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CHAPTER XVI.

Trve flew swiftly on—a month, six weeks, passed, and dur-
ing that short space I had established Iﬂ}bdf in Naples as a
great personage—great, because of my wealth and the style in
W? tich I lived. No onein all the numerous families of distinc-
tion that L“%I]} sought my ai_qmuntancc. cared whether I had
intellect or intrinsic pcrsmml worth ; it sufficed to them that I
ke Dt a ‘nmf*e and pair, an e‘.cqa-)t wd costly equip: age, softly
lined with satin aml drawn by two Arabian mares as black as
polished ebony., The value of my friendship was measured by
the luxuriousness of my box at ‘the opera, and by the dainty
fittings of my yacl ht, a swift trim vessel fur.nshul with every
111“!1\, and having on board a band of stringed instruments
\‘m.m discoursed sweet music when the moon ﬂmpmd her horn
of silver radiance on the rippling water. In a little while 1
knew everybody who was worth knowing in Naples; ev ery-
where my name was talked of, my dmnﬂa were chronicled in
the fashionable newspapers; stories of my lavish generosity
were repeated from mouth to mouth, and the most lnm[v
colored reports of my immense revenues were whispered with
a kind of breathless awe at every café and strect cmmr
Tradesmen w aylaid my reticent \akt Vincenzo, and gave him
douceurs in the hope he would obtain my custom for themn—
“tips ” which he pocketed in his usual reserved and discreet
manner, but which he was always honest enough to tell me of
afterward. He would most faithfully give me the name and
address of thisor that particular tumtbl of his fidelity, always
adding—“ As to whether the ld‘:CJ,] sells good things or bad
our Lxdy only knows, but truly he gave me thm} francs
to secure your excellency’s rruod will. Though for all that I
would not recommend him if your E\C"l'enf.‘f knows of an
honester man |

Among other distinctions which my wealth forced upon me,
were the la ish attentions of match-making mothers. The
black spectacles, which I always wore, were not repulsive to
these diplomatic dames—on the contrar y, some of them as-
sured me they were most hecomnw, so anxious were they to
secure me as a son-in-law. Fair girls in their teens, blusluno'

and ingenuous, were artfully intr ()”L ced to me—or, I should
say, ihrust mru"u:l like slaves in a market for my .m:'.u:ciliﬂél
—kt‘.zc,ugh, to do them justice, they were remarkably shrewd
and sharp-witted for their tender years. Young as they were,
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they were keenly alive to the importance of making a good
match—and no ‘doubt the pretty innocents laid many dainty
schemes in their own minds for libe rty and enjoyme nt when
one or the other of them should become the Countess Oliva
and fool the old 1:1.’1L1\"'\I)L.C[df'led husband to her heart’s con-
tent. Needless to say their plans were not destined to be ful-
filled, though I rather enjoyed stud dying the many devices they
employed to fascinate me. W hat” pretty ogling glances I re-
ceived !—what wh ]“-Dt.lul admiration of my “ bt. witiful white
hair | so distingué /"—what tricks of manner, alternating
from grave to gay, from rippling mirth to witching languor §
Many an evening I sat at ease on board my \Jcnt watching
with a satirical inward amusement, one, perhaps two or three
of these fair schemers, r: i.l]‘w"Ls..‘leG their \mhnfa! brains for
new metheds to entrap the old millionaire, as they thought me,
into the matrimonial net. I used to see their eyes—sparkling
with light in the sunshine—grow liquid and dre: amy in the
mellow radiance of the October moon, and turn upon me with
1lness most lovely to behold and—most admira-
; I could lay my hand on a bare round white arm
and not be repulsed—TI could hold little clinging fingers in my
own as long as I liked without giving offense —such are some
of the privileges of wealth |

In all the p-u*tia;s of pleasure T formed, and these were many
—my wife and Ferrari were included as a matter of course.
At first Nina demurred, with some plaintive excuse concern-
ing her “recent terrible bereavement,” but I easily persuaded
her out of this. I even told some Lu’wb I knew to visit her
and add their entreaties to mine, as I said, with the benignant
air of an elderly man, that it was not good for one ) }rju.m‘ to
waste her time and i injure her health b\ useless grieving, She
saw the force of this, I must admit with 'memh le readi iness,
and speedily yielded to the united invitations she received,
though always with a well-acted reluctance, and saying that
she (lhl SO mue[v “because the Count Oliva was such an old
friend of the f mnlv and knew my poor dear husband a
child.”

On Ferrari I heaped all manner of benefits. Certain debts
of his contracted at play I paid privately to surprise him—his
gratitude was extreme. 1 humored him in many of his small
extravagances—I played with his follies as an uwlu plays the
fish at the end of his line, and I succeeded in winning his con-
fidence. Not that I ever could surprise him into a confession
of his guilty amour—but he kept me well informed as to what
he was leased to call “the progress of his attachment,” and
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supplied me with many small details which, while they fired
my blood and brain to wrath, steadied me more surely in my
plan of vengeance. Little did he dream in whem he was
trusting |—little did he know into w/esz hands he was playing!
Sometimes a kind of awful astonishment would come over me
as I listened to his trivial talk, and heard him make plans for
a future that was never to be. He seemed so cerfain of his
happiness—so absolutely sure that nothing could or would in-
tervene to mar it. Traitoras he was, he was unable to foresee
punishment—materialist to the heart’s core, he had no knowl-
edge of the divinelaw of compem.-uion. Nowand then a dan-
gerous impulse stirred me lesire to say to him point-blank :
“You are a condemned cnmcml——a doomed man on the

brink of the grave. Leave this light converse and frivolous
jesting—and, while there is time, prepare for c‘m"h =

But I bit my lips and kept stern silence. Often, foo, I felt
disposed to seize him by the throat, and, declaring my identi ity,
accuse him of his treachery to his {.u:e but I always remem-
bered and controlled myself, One point in his character 1
knew well—I had known it of old—this was his excessive love
of good wine. I aided and abetted him in this weakness, and
whenever he visited me 1 took care that he should have his
choice of the finest vintages. Often after a convivial evening
spent in my apartments with a few other young men of his
class and caliber, he reeled out of my presence, hia deeply
flushed face and thick voice bearing plain testimony as to ]
condition. On these occasions I used to consider with a sort
of fierce humor how Nina would receive him—for thongh she
saw no offense in the one kind of vice she herselfpracticed, she
had a particular horror of vulgarity in any form, and drunken-
ness was one of those low failings she specially abhorred.

“Geo to your lady-love, mon deau Silenus!” I would think,
as I watched him leaving my hotel with a couple of his boon
companions, staggering and laughing loudly as he went, or
singing the last questionable street-song of the Neapolitan Jas-
jmﬂ’c “You are in a would-be riotous and savage mood—
her finer animal instincts will revolt from you, as a lithe gazelle
would fly from the hideous gambols of a rhinoceros. She is
already afraid of you—in a little while she will lock upon you
with loathing and disgust—r/ant pis pour vous, fant micux
pour moi

I had of course attained the position of ami nfime at the
Villa Romani. I was welcome there at any hour—I could ex-
amine and read my own books in my own library at leisue
(what a privilege was mine) ; I could saunter freely Lhrougb W3
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beautiful gardens accompanied by Wyvis, who attended me ag

a matter of course; in short, the house was almost at my dis-
poml though I never passed a night under its rcof. I care-
fully kept up my character as a prematurely elderly man,
slightly invalided by a long and arduous career in far- off
foreign lands, and I was nlmculm ly prudent in my behavior
toward my wife before Ferrari. Never did I permit the least
word or action on my part that could arouse his Juluuav or
suspicion. I treated her with a sort of p.L,Lllt al kindness and
reserve, but she—trust a woman for intr ! /as quick
to perceive my reasons for so doing. DHCC'_‘\’ Furmri's back
was turned she would look at me with a glance of coguettish
intelligence, and smile—a little mocking, half-petulant smiie
—or she would utter some disparaging remark about him,
combining with it a covert compliment to me, It was not for
me to betmy her secrets—I saw nooccasion to tell Ferrari that
nearly every morning she sent her maid to my hotel with fruit
and flowers and inquiries after my health—nor was my valet
Vincenzo the man to 52 that he carried gifts and similar
messages from me to her. But at the commencement of
November things were so far advanced that I was in the un-
usual position of being secretly courted by my own wife ! —I
reciprocating her attentions with equal secrecy ! The fact of
my being often in the company of other ladics piqued her
v anm—sm, knew that I was considered a desirable gar#’—and

—she resolved to win me. In this case Ialso 1c~u-u,d—lo be
won ! A grim courtship truly—between a dead man and his
O\'.H widow ! Ferrari nc\ er suspected what was going on ; he

had spoken of me as “ #hat po wJuZ Fabio, he was too eastly
duped ;7 \ut never was there one more © “".UI;J duped ” than
himself, or to whom the epithet % poor fo0/ * more thoroughly
applied. As I said before, he was sure—too sure of his own
zood fortune. I wished to excite his distrust and eamity some-
times, but this I found I could not do, He trusted me—yes!
as much as in the old days I had trusted Zinm. Therefore, the
mmstrul,m, for him must be sudden as well as fatal—perhaps,
after all, it was better so.

Juring my frequent visits to the villa I saw much of my
child Stella. She became passionately attached to me— poor
little thing l—her love was a mere natural i instinct, had she but
known it. Often, too, her nurse, Assunta, would bring her to

el to pass an hour or so with me. This wa 1S 2 great

to her, and 11"-.' ached its climax when I too‘:

m my knee and told her a fairy story—her favorite one
Exu‘w that of a ffoud little girl whose papa sudc denly went away,
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and how the little girl grieved for him till at last some kind
fairies helped her to find him again. 1 was at first somewhat
afraid of old Assunta—she had been sy nurse—was it possible
that she would not recognize me? The first time I met her in
my new character I almost held my breath in a sort of suspense
—but the good old woman was nearly blind, and I think she
could scarce make out my lineaments.” She was of an entirely
different nature to Giacomo the butler—she thoroughly believed
her master to be dead, as indeed she had every reason to do,
but strange to say, Giacomo did not. The old man had a
fanatical notion that his “ young lord ” could not have died
so suddenly, and he grew so obstinate on the point that my
wife declared he must be going crazy. Assunta, on the other
hand, would talk volubly of my death and tell me with assured
earnestness :

“ It was to be expected, eccellenza—he was too good for us,
and the saints took him.  Of course our Lady wanted him—she
always picks out the best among us. The poor Giacomo will
not listen to me, he grows weak and childish, and he loved the
master too well—better,” and here her voice would deepen
into reproachful solemnity, “yes, better actually than St.
Joseph himself! And of course one is punished for such a
thing. T always knew mymaster would die young—he was too
gentle as a baby, and too kind-hearted as 2 man to stay here
long.”

And she would shake her gray head and feel for the beads of
her rosary, and mutter many an Ave for the repose of my
soul. Much as I'wished it, I could never get her to talk about
her mistress—it was the one subject on which she was in-
variably silent. On one occasion when I spoke with apparent
enthusiasm of the beauty and accomplishments of the young
countess, she glanced at me with sudden and earnest scrutiny
—sighed—Dbut said nothing. I was glad to see how thoroughly
devoted she was to Stella, and the child returned her affection
with interest—though as the November days came on apace,
my little one looked far from strong., Sheé paled and grew
thin, her eyes looked preternaturally large and solemn, and she
was very easily wearied. I called Assunta’s attention to these
signs of ill-health; she replied that she had spoken to the
countess, but that “ madama ” had taken no notice of the
child’s weakly condition. Afterward I mentioned the matter
myself to Nina, who merely smiled gratefully up in my face
and answered :

“ Really, my dear conte, you are too good | There is noth-
ing the matter with Stella, her health is excellent ; she eats tog
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many bonbons perhaps, and is growing rather fast, that is all.
How kind you are to think of her! But, I assure you, she is
quite well.”

[ did not feel so sure of this, yet I was obliged to conceal
my anxiety, as overmuch concern about the child would not
have been in keeping with my assumed character.

It was a little past the middle of November, when a circum-
stance occurred that gave impetus to my plans, and hurried
them fto full fruition. The days were growing chilly and sad
even in Naples—yachting excursions were over, and I was be-
ginning to organize a few dinners and balls for the approach-
ing winter season, when one afternoon Ferrari entered my room
unannounced and threw himself into the nearest chair with an
impatient exclamation, and a vexed expression of countenance.

“What is the matter?” I asked, carelessly, as I caught a
furtive glance of his eyes. * Anything financial ? Pray draw
upon me! I will be a most accommodating banker !

He smiled uneasily though gratefully.

“Thanks, conte—but it is nothing of that sort—it is—gran
Dio ! what an unlucky wretch I am!?”

“I hope,” and here I put on an expression of the deepest
anxiety, “I hope the pretty contessa has not played you false ?
she has refused to marry you ¢ ”

He laughed with a disdainful triumph in his laughter.

“ Oh, as far as that goes thereis no danger! She dares not
play me false.”

“Daresnot! Thatis rather a strong expression, my friend | ”
And I stroked my beard and looked at him steadily. He him-
self seemed to think he had spoken too openly and hastily—
for he reddened as he said with a little embarrassment :

“ Well, I did not mean that exactly—of course she is per-
fectly free to do as she likes—but she cannot, I think, refuse
me after showing me so much encouragement.” -

I waved my hand with an airy gesture of amicable agree-
ment,

“ Certainly not,” T said, “unless she be an arrant coquette
and therefore a worthless woman ; and you, who knos 1
her intrinsic goodness and purity, have no reason to fear.
if not love or money, what is it that troubles you? Itmustbe
serious, to judge from your face,”

He played absently with a ring T had given him, turning it
round and round upon his finger many times before replying.

“ Well, the fact is,” he said at last, “I am compelled to go
away—to leave Naples for a time.”

My heart gave an expectant throb of satisfaction. Going
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away I—leaving Naples —turning away from the field of battle
B s g CERRTRTEs
: i & he victory! Fortune surely favored
and allowing me to gain the victory ! l_ ortune surely favo
me. But I answered with feigned concern ¢ i pe
te R P S B e = Thv ?—wh:
“Going away ! Surely you cannot mean it. Why ?!—wha
7 - D37
for? and where ? LI s Ses s

“ Anuncle of mine is dying in Rome,”* he answered, crossly.
“ He has made me his heir, and I am bound for the s: \Ui of
decency to attend his last moments. Rather protracted ]n.‘.\%
moments they threaten to be too, but the lawyers say [ C.,u

; 3 2 t mto I read to
better be present, as the old man may take i ‘iLull.x% llut. X

isi i t the final eas 51 )se shall not be
disinherit me at the final gasp. I Suppos e 2L ; e
absent long—a fortnight at most—and in the meanwhile

Here he hesitated and looked at me anxiously. :

“ Continue, cara mie, continue!” I said with some impa-
tience. “If I can doanything in your absence, you have only
to command me.’ i e

1 H A e o 11 1er

He arose from his chair, and approaching the wing ow whe .
I sat in a half-reclining position, he drew a smali chair opposite

= : id one hand confide r r wrist.
mine, and sitting down, laid one h.‘ln\[ CUHHL.L‘.EH} ((lm my I\ 1{15. 1

oy a much | ¥ he replied, earnestly, “an >
You can do much!” 1 plied, earnestl) and I eel
1 3 A S ¢ 'y "\iL 1 7\_'.._ - (.I. TR
that I can thoroughly depend upen }u,lu. ~Wa (J_np Slﬁ,t-] 4
She will have no other protector, and she is so 1_»‘,_,.: utiful anc
careless! Yowu can guard her —:.-r;_w.%r age, your ‘t'nn? Em'%l ])r):-.lli'
1 v ~17 P vt - o o \‘ 1 p S 11
tion, the fact of your being an old friend Of Gt T iy 1‘}_
these things warrant your censorship and vigilance over her,
and you can prevent any other man from intruding himsell
upon her notice s : . At

“If he does,” I exclaimed, starting up from my seat with a
mock tracic air, “ 7 will not rest il his body serves my sword
as a si i

And I laughed lou - the i ouk
spoke. The words were the very same he had ]w:".n:_w‘gl!

1 1 i ¢ 1 rwit v x 1 f =
when T had witnessed his interview with my wife in the ¢
He seemed to find someth familiar in the p :

used and puzzled ing this, I hastened
looked confused and puzzled. Seeing m._::. ‘1 l1l“u:] ed -
abruptly in my mirth,

d said

to tun

, nay!
—-pardon my 1

watch over the

elderly brother too,

of propriety. Thoug :
=necially fitted for, and one
still, I would do much to ple

Naples with an easy mind. I promise you”—here 1 took his
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hand and shook it warmly—¢ that I will be worthy ot your
trust and true to it, with exactly the same fine loyalty and
hidelity you yourself so nobly showed to your dead friend Fabio !
History can not furnish me with a better example | ¥
He started as if he had been stung, and every drop of blood
receded from his face, leaving it almost livid. = He turned his
eyes in a kind of wondering doubt upon me, but I counterfeited
_an air of such good faith and frankness, that he checked some
hasty utterance that rose to his lips, and mastering himself by
a strong effort, said, briefly:

“I thank you! I know I can rely upon your honor,”

“You can!” I answered, decis ely—*as positively as you
rely upon your own!?” Again he winced, as though whipped
smartly by an invisible lash, Releasing his hand, I asked, in
a tone of affected regret :

“ And when must you leave us, caring 17

“ Most unhappily, at once,” he answered. “J start by the
early train to-morrow morning,”

“Well, T am glad I knew of this in time,” I said, glancing
at my writing-table, which was strewn with unsent invitation
cards, and estimates from decorators and ball furnishers, “I
shall not think of starting any more gayeties till you return.”

He looked gratefully at me. “Really? It is very kind
of you, but I should be sorry to interfere with any of your
plans 2

‘ Say no more about it, amize,” I interrupted him lightly,
“Everything can wait till you come back. Besides, I am sure
you will prefer to think of madama as living in some sort of
seclusion during your enforced absence——_»

“1I should not like her to be dull!” he eagerly exclaimed.
“0Oh, no!” I sajd, with a slight smile at his folly, as if she
—Nina!—would permit herself to be dull] ¢ I will take care
of that. Little distractions, such as a drive now and then, or
a very quiet, select musical evening! I understand—leave it
all tome! But the dances, dinners, and other diversions shall
wait till your return.”

A delighted look flashed into his eyes, He was great]
flattered and pleased.

“You are un commonly good to me, conte!” he
nestly. I can never thank you sufficiently.”

“1 shall demand a proof of your gratitude some day,” I
answered. “ Aud now, had you not better be packing your
portmanteau! To-morrow will soon be here,
and see you off in the morning,”

¥

said, ear-

I will come

Receiving this assurance as another testimony of my friend-
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ship, he left me. T saw him no more that ChY,; it{wﬂs eaiy ;r_c
guess where he was! With my wife, of course .fr}()htufui;t
T)in(‘.inq her, by all the most sacred vows he c:o_1.11d t‘E;L“?.\ 0 Q.r
invent, to be true to him—as true as she had been false to ‘1_11%.
In fancy I could see him clasping her in his arms, nnFE ]\.1;51.\}:1{;
her many times in his passionate fervor, imploring her *o think
of him faithfully, night and day, till hel shoulr} ain return tto
the joy of her caresses! I smiled coldly, as this 3{}43.\_\111-:\5_1):5,i
ure came before my imagination. Ay, Guido ! kiss ner .‘..11(’
fondle her now to your heart’s content—i# is for the last /:’:‘)!.‘- /
Never again will that witching glance be turned to you in clp?ct
fear or favor—never again will that fair body nestle in your
jealous embrace—never again will your lci%sves burn on ]t.l?t
curved sweet mouth ; never, never again ! Your day is done

the last brief moments of your sin’s enjoyment have _col’nc‘ﬁ
make the most of them !—no one shall interfere ! T}rm!\f f}e,
last drop of sweet wine—my 11:_1‘m;i shall not dash t[‘u,; cnl[) _1:*;1
your lips on this, the final night of your (qu-f'ua;‘] \_rdtl_.:l;
liar, and hypocrite | make haste to be happy for the s 1(,1.5 ir IQ:
that yet remains to you—shut the door c]os‘e, lest the pure 13a:L:
stars behold your love ecstasies | but let the perfumed 1;1‘mp.~,’
shed their softest artificial luster on all that nmd;‘n,.nt Ybeaut').
which tempted your sensual soul to ruin, and ot.v.'h‘.rch xmi ;m,
now permitted to take your last look | Let there l)c- music u‘lo
—the music of her voice, which murmurs in your ear 5\1’1(,1
entrancing falsehoods! * She will be iruc.{_,ﬁsn_‘e says. : ou
must believe her, Guido, as I did—and, bc,:mmg.h_u‘;r t1‘u§,
part from her as lingeringly and tenderly as you will—part
from her—forever /

CHAPTER XVIL

NexT morning I kept my appointment and met Ferrari at
the railway station. He looked pale and h;‘.ggf_l.rd, th{)uvg_h‘lii
brightened a little on seeing me. He was curiously i uml;
and fussy with the porters concerning his luggage, and arguec
with them about some petty trifles as obstinately and perting:
ciously as a deaf old woman. His nerves were evidently ]arru_(E
and U.;]S[]".l!lg, and it was a relief when he at };Ls‘t gct ‘_11‘11Lu thn
coupé, He carried a yellow paper-covered P his hand.
I asked him if it contained any amusing reading. _

# 7 do not know,” he answered, indifferently, “I have
only just bought it. It is by Victor Hugo.”

And he held up the title-page for me to see_. B

# Le Demier Jour dun Condamné,” I read aloud with care-
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ful slowness. “Ah, indeed ! You do well to read that, Tt is
a very fine study !

The train was on the point of starting,
of the carriage ‘window and beckoned 1
closely.

“Remember ! 7 he whispered, “ I trust you to take care of
her!”

“Never fear!1?” T answered, “I will do my best to replace
Vo ‘_.f »”

when he leaned out
me to approach more

He smiled a pale uneasy smile, and pressed my hand, These
were our last words, for with a warning shriek the train moved
off, and in another minute had rushed out of sight. I was
alone —alone with perfect freedom of action—I could do as I
pleased with my wife now! I could even kill her if T chose—
no one would interfere. I could visit her that evening and de-
clare myself to her—could accuse her of her infidelity and stab
her to the heart! Any TItalian jury would find extenuating
circumstances ” for me. But why ? Why should I lay myself
open to a charge of murder, even for a just cause? No | my
original design was perfect, and I must keep to it and work it
out with patience, though patience was difficult. While I thus
meditated, walking from the station homeward, T was startled
by the unexpected appearance of my valet, who came upon me
quite suddenly. He was out of breath with running, and he
carried a note for me marked “ Immediate” 1t was from my
wife, and ran briefly thus :

“ Please come at once.  Stellz is very ill, and asks for you.”

“Who brought this?” I demanded, quickening my pace,
and signing to Vincenzo to keep beside me,

“The old man, eccellenza—Giacomo., He was weeping and
in great trouble—he said the little donzella had the fever in her
throat—it is the diphtheria he means, I think. She was taken
ill in the middle of the night, but the nurse thought it was
nothing serious, This morning sl
and is in danger.”
“ A doctor has been sent for, of course?”

“Yes, eccellenza, So Giacomo said. But— 7

“But what 2” 1 asked, quickly.

“ Nothing, eccellenza | Only the old man said the doctor
had come too late.”

1e has been getting worse,

My heart sunk heavily, and a sob rose in my throat. I
Stopped in my rapid walk and bade Vincenzo
one of the ordinary vehicles that are ever
for hire in the principal thoroughfares of Naples.

call a carriage,
ywhere standing about
I sprung
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into this and told the ’1:1 rer to take me as quickly as p%qm](‘
to the Viila Romas 11, and adding to Vincenzo that I should not
return to the hotel all day, Iw 1». soon rattling along the uphill
road. Cn my arrival at the villa I found the gates (_)131 101,:5
though in expectation of my visit, and as I approached the en-
tunf e door of the house, Gi: acomo himself met me.
« How is the child ?” I asked him eageriy. e

He made no reply, but shook his he ad gravely, and pulnu‘cf.
to a kindiy looking man who was at that moment descen
the stairs—a man whom I instantly recognized as a ce
English doctor resident in the m_lﬁnbo‘huo(. To him lq]“;
pmm.cl my inquiry—he beckoned me into a side room and

osed the door. _
- i?tl"‘hi f{‘nci' is,” he said, simply, “it is a case of gross 1‘1;};:
lect. The child has evidently been in a weakly COI!d]U[_;I?l”,‘.‘Jl
some time past, and therefore is an easy prey to any di IJL- 1LI.e
that may be lurking about. She was n(um.\ll\ atlolw—_‘” can
see that—and had I been called in when the symptoms 1_5‘[ rll(;
veloped themselves, I could have cured her. The nllhm__ l[
me she dared not enter the muthez s room to disturb her : 1.:11
i‘l]l(tl]”"’]‘t otherwise she would have ca Ll,_d. he '-,l.u see the child
—it is ur 1f01h1nam, for now I can do thlmw’ S

I listened like one 11; a dream, \ot even old A-\ssun-t:\t ciju:;_(
to enter her mistress’s room after midnig 111—1'5_91 not 5_1‘:011;11
the child might be seriously ill and sufferi o, I knew the
son well—too well |  And so while

1

e Ferr ari had taken his fill of
rapturous embraces and lingering farewe 1ls, my little o 111‘] hac
been allowed to struggle in pain ar nd fever without her mother’
care or comfort. Not that such mm\ﬂmlm would have b\_\Tn
much at its best, but I was fool enough to wish there had been
this one faint \U.\lk of \\ummhood left in lm upon whom I
had wasted all “1:: first and only love of my liie The docte 1
watched me as I remained silent, and after a pause he ...13-.\“.
(.f\fl“.-l AT 1 “ and
“ The child has earnestly asked to see you,’ " he saic an;

| 1)umiackd the countess to send for you, wan she was \L&-)}‘:
reluctant to do so,as she aid y rou might catch the disease. Of
course there is alwe

“T am no cowarc
many of us Ital 111151)10*«-4 bL'tT‘
in time of p‘":u" the mo
the intrepidity and pl
ceptions——" e 3

The doctor smiled courteously and bowed. ilht,ll I hn.T\lf,

1 ry 0 see m

no more to say, except that it w ould be well for you y

blul tnuu are exe
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little patient at once, T am compelled to be absent for half an
hour but at the primtion of that time I will return.”

“Stay!” I said, laying a detaining hand on his arm. “Is
there any hope ?

He eyed me gravely. “I fear not.”

 Can nothing be done ?”

“ Nothi '*rfmucept to keep her as quiet and warm as 1.0351-
ble. I have left som~ mein,me with the nurse which will alle-
viate the p.\m I shall be able to judge of her better when I
return; the illness will have then reached its crisis.” In a
couple of mmuu: more he had left the house, and a young
maid-servant showed me to the nur Sery.

“Where is the contessa ?” I asked in a whisper, as I trod
softly up the stairs.

&P hu, ntessa ?”’ said the girl, opemnrr her eyes in astonish-
ment. “ Inher own b\.dtmm (cul enza—madama \\ouId not
think of leaving it; because of the danger of infection.’

I smothered a rough oath let rose mm]unhmla to my lips.
Another proof of the woman’s utter heartlessness, I tl]ought!

“Has she not seen her child ?”

*Since the illness? Oh, no, eccellenza | ”

Very gently and on tiptoe I entered the nursery. The
blinds were mtmll\ drawn as the streng light worried the
child, and by the little white bed sat \asuntn. her brown face
pale and almost rigid with anxiety. Atmy approach she raised
her eyes to mine, mu ittering iuit‘\'

“Ttis always so. Our thd\ wi/l have the best of all, first
the father, then the child ; it is right and just—only the bad
are left.”

“Papa!” moaned a 11 le voice feebly, and Stella sat up
among her tumbled pillows, with wide-c ope ned wild eyes, fever-
ish cheeks, and parted ki ps through which the breath came in

Shocked at the marks of intense suffer-

I pl:i my arms tenderly round her—she smiled

ed to kiss'me. I pressed the poor parched little
1 murmured, soot J‘un"]v-

must be mmnt and quiet—Stella must lie down,

: ; there! that is right!” as the child

her bed obediently, still i keep her gaze fixed

I n_;m]-; at the L\L( side, and watched her yearningly—

' ed her Lp». and did all she could to

e the pain endured so metkly by the poor little thing whose

s)r-;.l.ning grew quicker and fainter with every tick of the
clock.

“You aremy papa, are younot?” she asked, a deeper flush

Ie

quick, uneasy
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crossing her forehead and cheeks, T made no an swer—T1 only
kiss\ d the small hot hand T held. Assunta shook her head.

“ Ah, poverinetia .f The time is near—she sees h er father.
And wh y not? e loved her well—he \\oulc. come to fetch
her for certain if |.]lt. saints would let him.”

And she fell on her knees and began to tell over hgrfosnry
with great devotion, Meanwhile Stella threw one little arm
round my neck—her eyes were half shut-—she spoke and
breathed with increasing diffic ultv ; 3

%My throat aches so, papa!” she said, pitifully. “Can
jou not make it better?

“] wish I could, my darling!

ear all the pain for youif it were pOjsl ble!’

She was silent a minute. l!h,u 1,(1-

“What a long time you have been away? And now I am
too ill to play with you!” Then a faint smile crossed her feat-
ures. “See poor To-to 1 she C\U.u:.n,.l feebly, as her eyes
fell on a battered old doll in the spangled dress of a r:a;x‘m'\-';ll
clown that lay at the foot of 1 her bed. * Poor dear old To-to!
He will think I do not love him cm\ more, because my throat

wrts me.  Give him to me, papa!

And as I obeyed her request she el,mcicri the doll with one
arm, while she still clung to me with the other, and added

“To-to remembers you, papa ; you know ;‘fm brought him
from Rome, and heis fond of you, too—but not as fond as I
am!” And her dark eyes ”f;ltt““ ed feverishly. Suddenly her
glance fell on Assunta, w hose gray head was buried in her
hands as she knelt.

 Assunta | ?

’l‘lh‘: old woman looked up.

¢ Bambinetta!” she answered, and her aged voice trembled.

“Why are youcrying 2 11"1‘1'!&4:1 Stella \\ul} an air of plaint-
ive surprise. “ Are you not glad to see papa? 2

Her words were interru pted by a sharp spasm of pain which

convulsed her whole bod \'~~“!w* asped for breath—she was
nearly suffocated. Assunta and I raised her up gently and
auppmied her against her pillows; the agony p%aud slowly,
but left her little face white and rigid, while large drops of
sweat gathered on her brow. 1 u1rh:c= ored to soothe her.

¢ Darling, you must not talk,” T whispered, imploringly;

“try to b(:u\‘él'}-' still—then the poor throat will not ache so
much.”

She looked at me wistfully. After a minute or two she said,

gE"HL'

“ Kiss me, then, and T will be quite good.”

» T murmured. €I would
2
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T kissed her fow(:h, and she closed her eyes. Ten, twenty,
thirty minutes passed and she did not stir. = At the end of that
time the doctor entered. He glanced at her, gave me a warn-
ing look, and remained sta AJLL'n r quietly at t the foot of the bed.
Huddwu, the child woke, ml smiled div inely on all three
of us.

“ Are you in pain, my dear 2 ” I softly asked.

“No | she answered in a tiny voice, so faint and far away
that we held our breath to listen to'it; “I am quite well now.
Assunta must dress me in my white frock again now papa is
here. I knew he would come back |

And she turned her eyes upon me with a look of bright in-
telligence. :

“Her brain wanders,” said the doctor, in a low, pitying
voice; *“it will soon be over.” 3

Stella did not hear him ; she turned and nestled in mv arms,
asking in a sort of babbling whisper : :

“You did not go away because I was naughty, did you,
papa?”

* No, darling ! ” I answered, hiding my face in her curls.

& \\lu do you have those ugly black things on ?” she asked,
in the feeblest and most plaintive tmm, imaginable, so weak
that I myself could scarcely Imm it ; “ has somebody hurt your
eyes ? Let me see your eyes!” I hesitated. Dare I humor
her in her fancy? I (rl:mcm up. Thedoctor’s head again was
turned away, Assunta was on her J\m\;\ her face buried in the
bLLL-L;ﬂH]‘-“x praying to her saints; quick as thought I sli pped
my spectacles slightly QO\\H, and looked over them full at my
little one. She uttered a soft cry of delight—* Papa | papa ! -
and stretched out her arms, then a strong and terrible shudder
shook her little frame, The doctor came closer—TI replaced
my glasses without m\' action being noticed, and we both bent
anxiously over the suff ring child. Her face paled and aZrew
livid—she made another effort to speak—her beautiful eyes
rolled upward and | became fixed—she sighed—and 5n nk back
on my shoulder—dying—dead ! My poor little one ! A hard
sob stifled itself in my throat—I cl asped the small lifeless body
close in my uﬂln’wf, and my tears fell hot and fast. There

was a lcmrr silence in the room—a deep, an awe-struck, rever-
mtm‘(ncc while the Angel of Death, mmmlmsl‘, entering and

departing, gathered my little white rose for his Immortal Gar
den of flowers.




