HAPPY AT LAST.

By the Author of “Lost inthe Winning,*

“A Leaffrom a Life,” etc.
“1have notyetdecided.”
“Letmedecide foryou. Until you are strong

enough to render change of place no consequence
whatdo you say to the south of Italy—Tuscany,
for example. Florence is a beautiful city ; and,
if you have not been there, you will be greatly
charmed with it. ’

“Florence be it,”
indifference.

That samenight he took his farewellof Mrs
Fairchild and Milly. He behaved to them for
their kind attention to him with princely liber-
aiity. To Milly, his farewell wasso tender as to
make her weep; and his expressions of grati-

said Arnold, with assumed

tude to her for having been, asthe doctor said,
“ag>od, kind, patient, enduring little nurse.”
were such as to a'mostoverwhelm her. He took
her hand, and said—

“Solong as!l am in existence, | will be your
friend, Milly. You may need one : in me you
will ever find one—true, faithful and sincere ;
and failnot to call upon me, should occasion

require. A letter, poste restante, Florence, will
be sure to reach me, unless you hear from me
again* and now, farewell for a long, long
period.”

Milly putup her lips to him, and sunk sobbing
on his breast. If atthat moment, he had asked
her to go with him Well, he did not ask her,
but pressing her lipswith his own, he placed her
in her mother’sarms, wrung the old lady’s hand,
and previously provided with a French passport
he had notused, he departed, via Paris, to Flor-
ence.

CHAPTER VI.
THE SHADOW OF COMING EVENTS.

Aswehave stated in a previous chapter, the
Earl of De la More, upon entering his read
ing closet, beheld, seated in an attitude at
once insolently familiar and offensively vul-
gar, the scoundrel Stark. His dress was of
the style affected by horse copers, was mud-
died from collar to hopls, and greatly disor-
dered : his facewas grimy, hiseyes bloodshot,
his hair matted, his lips crusted with a dark
brown mucus, and his appearance wholly that
of abrute who for several days had been rioting
in a beastly, drunken debauch. He filled the
room with a horrible fcent—in flavor, a combi-
nation of the effervesence of stale drinks—and
with the sound of his hoarse voice, rendered yet
more husky by intoxication—for he was in-

dulglnig low ribaldry at the expense of the
electrified servant who had conducted the
unaccountable pearsen to the apartment in

which he was seated, remaining with him to see
that he did not pocketlany of the valuables
within reach.

The earl turned sick on perceiving the state he
was in,and would have ordered him to be kicked
out of the house instanter if he had dared. But
oh ! the perfect mastery thatcrime holds over
the implicated! He was compelled to smooth
his frowning brow, and to keep down the indig-
nation he felt atthe ecoundrel’s astounding pre-
sumption—to appear cool and collected while his
breaet was a volcano of rage and anger,

As soon as the dull eyes of;Stark;alightedjupon
him he said, "Hallo—ol’fellow! Co—hie—come
then, eh? I—hic—I toi ol, colli—hie—colliflower
—hie—pimple what—hie—w hat’ud bring you—
hie. Eh ?—hie—dandy calves—hie—lone copse,
ol'boy,'that’sthe ticket—hic I’

Then he sprung to his feet, and staggering
towards the earl, said fiercely, “ Who said
anything bout tie—hie —ticket ? | ain’t got-
hic—no—ticket | W hatyou—hie—mean ?”

“ Be poated !” cried the earl, sternly and firmly*
"and if you have aught to say tome, | will

listen to you;ifnot you must quit the place
instantly.”
“ Oh t-hie—oh, I'll sit down if that’ll blige

you !he said, staggering to a chair and falling
into it. “ Butthe—hie—the lone co—copsewon’t
rest, you know.”

The earl turned to his servant, who was look-
ing oniu bewildered wonder at what would have
appeared uutrageous to him even in a frenzied
dream, and said “ Leave the room ; when I ring,
only, | 'shall requlre you, butthen be prompt in
attendance.”

W hen the man had gone he turned to Stark,
and with a manner which in some degree awed
the ruffiu, eaid, “Mark me, man ; a repetition of
thie conducl and your life shall notbe worth a
minute's purchase | care not whatyou may
attempt by menace, by threat or act:butif you
dare again,scoundrel, to thrust yourselfinto my
mansion in this biutal state, nothingcan or shall
prevent the infliction upon you of a summary
punishtnent, which/willpreventrepetition of *uch
an outrage.”

Stark balanced himself on his chair foramin-

ute, and then muttered, “Scoundrel! Well—hie
—that’splucky,too !”

“ What do you want? Answer, and brief-
ly,” exclaimed the earl, determined, if possi-

ble, to retain the advantage he lancied he had
gained.

“Money !I” said Stark.

“l thought so,” responded
ehould have written for it,
son.”

“ Gamwon I" exclaimed Stark. “Can't
write—wasn’t taught where | was broughtup.”

“Then get some one to write for you.”

the earl; *“vyou
not come in per

“Ha! ha! and blow the gaff. Who— ic-
should 11 .11to write to the lone copae, eh?”
_Jne earl pressed his han | to his brain, and

then turned with feverish
patience to the fellow aud said, “W hat sum do
ouwant?”

Stark looked up under his beetling brows

E‘aced the room, and

at

him; he was not so'drunk asnot to bo eonsitivo
on his own interest. He saw the earl was
touched.

“«something to go on with,” he answered.

“Name a sum,” cr.ed the earl sharply.

“Well—hij—acool hundred or two—hie !
getona little while with that.”

“No,”said the earl, promptly, “1 have no ob
jectionto give you a handsome sum, but it ie on
condition that you leave this country forever,”

W hat—hie—a —transport me !I”

“You hearme, man. if you agree to this half
Bhall be paid down on a day you may appoint,
and half ou the day which the vessel that is to
bearyou to some distaut land sails from these
shores. But Imustand will have good guarantee
that you accept my terms, and abide by them
before | part with a guinea.”

The man pondered lor a moment, and then he
said withmore respect than he rad yet shown,
“ My lord, I think you fancy me aenemy. laint
no such thing. | wants to do you a goodturn,
and you won't let me.”

“1 wish you to consider my terms—to accept
orrefuee them.”

“ And what if I refuse ?”

*Do your best and worst.
handle you.”

*Then you defies me ?”

"1 can doso W hathave you totell 2 A wild
improbable story ! Whereisthe murdered man's
body? where the—the—the—assassin? You-
you would not be credited foran instant. Goto !
—l have nothing to fear from you.”

Stark grated his teeth, then moistened his lips
as well ashe was able with his furred and black-
ened tongue.

“Look a’here !I” he said, slowly and distinctly,
“ 1 knows where, this moment, to place my hand
on the ’sassin—I knows where to do it, and can
proveit! 1 canhave you putinthe box to swear
—to a lie,if you likes—but | know those who’ll
worry all you knows outoh you. Stay!—don’t
interruptme ! An’l knows where, this blessed
mmnit, where the gamekeeper’s body lies, at the
bottom ofa pool, waiting only to come up when
called for, Ha! that staggers yer—does it?
You defies me, does yer I Well,doit =—or down
with the mopusses !”

The earl lost his self possession, and. sank into
his seatwith a groan, he covered his face with
his hands, and rocked himself to and fro with

can

I know how to

fuiguieh.
i don’t do my wark by halves,” hissed Stark
in hisear; “an’l knew that body would be

wanted some day, unless | ,could stow it where
nobody know’d of it but myself. My gameis to
live, an’if anybody made la livin’out of a dead

gamekeeper, | made up my mind it should be
me. 7\/\/i|lyou dub up now ? or am |to do my
wust?”

The earl once more leaped to his feet.

“Whereis my son?” he exclaimed. “ Take
me to him and I will showergoldupon youwhich
shall glutevenjour greed.”

“Stake ten quid, an’l agrees,” exclaimed Stark.

Before tho earl could reply, to inquire the
meaning of tho expression, a knock was heard at
the door, which was immediately opened and
the serving man made his apperance and said :
“My lord, the person named Sanger, is below and
wishes to see your lordship when your lordship
is disengaged.”

Stark retired to the window.

“Itis the detective? "inquired the earl with as-
sumed calmness.

“1 believe itis, my lord,” returned the servant.
“He did not wish to disturb you, he said he was
acquainted with the individual to whom you had
granted an interview, and he would wait—he
was in no particular hurry.”

Stark hissed something through his teeth
which the earl could not catch, but he said to
the servant, “ Tell Mr. Sanger that 1 will see him
presently, as soon as | am atliberty.”

“1 think I hear him comingup, my lord,”
the servant, as he retired and closed lhe
after him.

The instant his back was turned, Stark flung
up tne window and looked about him. He made
an exolamation, almost as it appeared, of exul-
tation, and then leaped lightly on to the
window-sill, closing aown tne window again
leaving himself without, and tho earl
witnin, in a state of perturbation it is impossible
to describe. He knew ihat there wasa clear fall
below of about forty or fifty feet; there was no-
thing for the man to getat, no landing, no oppo
site wall to leap to, nuthing butthat small ledge
without the window between him and death, by
being dashed to atoms.

Each momenthe expected to hearthe falling
man’s feet scrape againstthe wall, and the dull
bound on thepavement faraway below, announc-
ing his fearful fate. 1t seemed as if he must
shriek with horror.

Atthat moment the door softly opened and
Banger, the detective, made hisappearance ;then
the earl, overcome by contending emotions,
fainted.

»anger perceived at a glance the condition of
the earl and rang violently. At the same time
he locked with the quick eye of the hawk round
the apartmentbutno other person beside him
self and the earl was present. No door led into
another apartment. He wasat the window
instanter, and fluug it up. He looked out
then he drew his head in. and shut down the
window.

The servantentered with a startled demean-
our: he looked outof breath, flurried and scared
He beckoned, the moment he eutered, to the
detectlve Who however, said, “Look to the earl

s fainted! Some cold water1 Quica !

said
door

u« servant now appeared absolutely fright-
ened

“ Oh, Mr Detector,” he cried “what does it all
mean ? The most mysterious things is apperin”’
Jistas | kem up stairs from the ‘alldoor, before

the porter, who is stout you know, could get
out of his seat, slams the door after him, and
“Nevermind ;let us revive his lordship,”in-

terrupted Sanger, testily.

They bathed his temples with the cold water,
and in a few minutes the earl breathed a deep
sigh, and opened his eyes. Afterglaring around
hioi, he rose to his feet, stared at tho servant,

at Sanger pressed his hands to his temples,
and sai -, “Good heaven ! is this all a horrid
dream ?”

“Pray, my lord be seated, and collectyourself.”
exclaimed Sanger, quietly and soothingly ; and
turning to the servant, said to him, “ You had
better?eave the room, and mind you keep your
tongue within your teeth.”

The man did notlike to disobey the command,

uttered in a brusque, a -thoritive tone, but he
disappeared with evidentreluctance.
The Earl of De la More, after a struggle

with his emotions, became sufficiently calm to
demand the cause of Sanger’s presence on that
occasmn

“ My lord,” he said, “my business was with the
men Stark. | wanthim upon a burglary case, a
very bad one too—for blood was shed. | traced
bim here. 1 donotseek to pry into any secrets
of your lordship, but I would suggest that the
fellow is a desperate scoundrel. He has seven
years transportation for a bad poaching affair,
but was one of the firstmen let out on aticket of
leave. He’sbeen at his old tricks again an i this
time if he’s convicted, | expecthe will berequired
to give h.s opinion of the air of Bermuda. Ho
has escaped me this time, but | shall have him

et.”

“*Unless the wrath of the Almighty has antici-
pated you,” exclaimed the earl, pointing with a
shudder atthe window.

The lip of the deiectiye curled with a smile,
almostscornful.

“ No, no, my lord,” he said, “he got down safe
enough, its an old trick of his.”

“ Atrick, to fall fifty feetin safety ?” cried the
earl, astonished.;

“No trick exactly, my lord, but an acquire-
ment, | should have said,” returned Sanger. ‘Any
good sweep could do it, and he escaped from
prison by it. Thereis a sharp angle formed by a
jutting walljust outside there, and he wentdown
it, shouldersand feet—that’sall. It’sadaring feat
but | suspect he found it was neck or nothing
with him. 1haveonly to add,thatlifhe man-
ages to keep out of our hands, the les3 my lord,
you have to do with him, the better.”

“1—Il employed him to watch the actions of a
—a relative whom | feared was pursuing a wrong
path—that was all;” exclaimed the earl, em-
barrassed under tho bright eagle eye of the de-
tective. “ He did his work pretty well, I must
sav.”

“No doubt! he’supto that game. | will not
detain your lordship farther than to say, that
yesterday, from information I received, a person
obtained a passport from the Italian ambassa-
dor, he gave his name as Gideon Saville, in the
service of the Audley family.”

“ Didf.you see him?” asked the ‘earl with
eagerness.
Well,” replied Sanger, “ 1 did your lordship

although we are not ; in the habit of making ad-
missions prematurely .

“Describe him to me,” cried the earl eagerly.

“Hewas tall, " exclaimed Sager, consulting a
small metallic memorandum book.

*W ith greK hair ?”

“Yea; ad a wound on his forehead, which
had been strapped up.”

“Greatheaven I”

“And looked very ill, as though he had re-
cently recovered from great prostration. He
walked with thelaid of a stick, but with diffi-
culty.”

“nis features were strongly marked ?”
“Yee,witaa grim expression. Ho had
eyesfand moved his head slowly back as

looked at you.”
“Yes—yes—yesl|” gasped the earl.
“Andhas one of his front teeth broken,"
the detective.
“Itishim!”exclaimed the earl, sinking back in

grey
he

*added

his chair. “Merciful heaven "he cried, “thy ways
are inscrutable I
“Thatisall,” exclaimed the detective, closing

his memorandum book.

“ All,” echoed the earl clasping his hand, “All,
my friend. You know notthatthe whole happi-
nessofa family is involved in what you have
just made known to me. | know not how to re-
ward you. but as far as money can do ityou shall
notcomplain,”

‘sl shall be well satisfied with money ?/ lord,*’
said bangerwith aquiet smile; “butreal y your
lordship has been already so liberal that | have
no claim forrecompense forlhe little additional
information | have given you.

“Itisworth more than thrice ten thousan1
times all you have previously brought put
t>gether!” exclaimed the earl; “and as such
shall be requited. Tell me, mv friend, what
places were named in the passport obtained by
this man?”

“Well, itisnot him who obtained the pass-
port, but an Italian, one Giuseppe Manini, who
was with him, end had his companion’s name
and descrlptlon inserted in his. Tho destination
was Florence, via Paris and M arseilles.”

The earl learned now all he cou d obtain, or so
far as he could expect. He dismissed Sanger
with a very handsome present, and then sat
down to think.

“So0,”said he, musingly, “ the silence is broken
at last! The veil is lifting—the gloomy obscurity
of yeara is dissipating! W hat will it disclose ?
W hat “hape is the bitter animosity, the wither-
ing hattrod, to take? W holesale destruction of
me an4 ms hou>e—of those who are the treas-
ures of Tmy hoarfc. Wo ], 1 willment herupon her
own ba tie-ground—fight her with her own wea-

s!( Do all—dare all that she can do or dare !
%all}e false step -not mine! In the hands of
e etern >11place the issue !”

The next morning the earl sped on his way to

Florence.

CHAPTER VII.

THE ARRIVAL—THE ITALIAN.

When Earl De la Moremade the arrangements
neces-sary for him to leave London, he provided
for the possibility ofl being away from England
fo? an extended period. Eustace would go to
college immediately after his father’s departure,
and contrary to his first intention, the earl
decided that his dHUghters should iemain at De
la More House, Park Lana, under the care, guid-
ance and inspection of an elderly maiden lady, a
distant connection of the family. Masters of the
highest reputation were to be engaged te perfect
the young ladies, Blanche and Cecile, in the
various branches of education, and in those
accomplishments necessary to their high sphere
in life. AIll, however, was tobe underthe control
of the elderly maiden relative who was to be in-
vested with fullpower to act as the earl’s repre-
sentativeduring hie absence. Proper intimation
of this was conveyed to tho steward, and to the
housekeeper,and through them to the servants.

Tho maiden, Lady Pinkpleite, and her maid,
Ivory, arrived, and were conducted to the cham -
ber prepared for the former, and there they
found another maid, ready to attend upon
Lady Pinkpleite, but she was dismissed,
lyory alono being permitted to  wait
upon the antiquated column of titled starch.
The earl’s reception of Lady Pinkpleite was
truly that of an earl, save that that there was a
small spice of congeniality iu it, because of the
position into which he was about to install her.

The two sisters, who wore desirous of receiving
her iu an affectionate manner, were repelled by
the icy grandeur—rather tho frigid courtesy of
tho old lady’s manner ;for there was no mistake
inthat she elevated them into a position higher
than her own,although she knew they wore about
to be placed under herguidanceand control. Still
the formal precision she displayed towards them
compelled them to take back the spontaneous
offering of their hearts, and toss ice and snow
to herinturn.

As for Eustace, he at once set her down for an
awful bore, and congratulated himself upon his
departure for and sojourn at Oxford.

The time passed on. Tho oarl was gone. Eus-
tace, too, was borne by rail to Alma Mater. Tho
Lady Pinkpleito, as the household was directly
aware, was in the full plenitude ofherpower, and
the girls were all tho day employed in mastering

French nouns and  verbs with Mon-
sieur Montbacon, although they spoke
the language like natives; performing
on an Erard’s grand instructed by a

German pianistof masterly powers of execution ;
by wading through the German language with
Herr Kindermeister : of acquiring Spanish under
Don Jose Kehoia ;and oeiug tutored in Italian
by SignorAndrea di Lioni.

Ah! tutored in Italian by Signor Andrea di
Lionit

This man was young—sav twenty- five—at
least, he staledthalto his age; he might have
perhaps been thirty. The difference of age be-
tween those terms is not easily recognisable,
where the man is careful about his personal
appearance, as was Andrea di Lioni. He had a
handsome face ;was of an olive complexion
with black ha r, whiskers and moustaches : his
features were regular ;his eyes especially brill-
iant, and were frequently shrouded by long,
black eye lashes, as though ho were conscious of
their beauty, and made a point of exhibiting
them onthataccountas often as be could

His manner was soft and polished, as it should
have been, for he declared himself an exiled
count, of high family ;but that having held ex-
treme opinions, and having been converted to
Protestantism, he had been compelled to fly his
country, and had lost by his change of religion
the countenance of his farn.ly and friends: he
was|therefo e compelled to obtain an existence
by teaching hisnative language.

Altthiswas very interesting and touching, if
true, and who should say ic wasnotso? He as-
serted its truth—Lady Pinkpleite affirmed its
truth—and she engaged him on the strength of
the confirmation by her maid Ivory. Sohe was
admitted into the family to Iteach tte ladies
Blanche and Cecile.

W hen first introduced to them, they both ex-
perience! a strange thrill of terror. Thev were
both youug and beautiful, and hislarge glittering
eyesseemed to gloatoa them as a tiger upon its
victim justere it makes a spring.

Nevertheless Blanche shuddered whenheap.

ched her,with an instinctive, indefinable
ﬁor which seemed preposterous but which
could not shake from her.

As for Cecile, she openly rebelled—at least to
Lady Plnkpleno—» ainst a continuance of les-
sons with Signor Andrea di Lioni.

“Wherefore, Lady Cecile ?” exclaimed the
column of starch sitting up in a stately form,
and ~looking like a petrifaction of her living

self, a* she heard with such astonishment as she
was modelled to feel, this unexpected announce-
ment.

Idonot know exactly why. Lady riukpleite,”
returned Cecile, “butldo know that !l will not
take another lesson from him, and shall en-
deavor to briug Blanche to my opinion and de-
termination.

Aud she actually stamped her foot with pas-
sion as she exclaimed this, and she ran out of
the apartment to her own chamber.

The eyeaof Ivory pursued her retreating form
as if they were a couple of fireballs following in
her track.

Ivory broke the silence.

“The Lady Cecile is under aspell,” said she, in
a low, quiettone, ‘I am in fear, your ladysbip,
that her false impression is the result ofa warm
imagination ripening.”

Lady Pinkpleite groaned, the lump in her
throathad subsided, and she was now able to
speak

W hat an exhibition ! A young lady of title
to stamp her foot and shako her fist? ” she
moaned.

To have
Ivory.
‘Tut, tut,Ivory,” she exclaimed, as she like an
East Indiaman, got under weigh, and steered
with dignified pace to the door, “feeling, indeed !
a lady of title has no feelings—at least to fit
her to her high position, she should have
none.”

And now, her sails being filled, she proceeded
in stately fashion to Lady Ceci.e’s chamber.

Ivory followed. For an instant her eye had
gleamed with fierv hatred as Lady Pinkpleite
uttered her last sentiment, but in an instant she
was calm as usual.

And all this time— that is during the pre-
ceding colloquy—Signor Andre di Lioni was
occupied in giving the Lady Blanche her lesson
in Italian.

He sat by her side, very close to her, his breath
purposely made to play upon her fair cheek
She did not wish to notice it—yet it embarrassed
her, made her restless, and wish herself away.
The very same emotions Lady Cecile had de-
clared to Lady Pinkpleite she had suffered while
in Lioni's presence were precisely those which
Blanche experienced on receiving lessons from
him. There was an inconceivable repugnance,
mixed with a species of mortal terror, in her
feelings, aud yet adegree of fascination, which
rather drew hertowards him than repelled him
from her. It was inexFIicable ;with no other
professor was it so. Still shewenton with her
lessons, feeling and kuowing that the man was
spreading round her an atmosphere, as it seemed
of impurity. He turned the language of his na-
tive land—so susceptible of such apurpose—to
this end. The extracts given for translation,
even the verbs selected for conjugation, express-
ed love and passion.

“Ah! my dearlady,”
brilliant eyes upon hers,
terriole earnestness, “ 1, too, can love, fondly,
passionately, madly ; I, too, can bate, and,
like my countrymen, take a dreadful revenge
noton the objectof my hate, by the Imife "—and
here his countenance assumed a fiend’s aspect—
“buton those they loved by poison,by subtle
processes, which would rack, torture, and at last
destroy them ; and she | hated should know,
without the nower to prevent, that she was the
occasion of the mortal misery and inevitable
death ofall she loved best on earth. This would
be the fate of her whom I might love, but who.
perhaps, should spurn and rejectme. Butl pray
you to pardon me, Lady Blanche,” he said, as he
perceived her face grow pale with fright; so
changing the expression of his features, he added
iu his usualtone, “ W hat to you can be the feel-
ings with which my poor heart isanimated ?
am butthe wretched exile, and nothing to one
so high, so noble, and so Iovely as you, my lady."

He did not give her time to leave before him,
but bowing low, retreated hastily from the apart-
ment.

As soon as he had left, Blanche hurriod to her
room to find restoratives to keep her from faint-
ing.

He, at a dark angle of the staircase, met Ivory.
She gripped his wrist, and said in Italian to him,
“ Be cautious or you will fail, and be thrust into
the street, The Lady Ceeile detects you, she
refuses to see you again,and the Lady Blanche

such strange feelings !” suggested

he said, fastening his
and speaking with a

“Will
already.”

“Be guarded 1the countess rewards with the
liberality ofan Empress and visits failure with

surely be mine: she is in the net

“1 know | shall not fail—the charm is work-
ing!”

Not another word. Ivory wentplacidly to the
diessing-appartment of Lady Pinkpleite;and

Andrea di Lioni glided down the stairs.

CHAPTER VIH.
LA CONTESSA

Upon the banks of the Arno, and forming an
individual portion of the city of Florence, roared
its head an aucient and capacious building.

Atthe back, leading to the Arno, was a flight
of stoue steps, to enable the residents of the
dreary building, if they so desired, to embark in
a gundola, or any other vessel of the kind, to be
borne across, orup or down the fair river. -1
was not of en that tais was made use
of : but at times, mostly at night, a long
black, coffin like gondola would glide at
a signal to the steps,and r *ceive within its tomb
like interior a tall lady closely envelopedin a
black veil.

Upon adark moonless night, some shorttime
after the events bince related, tnu of the somuer
looking gondolas was propelled up to the stoue,
moss grown, Blimy steps of the palace of the
Contarrini. From beneath the arched covering
appeared a man muffled in a cloak who uttered
a few words m Italian to the gondolier; ho then
gave hid hand to a tail female, to whom a young-
erone clung, audaesisted them out of the vessel
upon the steps, and so guided them into tho pal-
ace, the doorhaving been opened at a given sig-
nal. They were followed by a stoat elderly wo-
man, who with open mouth gazed abouther in
mute wonder.

Inthe meanwhile, the two who had disembark
ed proceeded into a spacious hall and by a corri-
dorto a door at which they halted,

The man tapped tnrice with his fingers, and
then was heard from within the sound of a silver
bell ; the door was opened by him and they *ent
slowly and with noiseless btep into a chamber
which was dimly lighted by an oil lamp.

At a table a lauy was seated, attired in
black shewas of a rather commanding sta-
ture ; her features were very pale, but they
were yet remarkably handsome. She did not
lootc old, evea elderly; sti.l there was a staid,
storn character in her appearance which pro-
duced the same effect. “You have returned,
Beppo.”

“To your
the man.

“Andyou, Ruth?” she said to the elder of the
two females.

“1 am here,
quietly,
yet so calm
effect.

“Who have you with you ?” asked the lady,
eyeing with a curious gaze, the young girl,
who kept close to the side of the female com-
panion.

“Amy,”
Ruth.

“ Amy ?"repeated tho lady, as if trying to re-
collect to whom the name belonged, | Amy, let
me see your face, child.”

Ruth, with but little ceremony, removed the
veil which hitherto had been kept, with scrup-
lous care, thickly folded over tne face of her
young companion, and revealed tho pale, wan
features of Amy Seaton,butas lovely as ever.

The lady gazed upon them with eager
terest. She perused each liniment with cu-
rious inspection; but at length, with some
hesitation, and a scarcely perceptible sigh, she
said, “How fairand beautiful ! how very beauti
ful ! One more inheritor of that fatal gift, the
curse and destroyer of the happiness of our sex !”

She pressed her hand over her eyes and a shud-
der ran through her frame.

commands, ConieEsa,” responded

my lady,” replied the woman
not altogether cold in her manner,
and reticent as to have the same

returned the woman who was called

in-

Afteraminute’s pause Ruth said, “ Know you
not the face I
The lady started, looked again at Amy, and

then at Ruth.

“No,” she replied.

A smile of triumph passed
woman's features. In an instant
peared, and calm as before
Amy Seaton.”

“Amy Seaton—your child."Ruth ?” exclaimed
.the lady in great surprise, rising to her feet.

“Itis even her,” replied Ruth.

Amy started back to look with astonished eyes
oh the placid face of her who had made the
announcement.

She would gladly have given up half her life to
have been able to fling herself in her mother’s
arms, and have felt herself pressed to that
mother’s breast. As it was, she only clasped her
hands, and said in tones which were those of
entreaty to speak in this nothing but the truth
“You—you—are you indesd my mother ?

Ruth moved not,save that she turned her face
to her, and said, “ Why not? Why@®hould I not
be your mother ?”

rapidly over the
it had disap-
she said, “ This is

“Mother, dear mother 1" said Amy, and sho
would have thrown herself into her arms, but
Ruth raised bjth her hands and Btayed her.

“We musthave no scenes here, Amy. The

countess does not approve of scenes before her.”

“ No,” replied the countess, still eyeing the
face of Amywith an interest she could not ac-
count for, Tell me, Ruth, do | understand

rightly, that your daughter has been living near
De la'More Hall ?

“ Upon the estate, my
Seaton.”

“And doubt’ ossknows well, by sight, the mem -
bers of the famlly

“ Weil,my lady.”

“1am glad ofthat. | will interrogate her at
another period respecting them. | have a ques-
tion to put, which may lose nothing in impor-
tance by being asked now. The heir of Dela
More, Lord Arnold—do you know him Amy ?”

W hat a fearful question this wasto putto her1l
Her heartswelled as though it would burst her
throat, contracted as ifwitn a .spasm.

After aminute’s pause, occupied in gazing up-
on her with a fixed stare, bhe said. “ Why do
you not answer me girl ?”

Ruth had eyed Amy closely, too. She perceived
her emotion, and ihough she knew not its exact
cause, she had a shrewd suspicion of thereal
state of the case. She clutched Amy by the wrist
as though to put her on her guard, and to conceal
her emotion ; aud then, turning to the lady,said,
“Yourpardon, my Iady wo have traveled W|th
speed, and contlnuously Amy is unaccustomed
to fatigue. The whole affairis a great surprise
to her. She is overcome and seems likely to
faint witb the over-exertion. Willyourladyship
permit me to retire with her ? and a4y soon as |
have placed her in bed, ! will return and make
my report. | have matters of importance to
communicate to you, so als >has Beppu—he will
scarce have finished, ere I am back again.”

“Bel so, Ruth,” replied the lady, waving her
hand. “ The girl does look pale Youcan go.”

Ruth Seaton led Amy out of the room.—The
countass looked after her and muttered, “ She is
wondrously beautiful. Her face is cast in no
common mould, it is clear. Why ,have | this
pain round my heart when she is by—a* even
now ! think of her ?—It is very strange ! Yetit

lady, with my husband,

seems that some floating expression there is
known to me of something once familiar,
<nee dearly loved in time past. Ha!
Ruth asked me if | knew the face!
Knew the face ?— where— where have |
teen that heavenly expression ?—Oh. this
ache at my heartl Whatoanitmean? | must

inquire into this. Shethe daughter of Ruth
Seaton ? I’ll ne’er believe it.  If not, I'll know
who she really is. W hat, can this Ruth have a

secretfrom me ? 1’1l fathom it, though I have to
cutdown into her soulforit.”

She satmusing for a few minutes, then sho
suduenly roused herself,end turned her face to a
dusky corner o the room, where Beppo stood in
the shadow and watched her every motion.

“Come here, Beppo, and tellme what you have
done.”

Then Beppo,in a low tone, but with much
gesticulation, went into a long statement, to
which she.listened with considerable attention,
making, at times, memorandums until he had
concluded. He spoke in the Italian language,
and she adopted the same in addressing him.

“ Are you sure of the peoplein whom you have
placed dépendance ?” she inquired, anxiously.

“Perfectly. lvory hates better look-ng women
than liersoif particul rly if their position isnoble
and will be .tempted, out of this feeling,
to accomplish their undoing. Still
she loyes money—she is avaricious—she
sells her soul for 'it, piecemeal. Can I, say
more ?”

“And Lioni?”

“He has a tongue againstwhich the sex must
be cold, indeed, to be proof; he isvery hand-
some and fertile to be expedient; he has no no-
tion of love unalloyed with sin ; if his passion
is aroused, he will dare destruction to accom-
plish his desnes He will ilan, plot and per-

severe, in his purpose, without being turned
from it by discouragements, however numer-
ous. He has seen the Lady Blanche, and nas

sworn to accomplish her ruin.
do it."

She clasped her hands and sat in thought, and
then she said, *Itisyetto be done. Tell Lioni
not to letthe need of goldstand in his way ; 1
will secure to him all he may possibly require to
succeed”n his ends: but I'll need proof—a letter,
perhaps, in her handwriting to show to her fath-
er. Oh, "twiil be agrand revengeI”

Again she paused, and then said hastily, “Does
Ruth know of your discovery of the body of Sea-
ton ?

No, my lady,” replied “Beppo.
daughter has not onco alluded to the supposed
murder of her father—nas noteven mentioned
hianame. Nay, she has beenina species of
ecstacy ever since she came, save that,when
quite alone, she sobs and cries, and wrings her
hands.”

A grim smile lighted up the woman’s face
“Thatwill be revenge ;and that will be a blow
indeed to the proud man. Oh, could poison or
the knife bring me satisfaction as this ?”

“ Shelias her secret,too, and that musthbe
mine,” muttered tho countess. Then she added,
“ Wemustlearn from Seaton’s own lips the tifcory
ofhisinjury. Thou shaltgo to England, andTiave
him broughtthither as soon aa heis able to bear

Contessa, he will

“And her

his journey. 1| hayo,him in my power, and he
mustdo all that I command. | will work the
destruction of the house of De la More. Leave

me, Beppo ;1 will see youin the morning

Beppo bowed and glided away liae a guilty
spirit, and was succeeded by Ruth, who, for an
hour, was closeted with her. When she quitted
her, it was with words of seeming devotion on
herllps but when Was door was closed, there
was a glitter in her eye, and a growl of nate es-
caped her, which did not say much for her at-
tachmentto La Contessa Contarini.

CHAPTER IX.
THE PALACE OF SORROW.

The Contessa Contarini, after the interview
narrated in the last chapter, kept in her
chamber for some days. The only communica-
tion made beyond its limits, were that Ruth
Seaton should pay scrupulous attention to ner
daughter Amy, and display tho greatest care in
her endeavors to restove her to health, but that
she was not to present herself to the contessa
until she was summoned to attend her.

Beppo was dispatched to England upon his
mission, the contessa giving him his final in-
structions, and then, as we have said, retiring
within the secrecy of her private boudoir, waited
upononly bﬁ/ an old, witch like woman, named
Juanna. at stern reticense, predomlnant in
her manner and her appearance, when alone and
unvisited iu the Palace of Sorrow, left her at the
Villa Contarini. She there was one of the gayest,
liveliest, aud most brilliant of the women who
graced her salons,and most faciuating and vol-
uptuous. Those who beheld her seated ill her
dim-lighted apartment in the Florentine paiaco,
clad in sad-colored habiliments, would never
have recognised in her the enchanling con-
tessa at the village on the banks ofthe Arno.

On the third night of the arrival of Amy
Seaton at the Palace Contarini, at that dead
hour, the first past midnight, she might have
been observed at the bedside of Amy, closely and
earnestly scanning the fair features of the sleep-
in% girl as she lay in heavy and feverish slumber

er transparent lips slightly apart, hor long
eyelashes covering her under eyelid, they were
wet with the recentte rs of acute anguish.

To whom had such a face belonged ?—oh !
where had sheseen it?

To this incessantly repeated question she could
find no answer. There was no response on the
partofher memory.

She examined the neck and bosom, so spotless,

so white, not a speck or stain tarnished the
lustre of their snowy hue. Ha! whatis that
which lies concealed close—very close to the
heart?

The confessa placed the lightwhere its beams
were hidden, and, kneeling by the bedside, re-
moved from its hldlng place tha object she had
detected there. Having'obtained it,she hastened
with it to an ante chamber, and when tigere,
turned her light fully upon itto examineitclose-
ly. She ttas not surprised to find it a portrait,
nor astonished ioshould be that of a young man,

aa officer in her Majesty’s service: but she
started when she saw the features
Mother of God I" she exclaimed, in agony.

"It is he, he, himself 'he asfirst | saw bim I”

Sho staggered, and sank upon a chair almost
fainting.

Agaia and again she gazed upon it, and even
while she grated her teeth with intense malice
at bitter remembrances, the salt, scalding tears
forced themseb es down her cheek,

“1loved him so | did so love him, | would
have perished for him with asmile, had he been
butkind to me—had he effected to return it. No 1
I would nothave seen his dissimulation if ithad
grinnvd m my eyes, It would have beeu enough
to have heard him say only that he loved me.
No sin should havo checked me—no crime stayed
me—no degradation h-ld me back fr m doing,
daring all he could have everasked ofme. He
knew, it—he must have known it ;yet he scorned
spurned mo ! Oh, butl would have my revenge !”

“ 0 Dio I” she exeiaim ed, "the mystery about
this girl grows paintvd : it mustbe solved.”

She turned the picture about, at its back was

written, in aneat female hand—* Arnold De la
More—a giftto his own Amy.

Sol” she ejaculated. " Here at least, is one
solution. This, then, s the portrait of

the son; and Amy loves him—that is transpar-
ent. Does he loveher? Ah! that, indeed is an-
other ciuesfci n. It is soeasy for a man towin a
woman’s heartupon a shallow pretence. Yethe
may love her or be made to do so ; and here |
may have withiu my grasp ono piece of exquisite
torture for that proud heart; and I will use it to
its utm ost extent. | mustknow her history, and
then learn where Lord De la Moreat this mo-
mentisandbring him here. Aye, those shall be
my nextoperations !”

Leaving herlamp where she had placed it
she stole to the chamber where Amy lay, and
gently restoring! the miniature to its place of
love and honor she glided noiselessly fxom the
room.

The following morning Ruth Seaton was
summoned to the boudoirJof the contessa, and
she attended, as commanded. She entered,
and found the contessa a3 pale and collected as
ever.

“Ruth 1" cried she,slowly , and inmarked em-
phasis, “whose child is the girl you call Amy
Seaton?”

Perhaps thoro was a shade of warmer color in
the face of Ruth as this question was put so dis-
tinctly and emphatically to her, but there was
notany perceptible difference of motion.

“1 have told you, my lady,” she
slowly.

“Thatshe isyours ?*

Ruth shrugged her
silent.

“ And Seaton’s ?”

Rnth remained silent.

“ And Seaton's?” repeated the contessa with a
searching giance.

“ No

“Then is syothe child of shame ?”

"|She is.”

“Andsin ?”

“And sin I’

There was another
countess to Ruth.

“No."

“But you cauprove its truth ?”

“1 can.

“ Enough, youmay retire and devote your at-
tention to the recovery of your daughter’s spirits
and her good looks. When trequire your pres-
ence | will give you ample notice. Exert your-
self to make her cheerful, and do everything to
gratify any reasonable wish she may form.”

Ruth bowed, and retired slowly. As she closed
the door once more that look of fierce and mali-
ganthatred she had before displayed animated
her features, and then she caused itto disappear
and made her way to Amy’schamber.

Some time further elapsed and Beppo made
his appearance at the palace. This time he had
Seaton with him, and introduced him to the
contessa.

bhe still satin her dark chamber, and received
him in the same stately manner asusual. “ Sea-
t>n,” she said, “welcometo Florence | must
congratulate you onthe fortunate discovery of
your body by Beppo and also your subsequent
recovery. You still look ill.”

“ Weak, my lady—othing more,”
plied.

“l am glad ofn
years and well.”

h -You know your daughter is here. Will you see
er?

“Oh, yes, | will see her and fold her to my heart
once more. Thank God I’

“1 will appoint the time.”

Seaton bowed and then the contessa interro-
gated him closely, and for agreatlength of time
respecting Arnoli De la More, the earl, and the
rest of the family, to all of which questions he
gave her ample replies.

At the close of all these inquiries tho contessa
sent for Amy desiring to speak with her alone.
Ruth conducted her daughter to the door of the
contessa’s boudoir and there lefther. Amy,
frightened and miserable, entered the apartment
and paused almost at the threshold.

h Tne Oontessarose up,and almost ran towards
er.

“Mypretty young friend, why do you hesitate -
Co ue hither,” she said, in a voice entirely
different to the ono on the night when Amy was
first presented to her. She took the gin’s cold
hand and drew her into an inner chamber, or
oratory, used apparently for devotional exer-
cises ;for it had a small altar fittod up with a
crucifix stained glass window, bearing an elab-

leplied,

shoulders, but remained

pause. Then said the
“ Does Seaton know of this ?”

he re-

you have served me for some

orately and exquisitely painted representation of
the Ascention; She motioned Amy to a seat
and though hermindand perceptionswere dulled
with intense sorrow, she could not help noticing
with astonishmentthe changein attire which the
contessa had made.

Her black garments were discarded : and she
was attired in a dress ofa dark purple hue,
trimmed with gold, the material of tue dress
being of the finest Genoavelvet.

“Calm yourself, my dear child,” she exclaimed,
with extreme tenderness of manner. “I know
the cause of your grief. Believe, mia cara, it is
notto open your wounds, but to heal them, that
I allude to what has happened. Becalm. Strive
to exertall your strength of mind. Prepare your-
self to learn that you are wasting your tears on a
chimera. You feared that Seaton—your father
-was aiain. Itwasnotso.”

Awy clutched her closely, and stared in her
>yep. The contessa almost staggered under her
glance.

“1 swear, miabella. Nay, if youpromise to be
a good child, and very well behaved you shall see
him again, herein Florence.”

Amy gazed on her with a bewildered air. Could
what she heard be true ? The contessa again
drew her to her.;breast; and before Amy could
utter a word, she said in herear,and in awhisper,
“Yet happler still that | have to communicate to
you. Nothisthe hand whom you g-eatly feared
had struck the blow ; but the hand of some vile
wretch it was, who,to pay some actof vengeance,
stabbed him.”

Oh, Angel of Mercy !I” cried Amy, falling on
her knees, “this is blessed news, indeed I’

The contessaraised her, and again embraced
her. This time Amy returned it with affection-
ate warmth. The contessabroke into a musical
laugh.

“Now,” she cried, “shall we have
looks and sunny smiles, the springing
the saucy word, the bird warblings. No
wore sorrow *o canker your fair young life—
no more sadness to ctoud that white brow or
dim the clear depths of those sweet eyea !'—
No, child, you shall be happy. Behold !I” she
gxclaimed,and she threw open the stained win
ow.

The bright sun blazed, a globe of gold in the
clear, blue heaven. The beams danced upon
the clear wafers, sparkling as though decked
with myriads of diamonds. The houses with
scarletroofs and green verandas, or gay blinds,
stood out brilliantly in the sunlight. Upon the
Arno, boats raced to and fro ; therecame in with
the soft, balmy air the thronging souuds of ac-
tive life. The scene was startling and wildly
joyous in its aspect, from the strong contrast
it presented to the dull chambers of the pal
ace.

Amy, asshe gazed on the moving mass of life
and heard the spirit-stirring sounds, the tones of
bells, and tho chant of boatmen, felt the load
which had settled upon her heart lift and float
away. She could, afterwhat she had heard, and
in the face of what she beheld, have clasped her
hands for very glee. The contessa looked on,
with a strange unearthly expression of joy illum -
inating her features.

“Amy,we will enjoy this at once. | wish to
visit the Villa Contarini, and you shall accom-
pany mo there. Ah! there are proud noblets
whose hearts you shall win ;aye, even that of
the grand duke’s son. He is handsome, but
very haughty. Wewill bring him a suitor to thy
eet.”

bright
step,

Amy protested she shouldnotbe equal to such
a task ; nay, that she should not like it.

Thecountess having attired herself and Amy
being dressed from the wardrobe which she
provided for her of new and costly dresses,
stepped into a gondola, and were borne down
the Arno.

As they proceeded on their way, the cathedral
attracted Amy’s attention; and the countess
caused the gondola to approach to the shore,
and there landed, to pay it a visit — They
passed into the plazzo, aud thence, by one of
the three great doorways, into the cathedral it-
self.

Amy was at first overcome by the immensity
and grandeur of the interior, butina moment
after she clutched the contessa’s arm,who saw
her gazing with astonishmentupon a young Eng-
lish naval officer, who was apparently absorbed
in contemplatlng the beauties of a statue of
Baccio Bandaneili.

The countess looked, with eager anxiety, at his
face,which was pale and thin, but she saw in an
instant that it was the same as the portraitshe
had discovered so close to Amy’ heart.

CHAPTER X.
THE DUCA DI BERGAMO—THE VILLA CONTARINI.

The Contessa Contarini, when she saw the
objectupon which the attention of Amy was
riveted, was not for an instantin doubt as to the
identity of the young naval officer. For the
moment, she was not less affected than hor
young and beautiful companion. The pale face
of Arnold, the instant it caughther eye, caused
an agitation in her frame even more powerful
than the recognition of the portrait she had dis-
covered in Amy’s possession had done.

Although a slave to lier passions, the contessa,
like most persons similarly the victims of such
Thbaneful influence, had the power of controlling
their visibility.

Atthe moment she beheld Lord Arnold to
recognize him, a deadly faint oppressed her, her
knees shook, and sue had hardly strength to
sustain herself. Yet immediately she was
proudly erect, stepped back to one of her attend-
ants, ana uttered a few words in Italian, Thon
she hurried Amy, who was almost paralyzed
with conflicting emotions, to anotner part
of ‘the building. With remarkable self-
possession she proceeded to point outto herthe
mostnote worthy portions of the magnificent
edifice. Itistruethat her words fellonunheed-
ingearm for Amy’s attention was too much dis-
tracted 0 y this suddenly meeting Arnold, to be
affected ~rmoved by aught else. When she was
hurried from the spot where she stood—notre-
luctantly, for she would not have encountered
him there, to speak with him, for worlds—she
had a kind of mist j sense that the contessa was
describing to her the wonders of the duomo, but
it was nottill she was once more in the gondola
on the bright waters of ihe Arno, that she might

really be said to be conscious of her position,
and then it was when the contessa suddenly
said—

“Look up, pretty one, cast away your sad air ;
dress up yourbeauteous face in smiles, for here
comes one to whom | am desirous to present
you. Should your charms elicit irom his lips
expressions of admiration, | may be assured that
my salons will be crowded with the noblest,
pruudest and the most distinguished in Flo-
rence.’

The contessa gave directions to one ofher peo-
ple, who caused the gondolifer to place her gon-
dolaalong side the approaching one, it having
s;opped at a given signal. The contessa drew
a5|de the curtains of her gondola, and introduced
its occupant, the Duca di Bergama, to Amy.
They then proceeded to the villa.

CHAPTER XI.
THE FRIEND—MYSTERIES—THE INVITATION.

Lord Arnold Dola More it was whom Amy had
seen in the duomo, apparently admiring the
beauties of a statue, which at that moment he
did not even see,his thoughts being far away. He
had not been in Florence three days, to him it
seemed scarcely less than three years. W hatto
do with himself lie knew not—cared not! He
was surrounded with an atmosphere of gloom
and horror which appeared impenetrable. He
could think of nothing but the grim corpse of
Seaton, slain by his hand, and the attenuated
figure ofAmy calling down curses upon hishead,
as the murderer of her fathei. Now that hefelt
himself separated from herfor ever, beloved her
more frantically, more passionately, than he had
hitherto. In day dreams, and the dark hours of
the night, he would see her sweet trustful face
turued upwards to his, hersoft fond eyes gazing
iuto his own with loving affection, as had been
the case when together they had wandered in

fond companionship beneath the green
shadows of wide spreading branches, and
glades made golden by sunlight in the old

wood athome. Andthen he would see this face,
—oh,so fairand geutle =—change its aspectinto
one convulsive horror, and it would seem to him
that her name, uttered in shrieking execration,
startled the still airand|filled himJwitli;a]torturing
anguish, almostbeyond mjrtal endurance. To

one less the slave ofimpetuous feeling, this trial,

great as it was, would bave been the subjectof
some personalcontrol ;it was not so with him —
at least, when alone—and the frightful position
in which he believed himself to be, presented
in itefull force to his fervid imagination. Then
be would twist his hands in his hair, rockto and
fro, and give way to a paroxysm ofscalding tears
all the more exhausting to his frame, inasmuch
as tears are not the natural outlet for the grioi of

a man of strong mental powers. It may bo as-
sumed therefore, that he was yet weak and ill.
and hisprogresstowards recovery from the recent
terrible attack but plow indeed. When Amy ob-
served him ‘he had boen upwards of an hour
within the duomo. It was one of the firstplaces
he had visited, and then he had entered it more
by accidenttban design. W hether it was the
softened light, tha religious character of the
building, the sweet and solemn strains of sacred
music, whi h for the time, alleviated the asper-
ity of his affliction—or that it was the worn of
exhausted nature, is of little import,
it is enough, that while beneath Bram-
ante’8dome he experienced more calm than ho
he had done since his arrival, and was able once
more to chain his thoughts down to mark out his
future career.

It was while once more reverting to the strange
far off islands of the bpanish Main, where death t
might easily be won, andcare bauished in a
constant whirl of intense excitement, that Amy
perceived him. She was yetwithin the cathe-
dral and he stillin his fit of abstraction, when
he was roused from it by a hand roughly
laid upon his shoulder, and a voice, something
above a whisper, said in ear, “Wuat, my
yound Lord Lieutenant, are you going to tum -
ble the ship overboard, and change into a sculp-
tor ?"

Arnold turned quickly and exclaimed with sur-
prise, “Sidmouth 1I”

“Thatsame disreputable young
service,” replied a young,
man, shaking him by the hand ;
added with an air of concern, “Why, my old
messmate, what's in the wind? You look as
white about the gillsas the figurehead ofthe Fly-
ing Dutchman ! Youare not goiug to turn par-
son, are you?”

Arnold smi'ed faintly and said as the echo of
the young earl s voice caused several persons en-
gaged in devotion to raise their heads and look at
them ,“Come with me—thisis hardly the place
to hold a conversation in ; and | want to have a
talk with you, Sidmouth.”

“Ahland | with you, De la More.” said the
earl, taking, and walking with rapid strides out
of the church into the large, open piazza, in
which the cathedral stands.

When outia the openair,the Earl of Sidmouth
said, “ M'»re, it seems when | left London, your
highly respected, butbraced, thrice aud trussed
up parentwasbombarding that moral and virtu-
ous city .with rewards for your recovery, A

luff at your
elegantly dre.-sed
aud who then

meeting took place between your governor and
mine, which ended in the discovery, on one side,
that you had obtained a two years’liberty ; and,
on the other, a strong suspicion that you were
notentitled to it. Assoon as they parteu com-
pany the firstlord crowded every stitch of can-
vass he could seo,and boro down upon me. No
sooner did he catch sight of me, then he fired a
gun across my fore foot, and made me heave to,
while he overhauled my log, to see if there was
any entry about you. Butthere was nothing but
blank leaves forhim to inspect. And *hat | had
some knowledge of you stowed away; and |
swore | had not So we both swore hard
and fast together; and | only found it
out when he told me, I|l—was a—d—
fok’stle bully, a—and—a—no son a— of
his. A—son of a duke, indeed ! —I was
son —of —a — at least, far more a—
—Ilike—a—the illegitimate—a son of—a—the Duke
of—a—W apping—a—orsome other—a—infernally
a—low place—a—than—a—the son of —a—the
Duke of—a Northwaterland—a—and an earl—a—
to boot.”

Arnold found it impossible not to laugh at a
very exact imitation of tho proud duke; and
then, asa thought crossed him, he said,“ Has the
Duke granted you leave of absence for an ex-'
tended term, Sidmouth? ”

“Oh,no !” he returned. “ My ship has just
been paid off, and I want to have a good fling on
shore before | goto sea fgain, as | understand
I am destined to the China station for five years
of it. The duke is too fond of me to lot me have
much of his anchorage ;so | wrote, and told him
that | had made up mind to a trip through
to rub off some of my salt crust, and he could
send me a six months’liberty-ticket to the hotel
di Florence, Piazza del duomo, «.here it would
find me ;and if | wanted it renewed | would let
him know. He will tinow himselfinto a frantic
passion ; but, as he knows !l am away with
out leave, —and he knows that he would get
splashed with the dirt of my disgrace,—he will be
sure to send it to me ;accompanied by a lecture,
filling four sides of a sheet of bank-post, written
by his private chaplain, on filial obedience
and reverence, which 1 shall convince
myself is written in Dutch, and make
no attempt to translate. And now
my old messmate, Arnold, whithor are you
bound ?”

“Do not ask me, Sidmouth? I cannot —
dare not answer you,” returned Arnold, earn-
estly.

“Why not, De la More?” exclaimed the
young earl. “You know me well, and therefore
will be sure that | am above trying to getto
windward of you except by fair sailing. | have
a friendly—nay, a brotherly feeling foryou, for
we have been togetherin rough and fair weather,
and | have always found you what | hope ever to
prove—true to the colors 1 hoistat my fore, main
and mizzen.

Arnold remained silentashe concluded,
pressed his hand to his brow.

“ Come,come, Arnold,” continued the young
earl, you are in some distress? | have seen
that flag flying at your peak ever since | clapped
eyes on you in tho church yonder. If you do not
wish to make a friend of me, of course I'll haul
my wind and notput another question to you :
but, upon my soul ! De la More, you will find me
trustworthy, if youtry me.”

“Hidmouth, | am sure of it,”
shaking his hand warmly. “1 know not,
at this moment, any one upon whom | would
so frankly and confidently rely as yourself,—no
one in the wide world, by heaven, Sidmouth, |
would more readily aud willingly ca;l upon to
act my friend than yoursolf ;but you must ex-
cuse meat thismoment. We shall see each
other, during our stay, frequently, for I am stop-
ping at the Hotel di Florence. | only want a
little communion with myself, and then most
prooably I will make a clean breastofitto you,
and take counsel with you as to the bestcoursel
can steer.’

" Beitso,”replied Sidmouth, He was about
to add something to his remark, when he was
interrupted by the strange conduct ofa Sister of
Charity, who, st» ppiug between him and Arnold
placed her hand uponthe lattor’s shoulder, and
regarding his lineaments with intense earnest-
ness, accomnanied by a species of hysterical
emotion, She was very fairand looked as though
her flesh was made of virgin wax, Bo transparent
it was—that is, as much ofit waa seen, fora veil
shrouded much of her leatures.

“ O,Madonna Immacolato !"she muttered and

and

replied Arnold,

then addressed Arnold hastily, iu English.
“Yourpardon, sir ?”sho said. “Your name is
Do la More ?”

“lc-it—is,” herepliei, with some hesitation,

looking upon her with surprise.

“ Are you the oldest son V'

Ho bowed.

“ Lord Arnold.?”

Again he bowed.

She appeared Tlor an instant to be inwardly
convulsed, and she wrung her hands as if in
bitter anguish, uttoring a low wailingcry. Then,
with both hands, sho pressed her veil into her
eyes to absorb the tears that gushed from them.
Another minute sho withdrew her veil, and with
quivering lip, said, “ The Hotel diFlorence is
your preseutabode ?"

“For ashort lime,” responded Arnold, regard-
ing her with no little astoni hment.

“ Enough!l Willacommunication sentthere
reach your hands ?” inquired the sister, hur-
riedly.

«“ Of what nature ?" he said, interrogative-
ly.

“Oh,ask not now,” she returned. “ Itis of

much impo.timce to you. O Dio 1 if you knew,
your impatience would make you mad ere it
reached you. Adio, Signoringlese !"she abruptly
concluded, as with an affrighted shudder she per-
ceived that a tall dark voman had st)ped, and
was also eyeing Arnold with a kind of eager
scrutiny. The Sister of Charity folded her
veil ciose round her as thiswoman approached,
completely shrouding her features, and moved
rapid y away.

Arnold looked after the retieating figure of the
Sister of Charity observing that ehe
terei the duomo swiftly, as if being pur
sued, and then turned to his friend, who was
Iaughlngluwardly although trying to preserve

his gravity.

“ What can this mean, Sidmouth ?\ he ex-
claimed

“Don’t know,” he replied. “I'm brought up

all standing. W hy,Arnold,there is something very
remarkable aboutyou that | don’t for the life of
me see—something that makes elderly women
take a lancy to you. Justnow you had a nun
catch hold of you, and I thought she would have
embraced you ; hero is another making outyour
number, she is spying you from heel to truck.
Look at her ! Is this your Iaundress, fearful for
the safety of her littio bill ?

By aninclination of his head, he directed his
attention towhore a woman was standing, re-
garding him with a fixed stare. He returned her
settled gaze with a similar look -of inquiry, but
he knew her not.

Suddenly she drew towards him and said,
“ Lord Arnold, | seek an interview with you.”

“How kuow you my name ?” he exclaimed

somewhathaughtlly
“No matter,”she replied, coldly. “I will pr ..ve
my title to prefer thi-* request to you, if you will

grant me the opportunity.

“1do not know you.
asked.

She looked for a !moment upon the earl of
Sidmouth, aud then, in a low tone, replied
“Ruth Seaton I”

He staggered back, as if struck by an arrow,
and gaspod out, “ The mother of—"

“The same,” sho quickly responded, not giving
him time to utter the name of Amy.

He caught her by tho wrist, and drew her
with evident excitement, a few paces from his
friend.

“ W hat have you to say to me ?”
earnest tones.

Who are you?" he

he asked in

“ Nothing, here! Santa Marial see who
comes I'sho cried, hurriedly. “ To-morrow night,
at eight, in the chapel of the Virgin, in the

duomo ;—I will be there.”

The next instant sho hurried away, hastily
concealing her features under her faldetta.

Who comes ?

He turned his eyes in the direction in which
sho had looked when she uttered those words,
and there he saw—standing stiff asa statue, his
face turned towards him —Seaton !

There could bo no mistake in that grim
figure—tall, erect—that faco, pale, yetswith the
same aspect it had worn when he, with
a sudden blow, swept it from hissightin the
gloomy copseat Do la More. He uttered acry,
and was about to bound towards the ob”
ject which fascinated his gazo, to ascertain
whether he whom he stood charged with hav-
ing murdered yet lived—when his friend sudden-
ly caught him by the arm, and swung him
rouud. Hestood face to face with an Italian,
evidently of distinguished rank, both by a
sltLtldled elogance of manner andperfecl finish of
attire

‘Allow mo to introduce you,
one of my earlieast associates, my dearest
friend,” exclaimed the earl; and then said,
“Tho Duca di Borgamo, my Lord Arnold Do la
Motw " He reversed the name, and added, “You
must do the rest yourselves. You know each
othernow.’

“lam proud of the honor,"exclaimed the duca,
in a tone calculated to-be agreeable to young
men of somewhat free manners, untrammelled
by the conventionalities of hign society. “Your
reputation has advanced before you,my lord. 1
was informed of your arrival, and | am indeed
pleased that my youug friend, the earl, has given
me so early anopportunity of making your ac-
quaintance, which, with your lordship’s permis-
sion, itismy purpose to improve ; for | shall ar-
gue withyou upon the propriety of putting aside
for the remainder of the day whatever engage
montsyou may have made, and entreatyou to
finish itwith me

Tho eyes of Arnold during this speech
wandered to the spot where he had seen Sea-
ton standing. Ho was convinced that ic was
him—he could not be so deceived as to mis-
take a stranger for him ; but he was gone—
nay, a religious procession was passing over the
very spot upon which he behold him. A hurried
glance overthe wide piazza, but in no direction
could be traced his figure. His breast was teem -
ing with emotion ; one ovent happening so
rapidly upon another, it bewildered him It was
the greatest difficulty he could pay even seeming
attention to the subject of the duca’s address to
him, even theugh there was in it m atter to sur-
prisehim. The young earl perceived the dis-
traction of his manner, and pressing his arm
sharply, made a reply to the duca before any
embarrassing siience occurred.

ecclenza, to

of my iriond aud on my own part, say that we
will place ourselves at your command.”

“ 1 thall be gratified with the honor,”said Lord
Arnold,—“begging ouly permission to retire to
my hotelto change tho undress, which,without
consideration, | donned this morning* for dress
fit to be seen in.”

41 cannot spare you,
the duca; “and, excuse me, the costume
of an English naval officer, even though it be
undress, is a passport 1o any society—at least,
on the Continent. If yournation |an0t—pardon
me—oved, it is at least respected ; and no better

my lord,” returned

testimony to the greatness of its influence cau
perhaps be offered than that the costume of us

officers secures for them an introduction into
anv circle of society.”

Arnold bowed to the compliment, and felt
flattered. He did notinquire into its truth, nor
did it strike him to do so; for the manner in

which it was delivered was such as to carry con-
viction with it, even if ithad been the veriest
fustian post-ible. He said, in reply, “Pray, my
lord, after so distinguished a tribute to my na-
nbn, permit me—as an individual member of it,
not known to fame—to inquire by what species
of magic you became acquainted with my ar-
rival here. You will understand the astonish-
mentwith which I heard you make the remark
and notto besurprised at the question, when
you hear from me that,a few hours previous to
my departure from England I had neither the
intention nor even the conception of a visit to
Florence.”

The ducalaughed a well-arranged laugh : itk/
displayed his handsome face to advantage, andll
it also exhibited two rows of teeth of pearly »
whiteness—teeth, which the young earl mentally
determined were three-fourths false, orthat the

duca neither chewed tobacco nor .smoked, ac-

complishments in which he was proficient.
THE BELLS Ob’ ST. BONIFAUE.

A Story, Stranger Than Fiction, of Un-

paralleled Sufferings and Marvellous
Recovery.
From the Winnipeg Times.

In the annals of St. Boniface there ie no>
more interesting or remarkable story than
that of Rev. Father Goiffron. In the winter
of 1860, the reverend father was dispatched
on a mission to Pembina. HG6 started on
horseback. The weather was intensely cold,
and there was nowhere to find shelter on the
sparsely settled country of that day. As he
drew near to the end of his journey, he felt
that he was succumbing to the cold. But
notwithstanding that he felt his legs and feet
freezing, he pushed on as quiokly as his be-
numbed horse would permit him. When
within three or four miles from Pembina his
horse fell dead on the roadside. To add to
the father’s other misfortunes, a severe
snowstorm came on. Wrapping himself up
as well as he could in his cloak, he crawled
close to the dead animal in order to profit by
any warmth it might contain. For five days
he lay beside the beast, covered with snow,
and satisfying the pangs of hunger by euoh
pieces of fiesh as he could cut trom the frozod
carcaes with his pocket knife.

On the fifth day he gave up all hopes of
succor, and was about resigning himself to
his fate, when ,he saw in the distanoe two
horsemen riding over the plains. Summon-
ing all his remaining strength he called out
to them, and was fortunate in attracting their
attention. They returned te where he lay,
and as soon as they learned the circumstances
of the case, one rode with all speed to Pem*
bina while the other stayed with the priest.
Finally a conveyance was procured and the
half frozen man was taken to Pembina, whioh
he reached in a desperate plight. In order
to save his life it was resolved to amputate
theirozen limbs. Surgery in the Northwest
twenty years ago was of a very rude charaoter,
and although tho operation in the reverend
father’s case was performed with as muoh care
as possible, it would have been called in these
days a bungled job. Father Goiffron was re*
moved to St. Boniface shortly afterwards, and
was admitted to Bishop Taohe’s house. On
the trip the bandages on the limb became
disarranged, and he was apparently bleedlng
to death.

On December 23, 1860, preparations were
actually being made for the funerah  Wherf
candles for uee at the service for the dead
were sought for, it was found that the supply
had run out, and a fire was lit in the Bishop’#
kitchen, the house being then attaehed to>
the cathedral, and a pot of grease put upon
the stove with whioh to make the candle»»
A quantity of grease happened to boil over*
setting fire to the building.  All efforts to
extinguish the flames proved unavailing, an<€
the occupants of the house turned their stten*
tion to saving suoh effects as they could.
Father Goiffron lay upon the mattrass, whioh
was steeped in blood from the bleeding limb.
The flames made rapid progrebs, and he was
in danger of being burned to death. The
priests at once set about removing him
from the blazing building. He objected at
first, saying that he might as well be burned
to death in the house as to die of oold out-
side, but notwithstanding his protestations
the mattrass was borne out and placed in
the snow. The change to the intense oold

of the open air had the effect
of checking the hemorrhage, and to
the surprise of all, the Father rallied, and
being removed to one of the church
buildings began to improve. Later,

he was taken in charge by the Sisters. When
able to leave his bed he made a crutoh for
himself and was able to get around with tol-
erable ease. He lived in St. Boniface a year
and was then sent to St. Paul, where he has
labored ever since.

A few weeks ago, about nine o’olook afe
night, Archbishop Tache heard some one.
stamping on the door step. Sending to en-
quire the cause of the noise, he was surprised!
to hear that Father Goiffron had oome back
to see him after an absenoe of twenty one
years. He is now sixty-four years of age
When he was in St. Boniface before, there
were no railways nor any Taans of convey-
ance save, by Eed River casts and canoes.
The Father came up from Emerson by team,
bnt instead of getting off at St. Boniface he
camo over to this city. Making enquiries for
the Archbishop’s he was told that he would
have to go down the track again. He
walked the whole distance from Winnipeg
and arrived at the archbishop’s as mentioned
above. He was the guest of his Grace for
several days and returned about a week ago
to St. Paul.’

BRADSTRbIETS WEEKLY RE-
PORT.

New York, Nov. 3.—Tho general distribua
tion of merchandize thoughout the United
Beates as reported by special telegrams to*
Bradstreet’s, while continuing to move
rapidly is evidently of notably less volume
than at the correspondiKg time last year*
The iron trade is weaker than when last re-
ported, and pig iron has been cut in several
instances. The trouble with the iron trade
appears to have been an over estimate of the
consuming demand. The certificate for
crude petroleum advanced rapidly to day
owing to the removal of the heavy carrying
rates west and the effects of the October r<k
port of oppression in the oil regions*
quotations reached ninety-nine and one-half
cents. Early in the afternoon predictions of
dollar oil wore froely made. Exports of
grain and petroleum on time are practically
at a stand still, while the shipments
of cotton are heavy. The  October
cotton report published by Bradstreets’ to-
morrow states that the weather during the
month has been exoellent, and the promise
now is for a large crop.  The prices of wheal
are falling, and those ef corn, owing to -
smaller receipts have advanced. The failures
in tbe United States during the week num«
ber 154, or 17 more than in the preceding
week, and 19 more than in the corresponding
week laet year. The failures have been
larger than for sometime past. Canada had.
21, an increase of 7.

—The sale of the Nashobah estate, near
Memphis, recalls the fact that it was onoe the
property of Fanny Wright, an accomplished,
elegant, and ecoentrio woman, who had tried
a philanthropic plan for educating negroes®
This was in 1825,and the result was a failure.
A sister, named Sylvia, married a boorish,
ignorant, brutal, and handsome farm hand in»
the plaoe, who abused her, and finally dixr?
her baok to England. The property remained
in the Wright family until a few days ago,
though managed by an agent.

—According to the newspapers of Rio
Janeiro, writing at the eleventh anniversary
of the passing of the law of emancipation of
1871, the effect of that measure has been
singularly beneficial to the material and
moral development of the country. In thoee
eleven years more than 60,000 slaves have
been spontaneously freed by their masters
without compensation, while the States have
given liberty to more than 11.000. During
the same period 280,000 children of slaves
have been born free, and the oost to the State
of emancipation up to the present time has
been nearly #4,000,000.



