char-
acter. Yet, strange to say, I became none of these things.
Though a Neapolitan, with all the fiery passions and hot blood
of my race, I had an innate scorn for the contemptible vices
and low desires of the unthinking vaulgar. Gambling seemed
to me a delirious folly—drink, a destroyer of health and rea-
son—and licentious extravagance an outrage on the poor. 1
chose my own way of life—a middle course between simplicity
and luxury—a judicious mingling of home-like peace with the
gayety of sympathetic social intercourse—an even tenor of
intelligent existence which neither exhausted the mind nor
injured the body. -

I dwelt in my father’s villa—a miniature palace of white
marble, situated on a wooded height overlooking the Bay of
Naples. My pleasure-grounds were fringed with fragrant
groves of orange and myrtle, where hundreds of full-voiced
nightingales warbled their love-melodies to the golden moon,
Sparkling fountains rose and fell in huge stone basins carved
with many a quaint design, and their cool murmurous splash
refreshed the burning silence of the hottest summer air. In
this retreat I lived at peace for some happy vears, surrounded
by books and pictures, and visited frequently by friends—
young men whose tastes were more or less like my own, and
who were capable of equally appreciating the merits of an an-
tigue volume, or the flavor of a rare vintage.

Of women I saw little or nothing. Truth to tell, I instincts
ively avoided them. Parents with marriageable daughters
invited me frequently to their house, but these invitations:I
generally refused. My best books warned me against feminine
society—and I believed and accepted the warning. This tend-
ency of mine exposed me to the ridicule of those among my
companions who were amorously inclined, but their gay jests
at what they termed my “weakness” never affected me. 1
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trusted in friendship rather than love, and I had a friend—
one for whom at that time I would gladly have laid down my
life—one who inspired me with the most profound attach-
ment. He, Guido Ferrari, also joined occasionally with others
in the good-natured mockery I brought down upon myself by
my shrinking dislike of women.

“ Fy on thee, Fabio!” he would cry. “Thou wilt not taste
life till thou hast sipped the nectar from a pair of rose-red lips
—thou shalt not guess the riddle of the stars till thou hast
gazed deep down into the fathomless glory of a maiden’s
eyes—thou canst not know delight till thou hast clasped
eager arms round a coy waist and heard the beating of a pas-
sionate heart against thine own! A truce to thy musty vol-
umes! Believe it, those ancient and sorrowful philosophers
had no manhood in them—their blood was water—and their
slanders against women were but the pettish utterances of their
own deserved disappointments. Those who miss the chief
prize of life would fain persuade others that it is not worth
having. What, man! Thou, with a ready wit, a glancing
eye, a gay smile, a supple form, thou wilt not enter thelists of
love? What says Voltaire of the blind god?

¢ Oui que tu sois voild ton maitre,
11 fit—il est—oui il doit étre | "

When my friend spoke thus I smiled, but answered nothing.
His arguments failed to convince me. Yet I loved to hear
him talk—his voice was mellow as the note of a thrush, and
his eyes had an eloquence greater than all speech. I loved
him—God knows! unselfishly, sincerely—with that rare ten-
derness sometimes felt by school-boys for ome another, but
seldom experienced by grown men. I was happy in his
society, as he, indeed, appeared to be in mine. We passed
most of our time together, he, like myself, having been be-
reaved of his parents in early youth, and therefore left to
shape out his own course of life as suited his particular fancy.
IIe chose art as a profession, and, though a fairly successtul
painter, was as poor as I was rich. I remedied this neglect of
fortune for him in various ways with due forethought and deli-
cacy—and gave him as many commissions as I possibly
could without rousing his suspicion or wounding his pride.
For he possessed a strong attraction for me—we had much
the same tastes, we shared the same sympathies, in short, I
desired nothing better than his confidence and companion-
ship.

In this world no one, however harmless, is allowed to con-
tinue happy. ~Fate—or caprice—cannot endure to see us
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monotonously at rest. Something perfectly trivial—a look, a
word, a touch, and lo!a long chain of old associations is
broken asunder, and the peace we deemed so deep and lasting
is finally interrupted. This change came to me, as surely as
it comes to all. One day—how well I remember it!—one
sultry evening toward the end of May, 1881, I was in Naples.
I had passed the afternoon in my yacht, idly and slowly sail-
ing over the bay, availing myself of what little wind there was,
Guido’s absence (he had gone to Rome on a visit of some
weeks’ duration) rendered me somewhat of a solitary, and as
my light craft ran into harbor, I found myself in a pensive,
half-uncertain mood, which brought with it its own depres-
sion. The few sailors who manned my vessel dispersed right
and left as soon as they were landed—each to his own favorite
haunts of pleasure or dissipation—but I was in no humor to
be easily amused. Though I had plenty of acquaintance in the
city, I cared little for such entertainment as they could offer
me. As I strolled along through one of the principal streets,
considering whether or not I should return on foot to my own
dwelling on the heights, I heard a sound of singing, and per-
ceived in the distance a glimmer of white robes. It was the
Month of Mary, and I at once concluded that this must be an
approaching Procession of the Virgin, Half in idleness, half
in curiosity, Istood still and waited. = The singing voices came
nearer and nearer—I saw the priests, the acolytes, the swing-
ing gold censers heavy with fragrance, the flaring candles, the
snowy veils of children and girls—and then all suddenly the
picturesque beauty of the scene danced before my eyesin a
whirling blur of brilliancy and color from which looked forth
—one face| One face beaming out like a star from a cloud of
amber tresses—one face of rose-tinted, child-like loveliness—
a loveliness absolutely perfect, lighted up by two luminous eyes,
large and black as night—one face in which the small, curved
mouth smiled half provokingly, half sweetly ! I gazed and
gazed again, dazzled and excited ; beauty makes such fools of
us all! This was a woman—one of the sex I mistrusted and
avoided—a woman in the earliest spring of her youth, a girl
of fifteen or sixteen at the utmost. ' L been thrown
back by accident or design, and for one L ment I drank
in that soul-tempting glance, that wit smile! The proces-
sion passed—the vision faded—but in that breath of time one
epoch of my life had closed forever, and another had begun |

Of course I married her. We Neapolitans lose no time in
¥
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such matters, We are not prudent. Unlike the calm blood
of Englishmen, ours rushes swiftly through our veins—it is
warm as wine and sunlight, and needs no fictitious stimulant,
We love, we desire, we possess; and then? Wetire, you say?
These southern races are so fickle! All wrong—we are léss
tired than you deem. And do not Englishmen tire ? Have
they no secret ennui at times ahen sitting in the chimney nook
of * home, sweet home,” with their fat wives and ever-spread-
ing families? Truly,yes! But they are too cautious tosay so
I need not relate the story of my courtship—it was brief and
sweet as a song sung perfectly. There were no obstacles. The
girl I sought was the only daughter of a ruined Florentine
noble of dissolute character, who gained a bare subsistence by
frequenting the gaming-table, His child had been brought
up in a convent renowned for strict discipline—she knew noth-
ing of the world. She was, he assured me, with mautllin tears
in his eyes, ¢ as innocent as a flower on the altar of the Ma-
donna.” I believed him—for what could this lovely, youth-
ful, low-voiced maiden k of even the shadow of evil? 1
was eager (o gather so fairalily for my own proud wearing—and
her father oladl ‘ r to me, no doubt inwardly congratu-
lating himself on the ilthy match that had fallen to the lot
of his dowerless daughte
We were married at the end of June, and Guido Ferrari
graced our bri with his handsome and gallant presence.
1 > he exclaimed to me when the
“ thou hast profited by my teach-
s often most cunning ! Thou hast
s, and stolen her fairest jewel—thou
hast secured the loveliest maiden in the two Sicilies 1
I pressed his hand, and a touch of remorse stole over me,
for he was no longer first in my affection. Almost T regretted
it—yes, on my very ed back to the old
days—old now thou

were ended.

Her beauty dazz and ‘overc d o languor
of herla limpid eyes stole o my veins—I fc all but
her. I wasin that hich delivium of passi in which love,
and love only, seems the key-note of a I touched the
topmost peak of the height of joy—the days were feasts of
fairy-land, the nights dr s of rapture! No 3 I never tired !
My wi Ly never p l upon : she w fairer with
each day of pos never saw her otherwise than attract-
ive, and within a few months s Ly :d all the depths of
my nature. She discovered how certain sweet looks of hers
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could draw me to her side, a willing and devoted slave ; she -
measured my weakness with her own power ; she knew—what
did she not know? I torture myself with these foolish mem-
ories, All men past the age of twenty havelearned somewhat
of the tricks of women—the pretty, playful nothings that
weaken the will and sap the force of the strongest hero, She
loved me? Oh, yes, I suppose so! Looking back on those
days, I can frankly say I believe she loved me—as nine hun-
dred wives out of a thousand love their husbands, namely—for
what they can get. And I grudged her nothing. If I chose
to idealize her, and raise her to the stature of an angel when
she was but on the low level of mere womanhood, that was my
folly, not her fault.

We kept open house. Our villa was a place of rendezvous
for the leading members of the best society in and around
Naples. My wife was universally admired ; her lovely face ahd
graceful manners were themes of conversation throughout the
whole neighborhood. Guido Ferrari, my friend, was one of
those who were loudest in her praise, and the chivalrous hom-
age he displayed toward her doubly endeared him to me. I
trusted him as a brother; he came and went as pleased him ;
he brought Nina gifts of flowers and fanciful trifies adapted to
her taste, and treated her with fraternal and delicate kindness,
I deemed my happiness perfect—with love, wealth, and friend-
ship, what more could a man desire?

Yet another drop of honey was added to my cup of sweet-
ness.  On the first morning of May, 1882, our ‘child was born
—a girl-babe, fair as one of the white anemones which at that
season grew thickly in the woods surrounding our home. They
brought the little one tome in the shaded veranda where I sat
at breakfast with Guido—a tiny, almost shapeless bundle,
wrapped in soft cashmere and old lace. I took the frasile
thing in my arms with a tender reverence ; it opened its eyes ;
they were large and dark like Nina’s, and the light of a recent
heaven seemed still to linger in their pure depths. I kissed
the little face ; Guido did the same; and those clear, quiet eyes
regarded us both with a strange half-inquiring solemnity. ~ A
bird perched on a bough of jasmine broke into a low, sweet
song, the soft wind blew and scattered the petals of a white
rose at our feet. I gave the infant back to the nurse. who
waited to receive it, and said, with a smile, “‘T'ell my wife we
have welcomed her May-blossom.”

Guido laid his hand on my shoulder as the servant retired
his face was unusually pale,”

“Thou art a 1
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“Tndeed! How so?” I asked, half laughingly; “I am no
better than other men.”

“You are less suspicious than the majority,” he l'cturncc_I,
turning away from me and playing idly with a spray of clematis
that trailed on one of the pillars of the veranda. i

I glanced at him in surprise. “What do you mean, amico ?
Have I reason to suspect any one? ”

He laughed, and resumed his seat at the breakfast-table.

“Why, no!” he answered, with a frank look. *But in
Naples the airis pregnant with suspicion—jealousy’s daggeris
ever ready to strike, justly or unjustly—the very chl_!d!.‘cn are
learned in the ways of vice. Penitents confess to priests who
are worse than penitents, and by Heaven! in such a state of
society, where conjugal fidelity is a farce”—he paused a mo-
ment, and then went on—* is 1t not wonderful to know a man
like you, Fabio? A man happy in home affections, without a
cloud on the sky of his confidence ?”

“T have no cause for distrust,” I said. “Nina is as inno-
cent as the little child of whom she is to-day the mother.”

“TPrue!” exclaimed Ferrari. ¢ Perfectly true!” and he
looked me full in the eyes, with a smile. “ White as the vir
gin snow on the summit of Mont Blanc—purer than the fiaw-
less diamond—and unapproachable as the furthest star! Is
it not so ?”

I assented with a certain gravity ; something in his manner
puzzled me. Our conversation soon turned on different topics,
and I thought no more of the matter. But a time came—and
that speedily—when I had stern reason to remember every
word he had uttered.

CHAPTER II.

Every one knows what kind of summer we had in Naples
in 1884. The newspapers of all lands teemed with the story
of its horrors. The cholera walked abroad like a destroying
demon ; under its withering touch scores of people, young and
old, dropped down in the streets to die. The fell disease, born
of dirt and criminal neglect of sanitary precautions, gained on
the city with awful rapidity, and worse even than the plague
was the unreasoning but universal panic. The never-to-be-

, ism of King Humbert had its effect on the more

tec :es, but g the low Neapolitan populace
abject fear, vulgar superstition, and utter selfishness reigned,
supreme, One case may serve as an example of many others,
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A 4sherman, well known in the place, a handsome and popular
young fellow, was seized, while working in his boat, with the
first symptoms of cholera. He was carried to his mother's
house. ‘The old woman, a villainous-looking hag, watched the
little procession as it approached her dwelling, and taking in
the situationat once, she shut and barricaded her door.

“ Santissima Madonna ! ” she yelled, shrilly, through a half-
opened window. “Leave him in the street, the abandoned,
miserable one! The ungrateful pig! He would bring the
plague to his own hard-working, honest mother ! Holy Joseph !
who would have children? Leave him in the street, I tell
you!?”

It was useless to expostulate with this feminine scarecrow :
her son was, happily for himself, unconscious, and after some
more wrangling he was laid down on her doorstep, where he
shortly afterward expired, his body being afterward carted
away like so much rubbish by the deccamorti.

The heat in the city was intense. The sky was a burning
dome of brilliancy, the bay was still as a glittering sheet of
glass. A thin column of smoke issuing from the crater of
Vesuvius increased the impression of an all-pervading, though
imperceptible ring of fire, that seemed to surround the place.
No birds sung save in the late evening, when the nightingales
in my gardens broke out in a bubbling torrent of melody, half
joyous, half melancholy. Up on that wooded height where I
dwelt it was comparatively cool. I took all precautions neces-
sary to prevent the contagion from attacking our household ;
in fact, I would have left the neighborhood altogether, had I
not known that hasty flight from an infected district often
carries with it the possibility of closer contact with the disease.
My wife, besides, was not nervous—I think very beautiful
women seldom are. Their superb vanity is an excellent shield
to repel pestilence ; it does away with the principal element of
danger—fear. As for our Stella, a toddling mite of two years
old, she was a healthy child, for whom neither her mother not
myself entertained the least anxiety.

_ Guido Ferrari came and stayed with us, and while the cholera,
like a sharp scythe put into a field of ripe corn, mowed down
the dirt-loving Neapolitans by hundreds, we three, with a
small retinue of servants, none of whom were ever permitted
to visit the city, lived on farinaceous food and distilled water,
bathed regularly, rose and retired early, and enjoyed the most
perfect health, :

Among her many other attractions my wife was gifted with
a beautiful and well-trained voice. She sung with exquisite
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f.‘\plc“ssmn, and many an evening when Guido and myself sat
smoking in the garden, after little Stella had gone to bed,
Nina \wnld ravish our ears with the music of hel nightingale
notes, singing soug after song, quaint starnelli and ritornells
—-801gSs of the people, full of wild and passionate beauty. In
these Guido would often join her, his full barytone chmmw in
with her delicate and clear sowmno as (Iul(‘lOth) as the fall of
a fountain with the trill of a bird. I can hear those two voices
now ; their united melody still rings mockingly in my ears;
the heavy perfume of orange-blossom, mmwkrl with m\tlie
floats toward me on the air th(‘ \Llluw moon burns round Lmd
full in the dense blue sky, ll]u, the King of Thule’s goblet of
gold flung into a deep sea, and again I behold those two heads
lmmng together, the one fair, fh:_ other dark; my wife, my
friend—those two whose lives were a million times dearer 1o
me than my own. Ah! they were happy days—days of self-
delusion always are. Weare never grateful enough to the can-
did Perons v ho wake us from our dreams—yet such are in
truth our ]s“‘ t friends, could we but realize it.

August was the most terrible of all the summer months in
Naples. The cholera increased with frightful steadiness, and
the people seemed to be literally mad with terror. Some of
them, seized with a wild spirit of defiance, plunged into orgies
of vice and intemperance with a reckless disregard of conses
quences. One of these frantic revels took I)L‘Lce at a welk
known café. Eight young men, acco ur.l,.mlu[ by eight girls of
remarkable beauty, arri \ed. and ordered a rm\ ate room, where
they were served with a sumptuous repast. At its close one
of the party raised his glass and pwprmcL * Success to the

cholera!” The toast was received with riotous shouts of &
applause, and all drank it with delirious laughter., That verys

night every one of the revelers died in horrible agony ; their
bodies, as usual, were L!mst into flimsy co‘i‘ 1s and buried one
on top of another in a hole hastily dug for the pur ‘pose. Dis=
mal stories like these reached us’ every d.w but we were net
morbidly impressed by them. Stella was a living cham
against pestilence | her innocent ]).H\LLI ...... ss and prattle keptes
us amused and employed, and surrounde d us with an atmoss
phere that was physically and mentally wholesome.

One morning—one of the very hottest mornings of that
scorching month—1I woke -1t an earlier hour than usual. A
suggestion of possible cool Iness in the air tempted me to rise
and stroll through the : \‘\ wife slept soundly at g
side. I dressed softly, without disturbi: ng her. As I was

about to leave the room some instinct made me turn back {g =
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look at her once more, How lovely she was ! she smiled in
her sleep! My heart beat as T gazed—she had been mine for
three years—niine only l—and m' passionate tcimim{icm and
love of her had increased in p u,mn.ur. to that length of time,
I raised one of the scattered o a l cks that lay shining g like
a wmmulm on the p]llm\\ ml(l =d it h-mlr::]y. U'ILH—Z!.H
unconscious of my fate—I left hcr'.

A faint breeze greeted me as I sauntered slowly along the
garden walks—a breath of wind scarce stron o enough to flutter
the leaves, yet it had asalt savor in it that w: huﬁm]u‘w after
the tropical heat of the past night. I was at that time absorbed
in the study of Plato, and as I walked, my mind occupied
itself with u-':'m high problems and deep questions suggested
by lhu great teacher. Lostin a train of profound yet pleas-

: d on further than I intended, and found
yself at last in Juﬂ] lu'w disused by our household—a
winding footway 1 irection of the har-
bor. It was '.‘:_‘ C ] ‘""!_Z‘ »d the road almost
unconsciousl au y
gleaming throuch the le; e omru-climg trees. I was
then about fo retrace my :su!]ws, W I was startled by a sud-
den sound. It was a low moan of intense plln—“t mnuihclu.
cry that seemed to h~ wrung Jlum some animal in torture. I

turned in the direction whence it came, and saw, lying face

downward on the grass, a boy—a little fruit-seller of eleven or
twelve years of : His basket of wares stood beside him, a
te mp'm; pile of peaches, Srapes, pomegranates, and melons—
lovely 1 dangerous eating in cholera times. I touched the
lad on U shoulder,

¢ What .i:ﬂ you?” T asked. He twisted himself convul-
sively and turt d his face towar beautiful face, though
livid with aneuish,

“The plague, signor!” he moaned; “the plague !l Keep
away from me, for the love of God ! l am dying | ”

[ hesitated. For myself I h: \d no fear. But my wife—my
child—for their sakes it was necessary to be prudent. Vet 1
could not leave this poor boy u]hl‘wﬂ‘wh"l I resolved to go to
the harbor in search of medical aid. With this idea in my
m.ml [ spoke cheerfully.

“ Courage, my 7 I said; “do not lose heart! All jll-

5 is not the plague, Rest here till I return ;I am going to

h a doctor.”

The little fellow looked at me with wondering, pathetic eyes,
and tried to C\”Ii}t. He pointed to his throat, and made an
effort to speak, but vainly. Then he crouched down in the

2
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grass and writhed in torture like a hunted animal wounded to
death. T left I lm '1'1r'é walked on 13{31@])';1“10”[“ the
W '1“1: 111 b vas su ilphurous and intense, I found a
: bout, ta\mum I
;‘\'":'nm(] the bn\ s case, ‘fmd appe ]u] ful assistanee. They
11] hung back—none of thLm would qumpvu me, not even
3L| I HHL u] Cursing th cowardice, I hurried on
ian, and ‘m] id oneat ]-15{‘. a s-'\H-'r\\‘ ]‘1'.‘11(:[1-
]y’fi‘ lh.: llu]n f,ll tseller
:m d ref 15\’(3 to move,
served, with J':l brev lhf
recordia ; the brethren
L\]l |1'H mM-.'

” Ieried; “you will not tryif you can save him?#
nchman bowed with 1-_1U.'-v-1l 51:7.1\"1“"

nsieur must ‘:ml:m me! My own

seriously endangered by touching a cholera

to wish monsieur the 2

And ] 2 disappe wu shumnn‘ is door in my face. T was
m{s oug 1.\ exasperated, and “and the fetid
r i aint and sick, I
st Jc”l in tx e plague-stricken

would be
Allow me

ot :11] {.1:11.1:1:1‘ for myself

y; wondering what I should do next to obtain succor. AR

kind voice saluted m\ ear.,
“Vou seek aid, my son ?’

I iooked up. A tall monk, whose c(ml 1 artly concealed hig
pale, but resolute fe atures, stood at my of

who, for the love of Christ, came h ;u th errible time
and faced the pestilence fearle ere the ht.m. boasters

those he Toes

of no-religion scurried away like ened h
scent of dan téd him with an o
plained my errand

*“I will go at once,” he said, with an accent of pity in his
voice. “ ButI fuu 111:‘; worst. I have remedies with me ; I
may not be too late,

“I will accompany you,” I said, eagerly, * One would not

leta dog die Lm:lmrl much less this imur lad, who seems
friendless.”

es from the Very
sance, and exs

T'he monk looked at me attentively as we walked on fos
gcﬂ‘mr.
“You are not residing in N: 2" he asked,

{ gave him my name, wi e knew by repute, and de=

scribed the position of my vi

“Up on that height we enjoy perfect health,” I addeds
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“I cannot understand the p&um that prevails in the city,
The p[ ue is fostered by such cowardice.’
he answered, calmly. “ But what will you ?
The m:op e here love pleasure, Theirhearts are set solely on
this life. When death, common to all, enters their midst, they
are like babes scared by a dark shadow. Religion itself "—
here he sighed dee *“has no hold upon them.”

¢ But you, m; ” T began, and stopped abruptly, con.
scious of a sharp throbbing painin my temples.

Aiche '1115\\'u'cd, gravely, “am the servant of Christ. /
such, the pl ague has no terrors for me. Unworthy as I am,
tor my Master’s sake I am ready—nay, willing—to face all
deaths.”

He spoke firmly, yet without arrogance. T looked at him in
a certain admiration, and was about to speak, when a curious
dizziness overcame me, and I caught at his arm to save myself
from falling. ‘The street rocked like a ship at sea, and the
skies whirled round me in circles of blue fire. The feeling
slowly passed, and I heard the mrm"{'s‘ voice, as though it were
a long way off, asking me anxiously what was the matter. I
forced a smile.

“ It is the heat, I think,” I said, in feeble tones like those
of averyaged man. “Iam i int—giddy. You had best leave
me here—see to the boy. Oh, my God I’

last exclamation was wrung out of me by sheer anguish.
My limbs refused to support me, and a pang, cold and bitter
as though naked steel had been thrust through my body, caused
me to sink down upon the pavement in a kind of convulsion.
The tall and sétlc\\‘}' mr‘;n‘s;__ without a moment's hesitation,

%, OT 1"="t‘m ant for the pnm
me in a recumbent position on one ¢ =n benches, and
called up the proprietor of the place, a man to whom he
seemed to be well known. Though suffering acutely I was.
conwmh, and could hear and see everything that passed.
¢ Attend te him well, Pie is the rich Count Fabio
Romani. Thou wilt not 10.‘:0 ) thy pains. I will return
within an hour.”
“The Count Romani! Santissima Madonna !
cay, ThI: the plag
Thou fool ! ” exclaimed the monk, fiercely. “ How ¢
thuu tell? A stroke of the sun is not the plague, thou cow 11(1'
See to him, or by St. Peter and the keys there shall be no place
for thee in heaven !”

The trembling innkeeper I this menace, and
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su_bll.mssn-'e]y approached me with pillows, which he placed
t:mcrmy head. The monk, meanwhile, held a glass to my

DS containing some medicinal mixture whi swal

I ! g lieinal mixture, which [ sw:
s » Which I swallowed

T s e S s . 11 "
- ‘IsuaE‘ Jri‘dr\,, ny son,” he said, addressing me in soothine
t_muib. These people are good-natured. I will but i];ta‘t‘cﬁ

0 the boy for whom you sought assistance—in less than g
hol_ir I will be with you again.” ooy

I laid a detaining hand on his arm

“ Q 1 ; :

. Stay,” T murmured, feebly, |
this the plague ?» ;

13 L3 7 13
. -1 hope not!” he replicd, ¢
itbe? Vou are young and
Without fear.”

I have no fear,” I said. “But. fat
thing—send no word of my illness t
if T amunco —dead r
the vill

et me know the worst,

ompassionately, * But what if
tong enough to fight against it

stroz

) my wite—swearit | Even
; gt w, B 1 1
thar I shall not be taken to

hhair 17
1T have your word.

SW
L, solemnly.

sured—and T thanked him by a1 . SpovEi N
to say more. S Was tuowe S
e o : . : ar I vandered mfo a
] : ; : se delu-

yom where

155¢5 and

(}1':11_'1;‘.:‘ O Iy . F he = ij_t"’%‘:i(m'
ol . 1 s ] me, Jlurf"\-'
Y e fis—I know € L am—yet [ a

i » ]
clin 111 also

Parts asun
forth |

me go to her—her lips

nd the Ewmlzcupcr

) ; e me, and the

I cease to o begal r1etro and ‘,;% L '\i\\u} X
. -lro and his assistant look

i r 3
L #orto 17 they

down upon 1

> to the other,
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I hear them and smile. Dead? Not I! The scorching
sunlight streams through the open door of the inn—the thirsty
flies buzz with persistent loudness—some voices are singing
“La Fata di Amalfi”—I can distinguish the words—

“Chiagnard la mia sventura
Sinon tuorne chifi, Rosellal
Tu d’Amalfi la chiil bella,

Tu na Fata si pe me!

Viene, vié, regina mia,

Viene curre a chisto core,

Ca non ¢’é non ¢’& no sciore
Non c'¢ stella comm’a tel”*

That is a true song, Nine mia! “Non e stella comm’ a
fe!” What did Guido say? ‘‘Purer than the flawless dia-
mond—unapproachable as the furthest star!” That foolish
Pietro still polishes his wine-bottles. I see him—his@meek
round face is greasy with heat and dust; but I cannot under-
stand how he comes to be hereatall, for I am on the banks of
a tropical river where huge palms grow wild, and drowsy alli-
gators lie asleep in the sun. Theirlarge jaws are open—their
small eyes glitter greenly. A light boat glides over the silent
water—in it I behold the erect lithe figure of an Indian, His
features are strangely similar to those of Guido. Jedrawsa
long, thin shining blade of steel as he approaches. Brave fel-
low!—he means to attack single-handed the cruel creatures
who lie in wait for him on the sultry shore. He springs to
land—I watch him with a weird fascination. He passes the
alligators—he seems not to be aware of their presence—he
comes with swift, unhesitating step to me—it is Z whom he
seeks—it is in #y heart that he plunges the cold steel dagger
and draws it out again dripping with blood! Once—twice—
thricel—and yet I cannot die! I writhe—I moan in bitter
anguish! Then something dark comes between me and the
glaring sun—something cool and shadowy, against which I
fling myself despairingly. Two dark eyes look steadily into
mine, and a voice speaks:

¢ Be calm, my son, be calm. Commend thyself to Christ!’

It is my friend the monk. I recognize him gladly. He
has returned from his errand of mercy. Though I canscarcely
speak, I hear myself asking for news of the boy. The holy
man crosses himself devoutly.

 May his young soul rest in peace! I found him dead.”

I am dreamily astonished at this. Dead—so soon. I can=

®A popular song in the Neapolitan dialect,
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not understand it; and I
z t drift off again into z ;
fused i Imaginings. P

i e };’;lcloo]\ bltlu,k now to that time, I find I
el { recollection of what afterward an—
{11;'[{ e Ji’[“r- - W L suffered intense, m'ol\,mbm pain—
g o ]r__L \! Llhl.'ll’\.f[ on a rack of excruc h.Lin o anguish
Lmd sthat through all the delirium of my senses llllL, ard
‘musﬂr‘d‘ mc?:wchv y sound like a chant or prayer. if In\( :
Il "1]1[1'“‘1.' [ also heard the tinkle of the b ell that accomp: mf;
1“1;] [((J:tmi:,r }1)1\1: Cln?‘;g:];u::u{ﬁ IVF.1\UIE\ wildly with each moment,
Of 18 COHLe L this, I remember shnd\m'r out
;‘:LL;_[{}“EEILE}:‘\"( med an eterni y of pain, “ Not to the villa ! no, no,
(I?o.\)l‘h\j'f‘]"]lL_}::lLL shall not take me—my curse on him who

I remember n : i
then a fearfyl sensation as of be lnﬂr dragoed

into a deep whir rIpool, from whence I smuhul up appe 1]111-*
hands a1 1(1 eyes to the monk who stood al bove m ‘—J C i 1Lht a
drow ning nlxmlm, of a silver crucifix glittering before 1{1\: osaze,
and at ]ut with one loud cr y for help, I sunk—dow 1ﬁdu\\ n)J

I realized that T was 1_\'in_: straight down upon my back—the

couch was surely very hard? 'Why had they taken the pillows

from under my head? A pricking sensation darted throt igh

my veins—I felt my own hands curiously—they were warn,

and my pulse beat strongly, though .ﬂ’.Fuil_‘_“. But what was

this that hindered my bre uW‘"’ Air—air | - T must have

air! I put up my hands—horror } '_[‘I!_-;f,‘ ck against a

hard opposing substance above me, Quick as 11= itning then

the truth flashed upon my mind ! I had been buried—buried

alive; this wooden ]J"iml‘. that inclosed me was a coffinl A

frenzy surpassing tha 1 tiger took swift posses-

sion of me—with hands an d nails [ tore and scratched at the

accursed boards—wi 1e force of my shoulders and arms

I toiled to wrer 1 0pe 1 the closed lid ! -‘\I‘UL‘.-;‘C

Jess ! I grew more ferociously mad wit h rage

easy were all de: Ldu compare d to one like tlm [ was suffo-

cating—1I felt my eyes « eir sockets—Dblood sprung

from my mouth and nos 1'1' a " drops of sweat trickled

from my forehead. Ij ad, gasy th. Then, sud-

e T denly nerving I‘l"‘-’m][ ort, I huylc',:('[ my

CHAPTER IIIL | limbs with all the force of ny and desperation against one

TrERE followed a long drowsy time of stillness and sha low, 7 0 n Baniow puiso o i Cr@‘l\.u{:,_it SpUEASunger b

I seemed to h;u‘cf llen in some deep well of deliciog dow. . § then—a new and h: d fear beset me, and I crouched back,

and o hsurm Jream-li ]\" images "71 11 fAitt L[h icious oblivion 1 panting h\, wvily.  If—if 1 were buried in th gu_n._m_l--.ac,- ran

—these were at first un : ed - _m ¢ my fancy § my ghastly thoughts—of what use to break open the coffin and

muu et shapes. Strange Lm[w”w S 1:?01\ 4 let in the mold—the damy woriny molg Id, m,h ‘\th the bones of

A =-L1t e fromi e m o] red § the dead—the penetrating mold that would LJI;I\\_ up my

‘w‘l' white bony fi rasping at nothing s D 51908 mouth and eyes, and seal me into silence forever! My m!:u_l

of warning or menace. Th : )_l MRS, Bade *"r_i““ tome B guailed at this idea—my brain fottered on the v

upon niy sense .,Fv ::"1 Sl :'ll_“ ‘I 8l : ly, there dawned ness | I laughed—think of it !—and

and from the mi flgjgm tlh ;J i: i ]H': I I"l '\‘_“_"'T”l}'-“““-‘iet‘» ears like the last rattle in the throat

descended toward me > v0c-ike haze a huge black hang could breathe more easily—even i e stupefaction of my

my throatin its Ln J.{;Umt[ p\:lmr:[d Pon My chiest—it grasiy —1I was conscious ofair. Yes |—the b] inl ushed in

weight of iron, I str l" lutch, and 1 held me down with a somehow. evived and encouraged as | enized this fact,

]J]ithﬂ‘.it t,\:.tl.;y'\ = struggled violent ly—I strove to cry out, I felt with both hands till T found the crevi e,

I t'\\'\'sthed EK‘LHT presst _lf('t m:{d [r :;mlmh all power of utterance, then with frantic h*\' d strength I pulled an

but my tyrant of ‘-L,‘]l' n iLT}L 1 1[ A ]d“ wvor to escape— the wood, ‘Ll‘i.' suddenly 10le side of the

Yet I -Ct')[:CiIWL" ol e ; _‘“E vound me in on all sides, and I was able toforce e lid. I stre

strove to o S ‘.._hl 5 pposing force that no weig

At L;g!l I(}, inch b]— “1‘-11——:50! but air—em air. Vielding to m"

God! Where e Merciful leaped ou

dense d.,lnm—.; . Ible atmosphere—in what tance “:uzsmr‘ my 11 mua[ L'“ul L 1€

S ineg -nses returned to me, I re- smm—:_ pavement. Something w with a mk,l

J me onk—the man Pietro— = crashing #hud close to me, The darkness was im penetrable,

lo

R —

-

2
into an abyss of black night and not hmguc.,. !

1t of e: imped ihc:r mo

+ - ' :
where were #ey?  Wha 8yt . :
J ne to me? By degrees, Byt there was breathing room, and the atmosphere was cool




