CHAPTER XIII.

'We left our hero in his studio, stand-
ing before the canvas on his easel. He
had worked on the face of the saint
until weariness had admonished him
that further working might be faulty.
He stood back, with his palette still in
hand, and gazed upon the features that
were coming out into life. Tt was,
as yel—so the duke would have said
had he seen it—the face of the Prin-
cess Isabel; only it seemed different;
in & way impossible to explain. The
lineaments were the same ; in coulour,
in form and in feature it was the same.
Yet, for all that, there was something
springing to life in this face that was
not in the face of the living model.

Onece or twlce the artist moved for-
ward, and started to touch his brush
to a faint light which be would
Btrengthen. It may have been a
shadow, which he would make deeper;
but, be it what it might, he did not
make the mark.

“No,"” he said, with a lasi glance at
the picture, 'I will not touch it again
until I bave slept and dreamed. Who
knows what may come to me in the
visions of my sleeping hours. Some-
thing tells me—has told me since yes-
terday—that I shall not paint the face
of my beloved on that canvas. Ays,
I know it now! Merey!l Had I for-
gotten that my darling may be in
trouble¥ The picture must have had
a wonderful hold on my inner being,
thus to close my thoughts against the
possible catastrophe at the palace.”

It was, indeed, as he had said. His
painting—ths face that he would pic«
ture there—had so absorbed and pos-
sessed his every thought and feeling,
that he had, for the time, really forgot-
ten, or had ceased to bear in mind,
the calamity imaged forth by old Made-
lon's report. DBut it came to him
now, and once more he turned his
thoughts to his loved one and her sur-
roundings.

But what could he do? Literally no-
thing. - He could only think, and
think, and think, and torture his heart
with wvain imaginings. The confin-
ed atmosphere of the studio was be-
coming oppressive to him. He want-
ed more air and more room. He would
walk by the river, and perhaps into
the country.

He cleaned his palette and put away
his brushes; then covered his canvas;
after which he arranged his garb for
the public streets. He had donned
his doublet of black velvet and put
on the velvet cap he usually wore, and
all that remalned was his rapier. He
took it from where it stood when not
in use, and threw the baldric over his
shoulder.

Then he cast a sweeping glance
over the room, to make sure that every-
vhing was as it should be; and, being
satlisfied with the result of the survey,
he turned toward the door. As he did
80, he took hold upon the scabbard of
his rapier to throw it farther back, out

of his way, when he paused and con-!

sidered.

Considered, what? Who shall say
what could have possessed him—what
could have led him to turn his atten-
tion to that rapier? It was a weapon
he bad worn daily for months, and on
no former occasion had he once hung
it upon his hip and then thought of
exchanging it.
that mow. The blade at his side felt
light. It was not a weapon that
exactly suited his hand. It had serv-
e&d him well enough in his passage with
the Marquis Steffano, but suppose he
should be called to defend himeelf
against a better swordsman; or, sup-
pose he should be waylaid and attack-
ed by highwaymen. Such things had
been, and were liable to be again.

However, he did not spend a long
time In considering. No sconer had
the thought of an exchange occurred
to him than he proceeded to put it into
gxecution. He slipped the scabbard
of the light blade from the loop at
the end of the baldrie, and, having put
it back into the corner whence he had
taken it, he went to the closet where
he hung his clothing, and took down
from an upper shelf another rapier:
but before he Lhung it at his side he
took it into a stronger light, where he
regarded it with a tender, loving look.

ODne mot wused to judging of such
things would have said that it was
new ; that it had not been in use at all:
It was a true rapier, though somewhat
Eavyﬁnertahlly heavier than the rapi-

8 of Italian fabrication. It was a
Toledo blade, of exquisite finish and
marvelous temper. The hilt was of
gold and steel combined, the grip be-
ing fine gold, while the guard and the
light basket protection for the back of
the hand were of tempered steel. Iis
maker had evidently aimed to afford
its possessor protection against the
cuflass or broadsword. 'The scabbard
was an artistic and elaborate piece of
work, being a groundwork of silver
with an intricate overlay of gold fili-
giree.

The weapon had once been the pro-
perty of a Spunish nobleman of high
rank, who had worn it for many years.
He had given it to the painier, Muril-
lo; and he, by will, had left it to his
friend and pupil, the younger Velas-
quez; and Valasquez, regarding Zan-
oni as the pupil of his own, who would
do him greatest eredit and honor had
given to him the priceless weapon in
token thereof.

And this was the weapon which the
painter now hung at his side, having
dona which, he went out, locked his
door bebind him, and descended to_the
street.

Lipon the broad piazza of the build-
ing he stood for a few moments to
look around upon the slirring scend
open to his view in the Grand Square.

The day was near ite close, the sun !
bemng within an hour of its setting, or be slain. Bul the painter could not |

But he thought of |
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THE MAGIC OF A MASTERPIEGE.

bler laborers on the highways were go-
ing to their homes or to their places
of rest for the night., How many of
them had never known the shelter of
a proper home we would not dare to
never worked from sunrise to sunset.

says; but there were many. They
They were abroad late in the
morning, and they were tired of
work before the day was done. The

price. of an American's cigar, and the
cheapest at thar, paid for the day’s la-
bor, and supplied the laborer with the
food he ate and the sour, thin wine
he drank.

Zanponi looked; he had given a shud-
dering, sympathetic thought to the ig-
norant ill-fed, and far more ill-clad,
~creatures bearing the Maker's image,
' who passed befored him, and was upon
 the point of stepping down into the
'great thoroughfare, when on cast-
'ing a glance in the direction he had
| thought of taking, he saw the two men,
of all the world, whom at that moment
he wounld avoid.

They were the Marquis Steffano
| Farnaese and Count Guiseppe Denaro.
. He thought their gaze was turned up-
inn him, but was not sure. However,
' he must aveid them. If they were go-
' ing to the river by the route he msual-
' 1y took he would take another. He con-
! sidered a few seconds, then stepped
‘down and took his way toward the
north. There wera delightful walks in
| that direction and the path by the
‘river, not s0 much frequented by
| pleasure-seekers as was the case gen-
early in the other direction. He walk-
ed rapidly until he had gnained the
Ist-reat by which he had planned to
' reach the river's bank, and there his
pate become more slow,
| At the bridge he struck off upon the
| waterside path, well pleased to find it
comparatively deserted. A few pedes-
trians were walking here and there,
 here acouple in friendly confab, and

there a lonely man given to contempla-
| tion. Also there were a few soldiers

of the city guard, a portion of whom |

by their gsedate and methodical walk,
appeared to be on duty; while others,
more favored, were privileged to
lounge their moments away at their
own will and pleasura.

At the distance of half a mile from
ithe bridge, whera he had 'turned upon
the river path, our painter came to
& beautiful grove of wild orange trees.
They were of the native orange tribe,
but on public land and uncultivated,
Yet they bore fruit, but the predatory
urchins that invested the locality -at
night never asuffered it to ripen.

Here he walked still more slowly,

with his arms folded on his breast and
his head bent in thought. He was
thlmlf;ing of Steffano Farnese, and
wishing he could see through his plot-
ting, for that he was plotting mis-
chief, and mischief against the peace
of Isabel, he could not doubt. And
his thoughts of the marquis had an-
other direction.
. 'l am not mistaken,” he said, speak-
Ing, his thoughts audibly. I have
seen that face in Spain in the years
agone. It is not a face one would be
likely to forget! Iknow it! I know
Etl Oh, if I could ounly surely locate
it. It was in Madrid, and he was in
company with an older man—a man
who, if T do not mistake the whole
affair, was arrested by the police, con-
victed to prison, and afterwards set
al work on the public thoroughfare,
with aball and chain attached to his
ankle, and escaped.

“What can it ull mean? Can he be
a bold impostor, imposing all these
years on ths too credulous duke? Upon
my soull it appears so ta me."”

Anon, his thoughts turned upon the
count who, he verily believed, was con-
cerned with the marquis in much of
the underhanded work that was going
on. The princess had opened his eyes
to Denaro's true character, since which
he had been surprised that he had not
discovered it himself.

“He is not so lost to all sense of hon-
or and decency as is the other; but he
Is not a geatleman. He is not a good-
hearted man, nor does he—"

S0 far had our hero spoken his
thought of Count Denaro, when he was
somewhat startled by the sound of a
quick step behind him, and, a second
later, a smart tap on his shoulder. He
turned and stood face to face with
the count himself, and at a short dis-
tance was the Marquis Steffano! They
had certainly followed him. The meet-
tog, he knew, was not accidental.

“'Did you wish to speak with
Signor Count 2"

Ordinarily the count was not a man
addicted to drink. Oceasionally, as we
' have before remarked, he would take
wine to excess, bui the occasions were
rare. On the present, however, he had
drank freely, though Zanoni did not
observe it, Remember, the man had
been a slave to his wrath for a long
tiine,
iy a public place, and who now stood
before him, had, as he fancied—as he
had brought himself to firmly believe
—robbed him of the dearest treasure
earth h:ld in store. But for this man
he might have won the love and the
hand of the beautiful princess. She
| might have been all his own—his wife.
_ Sinee his meeting (hat morning with
Isabel he had not on!y nursed his hot
anger, and breathed continuous impre-
 cations upon the plebeian painter, be-
lleving him to be a demon and very
ghoul; but the plotting marquis had

been constantly by his side, whispering
into his ear base and revengeful

thoughts.

S0 that nmow, wilh all the influence

|

me,

that had been urging him on from hour

Lo hour to madness and to vengeance,
brought to a climax in this meeting,
Zinoni found himself confronted by a
very mantae, who had resolved to slay

The man whom he had stopped |

winter.

- e

the uniortunate workings of
couni's mind. Had he known—had h
suspected even a moiety of tpe trnth—
he I_ui.l-’.'l'.ll have fepn:d means of avoid-
ing the catastroph= that was to come.

“Did you wish to =peak to me, Sig-
nor Count ¥'"

A few seconds elapsed before the
count could gain his breath. [h
sight of the painter's lofty front, his

statuesque form and his marble-like
handsome face, and the sound of his
volce, so calm and so musical, Hnmm;d
to touch ths match and the powder 1n
the magazine. _

“Yes," he shrieked, with lips as white
|as death. "I wish to inform you that
you are a base, low-born, contemptibie
scoundrel, as unfit to live as is the
poisonous reptile that lurks by nighi
in its noisome, reeking place of hiding,
dangerous alike to man and beast.”

“Count Denaro!” returned the ar-
tist in blank astonishment, and with-
out the least paxticle .of anger, “"will
you tell me what is the oceasion of
this strange and unwarranted accus-
ation? What of barm have I done to
you and yours?’ _

“Villain! Trickster! DIemon incar-
nate! Yon have ntterly ruined the life
oft one of the fairest and noblest of wo-
men | and for that I intend to chas-
tise you "

““Hold! Hold! Count, I unﬂ_arst and
you now. But I do not recognize your
right to interfere. I shall not attempt
ton excuse or exonerate myself to yon."”

“By the eternal heavens! buil yon
will I the eount exclaimed, madly ; "}"Hi
at the same time he drew his rapier
and made a motion to attack. Indeed,
he would have attacked, and that, too,
with deadly aim and intent, had not
the object of his blind wrath stepped
quickly out ef his way, thus giving
him time to remember that he was
about to strike an unarmed man. He
was not quite senseless enough to com-
mit downright murder.

In that moment our hero made a
discovery. He had caught sight of the
count’s rapier, and had seen that it
was a weapon belonging to the mar-
quis—a Spanish blade, heavier and
longer than his own. It was a weapon
well known to him; and he knew it
to be of perfect temper and keen. And
then he knew that the pair of villains
had songht him on purpose to kill him.

“Will you draw ?” Denarn demanded,
moving again into a position of at-
tack. ““Are yon a craven—a coward—
as well as a low-born villain "

“Don’t let him escape youl” whis-
pered Steffapo in the count’s ear—but
loud encugh for Zanoni ‘o hear—as the

from his assailant.

""He shall not]” said Denaro hotly,
thus admitting the part his compan-
ion was acting. Then advancing up-
on the painter, he again offered at-
tack, at the same time shouting, in a
temper not to be mistaken:

“By the heavens above me! if you
don't draw, I will run you through
where you stand! Hal Show us your
skill! TLet us see if you can disarm
me | And he sprang forward with his
point aimed at the artist's bosom.

Zanoni had no choice. Stepping light-
ly and gracefully aside to avoid the
deadly thrust, he drew his rapier and
turned upon the defensive.

“Ha! Now, adventurer! baseborn
hound! necromancer! I have theel
Take that! that! San Marco! I'll have
thee yet!” And he struck out madly,
furiously, blindly, never once geeing
that not u single effort had his op-
ponent made to do him harm. If he
thought by those opprobrious epi-
thets to drive the painter frantic and
sareless, he made a mistake. The
bleating of a lost lamb would have
affected him far more deeply.

““ Hold ]” our hero cried, when he had
seen his enemy ready to draw back
and take breath. ** Let me have a word.
Do you not know that you are murder-
ing me, if you force this thing to a
deadly ending.? Should you kill me,
no law can touch you to do you harm;
while, should I be so unfortunate as to
kill you, the law will demand my hlf}':-
in return; and no power can save Ime:

“Sipnor Zanoni,'" inferposed Mu.rqqlﬂ
Steffano, at this poinf, “you are Inis-
taken. I have no fear that youn can do
mortal harm to my friend, the noble
count; but, should you chance to dc so,
I give you my word you shall not be
called to answer for it."

“"Your word, Marquisl
or authority have you "

“Authority, none ![—but power,
much,” returned Steffano, cooly, and
with assurance, ‘‘Let what will come,
vou know you must leave Parma. After
what has occurred—after what has been
discovered—you cannot surely hope
that you will be suffered to remain
longer in the midst of a people whom
you have so grossly insulted and ou k-
raged, Good heavens! do you think the
duke wounld alloyy you to contaminuate
the air of his capital longer # No, you
must flee: and I will help you. That
I promise. If the worst comes f‘:'" you
—the killing, or seriously wounding, of
Count Denaro—I will help you toleave
the country. And I can do it."”

Could the poor count have looked
down into the heart of his ];1'{11"1‘*.-.‘1?‘.111!'-{
friend at that moment, or read aright
the diabolical expression on his swarl
face, hs would have given up the eon-
| test at once and trusted to some other
means of obtaining his desire. But he
could not see, he could not rvead Stef-
| fano's dark face: and, wh-n the |atter
had done speaking, he made ready for
further attack.

To Be Continued.

What power
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NEVER-FAILING SCHEME,

time now for the farmer
his

It's almost
cousin who has been entertaining

| eity relatives for the last four weeks|

llgunily to broach Lhe subject of his pro-

posed visit for a month in town next
fie may succeed in frighten-
ing the gratuitous becarders home,

HOW IT FELT.

Dolly—0 mamima !
malter with my f[oot.

Something is tha

Mother—Why, your foot is asleep,
. dear !
Dolly—Asleepi! Oh, my! It must

and the humble artisans and still bum- . know this. He could know nothing of ' pave th- nightmare |

— s
the

e

|

A Few Paragraphs Which Will Be Found

Switzerland

agrel

|

latter made a further movement away perhans

4

|

sent miaded,’.”

school

sible to remove the body, the well was

stane chanced lo drop

conversation over the wire. This won-

goin fer do, Mirander. The garden
crops 1s all rotted by the rain, the
fruit is all spoiled by the frost, the
well water ain’t fit to drink any more,
and every cow we've gol has gone
dry—won’t have a drop o' milk fer
three maonths.

Cheerful Helpmate,— Never mind,

of

strength of what he hopes to make.
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ITEMS OF INTEREST.

YWell Warth Reading.
The Swiss are very thrifty people.
Four-tenths of the grown people of
have bank accounts, and
beggars are fewy i

A German chemist passes acurrent |

of electricity through new wines and |
‘cattle.

| variable in some parts, promises well

thus, in afew hours, imparts to them
Lhe properiies naturally derived from

Barnacles a foot and a halffi thick

were fonnd in several places 'on the
hull of the monitor Wyandotte, 'which
was recently run into dry dock In
Boston,

A Scoteh physician, whose specially
18 the (realment of mental ailments,
asserts that he has found bicycle rid-
ing of great assistance in the treat-
ment of insanity.

The Columbia has wielded more
wealth than any river in the world. Its
vast schools of salmon have enriched
thousands of men, and given employ-
ment to innumerable people.

Condensed eggs are prepared in Pas-
san, Bav First the eggs ane dried
then reduced to afine powder, which
is placed in air-tight cans. Thus a
most nuiritions foud is compressed in-
to the smallest possible space,

Bagdad has long been fumous for a
asses for which that
The inhabitants

Aria.

breed of white
city is {he chief mart,
frequentiy dye the animal's ears and
tails a bright red, and thus adorned
they look quite comical.

A curious remedy for sleeplessness
ia used by the inhabitants of the Sa-
moan islands, They confine a snake
in ahollow bamboo and the hissing
sound emitted by the reptile is said
to quickly induce slumber.

Epernay, I'rance, is undermined with
miles of vaults, hewn out of the solid
chalk on which the ¢ity is built, These
vaults are used chiefly for the stor-
age of winesp One wine house has
vaults covering an area of 45000 acres

Rarely indead is a wealthy Turk seen
at his wife's dinner table, He usually
dines in a part of the house remote
from that occupied by his connubial
partner or partners, and his compan-
fons are generally his elder sons, and
=ome ma'e [riends.

A church committee called upon Mr,
Edison, to et his opinion as to thade-
sirabilily of proteeling the edifice with
lightnine rods. He smiling said to
them, By 2!l means put on the rods.
You know FProvidence is sometimes ab-

A schoolboy in “’ﬂﬁrerh;{mptnn, Eng-
land, t he bhrichtest lad in the class was
examination before a
committea. On being nﬁig'ad t-.':
give a delinition of the word ‘tithes,
he promptiy responded, “Things worn
by ladiss in circuses and pantomimes.

Two of the editors of aco-cal a hum-
orous paper in Madrid have committed
suicide during the past month, They
found it very seriong“business to at-
tempt to say funny things about i_ha-
war, considering the misfortunes which
have constantly pursued the Spaniards
in this conflict, :

A strange grave contains the body
of Charles Carter, of Russell, Kan. He
was cleaning out an old well when the
quicksand caved in on hilq, t*ﬂve.l:ing
him up to his neck. He lived fifty
eizht hours. As it was found impos-

undergoing

filled in, and thus became his grave

An amazing bicyele feat is credited
a sergean! in a British regiment. Rid-
ing at rreat speed on his wheel across
a battlefield, he leaned over, without

moderating his pace, and lifted n
wounded soldier by the waistband,
whom he threw across his handle-bars
and carried safely into camp,

sSomea years ago, when Win, E. Glad-
a little
church in aScotch village, the minis-
ter delizhtfully elosed his longz prayer

with these words: “We pray Thee,
lord, to bless the Prime Minister of
this great mation, who is now worship-
ing under this roof, in the third pew
from the pulpit.”

The telzclroscope invention

which reproduces on a screen an ex-
act pictnre.of objects or soenes many
miles distant, By its use, combined
withh the telephone, you can see the
person with whom vou are holding a

into

1 an

michina is the invention of a
Polish schocl-teacher named Sncze-
ppantk, and will be first exhibited at
the Paris Fxposition of 1900,

derful

THE LAST RESORT.

Farmer Acern—I don’t see what we're

Joshua, we'll get along, I'll take sumn-
mer boarders.

FOREBODINGS.
tell your sister 1

e

Jimmy, did

was here?
Yes, Mr. Tanks, an "she said she’d fell

all day that somepia’ awful wuz goin’

to happen. |

you

HYPOTHECATING EXPECTATIONS.

[ suppose Spriggins anticipated a lot
money from his scheme ?

Well, he's (rying to anticipate it|

‘What do vou mean ?

He's Lrying to borrow money on the

e e —

THE ENGLISH HARVEST.
i,

Bald to be Better Than In Many Years Paste

The harvest prospects in England this
year are sald to be better than for
many years. The hay crop is describ-
ed as the best on record, both as to
quantity and quality, and farmers are
preparing to increase their stocks of
The wheat crop, although

generally. lbhe area under cultiva-
tion for the present yearis estimated

at 2,150,000 acres, as against 1,936,398

in 1897, and the average yield per
acre 1s expected to be about the same,
that is, 29 bushels., This, however. is
i good way below that of 1896, which
was §d.63 bushels per acre. The total
yield for 1897 was a little over 56,250~
000 bushels, while that for this yeaxr
is caleulated at about 62,350,000 bushels..
The only anxiety is about the price.

If that now ruling holds, the farmer
will have better results than he has
known since 1891; but the fear is that
the inecreased acreage everywhere put
under wheat in consequence of the high
prices of last year may have a pre-
Judicial effect on those for the pres-
ent crop. The apprarance of India
aAgain as a wheatl exporter, it was fear-
ed, would injure the prospects of tha
English farmer, but it is now pxpecied
that the Injury by heat and drought
to the Russian crops will morz2 than
counterbalance the Indian supply.
There is also a hope that the conditions
of trade between the United Staies and
England may continue such tha® the
American farmers may be induced to
hold their crops for good prices, and
8 maintain the market.

For the moment the English farm-
©r 1s 1n good heart, and is even indulg-
Ing In anticipations that the agitation
for the instituiion of national granaries
may bring him some advantage. Their
establishment would act as a bounty
on production, which would tend to in-
crease the area under wheat and lead
to greater intensity of cultivation, and
there would be a chance for the AgTi=
cultural interest resuming its old place
among British industries. The advo-
cates of a great navy for the protection
of England’s food supply, however, look
somewhat coldly on anything in the
direction of increasing the self-sus-
talning capacity of the country, so that
the English farmer cannot yet be sure
that the present good times will bhe
permanent. But he is content for the
present to feel the ground under his
feet again.
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A DREADED DISEASE.

More People Are Tortured by the Pangs of
Bhemmatlsm Than by Any Other (anse
—There 18 a Care for It.

From the Advertiser, Hartland, N.B.

Mr_. Richard Dixon, of Lower Brigh-
ton, is one of the most prosperous and
best known farmers of Carleton coun-
ty N. B. In June, 1897, Mr. Dizon
waas seized with an attack of rheuma-~
tism, and for six weeks lay abed suf-
fering all the tortures of this ter-
rible disease, He grew so weak that
he was unable to turn in bed, and his
friends almost despaired of his recov-
ery. At this stage one of his friends,
who had been cumed of the same dis
eise by the use of Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills, urged Mr. Dixon to give them
a trial, which advice was followed;,
Almost from the day Mr. Dixon began
the use of the pills an improvement
was noted, Previously his appetite had
almost eompletely failed and the first
sign of returning health was a fre-
quent feeling of hunger, Then the pains
began to leave him, and his strength
gradually returned and after using
about adozen boxes Mr. Dixon was
a8 well as ever he had been, Ta a
reporter of the Hartland Advertiser,
Mr. Dixon said he had no doubt his
present health was due entirely to the
use of Dr. Williams' Pink Pills. and
since his recovery he oeccasionally uses
a box to ward off a possible reoccurr-
ence of the trouble,

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills cure by
making new blood and invigorating
the nerves, but you must et the gen-
uine, always put upin boxes the Wwrap-
per around which bears the full trade
mark name “Dr. Willinms' Pink Pills
for Pale People.” Do not be persuaded
to take any of the nvmerous pink col-
ored imitations which some unscrupu-
lous dealers say are “just the same.”
In case of doubt send direct to Dr.
Williams' Medicine Co., Brockville,
Ont., and the pills will be mailed post
paid at 50 cents a box or six hoxes for
$2.50,
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POINTED PARAGRAPHS.

[n matrimonial engagements
have to face tha powder.

Life is shori, but it only takes two
seconds to fizght a duel.

A late supper embraces such things
of which dreams are made.

It is better to marry and be boss
than never to have bossed at all.

A business man always reads
postseript of a woman's letter first.

There's always something ecrooked
about the business of a carkscrew man-
ufacturer,

A girl never acquires a reputation
as a vocalist until she begins to rend-
er her songs,

men

t he

Whenever a woman reads of a man
going wrong she always wonders what
the woman in the case was like.

A man's l!lltil_ﬂllnul' 15 the =ame dur-
ing courtship anid after marriass, but
it is expressed in different language.

The wise man always knows enough
to cast his lot with 12 woman who has
enough money to build a subistantial
house thereon.

The command to increase and multi-
ply is & bick number. Now the in-
crease is brounght about by division in
the divorece court, which makes Lwo of
QLlig,




