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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
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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.
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“Hush, T pray you! This is no place for a hysterical scena.
Consider where you are! You have guessed aright—this is a
vault—your own mausoleum, fair lady l—l[ I mistake not—the
burial pldu, of the I \om&mfaml]_\'

At these words her sobs ceased, as though they had been
frozen in her throat; she stared at me in spuccnlua fear and
wonder.

“Here,” I went on with methodical deliberation. “ here lia
all the “‘M_ﬂt ancestors of your husband’s family, heroes and
m.u‘t\'s in their day. Here will your own fair flesh molder,
lIele and my voice grew deeper and more resolute, “here,
six lT!Ol’lthb ago, your husband himself, Fabio Romul was
buried.”

She uttered no sound, but gazed at me like some beautiful
pah'an goddess turned to stone by the Furies, Having spoken
thus far I was silent, w: atching the effect of what I hctd said,
for I sought to torture the rery nerves of her base soul. \t
last her ch\ lips pfutl,cl—hu voice was hoarse and indistinct.

“ You must be mad!” she said, with smothered anger and
horror in her tone. ;

Then seeing me still immovable, she advanced and ¢ caught my
hand half commandin gly, ha Lf w‘u"atrh I did not resist her.

“ Come,” she mmlm(d ‘come away at once!” and she
glanced about her with a shudder. “Le et us leave this horri-
ble place; as for the jewels, if you keep them here, they Jmay
stJv Lue' I would not wear them for the world ! ( ome.’

[ interru sted her, holding her hand in a fierce grasp; I
turned her abruptly toward a dark object lying on f[‘LL lotmd
near us—my own coffin broken asunder. I drew hu close
to ‘1.

“ Look!” T said in a thrilli ng whisper, “ what is this? Ex-
amine it well ; it is a coffin of flimsiest \\un,d a cholera coffin!
What says the painted inscription ? Nay, do not start! [t
bears your husband’s name ; he was buried in it. Then how
comes it to be open? Whereis hel??

I felt her sway under me; a new and overw helming terror
had Llr\(,l‘ instant possession of her, her limbs 1LIL[:LCI to sup-
port her, she sunk on herknees, Mecha anically and feebl y she
repeated the words after me—

“ Whereis fie?  Where is he??”

: £ '\\"” and my voice ra 12 out thrr_mgh
1ts passion usu.m:cm 0 More :
thc miserable, credulous

the hollow vault,

¢ Where is —the pum Ff'r;I
s dupe, whose treacherous wife pl ‘1‘.((],
the courtesan under his ve ry roof, while he loved and
trusted her! [Were is e ? Here, here |

bl md]}
and I seized her
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hands and forced her up from her kneeling posture. I prom:-
ised you should see me as [ am! I swore to grow young to-
night for your sake— Now I keep my word! Lock at me,
Nina —look at me, my twice-wedded wife —Look : 2 l—do
you not know your Ausband ¢ ”

And throwing my dark habiliments from me, I stood before
her undisguised ! As though some defacing disease had swept
over her at my words and look, so her beauty suddenly van-
ished. Her face became drawn and pinched and almost old—
her lips turned blue, her eyes grew g'i:lz-;:d, and strained them-
selves from their sockets to stare at me ; her very hands looked
thin and ghost-like as she raised them up\'."u'(l with a frantic
m;p@lmw gesture ; there was a sort of f’Japan‘ rattle in her
throat as she drew herself away from me with a convulsive
gesture of aversion, and crouched on the floor as though she
sought to sink through it and thus avoid my gaze.

“Oh, no, no, no ! ” she moaned, wildl VA mat Fabio l—no, it
cannot be—Fabiois dead—dead ! And you ! youaremad !—
1[;'& is some cruel jest of yours—some trick to frighten me ! *

She broke off hm.\tl‘hswl\, and her large, terrified eyes wan-
du&(l to mine again with a reluctant and awful wonder. She
attempted to arise fm:'n her crouching pm'-lu.):_ I approached,
and assisted her to do so with ceremonious politeness. She
trembled violently at my touch, and slowly sta ing to her
feet, she pushed back her hair from her forehead and regarded
me fixedly with a searching, anguished look, 1"1'.%[ of doubt,
then of dread, and lastly of convinced and hopeless certainty,
for she suddenly covered her eyes with her hands as though to
shut out some 're:.pu}.sne object, and broke into a low wailing
sound like that of one in bitter physical pain. I laughed
scornfully.

“« Well, do you know me at last?” I cried. “’Tis true I
have somewhat altered. This hair of mine was black, if you
remember—it is white enough now, blanched by the horrors of
a living death such as you cannot imagine, buf which,” and I
spoke more slowly and impressively, “ you may possibly ex-
nll;.;'ié_'uc;j: ere long. Yet in spite of this. change I think you
know me ! That is well. I am glad your memeory serves you
thus far !’

A low sound that was half a sob and
her.

“Oh, no, no!” she muttered, again, incoherently—* it can-
not be! It must be false—it is some vile plot—it cannot be
true! Truel Oh, Heaven! it would be too crr gl, too horri-
!'J-.l !”

‘alf a cry broke from
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I strode up to her. T drew her hands away from her eyes
and grasped them tightly in my own,

“Hear me!* I said, in clear, decisive tones. “ I havel kept
silence, God knows, with a long patience, but now—now I can
speak. Yes! you thought me de ad—you had every réason to
think so, you had ey ery pmof to believe so. How lxlpln nn
St _ul.cmrl death made you! What a relief it was to you
what an obstruction removed from your path! But—I was
buried alive !”  She uttered a f nt shriek of terr , and ]f'v'al'
ing wildly about’her, strove to wrench her ]Lm-l from my clasp,
i held them more closely. “Ay nk of it, wife of mine!—
you to whom luxury has been second think of this
poor body straightened in a helpless swoon, packe ni 11(111 ressed
into yonder coffin and nailed u p fast, shut o 111 from the blessed
light and air, as one would have thought, forever! Who could
have dreamed that life stiil lingered in me—life st ong enough
to split asunder the boards that inclosed me, and leave them
shattered, as you see them now ! ”

She shuddered and gl 1‘1CC'I with aversion toward the broken
coffin, and again tried to loosen her hands from mine. She
looked at me with a burning aw'u in her face,

“Letmego!” she panted. “ Madman! liar —let me go!”

I released her instantly and stood erect, regarding her
dxedly.

“I am no madman,” I said, composedly; “and you know
as well as T do that I speak the truth, W lln n I Cac.a')cd from
that coffin I found mualf a prisoner in this very vault—this
house of my perished - ancestry, where, if old legends could be
}Jd:u'cd the very bones that are stored up hua would start
and recoil from your presence a s pollution to the dead, whose
creed was Aonor,”

The sound of her sobbing breath ceased suddenly; she fixed
her eyes on mine; the >y “mugd defiantly.,

‘For one long awful night,” ssumed, ] suffered hcrc.
I might have starved—or peris of um«' I thought n
agony could surpass what I endured! But I was mistaken :
there was a sharper torment in store for me. I discovered a
way of escape ; with grateful tears I thanked Geod for my rescue,
for :H)L‘t"L‘\.'. for life! Oh, what a fool was I! How could I
dream that my death was so desired '—how could I know tha
I had better far have died than have returned to swe/
home | ”

Her lips moved, bu

a

ered no word : she shiy rered
ﬁm.("l} vith intense cold. dr nearer to her,
e i)\_g;i.‘_],vf‘n Vol 1 ]
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She made no answer. A rapid impulse of fury possessed
me.

“Speak!"” T cried, fiercely, “ or by the God above us T will
make you! Speak!” and I drew the dagger I carried from my

: > truth for once—’ be difficult to you

time I must be mu\\dul! Tell me,

Do you or do you zof believe that I am

r ]11 sband—jyour living husband, Fabio l\unmrli e

for breath. The 1t of my infuriated figure—

the naked steel before her eyes—the suddenness

1O position, all t ied her into

speech. She f g herself down before me in an attitude of
am--{'T entreaty. She fo 1er voice at last,

‘ Mercy ! mercy!” > cried.  “Oh, God! you will not kili
me ? \mtmw—wm thing fl death; I am too young t{’: die !
Yes, yes : I know you are io—Fabio, my hus} .'ml Fabio,
whom I thought dead—Fabio—oh!” anc sobbed convul-
sively. “You said you ]-wm me to-d 'hen you married
me! Why did you marryme? I was your wife lh(,u(l\"‘n\l"\-’
— why? O, horrible, h(_)H]I;J-I [ see—I understand it all
now! But do not, do not kill me, Fabio—I am afraid to
die 17

And she hid her face at my feet and groveled there, As
quickly calmed as I had heen sudde y lutmlls, I put back the
dagger. I smoothed my voice and spoke with mocking
courtesy.

“ Pray do not alarm yourself,” I said, coolly. “T have not
the slightest intention of ]u.lm” :vuﬂ [ am no vulear mur-
derer, yielding to mere brute mﬂmciﬁ You forget: a
\'C’Tptﬂhdll ]1”1'~ hot passions, but he also has finesse, , especially
in matters of vengeance, I broug -11’ re to tell you of
my existence, and to confront th the proofs of it. Rise,
1 ‘l‘---_;-' of you, we have plenty of c to talk; with a little
]Lmﬂu [ shall make clear to \uu—m 2

ftis g ; 7 with a long;
u;f‘. contemptu-

e kiss, not
you know me
and *—you, wheo

e wrung her hands

When I broke

me—] Tound my
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vacant post already occupied. I arrived in time to witness a
very pretty pastoral play. The scene was the ilex avenue—
the actors you, my wife, and Guido, my friend !”

She raised her head and uttered a low exclamation of fear.
I advanced a step or two and spoke more rapidly.

“You hear? There was moonlight, and the song of night-
ingales—yes ; the stage effects were perfect! [\\m,_md _thc
progress of the comedy—with what emotions vou may imagine.
I learned much that was news to me. I became aware that
for a lady of your large heart and sensitive fediu;s one hus-
band was not sufficient ”—here I laid my hand on her shoulder
and gazed into her face, while her eyes, dnawd with terror,

stared hnp\kﬁs]\ up to ‘mine—* and that within three little
months of your marriage to me you provided yourself with an-
other. Nay, no denial can serve you! Guido Ferrari was hus-
band to you in all things but the name. I mastered the situa-
tion—I rose to the emergency. Trick for trick, Lum;d) for
comedy! You know the rest.” As the Count Oliva you can-
not deny that I acted welll For the second time I courted
you, but not half so eagerly as youx courted me? For the
second time I have married you! Who shall deny that you are
most thoroughly mine—mine, body and soul, till death do us
part!” :

And T loosened my grasp of her: she writhed from me like
some glittering wounded serpent. The tears had dried on her
cheeks, herfeatures were rigid and wax-like as the features of
a corpse ; only her dark eyes qhum, and these seemed pre-
ternaturally ]mff? and gleamed with an evil luster. I movéd
a little awa 1y, and tur ning my own coffin on its side, I sat down
upon it as in diltuunL as tnough it ‘were an uts}--ch.m ina
drawing-room. Glancing at her then, I saw a wavering light
upon her face. Some idea had entered into her mind. She
moved gradually from the wall where she leaned, watching
me fearfully as she did so. I made no attempt to stir from
the seat I orcupiud

Slowly, slowly, still keeping th eyes on me, she glided step
by step onward and passed vith a sudden rush she
rcached the stairw ay and lw.;unﬂu [ ap it with the .SL;it‘tIL" 1 haste
of a hunted deer. "I smiled to myself. I in,&:rl her shaking
the iron gate-way to and fro with all her feeble stre ngth; she
called aloud for help several times. Only the sullen ec choes of
the vault answered her, and the wild whistle of the wind as
it surged through the trees of the cemetery. At last she
screamed fur umTv, asas cat might scream—the rustle
of her silken robes came swiftly sweeping down the steps, and
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with a spring like that of a young tigress she confronted me,
the blood now burning \\mmlml\ in her face, and transform-
ing it back to some L[m* o of its old beauty.

55 n[ud\ that door she cried, with a furious stamp of her
foot. “ Assassin! traitor! I hate you! TIalways hated you !
Un]nck the door, I tell you ! \ ou dare not disobey me : vou
have no right to ‘murder me ! i b

I looked at her co ldly ; the torrent of her words was sud-
denly checked, somuum-* In my expression daunted her; she
trembled and HhIl ik ]nu\

‘No right!” T said, mockingly. I differ from you! A
man gnce married has some right over his wife, but a man e
married to the same woman has surely gained a double au-
thority! And as for ‘darenot!’ there is nothing I ¢
do to-night.”

And with that T rose and approached her. A torrent of
passionate indignation boiled in my veins; I seized her
\\'LILL arms and held her L.sr

“You talk of murder!” I muttered. fiercely. “ ¥ou—vyou
who have Iunu.mh ssly murdered two men! Their blood bé on
your head! For th\miv‘h [ live, I am but the moving corpse
of the man I was—hope, fmh lnpr;mms
good and great in me have been slain by
Guido %

She interrupted me with a wild sc bbing cry,

“He loved me! Guido loved me!?”

* Ay, he loved you, oh, devil in the sha pe of a woman! he
loved you! Come here, here | md in a fury I could not re-
strain I dragged her, almost lifted her along to one corner of
‘m-‘ vault, where the light of the torches : i

the darkness, and there I | pointed upward. \ hov
11(-:aa_.aﬁl.f:: the left of where we stand—the brave stror g 3
of your lover li festering slowly in the wet mold, thanks to
youl—the fair, gallant beauty of it all marred by the red-
mouthed worms—the thick curls of his hair comk uerh
by the crawling feet of vile insects—the poor frail heart pierced
by a gaping wound 2

dare not?’

two

peace—all Lhm;.
You. And as for

‘You killed him; you—y ._1 are to blame,” she moaned,
restlessly, striving to turn he
7 killed him? No, no

learned your treac Iu

for the sake of wedding a supp FET—y pis-
toi-shot but put him out of torment. You! : glad of
his death—as glad as when you thought of mine ! You talk

of murder! Oh, vilest amor if I co ml murder you
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twenty times over, what then ? Your sins outweigh all punish-
ment ! *

And I flung her from me with a gesture of contempt and
loathing. This time my words had struck home. She Cower-
ed before me in horror—her sables were loosened and scarcel ly
protected her, the richness of her ball costume was fully dis-
played, and the diamonds on her bosom heaved restlessly up
and down as she panted with excitement, rage and fear

‘I do not see,” she muttered, sullenly, “ why you should
blame m# / I am no worse than mhu women |

‘Noworse ! noworse!” Icried. * Shame, shame upon you
that thus outrage your sex! Learn for once what men think

thful wives—for may be you are ignorant. 'l'hu novels
you have read i in your luxurious, ifll:, hours have perhaps told
you that infidelity 1\ no sin y a little social error easily
condoned, or set 7 the '\ orce court. Yes! modern
books and modem plua [x.lcl. you so: in them thc world
swerves upside down, and vice 10oks like virtue. But 7 will
tell you what will seem to you a strange and wonderful tim x|
There is no mean anim: al, no [uthSLJInL object, no horrible ¢
formity of nature so utt ul" repulsive to a true man as a Fum]-
less wife ! The cowardly murderer w ho lies in wait for his
tim behind some dark door, and stabs him in the back as he
passes by unarmed—he, I s ) is more to be pardoned than the
woman who takes a husband’s name, honer, position, 1l re-
putation among his fellows, and sheltering herself with t hese,
passes her beauty promiscu oklx], aI:r'-IL ]11\«* some coarse artic ]L
of comm uc_h that g goes to the 25t bu[m I Ay, let you
French novels and }Mfu\‘x of ff y what they will—in-
fideli L_'-,' is a crime, a low, brutal crime, as bad if not worse than
nce!?”
She (] rew
i ;l l; ows kn

- chusnce £ she u\;‘_‘wmm, imper n
judge me! What harm have I done? _i [ am beautiful,
that my fault? If men are fools can { help it? You love
me—Guido loved me—could 7 preventit? I cared nothing for
him, and less for you ! ”

“L know. it” T s bitte “Love w as never pnl of
Your nature! Our lives were ]J it cups of wine for your false
lips to drain ; once _f e flavor U‘- ased yo u, but now -1,()\,, think
you not the dreg some :

She shrunk at m}' ::I wmce—hier Jl oped, and drawing

near a projecting stone in the wall, she sat down upon it, press-
ing one hand to her heart.
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*“No Irc-v‘ , N0 conscience, no memory! I cried. “ Great
Heaven! that such a thing should live and call itself woman !
The lowest beast of the field has more compassion for its kind !
Listen : before Guido died he knew me, even as my child,

cted by you, in her last agony knew her father. She be-
ing innocent, pvm,rl in peace ; but he '—.ml** 1u if you can,
the wrenching torture in which he perishe , krowing all!
How his pa rted s pirit must curse you!”

She raised her h ands to her hmrl and pushed away the light
curls from her brow. There was a starving, hun u(] almost
furious iwk in her eyes, but she fixed them ste radily on me,

see,” I went on—¢ llt_’l\, are more proofs of the truth of
my story. These things were buried with me,” and T threw
into her 1 lap as she sat before me the locl st a .'.J chain, the
card-case and purse she herself had given me.  “ You will no
doubt recognize them. This”—and T showed her the monk’s
crucifix—* this was laid on my breast in the ("rnfﬁn. It may
be useful to you—you can pray to it prese ntly -

She inte Hll rted me with a gesture of her ha ind ; she spoke as
though in a (ln,:m_

“You escaped from this vault?” she said, it
looking from right to left with searching e
me how—and—where? ”

[ laughed scornfully, guessing her thoughts.

“ It matters little,” I replied. “The p ssage I discovered
1s now close d and fast clmumd I I."L\t seen to that myself |
No other living creature left here can escape as I did. Escape
is impossihh.

A stifled Cr\' broke from her; she threw herself at my feet.
letting the things I had given her asproofs of my existence fall
heedle ssly on the floor, :

“ Fabio | Fabio!” she cried, “save me, pi ty me !
out to the li l—”*t air—let me. 1|u f ]!r
Naples—Ilet
the worst of names, make (_.wL me
me feel the warm life throbbing in mv *\'-u-in's J wi 1 do any-
thing, say anything, be anythi only let me I loath the
cold and darkness horrible—horrible ways of death!”
b[:u H‘hl' ler iolently and clung to me afresh. “T am so
you er all, am I so vile? re are women who
cou -71t 1eir lovers by the score, and yet they are not blamed ;

i H:'.:c.ubu fc'r once a

nce 2 Wrong :d
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ery that blackens his honor! Were there more like me there
would be fewer like you! A score of lovers! ’Tis not your
fault that you had but one! have something else to say
which concerns you. Not content with {oulmw‘ two men, you
tried the same amusement on a supposed t third. Ay, you
wince at that! While you thought me to be the Count Oliva
—while you were betrothed to me in that character, you wrote
to Guido Ferrari in Rome. Very charming letters ! here they
are,” and I flung them down to her, “I have no further use
for them—I have read them all!”

She let them lie where they fell ; she still crouched at my
feet, and her restless movements loosened her cloak so far that
it hung back from her shoulders, showing the jewels that flashed
on her white neck and arms like pomt.s of living light. I
touched the circlet of diamonds in her hair—I snatched it
from her.

“These are mine | ” I cried, “ as much as this signet I wear,
which was your love-gift to Guido Ferrari, and which you
afterward returned to me, its rightful owner. ~These are my
mother’s gems—how dared you wear them? The stones I gave
you are }OUI only fitting ornaments—they are stolen goods,
filched by the blood-stained hands of the ‘blackest brigand in
Sicily ! I promised you more like them ; behold them ! ’—and
I threw open lhb wt‘m shaped chest cont aining the remainder
of Carmelo Neri's spoils. It occupied a conspicuous position
near where I s“)ncl and I had myself arranged its interior so
that the gold ornaments and precious stones should be the first
things to meet her eyes. “VYou see now,” I went on, * where
the wealth of the supposed Count Oliva came from. I found
this treasure hidden here on the night of my burial—little did
I think then what dire need I should have for its usage! It
has served me well ; it is not yet exhausted ; the remainder is
at your service |”

CHAPTER XXXVII.

At these words she rose from her knees and stood upright.
Making an effort to fasten her cloak with her trembling hands,
she movctl hesitatingly toward the brigand’s coffin ar nl ]\_.\I" d
over it, looking in with a faint light (fhup as well as curiosity
in her iarmmd face. I watched her in v ague wonderment—

she had grown old so suddenly. The puﬂch like bloom and
delicacy of her flesh had altogether di 'm peared—her skin ap-
peared drawn and dry as though parched in tropical heat,

Her hair was disordered, and fell about her in clustering

= R B

=gt
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showers of gold—that, and her eyes, were the only signs of
youth about her. A sudden wave of compassion swept over
my soul.

“Oh, wife | ” I exclaimed—* wife that I so ardently loved—
wife that I would have died for indeed, had you bade me !—
why did you betray me? I thought you truth itself—ay ! and
if you had but w .mul for one (11\ after you thought me dead,
and #%en chosen Guido for your lover, I tell you, so large was
my tenderness, I would have ps ardoned you ! Ulm"‘h risen
from the grave, I would have gone away and made no sign—
yes ; if you had waited—if you had wept for me ever so little !
But when your own lips confessed your crime—when I knew
that within three months of our marriage-day you had fooled
me—when [ learned that my love, my name, my position, my
honor, were used as mere screens to shelter your intrigue with
the man I called friend —God ! what creature of mortal flesh
and blood umld forgive such treachery? I am no more than
others—but I loved you—and in proportion to my love, so is
the greatness of my wrong!”

She listened—she advanced a little toward me—a faint smile
dawned on her pallid lips—she whispered :

“Fabio! Fabio!”

I looked at her—uncensciously my voice dropped into a
cadence of intense melancholy softened by tenderness.

“ Ay—Fabio! What wouldst lh(ﬂl with the ghost of him ?
Does it not seem strange to thee—that hated name ?—thou,
Nina, whom I loved as few men love women—thou who gavest
me no love at all—thou, who hast broken my heart and made
me what I am !”

A hard, heavy sob rose in my throat and choked my utter:
ance. I was young; and the cruel waste and destruction of
my life seemed at that moment more than I could bear. She
heard me, and the smile brightened more warmly on her coun-
tenance. Shecame clese to me—half timidly yet coaxingly
she threw onearm about my neck—her bosom heaved quickly.

¢ Fabio,” she murmured—* Fabio, forgive me! I spoke
in haste—I do not hate thee! Come! I will make amends
for all thy suffering—I will love thee—I will be true to thee,
I will be all thine! See! thou knowest I have not lost my
beauty ! ”

And she clung to me with passion, raising her lips to mine
while with her 111% inquiring eyes she se arched my face fur
the reply to her words, I guul ‘down upon her with sorrowful
sternness.

“Beauty? Mere food for worms—I care not for it! Of




