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She seemed relieved, and smiling that shadowy, flitting smile
of hcr& s‘w m’ul:

‘N nt, signor; Nina shall come to

tatior: she left me,

. she 5 1 , I thought, and vaguely won-
dered w":f.u: 1er past history—that past which she n'ui buried
forever under a mountain of prayers. What had she been like
wihe : ore > had shut her within the convent

the crucifix like a seal on i]u'
ed a man’s soul and strangle (l
lonk was too pure and ca
Vina’s eyes trained to

7 de notre mére Marie.?
ne a soft rustle of silken garments, the door opened,
fe entered.
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soul. I said nothing, I waited for her to speak. After a
pause, during which her cheeks had lost their delicate bloom,
she said, forcing a Smiu., as she spoke

Bad news? You surprise me! What canitbe? Some
unpleasantness with Guido? Have you seen him ?”

I have seen him,” I answeragd, in the same formal and seri-
ous tone; “ I have just left him. He sends you #24s,” and 1
held out my diamond ring that I had drawn off the dead man’s
finger.

If she had been pale before, she grew pulcr now. All the
brilliancy of her complezion fmf‘d For the moment into an
awful hageardness. She took the ri 3 ...l: [iﬂ
risibl r cold. There

bewildere
£ Foda. mg derstand,” she murmured, petulantly. “1I
ve him this as a remembrance of his friend, my husband;
oes he return it 2"’
if-tortured criminal! T ed llu with a dark amuse-
ment, but answered nocthing. ‘dd nly she looked up at me
and her eyes filied with tears.

“ Why are you so cold and strange re ? ” she pleaded,
in a sort of plaintive whimper. * Do no nd there like a
gloomy sentinel; kiss me and tell me at once what has hap-
pened.”

Kiss her! So soon afterkissing the dead hand of her lover!
"\0, I could not and would not. I remained standing where
I was, inflexibly silent. She glanced at me again, very timid-
ly, and whimpered afresh.

% Ah, you do not love me ! " she 111'11‘1‘\1‘1'ed “ You could
not Le S0 stern 'md si 't‘.L if you lov If there is indeed

gently and kindly
easy forme——
3 madame,” I said, interrupt-
IR i"i'om your own statement, I jud; i
.d brother Guido Ferrari had rendered himsel
I 1\"011111(] i" at I would sil
He issilenced—forever ! ”

|

3

e behind her chair, and stood so

sorrow but of wonderment.
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“ Dead!” she exclaimed. ¢ Not possible! Dead! Vo,
have killed him ? ”

I bent myhead gravely. ¢ Ikilled him—yes! Butin opey
combat, opu_u]jrmtnc:md. Last night he insulted me grossly
we fought this morning. We forgave each other before | ha
died.”

She listened attentively. A little color came back inta her
cheeks.

“ In what way did he insult you? "’ she asked, in a low voice
I told her all, briefly, She still looked anxious.

 Did he mention my name ? ” she said.

I glanced at her troubled features in profound conizmpt
She feared the dying man might have made some confession
tome! I answered :

“ No ; not after our quarrel. But I hear he went to your
house to kill you! Not finding youthere, he only cursed you.”

She heaved a sigh of relief. She was safe now, she thought !

Her red lips widened into a cruel smile.

“ What bad taste !” she said, coldly. “ Why he should
curse me I cannot imagine! I have always been kind to him
—too kind.”

Too kind indeed ! kind enough to be glad when the object of
all her kindness was dead! For she was glad! I could see
that in the murderous glitter of her eyes.

“ You are not sorry? ” I inquired, with an air of pretended
surprise.

“Sorry? Notatall!l Why should I be? He wasa very
qﬂ‘lee-ﬂ)lc friend while my 'hl‘*b and was alive to keep him in
mdu", but after my poor Fabio’s L:LLh, his treatment of me
was qu"te unbearable.”

‘Take care, beautiful hypocrite! Take care! Takecare lest
your *“poor Fabio’s” fingers should suddenly nip your sli
throat with a convulsive twitch that means death! Heaven
only knows how I managed to keep my hands off her at that
moment! Why, any groveling beast of the field had more feel-
ing than this wretch whom I had made my wife! Even for
Guido’s sake—such are the strange inconsistencies of the hu
man heart—I could have slain herthen. But I restrained my
fury; I steadied my voice and said, calmly :

¢ Then I was mistaken? I thought you would be deeply
grieved, that my news would shock’ dtlfl annoy you greatly,
hence my gravity and apparent coldness. But it seems I have
done well ?

She sprun; g up from her chair like a pleased child and flung
her arms round ‘my neck, : 5

£ -
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% You are brave, you are brave !” she exclaimed, in a sort
of exultation, “ You could not I-"n' done otherwisel Ile
insulted you and you kilied him. That wasright! I love you
all the more for being such a man of honor | 7

I looked down upon her in loatl '“11"; and di
Its very name was libeled :um.' g from Jfer i -
notice the expression of my face—she was absorbed, excell
actress as she was, in the p"m she had chosen to play.

“ And so you were dull and sad because youfeared to;
me! Poor Cesarel” she said, in child-like caressing ’.iLL['I.\,
such as she could assume when she chose. “But now that
you see I am not unhappy, you will be cheerful again? Yes?
Think how much I love }'an, and how happy we willbe ! And

e, you have given me sucl h lovely ju\ Llh.. so many of them
foo, that I scarcely dare offer you such a trifle as th but as
it really belonged to Fabio, and to Fabio’s father, whom you
knew, I think you ought to have it. Will you take it and wear
it to please me?” and she slipped on my finger the diamond
signet—my own ring !

I could haye laughed aloud ! but I bent my head gravely as
I accepted it

“Only (k‘:'l‘J'C:LJrOF your affection, cara mia,” 1 said, “though
it has a terrible association for mn_. I took it from Ferrari's
hand when 7

& ()11 - yes, I ‘,\oon e CILe fme'w Led me, Wi

lh.nk de 1rI pmpm 1uo1 50 Imnu —t hu,‘ :
I remember when I was at school ]1-'-‘
see a nun wWho died ; it si
I can q'l‘tc understand your feeling
fo rget the matter. Duels are very common oc vm}up,_:, after
all
“Very common,” I ans
the fair ll]_'_ll'm‘nud face, the lustrous eyes, -
“but they do not often end so fatally. The result of this one
um[n', m" to leave Naples for some dn_y;\‘. I go to Avellino

“T(: Avellino?” she exclaimed, with interest. “Oh, I know
it very well. I went there once with Fabio when I was first
married.”

“ And were you happy there?” I inquired, coldly.

I remembered the time she spoke of—a time of such unrea-
soning, foolish joy |

“ Happy? Obh,yes; everything was so new to me then. It

-
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was delightful to be my own mistress, and I was so glad to be
out of the convent.”

1 thought you liked the nuns ?” T said,

“ Some of them—yes. The n,urcn(! mother is a dear old

thing. But Mere Marguerite, the Fiaire as she is called—
the one that received y ou—oh, I do detest her!?”

£ Iud L:I and w h"?

The red lips cur[ul mutinously.

2 L:cavw she is so sly and ‘silent. Some of the children
rere adore her; but they mus? have something to love, you
know,” and she laughed merrily, :

“ Must they 2

I asked the question automatically, merely for the sake of
saying something, 3 ;

“ Of course they must,” she aﬂs\vcr(‘&;’i. gayly. * You foolish
Cesare! The girls often play at being one another’s love
only 'h-cv are Cu:U ful not to let the nuns E\“u.\ their game,

Since I have been here they have what is
ey g1 ywers, run after me
; sometimes kiss my d!‘ﬁ\ﬂ‘ and call me by
1er of lrJ”il}_, names, I let them do it because it vexes
12 la Vicaire ; but of course it is ve
1 I thought what a curse i 1 was i
iven the m son of it must find its wa ys into the
'ts of ch J(l]d;—\ﬂmw things shut within the walls of a
secluded convent, and guarded by the conscientious care of
‘“01" women, 2
“And the nuns??” I said, ring half my the
“How do they manage without love omanc

A wicked little smile, brilliant :md L'ii_leL.zai'lal. clittered in

her €yes. =

hts aloud.

“ Do th ey alwsz !mm ye without love or romance ?”
asked, half uwmlmﬂ “VW hat of Abelard and
Fra Lippi?”

Roused by something in her tone, Ic;_: n

L .at her round the
waist, '111 11L,ld her hlnnn while T said some INNEss *

she

nd you—is it 1wm.u. e that yox have sympathy with, or

find fmmgunv nt in, the _contemplation of illicit and dishonor-

able pas I me?? ;
She u,cul u.u,d herself in time ; her white eyelids drooped

de mm' 1y, o
“Not I1” she answered, with

“how can you think so? There ;

horrible as deceit; no good ever comes of it

I loosened her from my embrace,

virtueus air;
to my mind so
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“You are 1'If*‘1t,” I said, calmly; “T am glad your instincts
are so correct | T have always hate 28,
: e 11” she declared, earnestly, \\"1'11 a ’r;u"'\' -md open

look; “I have often wondered why lJLU)'\. tell them. 'They

are so sure to be found out!”

I bit my lips hard to shut in the burning accusation that
my tongue longed to utt Why should I damn the actress

-t ore the curtain was ready to fall on both ? T

ject of conve
v long do you propose remaining here in retreat?”
aske cl «“ There is nothing now to prevent your returning to
\ |]'I L\"

She pondered for some minutes before replying, then she
said ¢

“1 told the superioress I came here for a week. I had bet-
ter stay till that time is expired. Notlonger, because, as Guido
is really dead, my presence is -actually necessary in the city.

“ Indeed | _\m_\' I ask why

She laughed a little consc _

7 to prove his last will and testament,” she replied.
lqi't for Rome, he gave it i
ashed on my mind.
d its contents 2 I inquired.

“[ts contents make me the owner of everything
possessed ofl” she said, with an air of quiet yet malicious
trivmph.

Unhappy Guido! What trust he had re in this \l' e;

ested, heartless woman |  He had ev
I had loved her—she who was
trelled my rising

ngratulate }(u..

% L_'-crt-*fi‘n[\‘; I can show it
and she dux. a Russia-leather letter » from her pocket, ¢
le le ¢ Break the seal !’
\.-,.11 childish eagerness. “Ie closed it up

1,
fter I had read it.”?
With reluctant hand,

I opened 1 ie packet.
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“ Of'caurse," St snid ily. ¢ But many people love me | Parted spirit may hut be near us now—hearing our voices,
—that is nothing n: I an; '1(‘Ct1~af omed to be Uned But ‘ watching our looks !
3 ill again, “it speci- ! She shivered sliehtly, and her hands in mn‘a, grew cold.
. ry",-’ that means all the f “ {c, yosa I continued, more ca Imly ; “you must not IUT‘
by his ur in Rome, does it not? ” ] get to pray for him—he was young aud ]fl\, ;m;) ared to die.’
could not tr 11_\,“;“-1]? to Cr)f,-"l]‘ \[V \\Ul(lj had some .of Ll‘L de u]“,d cffect © pon nxi-—fu once
,’ she murmured, lu,fmn, more to herself her ready speech failed—she seemed as b :
ne; “and I have a ri uit to all his papers and letters.” some reply and fourd none. I still held her hands. ;
1e paused abruptly and checked herself, ¢ Promise me ! I continved ; “and at the same time pray
[ understood her, She wanted to get back her own letters for vour dead husband! lEe and poor Ferrarli were close
to the dead man, lest her inti nacy with him should leak out
in some chance way for which she was unprepared. Cunning

friends. vou know ; it will ;\, plous and kind of you to join their
names 1n one petitic sed to IHim ¢ from whom no secrets
devill 1T W almost glad 5“‘3 showed me to what a depth of are hid,” and who _“Jd::. with unerring eyes the purity of your
vulgar vice she had fallen, ere was no question of pity or intentions. Will you do it?”
[a,lh—;:-.mncc]n fer case. [f '511 e tortures invented by sav- 9‘* L‘,mi.(d, a 1'-11-rcd. faint smile. !
ages or stern inquisitors could be heaped upon her at once, such “1 certainly will,” she rej in a Jow voice; “I promiss
QLumh nt would be light in comparison with her crimes— you.”
crimes for which, mark you, the law gives you no remedy but I released her hands—I was satisfied. Ifshe dared topray
divorce. Tired of the wretched comedy, I looked at my thus' T felt—I Zzezo that she would draw down upon her soul
watch. : i the redoubled wrath of Heaven; for I looked beyond the
“ It is time for me to take my leave of you,” I said, in the grave! The mere death of her Lml would be but a slight
ff, courtly manner I al"“ﬂctvcl. « Momeénts fiy fast in your satisfaction to me : it was the utter destruction of her w icked
mting company! ButIhave still to wa ;11 to Lustcllnnﬁre, soul that I sought. She should never repent, I swore; she
there to rejoin my carriage, and I have many things to attend should never have the chance of casting off her vileness as a
to before my departure this evening. (‘11 my return from serpent casts its skin, and, uum“ 1 rself in innoc
Avellino shall I be welcome??

presume to ask admittance into that Eternal Gloryland whit
‘You know it,” she returned, nestling her head against my my little child” had gone—never, never! No church should
shoulder, while for mere form’s sake T was forced to hold her save her, no priest should : hs{ﬂ\s. her—not while 7 lived !

ina ')1:'11“1 embrace. “I only wish you were not going at all, She watched me as I fastened my coat and began to draw on
t, do not stay long llwil"--—_[ shall be so 1‘111“11J1)‘ till you my gloves.

come bac “ _‘\_1 you going now ?” she asked, somewhat timidly,

£ _-\..smu strengthens love, they say,” I observed, with a “Ves, 1 am going now, ¢ara mia,” 1 said. “Why!| what
forced smile. “May it do .50 in our case. Farewell, cara make: 1 look so pale?” 3
mia /! Pray for mu; I suppose you 4o pray a great deal here 2” for she had suddenly turned very 1 white.,

“Oh, yes,” she rep md, ml\f:_['* : “there 1s nothing else to “ Let me see your hand ag ain,” she demanded, \..ﬂ fev
(L'.'.!’ Ce

ish eagerness, ¢ the hand on ‘.\ rich T placed the ring!
3
{ he

er hands closely in my grasp. The engagement- Smilingly and with readiness I took off the glove I had just
inger, and the diamond signet on my own, flashed put on

3 ‘Lha crossing of swords, & haL odd f
then,’ 1 s l; “storm the gates of heaven with with an air of

& I e

~ ' S Sy - Al < ] -
TEpose (\1 poor Fer s soul ! She made no answer, | took my hand and exan ‘“

ln Ih\ d \ou. though ye# never loved him., For closely and curiously. Then she looked up, E‘LL ln IS
(]l Jt.tlul with me, his lsmL friend—for your sake nervousiv. and she Lu'gh._:d a little hard, mirthl
] 10 knows,” and I'spoke int ml]nw Art hand,” she 1‘.11.11':-111?@-(1 ‘mfmv’lv*![l_
tones of earnestness—* who knows but that his too hastily de —signet—on it—is exactly like—like Fabio’s | ”
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And before T had time to say a word she went of
lent fit of usten&——sn]:a, little cries, and laught
mingled in that wild and reasonless distraction t

unnerves the strong st man who is not a “C'\L‘SLUII]L

rang t‘hg bell to summon

and seeing Nina’s condition, rushed
summoned Madome la Vicaire. This ]a#tc;.
quict step and inflexible demeanor, :
glance, dismissed the lay-sister, and p
tumbler of water, \])1111! ]ul the fo

P ient, and forced some

Then turning to me she inqu:rcd vith some stat

mqnnc ., What had caused the attack?
cannot L’ 1l you, madame,”
ern and vexation, “1 ¢
of lur‘ um:;p'-ctv" dc.Lth of a frien
vith uaampml y iu "n Lion.
to have s¢
1':11(!:5, a rcscmhianm between my h;.;t
deceased husband. This seems fo me
accounting for ladies’ capriees.
And I shr ugged my shoulders as though I were ar
impatient.
Over the pale, se face of the nun there flitted
\\u..bn there was certainly the ghost of sarcasm,
¢ All sensitiveness and tenderness of he .
su(]. in her chill, passionless tones, which,
somehow conveyed to my ear another meani
plied by the wor ds ‘\h\_. uttered. “We cannot p
stand the extreme d Ting : l

acy of her feelings, and we
justice to them.” ; ey

“You are better
svmpathy in her monotonous :
Sonie reserv : 1

“1 am sor

I haste ne (l to her sin"v-

“ Pray not speak of 11 2Ty
a lover's a r into my voice «
it is my misfortune to have hand
band ! T assure you I am quit
forgive me?”

yhe was recovering

to a vio-
Il inter-

vr‘;my
to iEtl

-sister answered it,
vater and
e with her
tion at a

If of the
esting

liness of

noyed and

a smile in

' she
were,
f 1m-
s under-
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at foolishly. She smiled, 2 weak

ared, worn, and ill. She rose

pa_lt smi 1 h it by

fr om hl L]ld] slowly and la uidl
iy room,” she said, not regarding
ad ‘.\';Lh(?;“n\ n to a little distance, and
immovable features, with her silver
13 ) stiil breast.

¢ Good-bye, - | Please forget my stupidity, and write

to me from Av o
I took her outstretched hand, and bowing over it, touched
ently with my . toward the door, when
,L::"y a mischievot ] to enter her mind. She

voked at Madame la Vi then came back to me
2 fu.fh?.a amor mio !’
pms,u 'wd 1.1]\)‘\1 '1.

» nun, who had lowered
/LJ(,cL'IL. | hxt ‘-hll and breaking into a low
amused ‘uu;utfl, waved her hand to me,

I was somewhat c“'ﬁmo'i The suddenness 'md warmth of
her caress had been, I knew, a mere monkeyish tr ick, designed
to vex the religious se unl” of Mere Mz rite. I knewnot
what to say to the .;f_\‘ woman who remained confronting
me with downcast eyes and lips that moved dur mbly as tnov“h
'u, pr-ty-‘*i‘ As the door closed uhu nn wife’s n,m,mnr fig-

:, the nun O.u,\_kl u]_“ ther ght flush on her ])1“1(1
eeks, ar nncnr, tmrs glittered on her dark
e you——"
1 me, with a slight
To mock a
rls and women
”1 ‘1:9 cruelty
a ]lm, the _f s Romani
]\,,t*‘!':; of womant uanE——-, ,puh,uub
nse (' to 1‘11_ L»'Ct of our bl 1ty

0 OMINON amusen
the worl d I am accustor
g :

....
=

- 8
s

et e

/7]
1o

rist; these g7 ‘andes n’:zﬁ: : 1 say, fmc\ tn‘ we are 1*;1umﬂt
fall they know—that we C:mnot understand love, tmdungw,
or passion. They never reflect— how should they ?—that we
z;i&:c_:» have had our histories—histories, }7*‘1111143, that would
make angels weep for pity! I, evenl *and she struck her
preast fi L.lC\,!\’ then suddenly recollecting herse If, she continued
voldly : The rule of our convent, signor permits no visitor to
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remain longer than one hour—that hour hls expired. I wiy
summon a sister to show you the \‘-J r out.”

“ Wait one instant, mm‘tlme, I sml, feeling that to enact
my part thoroughly 1 ought to attempt to make some defense
of Nina’s coaduct ; “permit me to say a word ! My flancée is
VEry young and ourvhtlcn, llul[\r cannof think that her
very innocent pamn" caress to mﬂ had anything in it that was
meant to pmposuv annoy you.”

The nun glanced at me—her eyes flashed disdainfully.

“You think it was all affection for you, no doubt, signor?
A A very natural supposition, and—I should be sorryto undeceive
3011

She paused a moment and then resumeds,

“You seem an earnest m: an—may be you are destined to be
the means of saving Nina; Icould say much—yet it is wise to
be silent. If you love her do not fla atter her ; her overwge ning
mlm is her ruin, A firm, wise, rul m’r nmsfu-na nd may per=
hdpsﬁv ho knows?” She hesitated and sighed, then ddu‘,d
gently, “ Farewell, signor !  Benedicite ”” and making the sign
of the cross as I I'E:‘;‘)\,\,i.fih vbentmy head toreceive her bless-
ing, she passed noiselessly from thc'?ﬂom.

One moment later r, and a lame and aged lay-sister came to
escort me to the gate. As I passed down the stone corridor a
side door qm‘lwla very little way, and two fair young faces
peeped out at me, For an instant I saw four laughing bright
gyess 1 heL d a smothered voice say, “Oh! c’est un vieux

papa ;-.nc. then my guide, who tmuﬁ'h lame was not blind,
perceived the opened door and shut it with an angry bang,
whic however, did not drown the ringing rnun.nc‘it rhat
echoed from within, On reach 11., the outer gates I turred to
my venerable unnl)mum, and laying four twenty-franc pieces
in HC: shivering palm, I said :

Take these to the reveres nd mother for me, and ask that
mass may be said in the ¢ hapel to-morrow for the repose of the
soul of him whose name is written I b

And I gave her Guido Fei':‘&'ri’s visiting-cards addingin lower
and more solemn tone % :
ch:r{g; 1]1)1;;\‘};1(; :TL&‘!LL{*."I and unprep :ll'u'.!. death.- Of your

2TILY, pray also for the man who killed him

Fhe old weman looke ". >nmL\T and cros ssed herself de-
voutly : but she promisec k -
and I Imd; her farew 1 e
ing with a dull clang behind me, T w
and then paused, looking back.
scemed ; how caim

wishes should be fulfilled,
d out, the convent gates clos-

ked on a £u\ yards,
What a peaceful home it
and sure a refr reat, with the white Noisette
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roses crowning its ancient gray walls! Yet what embodied
curses were pent-up in there in the shape of girls growing to
be women ; women for whom all the care, stern training, and
anxious solicitude of the nuns would be unavailing; women
who would come forth from even that abode of sanctity with
vile natures and animal impalses, and who would hereafter,
while m‘m a life of vice and h\"'rcri%;\', hold up this very
stric "h,*:'\ of their early education as proof of their ur mmmm'
able inrocence and virtue | To such, whatlesson is learned b

the daily example of the nuns who mortify their flesh,
pray, and weep? No lesson at all—nothing, save mockery and
contempt. To a girl in the heyday of youth and beauty the
life of a religicuse seems ridiculous. “The poor nuns!™ she
says, with a laugh; ¢ they are so ignorant. Their time is over
—mine has not vet b lm Few, \:1_\ few, among the thou-
sands of young women who leave the scens of t 1eir quiet school-
ys #or the soci ,l 1\1 irligigr rn to take
To most of

1~

b;cmnin"‘ or f"‘xlliullf‘.]ﬂﬁ‘. \nd frn cluL\ res Ruth as Lh: 56 We
men work—work till our hairs are gray and our backs bent with
toil—work till all the joy and zest of living has gone from us,
and ourreward is—what? Happiness ?—seldom, I ity ?
—often. Ridicule ?—Truly we ought to be glad ; if we 2 are anly
ridiculed and thrust back to occupy the second place ih our
own houses; our lady-wives call that “ kind treatment e e
there 2 married woman living who does not now and i then
throw a small stone of insol L.ll'[ satire at her husband when
his back is turned? What, madame? You, who read these
words—vou say with inc w:]atiml: ¢ Certainly there 75, and
7 am that woman ! ? Ah, truly? I selute you profoundly !—
you are, no doubt, the one exception!

CHAPTER XXVIIIL

AvELLINO is one of those dreamy, quiet, and picturesque
towns \\mcn have not as yet been desecrated by the V “.m.u
tourist.  Persons holding - “ through tickets” from Mes:
Cook or Gaze do not stop there—there are no “sights ™ save
the old sanctuary called Monte Ver jim standing aloft on its
rugged hill, with all the memories of its anc L.uL d\u. cl
to it like a wizard’s cloak, and wra pplnj it in a sort of
t(j:rit'mﬁ‘. meditative silence,




