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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
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and refreshing, With some p"Ll]l and difficulty-I raised myself
to a sitting position where I had fallen. My limbs were stiff and
cramped as well as wounded, and I shivere d as with str ong ague.
But my senses were clear gled chain of my disordered
thoughts became even and connected—my previous mad ex-
Lm IIM,H'[”"[ adually calmed, and I began to consider my condition.
I had certainly been buried alive—there was no doubt of that.
Intense pain had, I suppose, resolved itself into a long trance
of unconsciousness—the people of the inn where I had been
taken ill had at once believed me to be dead of cholera, and
with the p-mic-s‘t"h“\' en, indecent haste common in all Italy,
especially at a time of 1Ja~m. had thrust me into one of th
flimsy coffins w lm h wer LIJ N L\ ing m aniufs WLWLLH!\ SCOres in
hnpl
hurry and fuu‘. ]}1‘[ how I 1)1 g 2
tion! Had I'been laid in a stronger casket, who knows if even
the most uu;mth frenzy of my strength might not have
proved unavailing! I shuddered at the U)rﬂ.‘-nt Yet the
question remained—Where was 1? I reviewed my case from
all points, and for some time could arrive at no satisfactory
conclusion.- Stay, though | Iremembered that I had told the
monk my name; he knew that T was the oniy descendant of
the rich” Romani family, What followed ? \\m\ naturally,
the good father had only done what his duty called upon him
to do. He had seen me laid in the vault of myance ‘*1[#!5*111{,
great Romani vault that hul never been opened since my
father’s body was carried to its last resting-place with all the
solemn pomp and l]ug_,nlllce,.;'.(‘c of a wealthy nobleman’s
funeral obsequies. The more I thought of this the more iuz’u];:l-
ble it seemed. The Romani vault! Its fr'u‘. ;
terrified me as a lad when I followed my father’s wllm to {h
stone niche as ed to it, and I had turned my eyes
shudderine pain whe was told to look at the heavy
2 hun tattered velvet and ornamented
with tarnished ¥ ch contained all that was left of
my i i and faint
and co
in the f
And 1

remembere

—from thence a
to w}mrt' in all p“

ard—downward
pose [ could in the
nd climbup to that
*d—nay, barred—and as it
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was situated in a remote p it of the burial-cround, there was
10 likelihood of even the keeper of the cemetery passing by it
for days—perhaps not h_n weeks, Then myst I starve? Or
die of tll]m‘? Tortured by these imaginings, I rose up from
the pavement and stood erect. My feet were : bare, and the
cold stone on which I stood chilled me to the marrow. It was
fortunate for me, I thc;.ngl:r, that they had buried me as a
cholera corps: e—they had left me half-clothed for fear of infec-
tion. That is, I had my flannel shirt on and my usual walk-
ing trousers. b\_nnulw;ﬁ» there was, too, round my neck: I
felt it and as I did so a flood of sweet and sorrowful memories
rushed over me. It was a slight gold chain, and on it hung a
locket containing the portraits of my \\H and child. _I' drew it
out in the (Lll‘l?l'l(.‘i‘:‘,‘, I covered it with passionate kisses and
tears—the first T had shed since my death-like trance—tears
scalding and bitter welled into my eyes. Life was worth liv-
ing while Nina’s smile li; ghtened the world ! I resolved to fight
for existence, no nmLLLr what dire horrors should be \.‘Lm
store for me. Nina—my love—m .' beautiful one! Her face
gleamed out upon me in the [JL-\L lent gloom of the charnel-
house ; her eyes beckoned me—her young faithful eyes that
were n‘ow [ felt sure, drowned in \‘Ut‘[)lll_‘: for my supposed
death. I seemed to see my tender-hearted darling sobbing
alone in the unpu silence of the room that hhl \‘\IU‘L,w‘;L(l a
thousand embraces LLI\\Lua herself and me; her lovely hair
disheveled ; her sweet face pale and ha 'f.ud with the bittérness
of grief ! Baby Stella, too, no doubt she would wonder, poor
imnocent ! w 11) I did not come to swing her as usual under the
orange boughs. And Guido—brave and true friend ! Ithought
of him \\11]} tenderness. I felt I knew how llcuj and lasting
would be his honest regret for my loss.  Oh, I would leave no
means of escape untried - [ would fi 1‘1 some way out of this
rim vault ! I-‘-Im'-' u\'m‘ir'a\\-d they would all be to see me ag AN
4-[[, know that I was not dead 1-.5"1cv' | What a welcome 1
should receive! How Nina woul I_I,\ stle into my S 5 !1:':'&:
my little ch 11ld would cling to n ] WO clasp me
by the hand! I smiled as T pictured the of rejoicing at
the dear old villa—the happy home s
ship and faithful love !
A Ll-.rtp hollow sound bo
me—one | two ! three
s some ¢hurch ne
position
tell. 1

when 1 had been
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taken ill—not much past eight when I had met the monk and
sought his assistance for the poor little fruit-seller who had
after all perished alone in his sufferings. Now supposing my
illness had lasted some hours, I micht have fallen into a trance
—died—as those around me had thought, somewhere about
nocn. In that case they would uldm]\ h 1\& buried me with
as little delay as possil Jh,—’JLrl)l(_ sunset at all events. Think-
ing these pnmla over one by one, I came to the conclusion that
tln bell I had just llu d must have stl uck midnight—the mid-
aht of the \u_. 7 day of my burial. I :!H.L:LLL a kind of
Nervous d d s\uk over me. <1 11 1ve i
cout
am somewhat superstitious—what \(, puh an 1\ ot ? 11 runs in
the southern biood. And there was somethi ng unutierably
fearful in the sound of that midnight bell clangir g harshly on
the ears of a man pent up alive in a funeral vault with the de-
caying bodies of his ancestors close within reach of his hand!
[ tried to conquer my feelings—to summon up my fortitude.
I endeavored to reason out the best method of escape. I re-
solved to feel my way, if puuwm. to the sup\ of the vault, and
with this idea in my mmd ut out my hands and began to
move along slowly and with thu, utmost care. What was that?
I stopped ; I listened ; the blood curdled in my veins ! A shrill
cry, piercing, pro ?unf\ul, and melancholy, echoed through the
hollow arches of my tomb. A cold perspiration broke out all
over my body—my heart beat so loudly that I could hear it
thumping against my ribs, Again—again—that weird shriek,
followed by a whir and flap of wings, I bre: 1thed again,

“It is an owl,” I said to myself, ashamed of my fears; “a
poer innocent bird—a companion and watcher of the dead, and
therefore its voice is full of sorrowful lamentation—but it is
harmless,” and I crept on with increased caution. Sudde nly
out of the dense darkness there stared two large yellow eves,

i r.:ring' with fiendish hunger and cruelty. For a2 moment I

led, and stepped back; the cma‘fl"' flew at me with

city of a tiger-cat! I fought with the horrible thing in
=ctions ; it wheeled round my head, it pounced toward

my face, it beat me with its large wings—wings that I could
feel but not see ; the yellow eyes alone shone in the thicl k gloom
like the eyes of some vindictive demon! ¥ struck at it right
and left—the revolting combat lasted some moments—I g
sick and dizzy, yet I battled on recklessly. At last, thank
Heaven ! the huge owl was vanq shed; it fluttered backward
and downward, apparently exhausted, o ne one wild screech
of baffled fury, asits I m'p like eyes dis ypeared in the dark

grew
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ness. Breathless, but not subdued—every nerve in my body
quivering with excitement—I nwrmud 1*1\ way, as I thought,
toward the stcne staircase, £ ‘(_,111"‘ the air with mv outstrete hLd
hands as I groped along. Ina Tittle while™ met with an ol
struction—it was hard and cold—a stone wall, surely? 1 fe

it up and down and found a hc,“ oW 1n ][—‘ this the firs
stepof the stair ? I \mnml‘..' : e | tuanv

it cautiously—suddenly I came in contact \‘.'nh something s
and clammy to the touch like moss or wet ve e ity :1']1‘.:'
this with a kind of repulsion, I soon traced out t%-- oblong
shape of a coffin, Curiously ‘l.-v” oh, I was not affect (.1 much
by the discovery. I found l‘l\bLnF mmmtr nou I

bits of l'Lll.“:'t‘L[ met tal which served, as I ju {nt lt~ orna-
mentation. Eight bits lengthwise—a e soft wet stuft be-
tween—four bits across; then a pm" shot through me, and I
drew my hand away quickly,as I considered— 1
this? My father’s? Or was I thus }“ud"

dL::lirium,’at the fragments of velvet on that c 1m|)1 yus oaken
casket wherein lay the sacred ashes of my mother’s perished
beauty? I rr"-m:,d myself from the apat 1 into which I had
fallen. All the pains I had taken to fi 1‘(1 My w ay through the
vault were wasted ; l was lost in the profound g lurnm and knew
not where to turn, The horror of 111\'\;1 uation presented itself
to me with redoubled force. I began to be tormented with
thirst. I fell on my knees and groaned alcud.

“God of infinite mercy !’ e e world !
Py the souls of the sacred (u;l[l whom Thou hast in Thy holy
1\”“:']3'11‘” have pityupon me! Oh, my motl f indee d thine
earthl y remains are near me—think of me, sweet ang ¢l in that
heaven where th y spirit dwells at u-w—plu.el for me and save
me, or let me dié now and be tortured no more !’

[ uttered these words aloud, and the sound of my wailing
voice ringing through the somber arc hes of the \'J.u.r, was

nd full of fantastic t - to my own ears. I knew
that were my agony much { Ln*lm. pmlun red T should go mad.
And I daréd not p\m[ to m .mll he frightful things of
which a maniac might be capx ible of, shut up in such a place
of death and darkness, with moldering ses for companions !
I remained on my knees, my face bu d in my hands. I
forced myself ir to cor p“‘u ve calmness, and strove to pre-
serve the equilibrium of my dist od mind. Hush! What
exquisite ar-off floating voice of cheer was that? I raised my
head and listened, entranced | s ey

“j‘l:, jug, jug! lodola, iodola! trill-illil | sweet, sweet,
sweet | ”

Q ~T1TY »
Saviour of the
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It was a nightingale, TFamiliar, delicious, angel-throated
bird! How I blessed thee in that dark hour of despair! How
I praised God for thine innocentexistence ! How I sprungup
and laughed and wept for joy, as, all unconscious of me, thou
didst shake out a shower of pearly warblings on the breast of
the soothed air! Heavenly messenger of consolation !l —even
now I think of thee with tenderness—for thy sweet sake all
birds possess me as their worshiper humanity has grown hid-
eous in my sight, but the singing-life of the woods and hills—
how pure, “how fresh !—the nearest thing to happiness on this
side heaven !

A rush of strength and courage invigorated me. A new
idea entered my brain, I determined to follow the voice of
the nightingale. Tt sung on sweetly, encouragingly—and I
begran afresh my journeyingsthrough the darkness. I fancied
that the bird was mn,ln,d on one of the trees outside the
entrance of the vault, and that if I tried to get within closer
lmm'inff 0[ ii:‘ \'fric;* [ s"i";s:lr] most likcl\' be thus guided to the

seeking. I stumbled

‘llu‘l" \‘ “\[\' T iuL f&.b.,]l. and my 1!111})\ shook under me,
This time Tothing impeded my progress; the nightingale’s
liquid notes floated nearer and nearer, and hope, almost ex
]l"L sted, sprung up again in my heart. T was scarcely con-

cious of my own movements. I secemed to be drawn along
iike one in a dream by the golden thread of the bird’s sweet
singing. All at once I caught my foot against a stone and fell
forward m h some force, but I felt no pain—my limbs were
too numb to be sensible :)_F any fresh suffering. I raised my
heavy, aching eyes m \h\, darkne S5 3 "I~, I did so I 1It.\lL1| an
exclamation of thanksgivine. A slender stream of moonl
no thicker than the of an arrow, slanted downw:
teward me, and showed me *hn‘-; [ had at eached the spot
I so lf’llt—.tl fact T had fall pon the ] :
stairway. I could not distingt
vault, but I knew that it must be > .
ascent. I was too weary to move fur then. 1 lay sLlIl
where I was, staring at U‘L sr_nfi‘;n' r moon-ray, and ]nLu= ing t
the nlgl ino ](‘ \\]W‘:r l1e: ]1‘-1'.\r "'U"“Eli‘[ ll‘pun
my ears with full distinctness, / 1eh JJJ[ toned bell I
had heard before clan: forth the hour. Itw uld soon be

morning ; I resolved to rest til : LL_x;lw, worn cut in

body and mind, T laid down ¢ upon the cold stones as
rm(l,.y as if they had been tl :st cushions, and in a few
moments forgot all my mise in 2 profound sleep.
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I must have slumbered for some time, when I was sud-
denly awakened by a suffocating sensation of faintness and
nausea, IICCO;H])?.EHE:d by a sharp pain on my neck as thouzh
some creatures were stinging me. I put my hand up to the
place | shall T ever {o'-ut the feel of the Ziung my
trembling fingers closed upon ! ¥ It was fastened in my flesh

—a winged, clmmn, breathing horror! 1t clung to me with
a loathly persistency that nmul} drove me fmlmc, and wild
with disgust and terror I screamed ai ouuf I ciosed both
hands mmum\d\ upon its fat, soft body—I literally tore it
from my flesh and flung it as fu‘ back as I could ‘into the
interior blackness of the vault, Fora time I believe I was
indeed mad—the echoes rang \\uh the ph rcing shrieks I
could not restrain! Silent at lant through sheer exh: mmun 1
glared about me. The moonbeam had Vanished ; in its place
lay a shaft of pﬂc gray light, by which I could easily dis-
t,ngwm the whole length of Llu, staircase and thec rate-
way at its summit. 1 rushec up the ascent with the feverish
haste of a madman—I :;tuspwi the iron grating with both
hands and shook it fiercely, Tt was firm asa rock, locked
fast. I called for heip. Utter silence answered me. I
peered thmn'rh the closely twisted bars. I saw the grass, the
drooping 1\(}‘ hs -of trees, and straight before my line of
vision a little IJ'{‘TCL of the blessed sky, opal-tinted and faintly
blushing with the consciousness uf the approaching sunrise.
I drank in the sweet fresh air; a long trailing branch of the
wild grape vine hung near me; 1t leaves were covered thick ly
wlth dcw [ aqduhd one hmm U\ '51 Lm grating and

n—I ect tm;m
§,’__‘1t:edl]}_«'.
had ever tnsrcd; thcy eliev L(ltllk_ bu nit ;r fever (‘E my } harched
throat and tongue. = The glimpse of the trees and sky soothed
and calmed me, There was a gentle twittering of awaking
birds ; my nightingale had ¢ sed singing.

I hu*m to recover slowly from my nervous terrors, and
1&1111.13‘ against the gloomy arch of my charnel-house, I took
courage to glance l)tlc!\\' ar d down the steep stairway up which
[ had sprung with such furious precipitation. lf:(;lll'l,‘t.'lillj_';
white ]>3 in a corner on the seventh step from the top.
Curious to see what it w as, I desc A} Tl ClLtLLJL'w[\‘, and with
some 1L]m‘tlnc ; it was the half of a thick waxen tll)... such
as are used in m Catholic ri 11 at the burial of the dead.
No doubt it had been thrown down there by some careless
'm).}m to save himself the trouble of carrying it '1ff\;]‘ the
service had ended. I looked at it meditatively. If I nly had
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a light! I plunged my hand half d.aatr“icLed ly into the pockets
of my trousers—something jin Truly they had buried
me in haste. My purse, a small bunch of 1 keys, my card-case
—one by one I drew them out and examined them surprisedly
—they looked so familiar, and withal so strange! I searched
again; and this time fou nd some thing of real value to one in
my condition—a small box of wax vestas. Now, had they left
memy cigar-case ¢ No, that was gone. It wasa valuable silver
ene—no doubt the monk, who attended my supposed last mo-
ments, had taken it, together with my watch and chain, to my
wife.

Well, I could not smoke, but I could sirike a light. And
there was the funeral taper ready for use, The sun had not
yetrisen. I must certainly wait till broad day before I coulr‘
hope to attract by my shouts any stray person who might pass
through the cemetery. Meanw hll; a fantastic idea s,1;:gmh,d
itsel. T would go and look at my own coffin! Why not? It
wouid be a novel experience. The sense of fear had entirely
deserted me ; the possession of that box of matches was suffi-
cient to endow me with absolute hardihood. I picked up the
church-candle and lighted it ; it gave at first a feeble flicker, but
afterwards burned with a clear and steady flame. Shading
it with one hand from the draught, I gave a parling glance at
the fair daylight that peeped ’il*lllli’l\fh’ in tufJLl‘“l my plmm‘.
door, and 'then went down—down again into the “dismal place

dc

where I had passed the nightin such indescribable agony.

CHAPTER 1V,

ness [ hearc

sounds and wi

and abominable o5 hac

the dead, but I felt [ could
light I carried. The way thath:
gloom was brief and easy, a

body 0;1:.-, va

within high wa

pICLCLb so as to f.J.m 18 NAITOW CaS

taining tl 1es of all the ted members of the l\ ymani
family were 1‘: 1ced one a h her like so w;u;'\' ]\;:[“:; of

(’fl')rl(l ) M & gh Ires an nrdinary warehonse

and looked aboul

YENDETTA! 31

with a morbid interest. I soon perceived what I sought—my
own coffin.

There it was in a niche some five feet from the ground, its
splintered portions bearing decided witness to tlh. dreadful
struggle I had made to obtain my freedom. I advanced and
examined it closely. It was a frail shell enough—unlined,
unornamented—a wretched sample of the undertaker’s art,
though God knows 7 had no fault to, find with its workman-
ship, nor with the haste of him who fashioned it. Semething
shone at the bottom of it—it was a crucifix of ebony and sil-
ver. Thatgood monk again! His conscience had not allowed
him to see me buried without this sacred symbol ; he had per-
haps laid it on my breast as the last service he could render
me ; it had fallen from thence, no doubt, when I had wrenched
my way through the boards that inclosed me. I took it and
kissed it rev t,runlv-wl resolved that if ever 1 met the holy
father again, I would tell him my story, and as a proof of its
truth, restore to him this cross, which he would be sure to
recognize, Had they put my name on the coffin-lid? I won-
dered? Yes, there it was—painted on the wood in coarse,
black letters, “ Fasio Romani”’—then followed the date of
my birth; then a short Latin inscription, stating that I had
l.bd of cholera on At ugust 15, 1884, That was yesterday—
only yesterday! I see med to have lived a century since : then.

I turned to lock at my father’s resting-place. The velvet
on his coffin hung from its sides in moldering remnants—but
it was not sd utterly dmnp-dc_st:'t)ycd and worm-eaten as the
soaked AJ]d indistinguishable material -that still clung to the
massive oaken chest in the next niche, where s/ lay—she from
whose tmc[ r arms | had received my first embrace—she in
whose loving eyes I had first beheld the world ! I knew by a
sort of instinct that it must have been wit h the frayed frag-
ments on /igr coffin that my I.nm rs had idly played in the dark-
ness. 1 counted,as before, the bits of metal—eig ts length-
wise and four bits across —:.m;l on my father’s ¢ casket
there were ten silver plates lengthwise and five across. My
poor little mot m_r! I thought of her picture—it hung in my
library at home ; the picture of a young, smiling, dark-haired
beauty, whose delicate tint was as that of a peach ripening in
the summer sun. All that loveliness had decayed into—
what? I shuddered involuntarily—then I knelt humbly before
those two sad hollows in the cold stone, and implored the bless-
ing of the dead and gone beloved ones to whom, while they
lived, my welfare had been dear. While I occupied this kneels
ing pusmon the flame of my torch fell directly on some small
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object that glittered with remarkable luster T went to B:C =
ine it: it was a je ed pe ndant :nmlwxﬁ(l Of one lar; ge pe 1t

' gl

shaned pe set round with fine rose byilliants “-:mp 15¢ ”1
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this discovery, 1 ]m;.\ul about to see \\l{\ e .‘_nl{lll a val L
gem could p r e mm\ from. 1 then noticed an unusu-
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r1.I\ large coffin ly vays on the ground ; it ‘.‘tp]im.‘l[_.(.e.l 18
it had fallen suc in :1 with force, for a number of loose
“mr-* and mortar were %‘p:‘m‘.\u:al near it..  Holding the m
close to the ground 1 observed that a niche L,-\.]\L ty be lo 1 he
1 1d w empty, anc ‘.mt:l consider-

one in which seen laid was empty, and b

able portion of the wall there was bro away. L toe

had sprung so desper: 1te ly out of my

ing fal l\\mm crash beside me
big e nough to con-
ln leﬂ)mtlun. What
E..nl l°«~—md was it
[ held in my

membered that when I
narrow bhox

This was the

fain a man

My ¢ 51 it e
of this funeral che There was no name on ;1=-—un mark o
iinted in red, lir-:!::

any sort, save _ :
: = -t up my can-

was a myste

dle in a little crevice of one of the empty niches, and laid the
1 1 ] , thus disembarrassing

Ct h!‘]lll\ on its side

its uppermost c W as { I
e work -of 1 ‘ further asunder
already .\!J‘.%L portions, As I did so a leathern pe yuch or bag
rolled ‘out and fell at my feet. I picke d it up and opened it—
it was full of gold pieces! More hulul than ever, I &,Ll/(‘d_'i
large pe mm'u‘\.wu nd by the (L.d cf‘[ this extemporized instru
: wether \\nh 111 force of my own arms, hands, and feet,
I m:mﬂ:::(l. after some ten miuutu- hard labul to break open
= mysterious casket.
t]“i\'lli.':t; LI] lhﬂlz tmmimpli shed this deed I Siﬂ.l'i‘fI at T.'i?l.{) resu]f
like 2 man stup—-.:ﬁ :d. No moldering hnr'n‘n‘ met my g,:u_cg—.—}?}.\
l:lnnf'in d or decaying bones ; no grinning skull mocked me with
its hollow eye-soc ckets. I looked upon a treasure worthy of an
emperor’s envy ! ”i]m big coffin was literally lined and packed
with incalculable wealth, ~ Fifty large leathérn bags tied with
cearse cord lay up|,'1mo~t more than half of ¢ nm,- were
crammed with .mnl coins, the rest were full of j):lLLlLﬁ gems
—necklaces, tiaras, bracelets, watches, chz 111\5, and other arti-
cles of feminine adornment were mingled with loose precious
stones—diamonds, mbua,uwu.ﬂd ,.111dupal:. some of unusual
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size and luster, some uncut, and some all ready for the jew-
2ler’s setting, Lg neath these bags were [J(,]\Ld a number of
pieces of silk, velvet, and cloth of gold, each piece being
wrapped by itse 1E in a sort of oil-skin, strongly perfumed with
camphor and other spices. There were also three lengths of
ld lace, fine as gossamer, of matchless artistic design, in per-
Fect condition, Among these m.xrmﬂh lay two lar 1‘1'.1)";? of
solid gold workmanship, most exquisitel y engraved and orna-
mented, also four gold drinkin “ups, of qm'n. and massive
construction. Other valuables and curious trifles there we re,
such as an ivory statuette of Psyche on a silver pedestal,
waistband of coins linked tunullu, a painted fan with a 1m| -
dle set in amber and i(]ll]U.i"‘:.‘ a fine steel dagger in a jeweled
sheath, and a mirrorframed in old pearls.- Last, but not least,
at the very bottom of the (,].U\* lay rolls upon rolls of paper
money amounting to some millions of mtlms——m all *'11 sur-
passing what I had myself for mul) ctl_]n\m from my own
revenues. I plunged my hands deep in the lmmun bags
fingered the rich materials ; all this ng._i.am e was mine! I hac
found it in my own burial vault! I had surely the richt to
consider it as my property? T bhegan to consider—how could
it have been placed there without my knowledge ? The answer
to this que stion occurred to me atonce. B igands ! Of course!
—what a fool [ was not to have lhm' it of them before ; the
dagger painted on the lid of the chest L»]n uld have guided me
to the solution of the mystery., A red d dagger was the recog-
nized sign-manual of a bold and d: ingerous brigand namet d
Carmelo Neri, who, with his reckless gang, haunted the vicin
ity of Palermo.

25012 1] t]mu;_rht, “this is one UE your bright ideas, my
cut-throat Carmelo! Cunning rogue! you calculated well—
you []muwht that none would dhL:uu the m.:d. much less hreal
open a coffin in search of gold. Admirably planned, my Car-
melo! But this time you must play a lmm-r game! A sup-
posed dead man coming to life again deserves somethi ng for
his trouble, and I should be a fool not to acce pt the goods the
gods and the robbers provide. An ill-gotten hoard of weaith,
no doubt; but better in my hands than in yours, friend Car-
melo ! ”?

And I meditated for some minutes on this strange affair,
If, indecd—and I saw no reason to doubt it—I had chanced to
find some of the spoils of the redoubtable Neri, ‘le great chest
must have been brought over by sea from Palermo. Probably
four stout rascals had carried the supposed coffin in a mock
solemn l)lOC:,:-:»lOI] under the pretense of its Cunt.ml;m the

3
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body of a comrade, These thieves have a high :,eme of humor.
Yet the question remair to be solved—How had the gained
access to #:y ancestral vault, unless by means of a false key?
at once l' s left In d‘unm.ns. \I" andle went out as
upen by 2 gust of air, I had my m¢ atches, and
Id easil Hﬂht it again, but I was pd//h d to im-
360 1 its sudden extinction. Iiooked about me in
loom and saw, to my surprise, a Tay of lig |t
fron ., a corner of the very niche where T had fixed
1 two stones. I dmmmdu d and puL my
mg draught blew thr eh ahole large
p‘ aze of three fingers, I quickly re-
m.ni examining this hole a Mi the back of the
; fous w{ hat four blocks of granite in the w all
ed and their places sup)imd by thick square
t'u trunks of trees. These IU”“: were qm[e
1, I took them out easily one by one, and then
a CILJ:;L pile of Ln'bh\\rmu. As I gradually clc‘lred
] perture disclosed itself wide enou«*h for any
: :s'.‘t twulﬂe My heart beat with
stk clambered up—I looked—
saw the land .-\(_.“119. the sky! In two minutes [
the vault on the soft grass, with the high arch of
me, ml the broad Bay of Naplesg clittering deli-
I clapped my hands fmd houted for
Free to return to life, to love, to the

1113..' premature 1‘1111(. . If Carmelo Neri

125 | he aped upon his head—he would for

himself :a saint rather than a brigand.

to the glorious ruffian] Fortune and free-

: ,1' this secret passage into the Ro-

v contriv ed by himself or hisfol-

) Seldom has any man

,um{ actor than I was to the

whose grim head, as I knew, a price had

months, The poor wretch was in hiding.

should get no aid from me, I resolved ;

discover his whereabouts. \-,n}-' should I

h'zd uncons sly done more for me than

my best friend. Nay, what friends will you find at all in the
vorld wi m need substantial good ? "Few, or none. Touch

the purse—test the heart |

What castles in the air I built as I stood rejoicing in the
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morning light and my newly acquired liberty—what dreams of
perfect happiness flitted radiantly before my fancy !

I would love each other more fondly than before, I t
our separation had been brief, but terril ';u—-‘ml the
what it might have been would endea
tenfold fervor, ' And little Stella] W
\\'ou"d qwing her again under the oran

ll‘fl‘l”

idea of
us to one another with
very evening I
s and listen to

her sweet shrili laug 'i This very evening I would clasp
Guist hand in aglacness too great for words! This very
ight my wife's would lie pillo u-'cd on my breast in
1 en only by the music of k 1~~( s. Ah!

iJI“H' gTCwW di?'f\’\"l h Lm.ju}fu}\:i:" ns the ]

ar ul dazzlingly upon me! The sun had risen s

beams, like .,ulLl n spears, touched the t of mc green trees,
and roused little flashes as of red and L lue fire on the shining
surface of the bay. I heard the rippling e

1

) of ter and the
measuread h‘uh das l)’-f( ss and somewhere from a distant hoat

a sailor sung a verse of the popular

I smiled—% Wori de passione!l”
the meaning of those sweet words when the m
muhtm 'L‘: sung their love-songs to the dr :aming flowers |
Full of these Lapﬂy fancies, I inhaled the pure morning air
for some minutes, and then re-entered the vault,

Nina and 1 would know
oon rose and the

CHAPTER V.

THE first thing I did was to repack all the treasures I h‘\ d
discovered. This work was easily accomplished, For the
present I contented myself with taking two of the lr:‘:uhi.'l.l
bags for my own use, one full of ”'ul' PL\,C‘h the other of

Is. The chest had been strongly made, and was not much

1 by being forced open. 1 closed its lid as tightly as

e, and dm'_g:m(l it to a remote and dark corner of “the
It, where I placed three heavy stones upon it. I then took
thL, t\n: leathern pot tdn I had selected, and stuffed one in
each of the pockets f my trousers. The action reminded me
of the scantiness of attire in which 1 st rrayed., Lou-u 1
be seen in the public roads in such a pl ? 1 examined my

¥ Neapolitan dialect.




