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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.
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purse, which, as I before stated, had been left to me, together
with my kgx'\' and card-case, by the terrified persons w hu had
huddied me into my co rnn with such scant cere emony. It con-
tained two twenty-fr ancs pieces and some loose silver, Enqugi;
to buv a decent costume of some sort. But where ‘con;ci ]
make the purchase, and how? Must I wait till evening and
slink out of I charnel-house 1”' > the ghost of a’\\'z"cichcd
criminal? No! come what would, I made up my mind not to
Iinger 2 moment lor rer in the \';u:]'r. The swarmz of bes "5
that inf '1,' \'Anl-w; exhibit themselves in every condition of
rags, dirt, and misery s at the very worst I coul lonh* be taken
for one Lll“lﬂ f\ncl W hlft,»tl difficulties I might (,n:_uuntr:r,
no matter ' —they would soon be over.
>d that I had placed Hu* brigand coffin in a safe posi-
tion, I secured the pearl and diamond pendant I had first
JUME to the chain round my neck. I intended this ornament
as a oift for my wifz ’11.-=n once more climbing threugh the
, I closed it (f;]nplud wdl the ]U'rs at‘dl brushwood
as it was before, and examining it narrowly from the outside,
I saw that it was mtulx ilﬂp()‘\‘-ﬂ]ml ) discern the smallest hint
of any entrance to a subterranean passage, so well and cun-
ningly had it been conLJJ\cd Now, nothing more remained
for me to do but to make the best of my way to the city, there
to declare my identity, (,L-iuu food and uudms, and then to
h: lwt' n with all I)f>\5ﬂ"t, speed to my own residence.
standing on a little IlIl](JE..‘\, I looked about me to see which
om 1 h:wuh{ take. The cemetery was situated on the

outskirts of N: —Naples -“::‘.ﬁ lay on my left hand. I per-

ceived a slo road winding in that direction, and judged

that if I followed it it would lead me io L]]l‘ city suburbs,

Witl 1out furtl n‘ ]lf sitation 1 commence E my walk, It was now

full day. My  feet sunk decp in : )

desert sd.ul—lh‘ 1‘5:1/_1.1;'; sun beat d. n fie

covered head, but T felt none of these discomf

was too full of gladness. I couid have sung alc

as I stepped swiftly along tow

aware of 2 great weakne yes

ached with the stro g dazzling e v, too, an 1c}'

shiver ran through me that made my . But I

recognized these symptoms as the after effects of 1y S0 nearly

fat ..l il J'\L ss, '.1.-,1 [ paid no h o them. A fes “.Ll‘]ﬁﬂ‘ rest
be as well

]mL l met no one,

VENDETTAL LY

cropped the green herbage by the road-side, and EVery now

and then shorwk the _]Jl' ing belis on his harness as thongh

expressing the satisfaction he felt at being left to his own

devices. The pud -up grapes looked tes 7, and I wals

beth hungry and thirsty. I laid a hand on thy i

\ilullldc], he awoke with a sta rt,

sumed an expression of the wildest t.

his cart and sunk dos Wi on his kne

by the Madonna, S Toseph, and all the

I laughed; his fears seemed to me ludicre 1

was lml[mw‘ alarming about m e beyond my pauc ity uf c
“Get up, man!” [ said. “I want nothing of you but a

few grapes, and for them [ will pay.” And I L Id out to him

a couple f_.lf francs, Tle rose from the , still trembling

and eying me askance with evident s .apw on, took se w;]_.t

bunches of the purple fruit,-and gave them to me without s:

ing a word, Then, pocketing the money I proffered, he Spru

into his cart, and lashing his pony till Il e unfortunate animal

plunged and reared with | pain and fury, rattled off down the

road at such a break- nw!\ speed HML J saw nothing but

whirling blot of wheels disap PP g in the distance.

amused at the absurdity of [ua

take me for I wondere da? Ao hOat ora b

grapes leisurely as I walked .L:mv-—ﬂn were ¢

nd refreshii ﬂ—f ood and wine in one. I met seye 2

persons as I neared the city, market-pe L'lu ]

ices—but t} ey took no note of me—in fact 3

as much as possible, On re aching the s-u]nh ) d in

the first street T saw that see mulh]\d\ to contain a few shoy

It was close and dark and foul-sme -‘lmw, but I had nnr.

far down it when I came upon the sort of place I sot

wretched tumble-down hovel, with a partly broken window

through which a shabby array of second-hand garment

1an’'s

el

were to be dimly perceived, strung up for show on pluuw
of coarse twine. It was one of those dirty dens
sailers, returning from long voyages, frequ r go to dis
pose of the various trifles they have picked up in for
countries, so that ameng the forlorn spec 1ms

W H-.'V'.‘

1S of secon
hand wearing apparei many quaint and curious objects
to be seen, such as chells, branches of rough cora}

beads, cups and dishes ("ll‘.u] out of cocoa-ntut, dri
horns of animals, tmk stuffed <

a grotesque wooden idol peer

5, and old coins—while
ly f from between

hed-out portions of a pair uF old nankeen trousers,
as Lho 1gh surveying the miscellaneous wllulmn in idiotic




28 VENDETTA!

amazement. An aged man sat smoking at the open door of
this promising habitation—a true specimen of a Neapolitan
grown r).d. The skin of his face was like a piece of brown
parchment scored all over with deep furrows and \\'1"1\11\'1.051 as
t}_c.ugn Time, disapproving of the history he had himself
penned npon it, had scratched over and blotted out all records,
so that no one should henceforth 1\& able to read what had
once been clear writing. - The only animation left in him
seemed to hav e concentrs ated itself in his eyes, which \\r-t
black and ke, and roved hither and thither with a glance
(fi ver-re and ever-suspicious inquiry. He saw me com-
toward him, but he “‘JL‘LLL\.l d to be absorbed in a profound
ie patch of blue sky that gleamed between the
houses of the narrow street, I accosted him—
s gaze swiftly down to my Jevel, and stared
keen inquisitiveness,
had a long tramp,” I said, briefly, for he was not
nan to whom I could explain my recent terrible
1d I have lost some of my clothes by an acci-
. Can you sell me a suit? Any wm o will do
ritcular.”
: old man took his pipe from his mouth,
the plague 2”” he asked.
covered from an attack of it,” I replied, coolly.
at me attentively from head to ior_ut; and then
chuckling laugh,
he mutte '1 half to himsel f, halftome. “Good
TI sre is one like myself—not afraid—not afraid !
We do not find fault with the blessed
1 the plague. The beautiful plague I love
e I can get that are taken from the
ly always excellent clothes. I never
clean tl u.n—] sell them again at once yes! Why not!
The people must die—tl e - the ter! I help the good
riich as I can.” And the b hemer crossed
]“"H‘-;L]f ff[,\nl‘ ‘i‘\.

I looked down upon him from where I stood drawn up to my
full height, with a glance of disgust. He filled me with some-
thing of the same repulsion I had felt when I ka"f‘mﬂ the un-
n: mm&hm Zung that fastened on my neck while I slept in the

o
o
i

11

me ! ” T said, somewhat roughly, “will you sell me a
suit or no? ¥
$¥es,y and he rose stiffly from his seat; he was very

short of bmau., and so bent with age and inf il’lnity that he
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looked more like the cro
he hobbled before me intc
inside ! 'l ake your choice; ‘m.-._’ 1s enough hun‘ to suit all
tastes. See now, what would you? Behold here the dress of
a gentleman, ah | what beautiful cloth, what strong wool !
English make? Yes, yes! He was ]‘ h that wore it; a
big, strong milord, that drank beer and br: andy like water—
and rich—just he :aven !—how rich ! I lhbplmvut took him ;
he died cursing God, and calling bravely for more brandy.
Ha, ha! a fine de mh—-—ﬂ,s slendiddeath | His landlord sold me
his clothes for three fmncs—onc, two, three—but you must
ive me six ; that is fair profit, is it not? \1}(1 I am old and
poor. I must make sumc[hmrr to live upon.’

[ threw "51(1&: the tweed suit he displayed for my inspecticn.
“Nay,” I said, “ I care nothing for the plague, but find me
some Ihm'" better than the cast-off clothing of a h* andy-soaked
thlhhm,’m. 1 would rather wear the mm]n rarb of a fellow
who niayed the fool in carnival.’

The old dealer laughed with a crackling sound in his withered
throat, like the rattling of stones in a tin pot.

'd(;ml good 1" hc croaked. “ T like that, I like that!
Thou art old, but thou art merry. That pleases me; one should
laugh always. Why not? ])u h laughs; you never see a
solemn skull ; it Lmﬂm. alway

And he plunrfu his long lean fingers into a deep drawer full
of miscellaneous garments, muml J11n~ to himself all th L, while,
I stood beside hun in silence, pondering on his word ‘, ¢ Thou
art o/d, but merry.”  What cl d he mean by calling ¢ old?
He must be bimd I thought, or in his dotage. “‘leLlfl&.h y he
Focr ked up.

¢ Talking of the plague,” he said, “it is not always wis
It did a foolish thing yesterday—a very foolish thing. ~ Ittook
one of the richest men in the 11c1_‘hb orhood, young
and brave; he looked as if he would never die °Th B
touched him in the me orni '1" bL fore sunset he was nailed
and put du.‘m in his bi ;
handsomely furnis hwl tu n s'f_ _;' ne irble i n the
heights j yonder. When I 1 adonna
she was wicke Oh, v ::‘Z .‘. rate soun bh': 5 a
woman, and caj iCionss 2 06d S ng brin 't to reason.
Look you! Iam a y God and the 2, but they
both did a id thi took C t Fabio Romani.”

dppearance
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“ Indeed ! I said, carelessly. “ And pray who was he that
he should not (‘“\Cl\ to die as well as other F’LGP epr?”

The old man raised himself from his stooping attitude, and
stared at me with his keen black evyes.

“Who was he? who was he ?" he cried, in a shrill tone
“ Oh, he! One can see you know nothing of Naples. VYou
have not heard of the rich Romani? See you, I wished him to
live. He was clever and bold, but I did not grudge him that
—no, he was good to the poor; he gave away hundreds of
francs in ch: . I have seen him often—I saw him mar-
ried.” And here his parchment face screwed itself into an ex-
pression of the most malignant cruelty, “Pah! I hate his
wife—a fair, soft thing, like a white snake! T used to watch
them both from the corners of the streets as they drove along
in their fine carriage, and 1 wondered how 11 would all Cm‘

rether he or she \\-mi(! gain the victory first. I wanted /mfz

n; Iwould have he pul him to kill her, w,n‘ But the

S‘me have made a mistake this time, for he is dead, and that

il has all.  Oh, yes! God and the plague have done a
foolish thing for once.”

I listened to the old wretch with (L'U}um]q ave ‘mrm, yet with
some curiosity too. Why a]mu.d he hate my wife? thnugi i<E,
unless, indeed, he hated al \om and l»L.Lmt), as was most
probably the case. And if he had seen me as often as he
averred he must know me by sight. How was it then that he
did not recognize me now ? lf_xhuu'[n:; out this thought, I said
aloud :

 What sort of looking man was this Count Romani? You
say he was handsome—was he tall or short—dark or fair?”

I’LLttm'f back his straggling graylocks from his forehead, the
dealer stretched out a yellow, claw-like hand, as though point-
ing to some distant vision,

“ A lv-c:mtifu‘. man ! ” he exclaimed ; “a man good for the

*ht as you are |—as tall as youare |—as
i.-m.w_n a ! But your eyes are sunken and dim—his
were full and and sparkling, VYour face is drawn and
pale—his was of a clear olive tint, round and flushed with
health ; and his hair was glossy black—ah | as jet-black, my
f d, as yours is snow-white | 3 3 i

I recoiled from these last words in a sort of terror ; they were
like an electric shock! Was I indeed so chansed? Was it
possible that the horrors of a night in the vault had made such

di:’: anuaxlr)n upon me? My hair swhite 2—mine I 1

‘ { it. If so, per ha ps Nina would not recog-
nize me—she might be terrified at my aspect—Guido himself
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might have doubts of my identity. Though, for that matter,
I could e asily prove myself to be indeed Fabio Romani—eve
if T had to show the vault and my own sundered coffin,
While I revolved all this in my mind the old man, unconscious
of my emction, went on with his mu hhmv- chatter.
“ A, yes, yes! He was a fine fellow—a strong fellow. T
used to rejoice that he 5 _He could have taken
the little throat of his wife r and thumb and
nipped it—so! and she would have told no more lies. I
wanted him to do i wa t. He would l‘.;‘:w ‘done it
surely, had Il:,‘ ;
,\Inst n'iwf' 1

W In do \lJIl hlLLL., the Countess Romani so much? ™ }r. sked
him, with sternness. “ Has she done you any harm 2’
He straightened himself as much as he was abie and looked
me full in the eyes.
¢See you!” he -11w.a‘r;rud. with a sort of 1
the corners of his wicked mc z: I \“-";if tcli
her—yes—I will tell you, becaus
I like strong men—they are someti
true—but then they can take revenge.
once. And you—you are old—but y: ove s ‘on "'i'-I
understand. ‘The Romani woman has done me no h.um. She
laughed—once. That wasw iwu her horses k d me down
in the street. I was hurt—but I er red widen and
her white teeth r'l L&.—-»]w i‘w 13 y smile people will
tell you—so innocent ; ] cked up—-her ¢
) £
¢l

not with i S T— ll' would

But it is no matter—I teli you s
t once the likeness,”

::m"

I ]\1. .\\ t YO t

tking ¢f women, Itwas al

.'l the Madonna, Yes—yes,
you I married a thing as beautifud as a morning in
—with z little head 1huL scemed to droop i
i m hair—and - those of a tiny

en it ]f,:h\‘: up and asks you for ] 3 ras absent

once—I returned and found her slee l,]n-v ‘1.|1“um Hy
thu ]HL’T*»., nE a black Mu.\n d stre
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and sprung at my throat—I held him down and knelt upon his
chest—s/e woke and gazed upon us, too terrified to speak or
scream—she only shivered and made a little moaning sound
like that of a spf)llul baby. I looked down into her prostrate
lover’s eyes and smiled. ‘T will not hurt you,’ I said. ¢ Had
s/42 not CO]]tht\_d you could nothave gained the victory. 'U‘
I ask of you is to remain here for a few moments longer.’
He stared, but was mute. I bound him hand and foot SO
that he could not stir. Then I took my knife and went to
her. Herblue eyes glared wide—implori she turned them
upon me—and ever khu wrung Lu smwl T inds and sh Avu‘ud
aad moz mcd I plunged the keen bright blade deep throug
her scft wkite flesh—her lover cried out in agony—her heart's
blood welled up ina crimson tide, staining with a bright hue
the white garments she wote; she flung u 1ip her arms—she
sunk back on her pi‘flows-dnd I drew the knife from her
bod;, and with it cut the bonds of the Venetian boy, I then
gave it to him, g

“*Take it as a remembrance of her,’ T said. “In a month
she would have betrayed you as she Lu rayed me.'”

He raged like a madman. He rushed out and called the
gendnrmc% Of course I was tried for murder—but it was not
murder—it was justice, The judge fom d extenuating ci
cumstances. Naturally! He had a wife of his own, Ile un-
derstood my case. Now you know why I hate that dainty
jeweled woman up at the Villa Romani. She is just like
that other um—{lmt creature I slew—she has just the same
slow smile and the same child-ike e eyes. I tell you again, I
am sorry her husband is dead—it vexes me sor ely to think uf

u.. For he would have killed her in time—yes l—of that I am
quite surel”

CHAPTER VI.

I LISTENED to his narrative with a Twmed feeling at my
heart, and a shuddering sensation as of icy cold ran th h
my veins. Wi hy, T had tn.‘uc.u.l that all who beheld Nina mt

force, love and admire ‘nr_:i', True, wi this old man was
accidentally knocked down by her horses (a circumsta
had never mentioned to me), Jt was ¢ s of
and make inquiry as t
young and thou ]
less. 1 was hor
an enemy as even this

.
ince she
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I said nothing. had no wish to betray myself.  He waited
[ul me to speak and grew imp t my silence.

Say now, my friend !” he queried, with a sort of childish
eACEINESS, “did T not take a good vengeance? God himself
cotild not have done better!?

I think your wife deserved her fate,” I said, curtly, “but
I cannot say I admire you for be g her murderer,”

He turned upon me rapidly, throwing both hands above his
head with a f1 antic gesticulation. His veice rose to a kind of
muffled shriek.

“ Murderer you call mf--—nL. ha! that is good. No, no!
Sie murdered e/ I C .vd when I saw herasle ep in
her lover’s arms—she ]"', ne at one blow. A devil rose up
in my body and took swi enge : that devil is in me now, a

rave m,mi ng '-:': ! That is why I do not fear the
placue s the de ne ";'-'11[(‘1‘.s ay \'ﬁ.}' death. Some day it
111\1 ave me ~ d yell sunk graduaily to a
eeble, weary tone; “yes 31; \\].. leave me and I shall find a
dark place where 1 can sleep; I do not sleep much now.” He
eved me half wistful ;
sz ﬂ\';,” he Sy u-d 'ﬁn\f‘a't ge n:T\ “ my memory is very
good, and when one thi s one can otsleep, 1t
:snmv ears aco, but e r »; she comes to me
.\,“:;mg her little white lmu ]:a.-: Em- =yves stare, I hear
her short moans of terror. Every night, every night!”? He
paused, and passed his hands in a bewildered way across his
forehead. T h\_u, like a man suddenly waking from sleep, he
stared as *;f*.r;'m‘h l‘- > saw tne now for the first time, and broke

memory ! he mut
11 ! ._‘Lmuuui a li that, -mc]
forgot you ! .TI‘.i'. know what yvou want—a suit of clothes—
: you ( ] !

them. Ha, ha! And you wi e the fine coat of Mi-
lord Ingle .- 1 N [ nd d. I will find you scme-
l]Ll.]( — ..
And l be e ;111“[) ng a ‘mmbvr of things that were
thrown in a confusec of the shop. While in
this attitude he looke and g 1t]1a he reminded

me of an :1;m w“nm stooping ove rricn, and yet there
vas something ;)' tiable about him to 1 a way I was sorry
for him ; a poor half-witted wr life had been fu‘ll of
such gail and wormwood. \'\ d erent fate was his to

mine, I thought. /had urm[ulbut one short night of agony ;
how tnﬂma it seemed compared to Zis l_om]) remorse and
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suffering! He hated Nina for an act of thoughtlessness;
weil, no doubt she was not the only woman whose existence
annoyed himj; it was most probable that he was at enmity
with "all women. I watched him pityingly as he searched
among the worn-out garments which were his stock-in-trade,
and wondered why Death, so active in smiting down the
strongest in the cify, should have thus cruelly passed by this
forlorn wreck of human misery, for whom the grave would
have «ur(-?y been a most welcome release and rest. He turned
ruvm! at last with an exulting gesture,

“I have found it!” he exclaimed. “The very thing to suit
you. You are e rhaps a coralfisher? You will like a fisher-
man’s dress, Here is one, red sash, cap and all, in beautiful
conditi ,uf rle that wore it was ahout your hei
fit you we fitted ! mm; and, ]\m\ youl the pk
in it; the sea has soaked through and through i
the sand and weed.”

He spread out the rough garb before me. I glanced at it
carelessly.

“ Did the former wearer kill Zis wife 2 I asked, with a slight
smile,

The old ra -picker shook his head and made a sign with his

Ly
¥
L

1
1
I

o
a:

C
omkpur d fingers t_\l ressive of contempt,
‘Nothe! Hq a fool. He killad himself.”
]:\ accident or design??”
Che / C ! II&, knew very well \\nt Iu., was doing, It
happened only two months m,c;, 15 for the sake of a
black-eyed j: lJL- she lives and laughs al day long up at Sor-

~7

rento. He had been on a long he brought her pearls
for her throat and coral pins ful 11( r hair, She had promised
to marry J.: m. He had just landed; he met on the quay ;
he offered her [1.( pear]l and coral trinkets, b’hc threw them
back and told I,W she was tired of him, that—nothing
more. He tried to soften her; she raged '1i Lm like a tiger-
cat. Yes, I was one of the little crowd that stood round them
on the quay; I saw itall, Herblacke yes flashed, she stamped
and bit her lips at him, her 1ul osom heaved as though it
would burst her laced LIJLU-\.{;. ‘.\'Iﬁ only a market-gizl, but
she gave herself the airsof a queen. ‘I am tirec 1(;f\rLL' 1’she
said to him., ¢ [ wish 10 see you no molb.‘ He was t“ﬂi
and well-made owerful fellow; but staggered, his f

rew pale ps quivere : bent Iu s he lrh"Ltw

—and ’s)dum any - he n; l could stop him he sp rung flom the
(:rl;.‘;e‘_ﬁuf the quay i : waves ; the y closed over hts head, for
he did not try to swim ; he just sunk down, dow n, like a stone,
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Next day his body came ashore, and T bought his clothes foz
two francs ; you shall have them for four,”

* And what became of the girl ?”* T asked.

“Oh, s4z/ She laughs all day long, as I told you. She
has a new lover every week. W mf should s/ care ?”

[ drew out my purse. “I will take this suit,” I said.
“You ask four francs, here are six, ?-i\‘ for the extra two you
must show me some private corner where I can dress.’

“Yes, yes. Butcertainly!” and the old fellow trembled alj
over with avaricious eag ssas I cot 1.:{@& the silver pieces
into his withered palm, * Anything to ol a generous
stranger! There is the place I sleep in; it is not much, but
there is a mirror—/er mirror—the only thing I keep of hers ;
come this way, come this way | *

And st L'.n.)lmo hastily along, almost falling over the disor
dered bundles of clothing that lay about in all directions, he
opened a little door that seemed to be cut in the wall, and led
me into a kind of close cupboard, s g most :ly, and
furnished with a miserable pallet bed and one broken ch: ir,
A small square pane of glass admitted light enough to ss
Hnl Lh(u' was o be SLLH, and close 1() [‘. (").itﬂ]])-ﬁ)l'lf.t:l

'il‘.'('r of antique ‘..ukxmn lﬂ{‘, the costii

once recognized, though into the glas
the moment look. The old man showed me with some pride
that the door to this narrow den of his locked from within,

“ 1 made the lock and key, and fitted it all myself,” he izﬁd
“Took how neat and strong | Yes; I was clever once at all
that ‘.‘.'Oln‘—li was my trade—till that m\nn'aq when I found
her with the singer from Venice; then I forgot all I used to
know—it went away somehow I could never “understand w! hy.
Here is the fisherman’s suit ; you can take your time to put it
on; fasten the door; the room 1s at your service.”

And he nodded several times in a manner that was meant
be friendly, and left me, I followed his advice at once
locked myself in. Then T stepped steadily to the mirror hang-
ing on the wall, and looked at my own reflection, A bitter
pang a‘hwt through me. The dealer’s sight was uomd he had
said truly. I was old! If twenty years of suff had
pn:«bcd over nmy l»(— d, they could h r dly have changed me
more terribly. y illness had thinned my face and marked
it with deep Jm;a ut pain ; my eyes had retreated far back into
my hLead, while a certain wildness of expression in them bore
witness to the terrors I had suffered in the vault, and to crown
all, my hair was indeed perfectly white, I understood now
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the alarm of the man who had sold me grapes on t‘he highway
that morning ; Iny appearance was strange Cn-\’]'s_ugn t'o startle
any one. Indeed, I scarcely recognized myself. V\'uuld ‘1[1;3:
\\ifu, would Guido recognize me? Almost I doubted it. his
thought was so painful to me that the tears sprung to my eyes.
I brushed them aw y in haste.

“Fy on thee, Fabio! Be a man!” : ng mj
self angrily. “Of what matter after all whether hairs are
black or white? What matter how the face changes, 56 long
as the heartis true? For a moment, perhaps, i'i':{\' :
grow pale at sight of thee ; but when she knows “f__}'ﬂ.f suff
ings, wilt thou not be dearer to her than ever? Wil not one
of her soft embraces recompense thee for all thy=past anguish,
and suffice to make thee young again ? T 1

And thus encouraging my sink quickly arrayed
myself in the Neapol CI’_JI';iv].—in{;L.:l"S garb, Ehe m;;:‘: 3
were very loose, and were provided with two 1uug deep pockets
convenient receptacles, which easily contai Fd. tl}«;“!c&il'.%:lz ]
bags of gold and jewels I had tal om the brigand’s coffin.
When my hasty toilet was con ed I tock another glance
at the mirror, a half smile. True, I was gi‘e;l{i‘y
altered ; but after all I did not look so bad. The ﬁa‘hum}zm S
picturesque costume became me well ; the scarlet cap sat jaun-
tily on the snow-white curls that clustered so thickly over ny
forehead, and the consciousness I had of approachi
ness sent a little of the old fearless luster back into n y

5, L knew I should not always have thi

\ppearance ; rest, and perhaps a g

ly restore the roundness to my face anc
ness to my complexion ; even my white locks mi
their pristine color, such things had been ; and supj '
remained white ? well ! —there were many who would adiire
the peculiar contrast between a young man's face and a:
man’s hair.

Having finished dressing, T unlock
little cabin and called the old rag-picl

: ad bent, but raising
w up his hands in astonishment, exclaiming

1a Madonna! But you are a fine man—a fine
man! Eh, ¢h! Holy Joseph! ~What height and breadth !
A pily—a pity you are old ; you must have been strong when
you were young |
- Half in joke, and half to humor him in his fancy for mere
muscular force, I rolled up the sleeve of my jacket to the
shoulder, saying, lightly,
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“OL, as for being strong! There is plenty of strength in
me still, you see.”

He stared ; laid his yellow fingers on my bared arm with a
kind of ghoul-like interest and wonder, and felt the muscles of
it with childish, almost maudlin admiration.

“ Beautiful, beautiful!” he mumbled. *Like iron—just
think of it! Yes, yes. You could kill anything easily. Aht
I used to be like that once. I was clever at sword-play. I
could, with well-tempered steel, cut asunder a Seven-timess
folded piece of silk at one blow without fraying out a thread.
Yes, as neatly as one cuts butter| You could do that too if
you liked. Itall lies in the arm—the brave arm that kills a%
a single stroke.”

And he gazed at me intently with his small blear eyes as
though anxious to know more of my character and tempera=
ment. I turned abruptly from him, and called his attention to
my own discarded garments,

“See,” T said, carelessly ; “ you can have these, though they
are not of much value. “And, stay, here are another three
franes for some socks and shoes, which I dare say you can find
to suit me,”

He clasped his hands ecstatically, and poured out a torrent
of thanks and praises for this additional and unexpected sum,
and protesting by all the saints that he and the entire contents
of his shop were at the service of so generous a stranger, he at
ence produced the articles I asked for, I put them on—and
then stood up thoroughly equipped and ready to make my way
back to my own home when I chose. But I had resolved on
one thing, Seeing that I was so greatly changed, I determined
not to go to the Viila Romani by daylight, lest I should startle
my wife too suddenly. Women are delicate s my unexpected
appearance might give her a nervous shock which perhaps
would have serious results. T would wait till the sun had set,
and then go up to the house by a back way I knew of, and try
to get speech with one of the servants, I might even meet my

id Guido Ferrari, and he would break the joyful news of
nv return from death to Nina by degrees, and also prepare
1er for my altered looks.  While these thoughts flitted rapidly
i.ough my brain, the old rag-picker stood near me with his
head on one side like a meditative raven, and regarded me in-
tently.

“A ” he asked at last, with a kind of
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CHAPTER VIL

T wandered aimlessly

S r seemed very long to me, sty
e that I knew, for the wealthier
the cholera, had either left the place

osely shut within their own houses.
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watched the brutal proceedings for a minute or so, and then I
said aloud : :

“You had better make sure he is quite dead.”

The beccamorti looked at me in surprise; one laughed grim-
ly and swore. “ By the body of God, if I thought he were not
L would twist his accursed neck for him! But the cholera
never fails, he is dead for certain—see !” And he knocked
the head of the corpse to and fro against the sides of the coffin
with no more compunction than if it had been a block of
wood. Sickened at the sight, T turned away and said no
more. On reaching one of the more important thoroughfares,
I perceived several knots of people collected, who glanced at
one another with eager yet shamed faces, and spoke in low
voices. A whisper reached my ears, “ The king | the king!”
All heads were turned in one direction ; I paused and looked
also. Walking at a leisurely pace, accompanied by a few gen-
tlemen of earnest mien and grave deportment, I saw the fear
less monarch, Humbert of Italy—he whom his subjects delight
to honor. He was making a round of visits to all the vilest
holes and corners of the city, where the plague raged most ter-
ribly ; he had not so much as a cigarette in his mouth to ward
off infection. He walked with the easy and assured step of a
hero ; his face was somewhat sad, as though the sufferings of
his people had pressed heavily upon his sympathetic heart, I
bared my head reverently as he passed, his keen kind eyes
lighted on me with a smile.

“ A subject for a painting, yon white-haired fisherman ! ” I
heard him say to one of his attendants. Almost T betrayed
myself. I was on the point of springing forward and throwing
myself at his feet to tell him my story, It seemed to me both
cruel and unnatural that he, my beloved sovereign, should
pass me without recognition—me, to whom he had spoken so
often and so cordially. For when I visited Rome. as T ws ac-
customed to do annually, there were few more welcome guests
at the balls of the Quirinal Palace than Count Fabio Romani.
I began to wonder stupidly who Fabio Romani was: the gay
gallant known as such seemed no longer to have any existence
—2 “ white-haired fisherman ” usurped his place. But though
I thought these things I refrained from addre sing the king.
Some impulse, however, led me to follow him at 2 respectful
distance, as did also many others, His majesty strolled through
the most pestilential streets with as much unconcern as though
he were taking his pleasure in a garden of roses: he stepped
quietly into the dirtiest hovels where lay both dead and dying;
he spoke words of kindly encouragement to the grief-stricken
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