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CHAPTER XIII,

WUITE early in the next day Ferrari called to seeme. I was
at breakfast—he apologized for disturl bing me at the meal.

“ But,” he (,\phme d, frankly, “the Countess Romani laid
such urgent commands upon me that I was compelled to obey.
We nien are the s"wcs of women!” 2

“Not always,” I said, dryly, as I motioned him to take a
'c-:i—— there are exceptions—myself for instance. Will you
ave some coffee?” :

“'Thanks, I have already breakfasted. Pray do not let me
be in your w ay, my € errand is soon done, The countess wishes

> T interrupted him
“Yes—that is—for a few minutes
r message. She thanks you, and L:L\lan
1t she mwmtrnm of re ceiving the J. \~LH
you will umt honor her by a visit. She is not
J g qmnc.] of her re
) end of her husband’ , 4 hearty
3¢ accorded.” !
stifly. “I am extremely ttered | said, in a
h“. sarcastical tone; “it is seldom T receive so tempting
: I reoret tﬂuL [ cannot acc“-t =
ake my compliments to the lads
red form of words you m:i) thi

e logked su sed and puzzled,

W 7 - »1 .
“Do yor y mean,” he » With a tinge of hauteur in
his accents, “that you will not \'isu her—tha

“1 really mean,
yS accustomed to Intu
n J.J. 'or u{ l adies, hon

n it is mm acte 1 I Imy possibly
—at present I am unf
an old battered traveler
fo polite lying. But I promis
ners and a court b tn‘.’ for
call upon her. In the me:
A suitable ard graceful a

f the fair Sex—
mI unaccustomed

you to make he
for mg non-appearance,”
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Ferrari’s puzzled and vexed expression gave way to a smile
-—tm.w]\ he laughed aloud. * L'p'm my word ! ’ he exclaimed,
gayly, ‘‘you are really a remarkable man, conte! You are
extremely (_‘}'l.'al(;‘dl ! Iam almost inclined to believe that you
positiv ly hate women.”
“Oh, by nomeans! g so strong as hatred,” I said,
coolly, as 1 peeled and ded a fine peach as a finish to
my morning’s meal. * Hatred is a strong passion—to hate
well one must first have loved. No, no—I do not find women
worth hating—I am simply indifferent to them. They seem

me merely one of the burdens impo%' on man’s existence

acefull neat] y pack:‘.ct‘ light burdens in appearance, but in
terribly hmxv and soul-crush

“Yet many accept such burdens gayly ! interrupted Fer-
rari, with a smile. I glanced at him keenly.

“Men seldom attain the mastery over their own passions,”
I replied; * they are in haste to seize every apparent pleasure
that comes in their way. Led by a hot animal impulse which
they call love, they snatch ata woman’s beauty as a gree dy
school-boy s snatches ripe fruit—and when possessed, what is it
worth ? Here is its emblem ”"—and I held up the stone of the
peach I had just eaten—* the fruit is devoured—what remains !
A stone with a bitter kernel.”

Ferrari shrugged his shoulders,

“ I cannot agree with you, Lollm, " he said; “ butT will not
argue with you. - From mur pom“ of view you may be right—
but w hen one is young, and life stretches before you like a fai
pleasure-ground, love and the smile of woman are like sunligh
falling on ﬂowgrs' You too must have felt this—in spite o
what you say, there must have been a time in your life wher
you also loved ! ”

¢ Oh, I have had my fancies, of course!” I answered, with
an indifferent laugh. “The woman I fancied turned out to be

' worthy of at least, so I was told. A1
d ¢ i my Own un

An odd reason, surely, for resigning

g more infe r—your pictures,
[ see thc;m A
: answered, readily—* though I fear
vorth a visit. I have not worked much
r doubt whether I have any that will merit youy
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am no artist.”
[ smiled.

to his remark

Lk

am no ji
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view. That day, too, T engaged a valet—a silent and discreet
Tuscan named Vincenzo Flamma, He was an admirably
trained servant—he never asked questions—was too dignifed
to gossip, and rendered me instant and i1 nphL t obedience—in
faLTf he' was a gentleman in his way, with far better manners
tnrm. many who hv claim to that title, He entered upon his
duties at once, and never did T know him to neglect the most
trifling thing that could add to my satisfaction or comfort. In
m.mzw arrangements with lnm, and in attending to various
little matters of bu 1siness, the hours shipped rapidly away, and
in the afternoon, at the time .11)110 inted, I made my L\n\' to
Ferrari’s studio. I knew it of old—I had no need to consult
the card he had left with me on which the address was written,
It was a queer, qu-_\_iI Iy bm“ ittle place, situated at the top
of an ascending road—its windows commanded an extensive
view of the bay and tm, surrounding s :mrj‘. Many and
many a happy hour had I passed there before my marriage,
reading some favorite boo«\, or watching Ferrari as he painted
his crude landscapes and figures, most of which I good-
naturedly purchased as soon as completed. The little po.m
over-grown with star-jasmine looked strangely and sorrowfully
fam]lmr to my eyes, and my heart experienced a sicke ning
pang of regret for ‘the past, as I pulled the bell and heard the
little ti nxhrcr sound to which I was so well accustomed. Fer-
rari himself opened the coor to me with eager rapidity—he
looked excited and radiant,

“Come in, come inl” he cried, with effusive cordiality.
“You will find {:.{:ufhlluf in confusion, but pray excuse it
It is some time since I had any visitors. \Imd the steps,
conte ! —the place is rather dark ]usthun_—uu) one stumbles
at this particular corner.”

So talking, and laughing as he talked, he escorted me up
the short narrow flight of stairs to the light airy room where
he usually worked. (J.ancin-r round it, I saw at once the evi-
dences of neglect and disorder—ha had certai nly not been there
for many dn):,, t[um;h he had made an attempt to arrange it
tastefully for my reccpt*on On the table stood a large vase of
flowers g‘rmtped with artistic elegance—I felt instinctively that
wy wife had put them there, I noticed that Ferrari had
begun nothing new—all the finished and unfinished studies I
saw I recognized directly. I seated my k{]f in an easy-chair
and looked at my betrayer with a calmw critical eye. e was
what tI‘: “nglish would call “got up for effect.” Though in
black h‘(’ donned a ‘,l_’l‘»kt coat Jll‘)i\n-ill of ”]\_, cloth one he
had worn in the morning—he had a single white japonica in
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his button-hole—his face was ]m‘ e and his eyes unusually brill-
lant. He looked his best—I admitted -;L'. an 1Luull jm(l[ly
understand how an idle, pleasure-se ¢ animal
might be c:*'i]y attracted by the purely phys ica ‘:-_ uty of his
,mm ﬁ’ul r: s. Ispokea part of my thoughts al loud.

y an artist by profession, Signor Ferrari—
you are one ?.}_m n :pr‘( arz ance.”

He flushed slightly and smiled.

“You are very amiable tosay so,” he replied, his pleased
vanity displa -\-va ?t'\g f in the expression uf, his face.
“But I am \\Jl re that you flatter me. By the way, be-
f:::a'c T forget at. I fi e 4‘}'{)11[ commis-
sion,”™

“

ctly. T cannot describe to you her astonishment and
t at the splendor and brillian y of those jeweis you se :1t
vas really pretty to watch her innocent satisfaction.’

[ I aug ’udf]

' the je ‘U song in ‘ Faust,’ I suppose, with

1 cts 27 I asked, with a slight sneer. He
is lip und 1 oked : nnoyed. But he answered, « quietly :
I aw you must have y Jom_, conte ; lmL nnmn])u “that
countess in tlu, position of Marguerite, you, as
"‘\u Of 1‘1; jewels, nat y play the put of Mej phis-
topheles

‘.4nd )'ml will be Faust, of course !” T said, gayly. “Why,

icht m: ith a few supernumeraries and
What say you ? But let
I like the pidture you have on the ease]

e—may [ see 1t more clos "' :
nearer ; it was a showy lan dscape with the lizht
upon it. It was badly l-mk, but I praised it
rmly, and purchased it for five hundied francs. Four other
etches of a similar nature were then produced. I bou 1ight

these also. By the time we got through these matters, Fer-

&
L
the sunset

vas in the best of Jmmn. Ilo offered me some excellent
and partook of }[ himself;: he talked mcumun!\,mld
d me extreme ely, h my inward amusement was not

1sed by the witty bri imcy of his conversation. No, I was
only excited to a sense of savage humor by the nov Llr\ of the
position in which we mo men stood, Therefore I listened to
him att tentively, 1 Il of which I had
heard before—adn 'u“;lb jokes, and fooled 1 his egot al soul
till he had no shred of selfr sp\at remaining. He laid hig

nature bare before me—and I knew what it was at last—a
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tempered now m(l tnu} h\ a fl l‘-\]‘ 0{ fmod nature a ncl sy mp'{-
i 1w*hm. which were the mere outcomes of youth and
3 alth—no more. This was the man T had loved—
1is fuuu'-.v who told co : rthy
pot-house, and who reveled in a wit of a hi '111df'11' stionable
flavor ; this conceit empty ~headed, muscular piece of human-
ity was the same being for whom I had cherished so chivalrous
and lr\wi a tenderness | Qur conversation was broken in upon
at last by the sound of app ing wheels. A carriage was
heard ascen ding the road—it came nearer—it stopr :d at the
door. T set down the glass of wine I had just raised to my
1ip~ and looked at Ferrari &tmu ly.
“You expect other visitors?” 1 inquired.
He seemed embarrassed, smiled, and hesitated.

Well—I am not sure—but——~ The bell rang. With a
word of apology Ferrari ht ->_‘ away to answer it. I sprung
from my cha knew /o was coming, I steadied
my nerves by a stron rolled the ra pid beating
of my heart : an y dark gl: s more closely over my

' I : \ I'calmly. I heard Fer
rari L.m_,ml' the stairs—: ‘-"um;_m'.icd his he:
footfall—-he f mp I ', i nother in-
stant—and he flung the du or of il 1 with the
haste and I\,\\_Lt_lt(.-v due for the entrance een. There
was a soft rustle of . : th fume on the
air—and then—I stood face to face w *111—« Ly f /

HAPTER XIV,

A 1
2 wore, the long crape veil LJ“U
tair and mignonsie f
l'lu.‘l 1z gath f..mj. ser
to gTE advant

hu r«“”ﬂil

sh ﬂl d, a win-
ed, and fina lly

address the noble

My mouth was dry and
ept, my throat swelled and ached with
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the pent-up wrath and despair of my emotions. I answered
her question silently by a formal bow. She at once advanced.
extending both her hands with the coaxing grace of manner [
had so often admired.

“Iam the Countess Romani,” she said, stil
heard from Signor Fetrari that you proposed visiting
this afternoon, and 1 could not resist the temptation of coming
to express my personal acknowledgments for lhc almost reg:
gift you sent me. The jewels > are really magnificent
me to offer you my sincere than!

I caught her outstretched hands {tl:-d hem h: ~S0
h: url u at the rings she wore must have duw into her 1 -hh .md
hurt her, tho ';-‘]1 she was too well-bred to utter a ny exclama
tion. I J.Ml fully recovered myself, and was prepared to act
Dut my IJ\lu

“ On the contrz iry, madame,” I said, in a strong h voice,
“the thanks must come mll‘. y from me for rIu; honor you
have conferred upon me by accepting tritles so ‘insionificant—
especiaily at a time when the cc rilliancy of mere diamonds
must jar upon the sensitive feelings of your recent widowhoeod.
Believe me, I s pathize fu,uj]‘ ".nn your bereavem Had
your husband lived, t id have been his gift to you,
and how nmuch m btable they would then Jl.l\\, u[ jn—cut‘(l
in your eyes! T am proud to th
far as to receive then

As 1 spoke her face pale :

garded me earne km;. She d 1 nd my smoked sp
l met the gaze of her Jarge dark eyes without embar
Slowly she withdrew her sli ingers f](,-m my
placed an -chair for her;
old air of inc ‘wt case, the
tan’s favorite,
thoughtfully. Ferrari, meanwhile, busied hin in bringing
out more wine ; he also produced a ¢ uLL L'l.,m‘,d some sweet
cakes, and while occupied in these duties as our host he began
to laugh.

“Ha, ha! you are caught!” he ude to me gaily.
2 '\'uu must E;now we her, madame and I,

o knowing when you

the conte 1, :md she could not
h ad tlun]\ul you, so we arranged this meeting,

Could any 1]1,1V* be better?  Come, conte, confess that you are

h
1

se Lam!” I answered, with a slight touch of ‘satire
in m} tone, “ Who would not lw charmed in the presence of
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such youth and beauty! And I amalso flattered—for I L‘r'\cm{
what exceptional favor the Contessa Romani extends tm\.u‘c
me in allowing me to make her acquaintance at a lsmﬁ which
must naturally be for he er a secluded season of sorrow.’
At these words my wife’s face suddenly assumed an expres-
Smn of wistful sadness and appealing gent tlene: e :
¢ Ah, poor unfortunate FLL io, :t*c siched.  “ How terri-
ble it seems that he is not here to greet you! How gl ‘cll\‘ he
would have welcomed any friend of his !faz.hu"?—‘ln. L:dc.n::d his
father, poor fellow! I cannot realize that he is dead. It was
too sudden, too dreadful! I do not think I shall ever recover
the shock of kis loss | e 5
And her eyes actually filled with tears; though the fact did
not surprisc:'me in the least, for many women can weep at
will. WVery little practice is necessary—and we m
fools we never ‘:um ]‘-, it 1s ‘done ; we take all =
feigned piteousness for real grief d torture ourselves to lel_d
methods of consolation for the femini 1e sorrows which le:1‘. e
no root save in vanit elfi lanced ¢ -
my wife to Ferrari PP assed
l*e was not so goo d an actor as she was an ac . »tudying
them both, I know not which feeling gai \.LU the mastery in
m)’ mind —Con empt or ¢ t CEi e
“ Console your \-\_|f madame, “Time shoulg
be quick to heal the wounds Uf one so young and l( aut
you are, Personally speaking, I much re y
death, but I would éntreat you not to give \n\ t
however sincere, must Uﬂf‘lﬁl'l) be usele
before you— r happy days and as fai
you as ':n:,r' deserve : e S
She smiled, her tear-drops vanished like morning
pearing in the heat, ;
“I thank you for your good wishes, conte
it rests with you to ce \nm.,\. ce my happy days 1 ng
\\'i‘h a visit, ln u will come, will you not? My house w-n
% - service |
oked amused.
me is not aware of your dis
* he said, and there was a 1-11[:{?11 of mock
d at him coldly, and addre
or Ferrari is perf m]_\' 1
ing in a low tone :
avoid the society of mere w
of defense against the smile of an : : :
And [ bowed with a deep and courtly reverence. Her ‘age
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brightened—she adored her own loveliness, and the desire of
conquest awoke in her immediately. She took a glass of wine
from my hand with a languid grace, and fixed her glorious eyes
full on me with a smile.

“That is a very pretty speech,” she said. sweetly, “and it
means, of course, that you will come to-morrow., An_grdb exact
obedience ! (;ul— I mean Signor Ferrari, you will accom-
pany the conte and show him the w ay to the villa ?»

Ferrari bent his head with some stiffness. He looked

ightly sullen,

I am glad to see,” he observed, with some petulance, “that
your persuasions ]11\ carried more conviction to the Conte
Oliva than mine, T o me he was apparently inflexible.”

She laughed gayly. “Of course! Itis only a woman whe
can always win her own w ay—am I not rlfrht conte?” And
she glanced up at me with an arch expression of mingled mirth
and malice. What a love of mischief she had ! She saw that
Guido was piqued, and she took intense del; ight in teasing him
stlll further.

‘I cannot tell, madame,” I answered her, « I know so little
of your charming sex that I need to be instructed. But I
mmnund\ feel that you must be right, whatever you say.
Your eyes would cony ert an infidel |

Again she looked at me with one of those wond lerfully brill-
i:mt, seductive, arrowy glances—then she rose to take her
leave.

“ An angel’s visit tr uly,” T said, lightly, “sweet, but hm.f B

“We shall meet tu-mono\a * she upl;ed smiling, “T con-
sider I have e your pmmlac )ou must not fail me! Come as
early as you like in the afternoon, then you will see my little

She is very like poor Fabio. Till to- -MOrrow,

ie extended her hand. T raised it to my lips.  She smiled
‘.'.'-;I drew it, and looking at me, or rather at the glasses
e, she tired :
* You suffer with your eyes ?”
madame, a terrible infirmity ] I cannot endure the
But I should not co mplain—it is a weakness common

\ml do not seem to be ol d,” she said, tho g nfu][} With
man’s quick eye she ]1 1d noted, 1 suppose, the unwrinkled

smoothness of my skin. wl I1 no dlsﬂ‘uluu could alter. But I
i:\d aimed with a ta,d sur

“Notold! With these white hairs ! ”
“Many young men have them,” she said. “ At any rate,
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they often accom
of life. And really
And with a court i , 7
the room. Both Ferrari and f haste Sk '.:_J Ih-_-{
downstairs to her carriage, w stood in w at ‘Ll}('- door
—the very car ¢ and p“1 of ch stnut ponies v |}r:]l:‘!_ myself
had S:j:-\“(:t‘ her as a iw. hday present. Ferrari o fered to ;hsllq
her ir step of the vehicle; she put his arm aside
and accepted mine in [ helped
her in, and ar ged her embroidered wraps about hf:" feet,
and she noc "_ ] 1y to us both as we stood }.‘n}l'i_',‘ 2aded in the
£ 2 '.l'h(- horse

page was ( ut of si1
than the cl
to look at 1 Ny comj

ary support

God! what

blind bats men are ! ith ail £ af ities and im-
mur‘;'ii destinies, with all the wo before them to conquer,
: nerved and beaten down to impotent weakness

g word or insolent gesture of a frivolous

whose best des s are paid to the mirror

n :Jn; most becomis ght! How easy woul Id
nused, as | Ferrari, I touched
him ¢ she r+ he sta uncomfortable reverie

arl 1 ..
S ¢ ed him, laughingly.
“ Hebe as she waite (1 on the gods, ¢ nus as she e in bare
beauty from the waves? J-.it 1 or both? T ass re
you a comfortable smoke is as its way as the smile
of a woman. %

He k a cigar 'md Lr-' ted it, but made no answer.

“You are \.uﬂ my ontin xd .' lmu] ng my
arm thro his and pa Im uj s tarf in
front of his st LnllLf Wit mn_\ 51 ¢ y
the glance of a bright aye ; COl at the tdgu of yout
converse seems blunted? Perhap 2elings are too deep
for words? TIf so, I do not wonder at it, for the lady is ex-
tremely lovely.”

He glanced quickly at me.

5

“Did I not say so?” he exclaimed. “Of all creatures un-
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der heaven she is surely the most perfect ! Even you, conte,
with }'('}L:I r:_mlm] ideas about women, even you were quite
subdued and i enced by her ; I could see it1?

1 puffed khu\l\ at my cigar and pretended to meditate

“Was 1?2 [ said af last, with an air of well-acted smpnw.
*“Really subdued and influenced ? T do not think so. Lut I
admit I have never seen a woman so entirely beautiful.

He stopped in his walk, loosened his arm from mine, and
regarded me fi v;Lu]j;.
told you so,” he said, deliberately. “ You must remem-
ber ‘m it 1 told you so. * And now pe irl 1aps I ought to warn
\l)l'l

“Warn me ! 7 T exclaimed, in feigned alarm. “ Of what?
against whom? Surely not fI}L Contessa Romani, to whom
you were so anxious to introduce me ? She has no illness, no
]I]!(‘Ftln)h\ disorder ? She is not d: ingerous to life or limb, is
she?’

Ferrari laughed at the anxie ty I displayed for my own bodily
safety—an A.l\‘Ll) which I m,m‘"cd to render almost comic—
but he loo ked somewl hat relieve d too.

“ Oh, no,” he said, T meant nothing of that kind. T only
think it fair to tell you that she has \LI\ seductive manners,
and she may pay you little attentions which would flatter any
man who was not aware that Llw are only a part of her child-
like, pretty ways: in short, thes might lead him erroneously
to suppose himself the object of her particular preference,
and—"

I broke into a violent fit of laughter, and clapped him
roughly on the shoulder,

“Your \\':11‘111113;1' is quite unnecessary, my good young
friend,” I s m;l “Come now, do I look a hkm man to 11-
tract the attention’ of an adored ‘and (Jp'h.r,qq bea
sides, at my age the idea is m onstrous! I could fig
father, as \uu;s if you like, but in Lhe, capacity of :
impossible |

He eyed me attent ively.

“ She said you did not seem old,” he murmured, half to
himself and half to me

25 }!} I grant you she made me that little compliment, cer-
tainly,” T an \\.e.,n_d, amused at the suspicions that evident ly
tortured his mind; “ and T acc(:pmd it as it was meant—in
kindness. I am well aware what a battered and unsightly
wreck of a man I must appear in her eyes when contrasted
with you, Sir Antinous!”

ko

&
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He flushed warmly. Then, with a half-apologetic air, he
said :

“Well, you must forgive me if I have seemed over-scrupu-
lous. The contessa is like a—a sister to me; in fact, my late
friend Fabio encouraged a fraternal affection between us, and
row heis gone I feel it more than ever my duty to protect her,
as it were, from herself, She is so young and light-hearted
and thoughtless that—but you understand me, do you not?”

Ibowed. I understood him perfectly. He wanted no more
poachers on the land he himself had pilfered. Quite right,
from his point of view! But I was the rightful owner of the
land after all, and I naturally had a different opinion of the
matter, However, I made no remark, and feigned to be
vather bored by the turn the conversation was taking. Seeing
this, Ferrari exerted himself to be agreeable ; he became a gay
and entertaining companion once more, and after he had fixed
the hour for our visit to the Villa Romani the next afternoon,
our talk turned upon various matters connected with Naples
and its inhabitants and their mode of life. T hazarded a few
remarks on the general immorality and loose principles that
prevailed among the people, just to draw my companion out
and sound his character more thoroughly—though I thought I
knew his opinions well.

“ Poch, my dear conte,” he exclaimed, with a light laugh,
as he threw away the end of his cigar, and watched it as it
burned dully like a little red lamp among the green grass
where it had fallen, “what is immorality after all ? Merely a
matter of opinion. Take the hackneyed virtue of conjugal
fidelity. \fhen followed out to the bitter end, what is the good
of it—wheie does it lead? Why should a man be tied to one
woman when he has love enongh for twenty? The pretty
slender girl whom he chose as a partner in his impulsive youth
may become a fat, coarse, red-faced female horror by the
time he has attained to the full vizor of manhood; and yet,
as long as she lives, the law insists that the full tide of passion
shall flow always in one direction—always to the same dull,
level, unprofitable shore | Thelaw is absurd, but it exists : and
the natural consequence is that we break it. Society pretends
to be horrified when we do—yes, I know ; but it is all pretence,
And the thing is no worse in Naples than it is in London, the
capital of the moral British race, only here we are perfectly
frank, and make no effort to hide our little sins, while there,
they cover them up carefully and make believe to be virtuous,
It is the veriest humbug—the parable of Pharisee and Publican
over again.”
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Not quite,” T observed ; “for the Publican was repentant,

and Naples is not.”
_ “Why should she be?” demanded Ferrari, gayly; “what,

+ e Jeque 1a o halny - ifen
'm The‘. .17.11;\110 c\;if_”EI_(.‘n\.n.]la the good of being penifent about
anything?  Will it mend matters? Who is to be pacified or

1 o e L - - =
pleased by our contrition? God? My dear conte, there are
very few of us nowadays wha believe in a Deity. Creation is
a mere caprice of the natural elements. The best thing we
can do is to enjoy ourselves while we live ; we have a ver
3 ST £ 3 : e 1 -
short time of it, and when we die there 1s an end of all things
so far as we are concerned.” 3

* That is your creed ?” I a-%ed.

€§LL. ia r - wtoinlar T s o

: Unt i, my creed, certainly. It was Solomon’s in his heart
of hearts. ¢ Eat, drink, and be merry, for to-morrow we die.!

= ] A T, =y 2
It is the creed of Naples, and of nearly all Italy., Of course
the vulg r still cling to exploded theories of superstitious be-
lief, but the educated classes are far beyond the old-world
notions.”

“1 believe you,” I answered, ccmposedly,
argue with him ; I only sought to read his sh
and Ehrou‘gh t I might be convinced of his utter worthless.
= €A nnardin 1= S-S 3 x
ness, — According to modern civilization there is really no
special need to be virtuous unless it suits us. The only thing
necessary for pleasant living-is to avoid public scandal.” c

et el et Tl s ot ; .

Just sol” agreed Ferrari; “and that can alwavs be easily

n .
I had no wish ta
allow soul through

1
1
1

managed. Take a woman’s reputation—nothing is so easily
lost, we all know, before she is actually married; but mnrri.r
her well, and she is free. She can have a dozen lovers if she
likes, and i she is a good manager her hushand need never be
the wiser, He has /Zis amours, of course—why should she not
11;1\'9 hers also? Only some women are clumsy, they are over-
sensitive and betray themselves too easily; then the injured
husband (carefully concealing his own little peccadilloes) finds
Everylhing out, and there is a devil of a row—a moral row
which is the worst kind of row, Buta really clever woman
€an always steer clear of slander if she likes.”
% };0115§311£;-:}I131_¢ I’L"L“:‘ an | I thought, glancing at his ‘handsome
tace and figure with scarcely veiled contempt. With all his
advantages of education and his well-bred air he was vet ruffian
to the core—as low in nature, if not lower, than the half-savaea
tramp for whom no social law has ever existed or ever wilt
€xist. But I merely observed ; .

“1t is easy to see that you have a thorough kaowledge of

A Al el Sl 3 e L 1. . 3 J
the world and its ways, I admire vour perceptios ¢ Wrom




116 VENDETTAI

your remarks I judge that you have no sympathy with marital
wrongs 2’
“Not the least,” he replied, dryly; “they are too common
and too ludicrous. The *wrong ed ‘mbh 1d,’ as he considers
self in such cases, always cuts such an absurd figure.”
ired, with apparent curiosity.
speaking, I;u (1-" 8. Hmr can he remedy
the matt He can only chal'=nge his wife’s lover. A duel
is fought in which neither of ti.e upponuus are killed, they
wound each other slightly, embrace, weep, have coffee to-
gether, and fm the future consent to share the lady’s affections
amicably.”

“ Veramente!” 1 exclaimed, with a forced laugh, inwardly
cursing his d testaolc t, ppancy; “thatis the fashionable mode
of ta ]\m" vengeance

L ,\‘H(lhhd\ the one respectable way of doing it,” he 1ephLd

it is only the canaille \\[:.) draw heart’s blood in earnest.”

Only the canaille! 1 looked a t him fixedly. His smiling
eyes met ming with a frank and fearless candor. Evidently
he was not mi‘_nnui of his opinions, he rather gloried in
them. As I‘r‘ stood there with the warm .;-11"1]"]1[i playing
upon his fea ; he seemed the very upa of youthful and
splendid mal 1thood ; an / 'lOtLu n exte 1 mind a Silenus,
My soul sickened at the sight of h;m. 1 {eit that the sooner
this strong, treacherous life was crushed the ])\,1161‘; there would
be one traitor less in the world at any rate. The thought of
my dread but just purpose passed over me like the brmt] of
a bitter wind—a tremor shook my nerves. My :
have betrayed some sign of my inward emotion, for T -:-n'i
exclaimed :

“You are fatigued, conte? You are ill? Pray take my
arm!”

He extended it as he spoke. I put it gently but firmly
aside,

“It is nothing,” I said, coldly; “a mere faintness which
often overcomes me, the remains of a recent i]im‘ 5.”. Here I
glanced at my watch the afternoon was waning rap sidly.

“If you will excuse me,” ontinued, “I \111 now take
le ave of you. Regarding the pictures you have permitted me
to sel my serv ant shall call {w them this evening to save
you the trouble of sendin 1

1

[t is no trou ' began Ierrari.
“Pardon m errupted him; “you must allow me to
arrange the matter In my own way I am somewhat self
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He bowed and smiled—the smile of a courtier and sycophant

—a smile [ hated. He eagerly proposed to accompany me
back to my hotel, but I declined this offer scmewhat per-
emptorily, t hou oh at the same time thanking bim for his court-
esy. Theftr uth was Thad had almost |,U\J much of his society;
the stmm on my nerves began to tell; I craved to be : alonie,
I felt that if T were much ]Ol ger with him I should be tempted
to spm"ﬂ‘ at him and throttle the life out of him. As it was,
I bade him adieu with friendly though constrained politeness ;
he was prof_m_ in his acknowledgments of the favor I had done
him by muui sing his plcuum I waived all thanks aside,
assuring him that my satisfaction in the matter far exceeded
his, and that T was proud to be the possessor of such valuable
proofs of his genius. He swallowed my flattery as eagerly as
a fish swallows bai t, and we parted on excellent terms. He
watched me from his door as I walked down the hilly road
with the slow and careful ‘,!_Lp of an elderly man; once out of
his sight, however, I quickened my pace, for the tempest of
conflicting. sensations within me made it difficult for me to
maintain even the appearance of composure. On entering my
apartment at the hotel the first thing that met my eyes was a
large gilt osier basket, filled with fine fruit and flowers, placed
conspicuously on the center-table,

I summoned my valet. “Who sent this?” I demanded.

*“Madame the Contessa Romani,” replied Vincenzo, with
discreet ffl«.VIh, “There is a card attached, if the eccellenza
wiil be plw ed to look.”

I did look., It was my wife’s \laltm’f-c’l](], and on it was
written in her own delicate peanmm hip—

“T'o remind the conte of his promised visit to-morrow.

A sudden anger possessed me. I cru ﬂp]ul up the dainty
glossy bit of pasfebo rd and flung i S e ming
odu s of the fruit and flowers off

‘1 care nothing for these UJ.L' b
cenzo, almost impatientl “Take them to the
of the hotel-kee ; she is a child, she will appreciate them.
Take them a

Obediently Vincenzo lifted the basket and b out of the
room., I was relieved w its fragrance and color had van-
ished. I, to receive as a gi produ y
Half ‘C\Pr’l 1”” sore I I threw myself into an easy-
chair—anen Ilaughed alocd! So! M ne commences the
game early, I thought, A dy paving these marked atten-
tions to a man she knows 5f beyond that he is reported
to be fabulously wealthy. L(J;L., gold forever| What will i
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not do! It will bring the proud to their knees, it will foree
the obstinate to servile compliance, it will CONquer aversion
and prejudice. he world is a slave to its yellow glitter, and
the love of woman, tn"u perishable article of commu'cg is ever
at its command. Would ycu obtain a kiss from a pwn uf ripe-
]cd lips that seem the ve 2ty abode of honeyed sweetness ? Pa 1y
for it then with 2 2 lustrous diamond ; the Iawu dm gem the
longer the kiss! The more dh.:P(mm you give, the more
caresses you will get. The jewnesse dorée who ruin themselves
and their mlu,stml homes for the sake of thenewest and prettiest
female puppet on the stage know this well enough. [ smiled
bitterly as I thought of the languid, witching lo ok my wife had
given me when she said, You do not seem to be old]”* I
cnew the meaning of her eyes; I had not studied their liquid
lights and shadows so lrmrr'ur nothing. My road to revenge
was a straight and t)»'r*’cc*) smooth line— 1lmu\,1 too smooth,
I could have wished for some difficulty, some obstruction s
but there was none—absolutely none I[m traitors W’ﬂmd
deliberately into the trap set for them. Our and aver again I
asked myself qui ietly and in cold blood—was there any reason
why I should have pity on them? Had t hey shown one re-
dee ming point in their ¢ vddmct- 1s? Was there any nobler
any hones ty, any real sterling good qua lity, in either of t.xt m
to ]li tify my nmn!ldutu“l? And always the answer came,
No/ Hcllow to the heart’s core, hypocrites mth liars both
~—even the guilty Inwlun they cherished for one another had
no real earnesiness in it save the pursuit of present pl easure ;
for she, Nina, in that fatal inte 1\.L\" 11 the avenue wi here I
had been a tn'uu ed iiaLLn r, had hinted at t 1
tizing of her lover, and 42had frax Iy declared
day that it was ﬂTﬁsmd to suppose a man could
\\r,m.m "11 his life. In br ief, thm. deserved their aj
fate. Such men as Guido and such women as my v
anv, common enough in all classes of society
not tﬂf' less pu’mr'uu: anim: iti t
much, if not more, than the
pool beast: i
are of some value ; bu
a false tonb 1€
infect the air wit
periority o of me n o
now 111-1‘( it i-s chi

way of (mc‘nnmw ‘mm,« If, namely, with teoth claw, is no
match for the jumping two- legged little 1‘1:&11 who hides hime
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self behind a bush and fires agun aimed direct at the bigger
brute’s heart. Vet the lion’s mode of battle is the braver of
the two, and the cannons, torpedo es, and other 1mplem£nt: of
modern warfare are proofs of man’s cowardice and cruelt ty as
much as they are of his diabolical ingenuity. Calmly compar-
ing the ordinary lives of men and bL'lblb—ledoll]g them by
their abstract virtues mere:)—l am inclined to think the
beasts the more respectable of the two |

CHAPTER XV.

““ WeLCOME to Villa Romani!®

The words fell strangely on my ears. Was I drea ming, ot
was I actually staumm" on the smooth green lawn of my own
g”‘t"[r‘n mechanically 511|'1mf‘ my own wife, who, smili ng
sweetly, uttered this cordial g1 L_t‘f"ﬂTP For a momtnt or mo
my brain became confuwd the familiar veranda with its cl; 1S~
lf‘lh]l"'l(l\(}b and jasmine %wavui unsteadily before my eyes;
the shtd) house, the home of my childhood, the scene of ny
past happiness, rocked in the air as thou-rH it were about to
fall. A choking sensation affected. my throat. Even the
sternest men shed tears sometimes. Such tears too ! wrung
like drops of blood from the heart. And I—I could have wept
thus. Oh, the dear old home | and how fair and yet how sad
it seemed to my anguished gaze | Itshould have been in ruins
surely—broken and cast down in the dust like its master’s
peace and honor, Its master, did I'say? Who was its master ?
Im-'ohmtaril;: I glanced at Ferrari, who stood beside me. Not
he—n ; by Heaven he should never bg master | But where
was 2y *‘uthorﬁv? I came to the place as a stranger and an
alien.  The stary ring beggar who knows not where to lay his
head has no ﬂml,tur or more desolate he: art than I had as I
looked wistfully on the home which was mine before I died! I
noticed some slis ght changes here and there e; for insta nce, iy
deep easy chair that had alw: s occupied one particular corner
of the veranda was gone ; a little tame bird that I had loved,
whose cage used to hang up among the white roses on the w: all,
was also gone. My old m.il-c:‘ the servant who JﬁmlL*Lu Fer-
rari yself within “the gates, had an expression of weari-
ness and i “‘J“'" on Lis age ’1 features which he had not worn in
my time, and which I was sorry to see. And my dog, the

noble black Scotch colly, m]”h:d become of him, T wondered?
e h.m been presented to me 2 by g Highlander who had
sed one \nntcr with me in ., and wlhio, on returning to




