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my own rooms, Calling Vincenzo, who was now resigned and
even eager to go to Avelling, I gave him his final i Instructions,
and plu,ul in his ch 1arge theiron cash-box, which, um\uownm
him, contained 12,000 francs in notes and gold. “This was
the lmt good action I could do: it was a sufficient sum to ;L}Z
him up as a well-to-do farmer and fruit-grower in Avellino
with Lilla and her little dowry combined. He also ("1111((
sealed letter to Sienora Monti, which I told him she was notlt;
open till a week had elapsed ; thisletter ex plained the contents
of the box and my wishes Cfmm ning it; it (Jao asked the cro:;d
woman to send to the Villa Romani for Assunta and her help-
iess charge, poorold paralyzed Giacomo, and to tend the _u!.lu'
;,?1 \:{ll as she could till his death, w hldl I knew could not be
- I had thought of everything as far as possible, and I could
‘Lh‘:]lli \Lf;ii,:;]ht “,;ti‘::1]1h:}51]: .lIJ_,flCLLll home there would be in
ded by the Monte Versine, Lilla
and Vincenzo would \\L_(l I knew; Sig gnora Monti ai 3

ind Assunta
would console each other with *hu. pm nu,mmlm and in the

tending of Lilla’s children: for some little i me, perhaps, they
would talk of me and wonder sorrowf fully “.'h,l?r_.ll h: 11;'}*01@\
then gradually they would forget me, even as I desi ; d i 1
fulﬂottal : S s
1(5 12d done all I could for those who had never m(mm:I
me. 1 h ad acquitted myself of my debt to Vincenzo for his
affection and fidelity ; the rest of m'. way was clear. 1 [:1:
no more to do save tu. one thing, the one deed 1\I'wch h'1{
clamored solong foracc omplishment, Revenge, like a becke ;
ing ghost, had led me on step by step for many w reary ([\1}\‘
wd months, which to me had seemed cycles of Hunut r e Jn?

now it pause c:-——‘.L faced me—and turning its blood-red eyes
upon my soul said, “ Strike | ?

CHAPTER XXXV.

T'uE ball opened brilliantly, J.]]L rooms were magnificently
decorated, and the soft luster of a thousand lamps shone on 1
scene of spl lendor almost befitting the court of a ki;ur Som“
of the stateliest nobles in all Italy were present, tl.].t_‘?ll' l“l‘i’:‘ﬁ(:
glittering with jeweled orders and ribbons of honor: some. £
thﬂ loveliest women to be seensanywhere in the world flit .
across the polished floors, lil i PR
sylphs that h_mm Tive

e R T g 1 -
but 1airest where all were fair, peerless in the exuberance of

Ke poets’ dreams of the gliding
itains by moonlight.
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her triumphant vanity, and in the absolute faultlessness of her
delicate charms, was my wife—the bride of the day, the heroine
of the night. Never had she looked so sur pas qmnlw beautiful,
and T, even I, felt my pulse beat quicker, and the blood course
more hotly through my \cms, as I beheld her, radiant, victori-
ous, and smiling—a veritable queen of the f.mlf’ s, as dainty
as a drop of dew, as piercing to the eye as a flash of light.
Her dress was some wonderful mingling of misty lace, vith the
sheen of satin and glimmering showers of pearl; diamonds
gllm,]u[ m her bodice like sunlight on white Iw un 5 the brig-
and’s jewels flashed gloriously on her round white throat and
in hu tiny shell-like ears, while the masses of her gold hair
were coiled to the top of her small head and there caught by a
priceless circlet of rose-brilliants—brilliants that I well remem-
bered—they had belonged to my mother. Yet more lustrous
than the hr\ ht of the gems she wore was the deep, ardent glory
of her eyes, dark as night and luminous as stars; more delicate
than L'm fi 1h’1v robes that draped her was the pure, pearl-like
whiteness of her neck, which was just sufficiently displayed to
be gr: U_.\;ll without suggesting immodesty.

For Italian women do not uncover their bosoms for the
casual inspection of strangers, as is the custom of their English
and German sisters; they know well enough that any 11d\

venturing to wear a décolleté dress would find it impossible to
uhu.;n admittance to a court ball at the Palazzo Quirinale, She
would be looked upon '\5 one of a questionable class, and no
matter how high h| r rank and station, would run the risk of
ejection from the doors, as on one occasion did unfortunately
happen to an English peeress, who, ignorant of Italian cus-
toms, went to an cnn.n‘r reception in Rome ar rayed in a very
low bodice with straps instead of sleeves. Her remonstrances
were vaing she was politely but firmly refused admittance,
though tr:hl she might gain her point bv changing her cos-
tume, wnich I believe she wisely did.

Some of the grandes dames present at the ball that night
wore dresses the like of which are seldom or never seen ot it nf

Ttaly—robes sown with jewels, and thick with wondrous em-
b.ozdel\ such as have been handed down from nunet ation to
generation through hundreds of years. Asan example of this,
the Duchess of Marina’s cloth of gold train, stitched with small
rubies and seed-pearls, had for mul]\' belonged to the family of
Lorenzo de Medici. Such garments as these, when the ey are
part of the property of a great house, are worn only on par-
ticular occasions, perhaps once in a year; and then they are
jaid carefully by and sedulousl protected from dust and moths
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and damp, receiving as much attention as the priceless pict-
ures and books of a famous historical mansion, Nothing ever
designed by any great modern tailor or milliner can hope to
compete with the magnificent workmanship and durable ma-
terial of the fes/z dresses that are locked preciously away in the
old oaken coffers of the greatest Italian families—dresses that
are beyond valuation, because of the romances and tragedies
attached to them, and which, when worn, make all the costliest
fripperies of to-day look flimsy and paltry beside them, like
the attempts of a servant to dress as tastefully as her mistress.

Such glitter of gold and silver, such scintillations from the
burning eyes of jewels, such cloud-like wreaths of floating
laces, such subtle odors of rare and exquisite perfume, all
things that most keenly prick and stimulate the senses were
round me in fullest force this night—this one d: ling, su-
preme and terrible night, that was destined to burn into my
brain like a seal of scorching fire. Ves ; till T die, that night
will remain with me as though it were a breathing, sentient
thing ; and after death, who knows whether it may not uplift
itself in some tangible, awful shape, and confront me with its
flashing mock-luster, and the black heart of its true meaning in
its menacing eyes, to take its drear place by the side of my
abandoned soul through all eternity ! I remember now how I
shivered and started out of the bitier reverie into which I had
fallen at the sound of my wife’s low, laughing voice.

“You must dance, Cesare,” she said, with a mischievous
smile. “You are forgetting your duties. You should open
the ball with me ! ”

I rose at once mechanically.

“What dance is it? ” T asked, forcing a smile, T fear you
will find me but a clumsy partner.”

She pouted.

“ Oh, surely not! You are not going to disgrace me—vyou
really must try and dance properly just this once. It will look
so stupid if you inzke any mistake, The band was going to
play a quadrille ; T would not have it, and told them to strike
up the Hungarian waltz instead. But I assure you I shall
never fergive you if you waltz badly—nothing looks so awk-
ward and absurd.”

I made no answer, but placed my arm round her waist and
stood ready to begin. I avoided looking at her as much as
possible, for it was growing more and more difficult with each
moment that passed to hold the mastery over myself. T was
consumed between hate and love, Yes, love 1-—of an evil kind,
I own, and in which there was no shred of reverence—filled
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me with a sort of foolish fury, which mingled itself with an-
other and manlier craving, namely, to proclaim her vileness
them and there before all her titled and admiring friends, and
to leave her shamed in the dust of scorn, despised and aban-
doned. Yet I knew well that were I to speak out—to declare
my history and hers before that brilliant crowd—I should be
accounted mad, and that for a woman such as she there existed
no shame.

The swinging measure of the slow Hungarian waltz, that
most witching of dances, danced perfectly only by those of the
warm-blooded southern temperament, now commenced., It
was played pianissimo, and stole through the room like the
fluttering breath of a soft sea wind. I had always been an ex-
cellent waltzer, and my step had fitted in with that of Nina as
harmoniously as the two notes of a perfect chord. She found
it so on this occasion, and glanced up with a look of gratified
surprise as I bore her lightly with languorous, dream-like ease
of movement through the glittering ranks of our guests, who
watched us admiringly as we circled the room two or three
times.

Then—all present followed our lead, and in a couple of
minutes the ball-room was like a moving flower-garden in full
bloom, rich with swaying colors and rainbow-like radiance ;
while the music, growing stronger, and swelling out in marked
and even time, echoed forth like the sound of clear-toned hells
broken through by the singing of birds. My heart beat furi-
ously, my brain reeled, my senses swam as I felt my wife’s warm
breath on my cheek; I clasped her waist more closely, I held
her little gloved hand.more firmly. She felt the double press-
ure, and, lifting her white eyelids fringed with those long dark
lashes that gave such a sleepy witchery to her eyes, her lips
parted in a little smile.

- “ At last you love me ! ” she whispered.

“ At last, at last,” T muttered, scarce knowing what I said,
“Had I not loved you at first, deZlissizea. 1 should not have
been to you what I am to-night.”

A low ripple of laughter was her response.

‘I knew it,” she murmured again, half breathlessly, as I
drew her with swifter and more voluptuous motion into the
vortex of the dancers. “You ftried to be cold, but I knew I
could make you love me—yes, love me passionately—and I was
richt.” Then with an outburst of triumphant vanity she

L, “I believe you would die for me

[ bent over her more closely. My hot quick breath moved

the feathery gold of her hair,
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“I /aze died for you,” T said; “I have killed my old self
for your sake.”

Dancing still, encircled by my arms, and gliding along like a
sea-nymph on moonlighted foam, she sighed restlessly.

“Tell me what you mean, amor mip,” she asked, in the
tenderest tone in the world.

Ah, God | that tender seductive cadence of her voice, how
well I knew it!—how often had it lured away my strength, as
the fabled siren’s song had been wont to wreck the listening
mariner,

“ I mean that you have changed me, sweetest ! ” I whispered,
in fierce, hurried accents. “I have seemed old—for you to-
night I will be young again—for you my chilled slow blood
shall again be hot and quick as lava—for you my long-buried
past shall rise in all its pristine vigor ; for you I will be a lover,
such as perhaps no woman ever had or ever will have again!”

She heard, and nestled closer to me in the dance. My words
pleased her. Next to her worship of wealth her delight was to
arouse the passions of men, She was very panther-like in her
nature—her first tendency was to devour, her next to gambo’
with any animal she met, though her sleek, swift playfulness
might mean death. She was by no means exceptional in this;
there are many women like her.

As the music of the waltz grew slower and slower, dropping
down to a sweet 2nd persuasive conclusion, I led my wife to
her jfawulenil, and resigned her to the care of a distinguished
Roman prince who was her next partner, Then unobserved,
I slipped out to make inquiries concerning Vincenzo, He had
gone; one of the waiters at the hotel, a friend of his, had ac-
companied him and seen him into the train for Avellino, He
had looked in at the ball-room before leaving, and had watched
me stand up to dance with my wife, then “ with tears in his
eyes “—so said the vivacious little waiter who had just returned
from the station—he had started without daring to wish me
good-bye.

I heard this information of course with an apparent kindly
indifference, but in my heart I felt a sudden vacancy, a drear,
strange loneliness. With my faithful servant near me I had
felt conscious of the presence of a friend, for friend he was in
his own humble, unobtrusive fashion; but now I was alone—
alone in a loneliness beyond all conceivable comparison—alone
to do my work, without prevention or detection. I felt, as it
were, isolated from humanity, set apart with my victim on
some dim point of time, from which the rest of the world res
ceded, where the searching eye of the Creator alone could be
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hold me.. Only she and I and God—these three were all that
existed for me in the universe; between these three must
justice be fulfilled.

Musingly, with downcast eyes, I returned to the ball-room.
At the door a young girl faced me—she was the only daughter
of a great Neapolitan house. Dressed in pure white, as all
such maidens are, with a crown of snow- drops on her dusky
hair, and her dimpled face lighted with laughter, she looked
the very embodiment of early spring. . She addressed me some-
what timidly, yet with all a child’s frankness.

“JIs not this delightful? I feel as if I were in fairy-land |
Do you know this is my first ball ?”

I smiled wearily,

“ Ay, truly? And you are happy?” !

“ Oh, happiness is not the word—itisecstasy! How I wish
it couid last forever! And—is it not strange ?—I did not
know I was beautiful till to-night.”

She said this with perfect simplicity, and a pleased smile
radiated her fair features. I glanced at her with cold scrutiny,

“ Ah! and some one has told you so.”

She blushed and laughed a little consciously.

“Yes; the great Prince de Majano. And he is too noble
to say what is not true, so I must be [z pin bella donzelia,’ as
he said, must [ not?”

I touched the snow-drops that she wore in a white cluster
at her breast.

“ Look at your flowers, child,” T said, earnestly. * See how
they begin to droop in this heated air. The poor things! How
glad they would feel could they again grow in the cool wet moss
of the woodlands, waving their little bells to the wholesome,
fresh wind ! Would they revive now, think you, f(l\.r your great
Prince de Majano if he told them they were fair? So with
your life and heart, little one—pass them through the scorch-
ing fire of flattery, and their purity must wither even as these
fragile blossoms. And as for beauty—are you more beautiful
than s/he ?”

And I pointed slightly to my wife, who was at that moment
courtesying to her ‘p;xrmu' in the stately formality of the first
quadrille. S 3 :

My young companion looked, and her clear eyes darkened
enviously. : :

“Ah, no, no! Bat if I wore such lace and satin and peatls,
and had such jewels, I might perhaps be more like her |’ :

I sizhed bliti_cn).-'. The poison had already entered this
child’s soul, I spoke brusguely.
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“ Pray that you may never be like her,” I said, with somber
sternness, and not heeding her look of astonishment, “You
are young—you cannot \L_t have thrown off religion. Well,
when you go “home to- night, and kneel beside your little bed,
made hol\' by the cross above it and your mother’s blessing—
pray—pray with all your strength that you may never resem-
ble in the smallest degree that exquisite woman yonder! So
may you be spared her fate.”

I paused, for the girl's eyes were dilated in extreme wonder
and fear. I looked at her, and laughed abruptly and
harshly.

“1I forgot,” I said; “the ladyis my wife—I should have
thought of that! I was speaking of—another whom you do
not know. Pardon me! when I am fatigued my memory wan-
ders. Pay no attention to my foolish luml"s. LI\JU\ your-
se ", my child, but do not believe all the pretty eches of the
Prince de M: ajano. A rivederci I d

And smiling a forced smile I lc and mingled with the
crowd of my guests 3 ¢, another *Luc jesting
lightly, ﬂﬂ‘;’anf;’ unmeaning - to women who ex-
peLt{ u Lh-‘m strivi 'ﬁ C ract my thourhts with the
ser a1 ) ‘ ‘
of sof_‘mt).' butte all the while desperat I"='»L:1i1in;l' the
tedious mint 1 wondering whether my patience, uu"lun;,;

: i time. As I made my
\\':1}' he lliant assemblage, Luziaﬂu Salustri, the
poet, g :d m a grave smile,

e time to congratulate you, conte,” he said,
in those mellifluous accents of his which were like his own im-
provised music, “l I assure you I do so with all my heart.
Even in my mo tastic dreams I have never pictured a

Countess 0]
I silently
“T1 ar f Anoe tor ¢ AT 5 pa S L
am of a str: tempe ent, I suppose,
“To-nig l'r t ay 1o scene of ity and splendor ma
me sad at heart, T knc ot why. It seems toc f..i liant, too
dazzling. I

am;h"l'(’

: , with perverse incon-
crrml\ mec i.uhul on a fune ral |
A wistfu ame int it poetic ¢

T have Jq ought once or {\w he |<_;1.H1Lr= 1in a low tone,
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#of that misguided young man Ferr 111 A pity, was it nof
that the quarrel occurred Detween you.’

“A pity indeed ! ” L replied, mmqua]v Then taking him
by the arm I turned him 1uuad w: that he faced my wife, who
was standing not far off, “ But look at the—the—ange? I
h'.l\'c married ! Is she not a f.u; cause for a (lmpllk even unto
—cath? ]’-'_\_' m thee, Luziano '—why think of Ferrari? He
15 not the first man who has been kLilled for the sake of a
woman, nor will he be the last!?”

Salustri rhrugged his shoulders, and was silent for a minute
or two. Then he added with his own bright smile

“St'l, i, it would have been much better if it had
ended in coffee and cognac. Myself, I would rather shoot a
man with an epigram than a leaden bullet! By the by, do
you remer"er our talking of Cain and Abel that night? ”

5 l’_rfcctl) ;

“1 have wondered since,” he continued half merrily, half
set 1(3L1~J3 “whether the real cause of their quarrel has ever
been rightly t~ld. I should not be at all surprised if one of
.Iu,;a,v ays some sazant does not discover a papyrus containing
a missing page of Holy Writ, which will ascribe the reason of
the first b.uumhg.d to a love affair, Perhaps there were wood
nymphs in those days, as we areassured there were giants, and
some dainty Dryad might have driven the first pair ~f human
brothers to desperation by her charms ! What say you ?”

“]tis more than probable,” I answ ered, lightly, “Make
a puu.] of il Salustri; people will say you have improved on
the Bible !’

And I left him with a gay gesture to join other groups, and
to f'.'li\L. ]‘E'I'\ Pt art 171 [ht, J‘l(,[lb dances \\lll&,ll Were now I(rll()\\-
ing quickly on one another. The supper was fixed to take
place at midnight. At the firstopportunity I had, I looked at
the time. Quarfer to eleven !—my heart beat qmc]\l\ the
blood rushed to my temples and suw:,d noisily in my ears.
The hour I had waited for so long and so eagerly had come !
At last! at last!

* * * * % * 2%

Slowly and with a hesitating step T'lppm‘chu] my wife.
She was resting after her exertions in the dance, and re clined
languidly in a low velvet chair, chatting gayly with that very
ln. ce de Majano whose hone :yed compliments had ]\1111\
spuiled the "mﬂ('ii‘nﬂ' sweet nature of the y youngest girl in the
room. Apologizing for interrupting the conversation, I lowered
my voice to a persuasive tenderness as I addressed her.
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“ Cara sposina mia! permit me to remind you of you
promise.” :

What a radiant look she gave me ! ) = 3

“] am all impatience to fulfill it! Tell me when—and
how?” : o ar

“ Almost immediately. You know the private passage
through which we entered the hotel this morning on our return

from church?”

“ Perfectly.” :

“ Well, meet me there in twenty minutes. We must avoid
being observed as we pass out. ':‘f;ut," and I thL\chcd.hu;’d'c!L.
cate dress, “you will wear something warmer Um}} this f

T have along sable cloak that will do,” she replied, brightly.
“We are not going

“ No, not far.’ :

«We shall return in time for supper, of course 2

I bent my head.

“ Naturally 1

Her eyes danced mirthfully. : L

“ How remantic it seems ! A moonlight stroll with you will
be charming! Who shall say you are not a sentimental bride-
groom? Is there a bright moon ?

¢ T believe so.” .

“ Cosa bellissima !” and she laughed sweetly. ¢TI look for-
ward to the trip! In twenty minutes then I shall be with you
at the place you name, Cesare ; in the meanwhile the Marchese
Gualdro claims me for this mazurka.”

And she turned with her bewitching grace of manner to the
marchese, who at that moment advanced with his courteous
bow and fuacin::ting smile, and I watched them as Li_iej}-' glided
forward together in the first figure of the elegant Polish dance,
in which all lovely women look their loveliest. _

Then, checking the curse that rose to my ]_:ps, I ]3111‘1'1_cd
away. Up to my own rcom I rushed with feverish haste, full
of impatience to be rid of the disguise I had worn so long.

Within a few minutes I stood before my mirror, ts‘&:'lsfc}r!‘.wd
into my old self as nearly asit was possible tobe. I couldnot
alter the snowy whiteness of my hair, but a few deft quick
g r ed me of the beard that had

nd nothing remained but the

. corners of the lip, as I had

olasses, and my

) , 1 the long lashes that

ways been their ouishing feature, shone with all

the luster of stron ' I straightened myself
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up to my full height, T doubled my fist and felt it hard as iron;
I laughed aloud in the triumphant power of my strong man-
hood. I thought of the old rag-dealing Jew—* You could kill
anything easily.” Ay, so I could |—even without the aid of
the straight swift steel of the Milanese dagger which I now
drew from its sheath and regarded steadfastly, while I carefully
felt the edge of the blade from hilt to point. Should I take it
with me? T hesitated, Ves! it might be needed. I slipped
it safely and secretly into my vest,

And now the proofs—the proofs! I had them already to
my hand, and gathered them quickly together ; first the thines
that had been buried with me—the gold chain on which hung
the locket containing the portraits of my wife and child, the
purse and card-case which Nina herseif had given me, the
crucifix the monk had laid on my breast in the cofin, The
thoughtof that coffin moved me to a stern smile—that splintered,
damp, and meldering wood must speak for itself by and by.
Lastly I took the letters sent me by the Marquis D’Aven-
court—the beautiful, passionate love epistles she had written to
Guido Ferrari in Rome.

Now, was that all? I thoroughly searched both my rooms,
ransacking every corner, I had destroyed everything that
could give the smallest clew to my actions; I left nothing save
furniture and small valuables, a present respectable enough
in their way to the landlord of the hotel,

I glanced again at myself in the mirror, Yes; I was once
more Fabio Romani, in spite of my white hair; no one that
had ever known me intimately could doubt my identity. I had
changed my evening dress for a rough, every-day suit, and
now over this I threw my long Almaviva cloak, which draped
me from head to foot. I kept its folds well up about my
mouth and chin, and pulled on a soft slouched hat, with the
brim far down over my eyes. There was nothing unusual in
such a costume; it was common enough to many Neapolitans
who have learned to dread the chill night winds that blow down
from the lofty Apennines in early spring. Thus attired, too,
I knew my features would be almost invisible to Zer, more
especially as the place of our rendezvous was a long dim entresol
lighted only by a single oil-lamp, a passage that led into the
garden, one that was ouly used for private purposes, having
nothing to do with the ordinary medes of exit and entrance to
and from the hotel.

Into this hall I now hurried with an eager step; it was de-
serted ; she was not there. TImpatiently I waited—the minutes
geemed hours! Sounds of music floated toward me from the
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distant ball-room—the dreamy, swinging measure of a Viennese
waltz. I could almost hear the fl ying feet of the dancers. I
was safe from all observation where I stood—the servants were
busy preparing the grand marriage supper, and all the inhabi-
tants of the hotel were absorbed in watching the progress of
the brilliant and exceptional festivities of the night.

Would she never come? Suppose, after all, she should es-
cape me! I trembled at the idea, then put it from me with a
smile at my own folly. No, her punishment was just, and:in
her case the Fates were inflexible. So I thought and felt. I
paced up and down feverishly ; I could count the thick, heavy
throbs of my own heart. How long the moments seemed!
Would she never come ? Ah!atlast! Icaught thesound ofa
rustling robe and a light step—a breath of delicate fragrance
was wafted on the air like the odor of falling orange-blossoms.
I turned, and saw her approaching. With swift grace she ran
up to me as eagerly as a chiid, her hea\'y cloak of rich Russian

sable falling back from her shoulders and displaying her glit-
tering dress, the dark fur of the hood heightening by contrast
the fairness of her lovely flushed face, so that it Jooked like the
flL,(, of one of Correggio’s angels framed in ebony and velvet.
n laughed, and her eyes flashed L,m(:ll\.
“Did I keep you waiting, caro mio?” she whispered ; and
standing on tiptoe she kissed the hand with which I held my
cloak muffied about me.  How tall you look in that Alma-
viva: I am so sorry I am a little late, but that last waltz was
so exquisite I could not resist it; only I wish yox had danced
it with me.”

“You honor me by the wish,” I said, keeping one arm
about her waist and drawing her toward the door that opened
into the garden. “Tell me, how did you manage to leave the
ball-room ?

“QOh, easily. I slipped away from my partner at the end of
the walt , and told him I should return immediately. Then I
ran upstairs to my room; got my cloak—and here I am.”

And she laughed again. She was evidently in the highest
spi irits,
“You are very ¢ ood to come with me at all, méa della,” 1
d as gchJ as I could; “it is kind of you to thus
humor my fancy, Di’ you see your maid? does she know
where you are going ?”

“She? ()n no, ‘she was not in my room at all. She is :
great coquette, you know; I dare say she is amusing herself
with the waiters in the thcnem. Poor thing | I h\)p\. she en-
joys it.”
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I breathed freely ; we were so far undiscovered. No onchad
as yet nol?rfd our departure—no one had the least clew to
my intentions. I opene J the door of the passage noiselessly,
and we e passed out. ing my wife's cloak more clmdy
about her with much apparent tenderness, I led her quickly
across the den. There was no one in sight—we were en-
tirely unobserved. On reaching 11<, exterior gate of the in-
closure I left her for a moment, while I summoned a car-
riage, a common fiacre. She expresse (l some surprise on seeing
L] 1e vehicl

T thoue 1t we were not going far? ¥ she said.

[ reassured her on "m lm..,‘, telling her that I only desired
to spare her all possible fatigue. 51[1«1& »d with 1[113 explana-
tion, she suffered me to assist Iu 'r into the carriage. I followed
her, and calling to the driver, “ A la Villa Gu IIdL” we rat-
tled away over the rough uneven stones of the back streets of
the city.

“Ta Villa Guarda!” exclaimed Nina. *“ Where is that ?”

“Itis an old house,” I replied, “situated near the place 1
spoke to you of, where the jewels are.”

“Oh!”?

And apparently contented, she nestled back in the carriage,
permitting her head to rest li htly on my shoulder, I drew
her closer to me, my heart beating with a fierce, terrible joy.

“ Mine—mine at last!” I whispered in her ear. * Mine
forever !”

She turned her face upward and smiled victoriously; her
cool fragrant lips met my burning, eager ones in a (,ll.ib&.‘, pas-
sionate kiss. - Yes, I kissed her now—why should I not 2 She
was as much mine as any purchased slave, and merited less re-
spect than asultan’s occasional female toy, And as she chose
to caress me, I let her doso: T alluwed her to think me utterly
*.'..;1vj'-1n‘.nf|._l by the batte her d;:;r‘r\' Yet whenever I
caught an occasional glimpse nf her face as we drove along in

emi-darkness, I coul 1d not hel P mm(lu ng at the supreme

ty nf Lh \--mm' Her self-satisfaction was so complete,
ing her a.)l\mmn....r fate, so tragically absurd !

lichted with 'Jumf her dress, and her

he thought—of me. Who could measure the

o visions s‘m in ]L lged in; who could

1
-1
i

o

utiful, ‘..-\‘;11111}, and above all—so-

y e' truth—awell-dressed, for by the latter

virtue alone is a w oman allowed any precedence nowadays—

would not all the less fortunate and lovely of her sex feel some-
20
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what envious? Ab, yes; they would and they do; but believe
me, the selfish feminine thing, whose only sincere \\'o)‘:hip is
offered at the shrines of Fashion and Folly, is of all creatures
the one whose life is to be despised and never desired, and
whose death makes no blank even in the circles of her so-called
best friends.

I knew well enough that thcw was not a soul in Naples who
was really attached to my 'ho would miss her,
no, not even a :at.r\:mt—dwd}_;h ;hu, in hu superb SLJI-UFHCLH,
imagined herself to be the adored beauty of L’ﬂe city. Those
who had indeed loved her she had despised, neglected, and be-
trayed. Musingly I looked down upon her as she rested back
in the carriage, encircled by my arm, while now and then a
little sigh of absolute delight in herself broke from her lips—
but we spoluu scarcely at all. Hate has almost as little to say
as love !

'l'h-‘-: night was persistently stormy, though no rain fell—the
gale had increased in strength, and the white moon only occa-
smmlly glared out from the masses of white and gray cloud
that rushed like flying armies across the sky, and her fitful
light shone dimly, as though she were a spectral torch glim-
mering through a forest of shadow. Now and again bursts of
music, or the blare of discordant trumpets, reached our ears
from the more distant ﬂlorm:;hfnrvs where the people were

still ce lebrating the feast of Giovedi Grasso, or the tinkle of
mandolines chimed in with the rolling wheels of our
- but in a few moments we were out of reach of even
such sounds as these,

We passed the outer suburbs of the city and were soon on
the open road. The man I had hired drove fast; he knew
nothing of us, he was probably anxious to get ba :L quickly to
the crowded squares and ill dhllnll d quarters where the prin-
c lpll merriment of the evening was going on, and no doubt
thought I showed but a poor taste in Tu[ ring to be driven
away, even for a short disl.mu, out of Naples on such a night

ting and folly. He stopped at last; the castellated
5 of the villa T had named were Llim'l)-' visible among the
jumped down from his box and came to us.
I drive up to the house ?” he asked, looking as
though he would rather be spared this trouble.

“No,” I answered, indifferently, *“you need not, The dis-
tance is short, we will walk.” :

And I stepped out into the road and paid him his money.

“You seem anxious to get back to the city, my friend,” I
said, half jocosely

‘replied, briefly, adding in a so
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%S7, gavvere!” he replied, with decision, 1 hope to get
many a good fare from the Count Oliva’s marriage ball
to-night.”

“ Ah! he is a rich fellow, that count,” I said, as I assisted
my wife to alight, keeping her cloak well muffled round her so
that this common fellow should not perce ive the glitter of her
costly costume ; “ I wish I were he

The man grinned and nrv(.d d emphatically. He had no
suspicion of my identi J'. lrt_ ook 111L, in all probability, for
one of those “gay gall: ’so ¢ mnon in Naples, who, on
finding at some public ente wul”}‘(,nt a “dama” to their taste,
hurry her off, carefully cloaked and hooded, to a m)thno”s
nook known o nly to themse l\x , where they can complete the
romance of the ev \.u.u; entirely totheir own satisfaction. Bid-
ding me a lively dwona notfe, he sprung on his box again,
jerked his horse’s s head viole ntly round with a ve olley of oaths,
and drove away ata rattling pace.  Nina, standing on the road
beside me, looked after him with a bewildered air,

¢ Could he not have waited to take us back ?” she asked.

“No,” I answered, brusquely; “we shall return by a dif-
ferent route. C(Jlﬂt...

And passing Gy round her, I led her onward. She

i and there was a sound of querulous complaint
in her voice as she said :

“ Have we to go much further, Cesare ?’

‘ Three minutes’ walk will i:ﬂ'?ng us to our destination,’

i f 2, “ Are you cold 2

“ A little,” and she | gathered her sables m closely about
her and presa-d nearer to my side. The capricious moon here
suddenly leaped forth like the pale ghost of a frenzied dancer,
standing i.;[u()t, on the edge of a precipitous chasm of black
clouds. Her rays, pallidly green and u;ld. feil full on the
dreary stretch o land b fore us, touching up with luminous
distinctness those white n ious mile-stones of the C ampo
Santo which 11'1\ \\T*ﬂlg, the journeys of men, women, and
children began and where they left off, but never explain in
what new direction J‘c‘ are now traveling. My wife saw and
stopped, trembling violently.

“What place i is 2" she asked, nervously.

In all her life she had never visited a cemetery—she had too
great a horror of death.

It is where I keep all my treasures,” I answered, and my
voice sounded strange and harsh in my own ears, while I tight-
ened my grasp of her full, warm waist. “ Come with me, my

H
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beloved !  and in spite of my efforts, my tone was one of bitter
mockery. ‘With me you need have no fear! Come!”

And I led her on, too powerless to resist my force, too
startled to speak—on, on, on,+over the rank dewy grass and
unmarked ancient graves—on, till the low fa'uwmng gate of
the house of my dead ancestors faced me—on, on, on, with the
strength of ten “devils in my arm as I held her—on, on, on, to
her Jubt doom !

CHAPTER XXXVI.

THE moon had retreated behind a dense wall of c’nud, and
the landscape was enveloped in semi-darkness, Reaching
door of the vault, I unlocked it; it opened instantly, and fell
back with a sudden clang. She whom I held fast witl 3
iron grip shrunk back, and strove to release herself from my
grasp.

“Where are you going?” she demanded, in a faint tone,

“1—TI am afraid | ”
“Of what?” I asked, endeavoring to control the passionate
vibrations of my v« : - unconcernedly. “ Because
it is dark? We shall ha it direct 1\-—\fu1 will see—you—
rou,” and to my own surprise I brol M, 1'710 a ul and v lul ent
?;111""- £ \'f:u lﬁ € no L_um to be

entrance Jnd set lh afe ;‘ inside, Juside af l;tsif thank
aven! I ailm LI‘\J gre f"“'c upon us bot th and locked it!
hat strange undesired laugh broke from my lips invol-

1d the‘ echoes of the charnel-house res w;m] d to it

ly and ghastly distinctness. na clung to me in

y do j - 1at 2 ¥ she cried, loudly and im-
[}.15_[1_’.11111\’. %1t 50t 3 J!lt_) r1ble??
I checked mys a strong effort,
sorry—very sorry! I laugh beca
because, cara # r moonlight ramble is so p

And I raised her he
young, frail child. Whether she tried tc resist me or no* I can

g,
E

g e .

i
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aot now remember. I bore her down the moldering stairway,
o my foot on each crooked step with the firmness of one
familiar with the pl'ﬁc" But my ’J.Mn reeled—

ire circled in the darkness before €

1 o mad or.
the end of my long desire. As 1
tome ; her h Lm]». were col 1d and

'At last I'r > lowest s[:p—I t¢ 3

"_11.111,'. I setn acious burden down. Releasing
of her, I remained E:;r a mo t inactive, breathi
She caught my arm—st

I had fixed in various corne It the nigl p'u ious-
I\' 15117' d by | he e after ense darkness, she did
ceinw hi\"h she stood.

cloak and ha
at a sight she
; ¥ ovely, e, and full of
-'h the shiné o ; nonds gleaming from under the
f rich fur that shroz 1 her, and the dark hood falling
hthounn to d 1y the sparkling wonder of her gold

T

1ock, she realized the gloom
ndi : flare of the waxen torches
the stone niches, the ta w'c{[ palls, the decaying
trophies of armor, the dr ape jorm-eaten coffins, a1
with a shriek of horror rushed to me where
movable as a ] in coat and mail, z
arms abot to me in a f r of fear.
L35 ﬂu, me away, take me away!” she moaned, hiding her
face inst my breast. “'Tis a vaulf 1, Santissima Ma-
donna l—a place for the dead! L

my ufttet
2

at Aiis you i \\'h\-‘ have you
3

—kiss me ! say sr;mulm —any-

And her bosom 1u ave lc vulsively ; : sobbed with terror.
I put her from me w firm hand. I spoke in measured
accents, tinged with some contempt.




