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CHAPTER VIL
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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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and terrified mourners, who %T.‘u‘cd tl'.n::lwh their tears at the
monarch with astonishment and eratitug lt‘; silver and gold were
gently dropped into the hands uf im suffering poor, and the
very pressing cases received the royal benefactor’s personal at-
tention and immediate reilief. Mothers with infants in their
arms knelt to implore the king's blessing—which to pacify
them he gave with a modest hesitation, as though he thought
himsell unworthy, and yet with a parental tenderness that was
infinitely tf.munug. One wild-eyed black-haired girl flung her-
self down on the ground right in the king’s path; she kissed
his feet, and then sprung erect with a gesture of trimnpi:

“T am saved!” she cried; “the plague cannot walk in the
same road with the king 1”

Humbert smiled, and regmded her somewhat as an indulgent
father might regard a spoiled daughter; but he said nn:hnw
and pas sed on. A cluster of men and \x omen standing at the
open door of one of the poorest-looking houses in the street
next attracted the monarch’s attention. There was some noisy
srgument going on; two or. three beccamorti were loudly dis-
c‘ussim‘ together and swearing pﬂ‘t']"*(,l\—-ﬂ)}]ll_. women were

ing bitterly, and in the center of the excited <rr(:vp a coffin
RLrnu(l on end as thoug gh waiting for an occupant. One of the
gentlemen in attendance on the king plLCcLlu! him and an-
nounced his approach, whereupon the loud clamor of tongues
ceased, the men bared their heads, and the women checked
their sobs.

“ What is wrong here, my friends?” the monarch asked,
with exceeding mndvm,ws
here was silence for a moment; the deccamorts looked sul-
len and ashamed. Then one of the women, with a fat good-
natured face and eyes rimmed redly round with weeping,
elbowed her way through the little throng to the front and
spoke,

“May the Holy Virgin and saints bless your majesty !” she
cried, in shrill accents. * And as for w hat is wrong, it would
soon be right if those shameless pigs,” pt’nmtmo to the becca-
morti, © \"ﬁ'lztid Ict us alone. They would kill a man rather
than wait an hour one little hour! The girl is dead, your
majesty—anc [ Giovanni, poor lad ! will not leave her: he has
his two arms u_;uhl Lu tight—Ioly Virgin [—think of it! and

1e a cholera corp: and do what we can, he will not be part-
ed from her, a.nd thc:\' s her body for t‘n; burial. And if
we force him away, poverine, he will lose his head for certain.
One little ll-vm \ ur majesty, just one, and the IL\L'[.,.I'IO
father will come and persuade Giovanni better than we can,”

h
o
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The king raised his hand with 2 slight gesture of command
—the little crowd parted before him—and he entered the mis-
erable dwelling wherein lay the cornse that w "Lb the cause of
all the 'uffumr*r-t His attendants fcl lowed ; I, too, availed
myself of a corner in the doorw ay. The 5(\:11“ Ellba ;nf,rl was
so terribly pathetic that few could look upon it without emo-
tion—Humbert of Italy himself uncovered his head and stood
silent. On a poor pailet bed lay the fair body of a girl in
her first youth, her tender loveliness as yet untouched even by
the disfiguring marks of the death that had overtaken her.
(}n would hme thought she slept, had it not been for the

ridity of her stmeue limbs, and the wax-like pallor of her
fauu and hands. Right across her form, almost cov ering it
from view, a man ‘w prone, as though he had fallen limrt_
lifeless—indeed he mtrrht ave been d; ad also for any sign he
showed to the contr rary. His arms were closed mm]\ round
the girl’s \,om:m—f is face was ultldn.l‘ from view on the cold
breast that would no more espond to the warmth of his
caresses, .;\ straight beam 1*’ sunlight shot like 1 golden spear
into the dark i Ltlt. room and lighted up the vhole scene—the
prostrate figures on the bed—the erect form of the compassion-
(‘m, k:.l;;, 1d rave w_d anxious faces of the little crowd

h
11

e way he lm:, hcn ever since last night when
she died,” w Empi red the woman who had before spoken ; “and
his hands are clinched round her like iron—one cannot move
a finger |’
The kirg advanced. He touched the shoulder of the un-

i‘ appy lover. His voice, modulated to an exq juisite softness,
truck on the ears of the listeners like a note of (,hu:lflll music,
‘ Figlio mio 1’

Te was no answer, The women, touched by the simple
endearing words of the monarch, besan to sob, hu:uw, gently,
and even the men brushed a few drops from their eyes. “Again
the king spoke =

“ Figlie mio/ 1 am your king. Have you no gree ting for
me ? -
The man raised his head from its pillow on the breast of the
bel r;\.ul corpse and stared vacantly at the roy: speaker. His
ice, tangled hair, and wild eye e him the : EJ)._;U‘.-
ance uf one \\I 0 ]mu long wandered in a labyrinth uf [11- htful
\iamm from which there was no esc ape but self-murder,
“Your hand, my son !” resumed the king, in a tone of sol-
dier-like authority,

Very s Q\'H——ur) reluctantly—as tl 1ough he were forced to
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the action by some strange magneticinfluence which he had ng
power to withstand, he loosened his right arm from the dead
form it clasped so pertinaciously, and stretched forth the hand
as commanded. Ii’nm't ert caught it firmly within his own and
held it fast—then looking the poor fellow full in the face, he
said with grave steadiness and simplicity,
“There is no death in love, my friend | 17
The young man’s eyes I]zn,;,bl‘u*—ﬂ s set mouth softened—and
wresting his “har 1d passionately from that of the king, he broke
into a pu\-ﬂul of w eeping. Humbert at once placed a protect-
ing arm round him, and \\1Lll the ”tsshlwce of one of his at-
tendants raised him from the 1 ed, and led him unresistingly
away, as passively obedient as a child, though sobbing con-
vulsively as he went. The rush of tears had saved his reason,
and most probably his life, A murmur of enthusiastic ap-
plause greeted the w’r’:fwi king as he 1‘1“HLL through the little
throng of persons who had witnessed what had taken place,
..c_l\‘m\\kr’_: ing it with a quiet, unaffected bow, he left the
house, and signed to the leccamorti, who still waited outside,
that they were now free to 'J""'~~'111 their melancholy office.
He then went on his way attended by more heartfelt blessings
and praises than ever ivll to the lot of the proudest congueror
returning with the spoils of a hundred battles. I looked after
his retreating figure till I could see it no more—I felt that I
had grown Stro ger for the mere presence of a hero—a man
who indeed was “every inch a tiing.” I am a reyalist—yes,
Governed by such a sovereign, few men of calm reason would
be otherwise. But royalist th ough I am, I would assist in
bringing about the dethronement and death r;f a mean tyrant,
were he crowned king a hundred times over! Few monarchs
are like Humbert of Italy—even now my heart warms when I
think of him—in all the distraction of my sufferings, his figure
stands out like a s upreme embodied Beneficent Force sur-
rounded by the Clu.l light of unselfish goodness—a light in
which Ttalia suns her fair face and smiles again with t the old
sweet smi luf lzu happiest days of 1‘ oh achievement—ds 1ys in
which l]»‘l 1iildren were glr;di, nl\h because they were
earnest, The fault of all modern or lies in the fact that
there is no heart i :11“‘11111" we do—we =,“|w,.n ]'}\u our work
i : : > perform it or wh: can get by
secret of fai Triends will kt,‘ur.,dy
also serve their own interests
rule, but they are deemed

also left the scene of the
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foregoing incident. I had a fancy to visit the little restaurant
where I had been taken ill, and after some trouble I found i it,
The door stood open. I saw the fatlandlord, Pietro, polishing
his glasses as though he had never left off; and there in the
same corner was the v ery wooden bench onwhich I had lain—
where I had—as was g ’mrd”v l;memuiu—r'it‘d I steppedin.
The landlord locﬂmd up and bade me good-day. I returned
his salutation, and ordered some coffee and rolls of bread,
Seating mysclf carelessly at one of the little tables, I turned
over the m\\su..., r, while he bustled about in haste to serve
me. As he dusted and rubbed up a cup and saucer for my
use, he said, brisk

“You have had a long voyage, amico? And successful

f= L}

fishing ?

Fer a moment I was confused and knew not what to an-
swer, but gathering my wits together, I smiled and answered
rewi?lv in the affirmative,

And you?” I 5(11(., gayly. “How goes the cholera?”

The landlord shook his head duLwaN}

“Holy Joseph! donotspeakof it. The people dielike f
in a honey- 'l'u‘i. Only \L‘-f’uuu\z--—hu ly of Bacchus!—w
would have thought it ?”

And he sigl “d deeply as he poured out the steaming coffee,
and shook his head more 50110\\1“1]) than before,

“ Why, what happened yesterday?” Iasked, though I knew
pcrfect y well what he was - ing to say; “I am a strangerin
N 1}) es, and empty of news

The perspiring Pietro laid a fat thumb on the marble top of
the table, and with it traced a pattern meditatively,

“You never heard of the rich Count Romani?” he in-
quired.

I made 2 sign in the negative, and bent my face over my
coffee-cup.

Ah, well!” he went on, with a half gro ‘it does not
matter—there is no Count Romani any more. It is all gone—
finished! PBut he was rich—as rich as the ki hey say—yet
v low the saints brought him? Fr riano of the

i ied him in h sterd —he was

e—in five ho 5 dead,”—here the
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“1 see nething particular about it,” I said, indiffere ntly
*“That he was rich 1s nothing—rich and poor must die alike,

“And thatis true, very trm, & ’lbstﬂtul Pwm with .mm]‘.c I
grﬁm “fu" nct all his poverty could save the blessed Cip-

ano,’

o started, but quickly controlled myself.

“What do you mean?” I asked, as care lessly as I could.

“ Are you talking of some saint ?”

“Well, if he were not canonized he deserves to be,” replied
the !.nnu ord; “I speak of the holy Benedictine father who
brought h rither the Count Romani in a dying condition. Ah!
little he knew how soon the good God w ould call him himself {”

I felt a sickening sensation at my heart.

“ Is he dead?” I exclaimed,
“ Dead as the martyrs|” answered Pietro.  He caught
: ! uppose, from the count, for he was bending over
Ay, and 1 _sprinkied holy water over the
his own erucifix upon it in the coffin. Then
up he went to the Villa Romani, taking with him the count’s
trinkets, his wat ":_~ ~case—and nothing would
1 should ¢ ‘tlu 'm himseif to the

- contessa, 1 l'uff ‘1[1 how he vand died.’

or Nina [—I nt.  “ Was she much grieved? ” I

in: jul n_\l \\1" i
i ri’)\ (; ] l
shoulders, ¢’ 2 g that m.::
swooned away. DBut wh f t? Women swoen at every-
thi x'f——from a mouse tu a ose.  As I said, the good Ci =p—
no attende _i hl_. count’s burial—and he had scarce returned
f ‘om 1t when he was seized with the illness. And this morn-
lied at tim inonastery—may "w"s soul .rest in peace! 1
WS : I as a holy man|

| Haty 5 el = 1
He has pr sed me a d I know

he will ]{Ltl'p his WOrd as uly as I"*‘" eler u,-Jl?it‘lf.'
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I pushed aw e rest of my meal untasted. he food

choked me. I could have shad tears for the noble. 1 o
thus self-sacrifice Jne h-oro the less
heroic, uninspired persons |
thought, The landlord lo- :

“ The coffee does not please
have no appetite?

1 forced a smile.

“ Nay—ryour words would take the edge of]
petite ever born of the breath of the sea,

yatient life
S \\m‘ { of un-

sorrowful
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but sorry entertainment to a stranger ; is there naught to hear
but stories of the dying and the dead ?”

Pietro put on an air tha,t was almost apologetic.

“Well, truly | ” he answered, resignedly—* very little else.
But what would you, amico ? It is the plague and the will of
God.”

As he said the last words my gaze was caught and riveted by
the figure of a man strolling leisurely past the door of the
café. It was Guido Ferrari—my friend! I would have rushed
out to speak to him—but something in his look and manner
checked the impulse as it rose in me. He was walking very
slowly, smoking a cigar as he went; there was a smile on his
face, and in his coat he wore a fresh y cathered rose—a Glire
de France, similar to those that grew in such profusicn on the
upper terrace of my villa. I stared at him as he passed—my
ﬂ\:l'w"s underwent a kind of shock. He looked perfectly
happy and tranquil, happier indeed than ever I remembered to
-Lu e seen him, ;md yet—and yet, according to /s knowledge,
I, Lis best friend, had died only '\\:.Lr“‘d Y I With this sorrow
fIC‘)h upon him, he could smile like a man going to a fosta,
and wear a coral-pink rose, which surely was no sign of mourn-
ing! For one moment I felt hurt; the next, I Jau ghed at my
own sensitiveness. After all, what of the :.mllx,, \\hdt of the
rose! A man could not always be answerable for the expres-
sion of his countenance, and as for the flower, he might have
gathered it en passant, without thinking, orw hat was still more
likel y, the child Stella might have given it to him, in which
case he would have worn it to ]J]m:;c her. He displayed no
badge of meurning ? True |—hut then consider—I had only
died yesterday! There had been no time to procure all those
outward appurtenances of woe which social customs rendered
necessary, but which were no infallible sign of the heart’s
sincerity. Satisfied with my own self-reasoning I made no
attempt to follow Guido in his walk—I let him go on his way
unconscious of my existence. I would wait, I thought, till the
evening—then ever thin;" would be explained.

I turned to the landlord. “ How much to pay 2 ” I asked.

“What you will, amice,” he rcpliud —*] am never hard on
the fisher folk—but times are bad, or you would be welcome
to a breakfast for nothing. Many and many a day have I done
as much for men of your craft, and the blessed Ci ipriano who
is gone used to say that St. Peter w ould remember me for it.
[tis true the Madonna gives a special blessing if one looks
after the fishers, because all t"u, holy apostles were of the
trade ; and 1 would be loth to lose her protection—yet— "
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I laughed and tossed him a franc. He pocketed it at once
and his eyes twinkled.

“ Though you have not taken half a franc’s worth,” he ad-
mitted, with an honesty very unusual in a ﬁ.‘mpollmn—-—"lmt
the saints will make up it to you, never fc.:u 12

“T am sure of t]mLI’ I »,nd ga “ Addis, my friend !
Prosperity to you and our Lady's LLUI .”

This salutation, which T knew to be a common one with
Sicilian mariners, the good Pietro responded to with amiable
heartiness, wishing me “uck on my next \3\ age, He then be-
took himself anew to the polishir wof his glasses—and I passed
the rest of the day in strolling about “the least frequented
streets of the tir\’ and :O]”I‘n“’ impati um\’ for the crimson
glory of the sunset, w hich, like 2 wide flag of triumph, was to
be the signal of my safe return to love and happiness,

CHAPTER VIII.

IT came at last, the blessed, the longed-for evening. A
soft breeze spr ung up, cooling the burning air after ’h; heat
of the day, and ‘)‘mm'w with it the o(lou of a thousand
Hlowers. A regal glory uf hifting colors blazed on the breast
of heaven—the b ay, .l](.;llOdI*“-“: as a mirror, reflected all the
splendid tints with a s} heeny luster that redoubled their mag-
nificence. l’ucl\ud in every n,n; by the stinging of my own
desires, I yet restrained myself; I waited till fhe stn sunk be-
low the glassy waters—till the pomp and glow attending its
depar um. had paled into those dim, ethereal hues which . are
like € csmpul s fallen from the flying forms of angels—

Io‘ rim of the round full imoon rose mwuul]v on
f the horizon—and then keeping back my eagerness

1 took the well-known road ascending to the Villa
Rumnm. ?\I\ heart beat high—my limbs trembled with excite-
ment—my steps were impatient and pre cipitate—never had the
way seemed so lon At last I reached th g* eat gate-way—it
was IOC 1u“~|."ﬂl$ scul PLLlLd |] D115 1(" J\F_‘(L "Tll_;l] me Il(}“ =
ingly. I h ard the splash and tinkle of the fountains within,
the scents of tln, roses and myrtle were wafted toward me mth
every breath T drew, rimm, atidastdaT wnwci‘ﬂm whele
frame quivered with expec tancy ard delight. It was not my
intention to seek ..dm]le.m by the principal entrance—1I con-
tented myself with one long, lox ook, and [Jlu-d to the

left, where there w as a small priv gate leading 11110 an
avenue of ilex and pine, intersperse '{ with orange-trees. This
was a favorite walk of mine, partly on account ::£ its pleasant

VENDETTA! 57

shade even in the hottest noon—partly because it was seldom
frequented by any member of the household save myself, Guido
OCC’tmun“LH\ took a turn with me there, but I was more often
alone, and I was fond of pacing up and down in the shadow of
the trees, reading some favorite book, or gm!w myseif up to
the dolee fur niente of my own imaginings. The avenue led
round to tl:e back of the villa, and as I now entered it, I
thought I would a approach h the house cautiously b] this means
and gr:tm,\ ate speech with {»un’r’t the nurse who had charge
of little mdla, and who was moreover an old and tnulfmmv
servant, in whose arms my n,uﬂ er had breathed her last,

The dark trees rustled solemnly as I SL:pi»CLl quickly yez
softly along the familiar moss 'm\' n path, The place was
very stil l—sometimes the n'“riltl.wah,a er“t, m‘u a bubbling
torrent of melody, and then were suddeniy silent, as th (mgh
overawed iv\' the shadows of the heavy interlacix ng boughs,
lhrwih which the moonlight fhckuul, casting strange and

fantastic patterns on the ground. A cloud of Zucciolz broke
f.nm a thicket of laurel, and sparkled in the air like gems
loosened from a queen’s crown,  Faint odors floated about me,
shaken from orange boughs and trailing branches of \\JnLL
J:l-n‘.‘.ll:u. I hastened on, my spirits uww higher the nearer

:1pnrf)-1du d my destination. I was full of sweet anticipation
and pmﬂm ate longing—I }ean ed to clasp my beloved Nina
i my arms—to see e her love :ly lustrous eyes looking fondly into
mil n,—[ was eager to shake Guido by the hand—and as for
Stella, I knew the child would be in bed at that hour, but still,
{ fnowriu I must have her wakened to see me; I fut that my
hlpjncss would not be complete till I had }xlbbﬁd her little
cherub face, and caressed thoge uusturu"' curls of hers that
were like spun gold, hush | \\lw.t was that? I
stopped in my rapid pmﬂrc,s.% as though suddenly checked by
an invisible hand. I listened with strained ears.  That sound
—was it not a rippling peal of gay sweet laughter? A shiver
shook me from head to foot. lt was my wife's laugh—TI knew
the silvery chime of it well]l My heart sunk (olcm—[ paused
irresolute. She could laugh th:_n like that, while she though t
me lying dead—dead and out of her reach forever! All a
once I perceived the glimmer of a white robe through ﬂlL
trees ; obeying my own Jm]JuJ:e I stepped softly aside—I hid
behind a dense screen of foliage ilnow h which I could see
without being seen. The clear Luwh rang out once again on
the stillness—its brightness pumui my brain hku. a sharp
sword! She was ha')p\'—-sl e was even merry—she wandered
bere in the moonlight joyous-hearted, while I—I had expected




