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THE PAINTER OF PARMA;

— OR, —

THE MAGIC OF A MASTERPIEGE.

(Continued.)

““Oh!" he said to himself, as he
moved away from the office of the
council, “if the painter shall be safe-
ly out of ‘the way before Antonio
finds opportunity to hold private con-
fab with him all may be well. Dy
heavens, I would kill him with my
own hands if I could. Why have 1
not done it—I have been hlind. |
have been a fool. But wait. We shall
see.”’

He found the baron at home, and
was admitted to his presence, bul
scarcely had he mentioned his busi-

ness before he made the discnvp.r}"
that here. too, he was unu'ftl::unm-
“Signor Marquis,” his lordship an-

swered sharply, “if you are seeking
information on that subject I must
refer you to your brother the dule.

“But, my noble lord, you will tell
me if the order has been issued.’

“Marquis, you have no right to ask
me such a question. Yet, I will tell
you this. Ths warrant for Zanonis
execution has been signed by myself.
For furth:r information I must refer
you to the duks.'

“Baron, I trust you
fered the duke to—"

“Stop! I beg you will say no more.
If you would please me, you Wi”. goL
And thas baron as he said this, pointed
to the door.

Defeated at every turn, the mar-
quis wended his way toward the room
of the club, cursing bitterly as he
went. He must find a place where he
could procure wine; and drink 1t in
peace, and at the same time think__

But we may remark here, his think-
ing amounted to nothing. He cogitat-
ed and he plotted, but he was forced
s 10 the end to acknowledge himself
powerless to accomplish his purpose.
If blind fortune did not help him,
then he was powerless. In short he
was in that ‘most wretched and suf-
fering condition of spirit to which the
man of evil passion can be reduced—
possessed by impotent rage.

While the Marquis Steffano, feel-
ing himself baffled at every turn—
for ha surely felt so—while ha sat
alone in the room of the club, swal-
lowing eup after cup of the wine and
cursing his fate, the painter Zanoni
paced to and fro in his really com-
fortable prison cell. From the broad
arched window he could look upon the
river and see the path on the bank
where he hud often walked. Would
he ever walk there again? He was
thus reflecting when his attention
was attracted by the sound of a foot-
fall in the corridor without, and a
moment later he heard the bar re-
moved from his door and a key turn-
ed in the lock. Next the door was
opened, the duke entered the cell, and
the way then closed behind him. He
was alone.

_ There were two comfortable chairs
in the _placﬂ. one of which, the easiest,
the prisoner handed out, at the same
time bowing with - grave politeness.
Once the visitor made a motion as
though he would put out his hand for
friendly embrace,. but he did not do

have not suf-

it. Yet his look was friendly and
sympathetic. He aeked after the
prisoner’s health, and hoped he was
pleased with the quoarters which had

been given him.

“I am pleased, my lord; and I em
certainly grateful: and I am more
grateful, because I believe I am in-
debted to your kind offices for {hem.”

The duke nodded, but made no fur-
ther admission. He paused for a time
thnughtfulir; and at length =ald:

“Signor Zanoni, you remember the
request you made on the occasion of
my former visit. I mav inform you
that your wishes hayve heen com-
plied with. Though you did not dis-
tinctly ask me to put off the execu-
tion of the sentence of the court
against you, I have done it. The
warrant is in my hands; and I may
hold it, at least for several days—per-
haps for weeks.”

The painter’s handsome face glowed
with joy and gratitude. He had not
yet seated himself. FHe took two or
three rapid turps to and fro across
the cell, after which he drew a chair
near to his wvisitor and sat in it.

“My lord,” he said, with deep and
powerful feeling in look and tone. “I
will not attempt to express my thank-
fulness for the favor you have con-
ferred. I can only hope that in the
en_d you will find yourself richly re-
paid. I will now tell you why 1
would have asked the hoon which you
have granted without the asking. Am
I mistaken in supposing that vou
could, if yon would, allow me to have
my easel, my canvas and my materials
for painting here in this place 2"

The duke, though some such thought
had once or twice oceurred to him,
was startled when the proposition had
been thus plainly made.. He did not
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tha cell. Finally he resumed his seat
and spoke.

“Sirnor Zanoni, can you paint here
in this cell? Will the light be good?

“It could not be better, my lord;
only, I should require two or three
enrtains of light, fine fabric, of dif-
ferent shades of ecolor, and large
enotgh to ecover the window; they
cshould be so arranged that they can
ba rolled up at the hottom, so that I

may have my full light, if T desire,
high up.” ;

“Tt shall be arranged, signor it
shall be done forthwith, If you will

tell me how I shall get them, and
what I shpll get, T will mysell super-
intend the work of taking them from
your studio, and nothing else shall
be disturbed. Ah! And fthat re-
minds me, Signor Maraccini has giv-
en me your rapier. I ‘will hold it in
keeping. You shall tell me about
it some other time. For tha present
I must look to this other matter, as
I have another engagement for this
forenoon. Have you Lhe keys of your
rooms with you §"

“Yes, only my rapier and pocket
knife were taken from me. You will
gee that I have my knife. I shall

want it.”* _

“You shall have that, or mine. You
shall have all you can possibly want,”

Zaononi selected the keys which
would be required, and with them he
gave to the duke directions full and
explicit.

Not a long time had elapsed after
the duke had gone when the keeper of
the prison made his appenrance, ask-
ing for directions with regard to the
eurtains wanted for the window. The
prisorier explained what he reguired,
and the keeper promised that the
work should be done at once, and he
was cheerful about it. The thought
of having a great painling done for
the duke, it might be said, under his
own eye and supervision really pleas-
ed him.

Before the day had passed our hero's
prison cell had been transformed into
a proper studio, and he felt his chains
no longer. His easel had been set up:
the canvas was on it; his own stand
for colors hid bzen brought, together
with all the pigments he had onvhand.

In short, nothing was wanting for
tha consummation of the grand pur-
pose he had in view.

What should come of it? He did
not know; he could not guess. Yet,
a still, small voice, with a music in
it of a bygone time, whispered
“Hope."”

CHAPTER XVII.

On the morning of the day follow-
ing ths transformation of the prison
cell the duke made an early cail upon
the painter. Arrangements had been
made with the keeper for the procur-
Ing of everything that should be re-
quired, but Antonio had not been
able to resist the desire to know if
there was anything more he could do.
This was his ostensible reamon for the
morning visit. Had he confessed the
true reason, however, it would prob-
ably have appeared that he wished to
satisfy himself that the painter was
really at werk—that his St. Cecilia

was bo be a substantial, beautiful
fact.
“Slgnor,” he said, when he had

closely scanned the various prepar-
ations which he had already made for
proceeding with the work, “I have no
wish—no thoughti—to hurry you. 1
would not have you, on any aceount,
lose patience. Yet I wish you would
tell me, as pearly as you can, how
long a time you will require in which
to complete the picture ¢

“"Has the chief justice asked you
that g _

“No,” replied the ruler quickly, “No
one has spoken to me on the subject
at all; but they may do so—either the
baron or some one or more of his col-
leagues, and I would like to be able
to answer intelligently.”

“My lord, let us ecall it—say three
weeks. 1 shall probably have it com-
plete in two; but we may as well Le
on the safe side.”

. "You are right, signor. We had
best take time enough. I shall eall it
three weeks."

~ "And now, Duke,” said Zanoni, look-
ing his patron squarely in the face
and speaking with full, deep meaning,
“l have a bargain to make with you;
or, I had better say, 1 demand of you
& promise—a promise that you shall
not presume to break. You shall not
look upon my painting, after I have

reply at once. At length he =said:
“Do you mean, signor, that you wish |
to paint here ?”
“My lord,” Zanoni answered, with a|

wondrous light in his lustrous eyes ;|

the light of inspiration; “I ask to!
live until I have finished ths pic-|
ture I have commenced—my St. (e-
cilia. It shall be yours when it is!
done—my gift to you for your kind-|
ness, and in token of the love I bear
toward vou.”

The duke was deeply moved. After
a little thought, and with marked
hasithtion, he suaid:

lit finished! Will you

commenced work upon it, until the
last touch is given; until 1 pronounce
give me that
promisef’” -

‘the duke hesitated. It was a pro-
mise that he did pot like (o give.
He had anticipated a great deal of plea-
sure and satisfaction in watching the
woik grow toward perfection. Would
the painte: ask him almost anything

tiut that?
"My lo pronounced the prisoner,
with a look and tone not for one mo-

ment (o be mistaken, “you must make
your choice. You may have the St.
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voice of the painter that impressed his
bearer as he felt he bad never been
impressed before. He knew, at least,
that he mnst consent or give up his
picture, The last he could not do.
"My lord,” added Zanoni, while the
duke was struggling up from the
great disappointment—he spoke with
touching gentleness and humility, "I
have & reason—a reason deep and
dear to me—for making this demand.
It is no mere caprice, no whim;itis a
purpose of mine, which I can not ex-
plain; but I tell you this: In ‘the end,
when your eyes shall have seen the
finished picture, if you do not forgive
me for the course I have taken {
will bid you hold me in memory as @
false and recreant friend—a traitorl”
“Enough!” Eaid Antonio. And in
the depth of his emotion he put forth
his hand, and gave the painter a warm
embrace. "“You have my promise,

. N - | I - - w -
he started up and took a turn WCross | fPram this {ime I will not look upon

the picture again until it is finished.
I may look at it now?”

“Yes.” And the artist. went to the
canvas and lifted off the curtain that
had covered it.

The duke gained a favorable position
and looked upon it long and earnest-

Ly Its mpossibilities of surpassing
beauty and excellence were already
gpparent, and already was there a

startling beauty springing into life in
the face.

“It is Isabel's facel” the gazer whis-
pered in a sort of ecstasy of wonder
and delight,

“Walt until 18 finished and then
tell me if you know it,” Zanoni re-
plied in a like whispered tone.

“0Oh, you will not alter it; you will
not paint another facef”

“My dear dulce, I will follow my in-
epiration, You have my promise that
you shall be content in the end."”

"I must be eatisfied. But you will
preserve the dear face if you can.”

“You shall be satisfied, Be sure of
that.” 3

For a little time longer the duke
gazed upon the picture, and then turn-
ed, slowly and thoughtfully, toward
the door. With his hand on the latch,
he stopped, and looked back.

“Signor Zanoni, I repose in you the
fullest eonfidence. I shall leave yvou
to your work; and, since I am not to
see the pictureyl shall not comergain

ontil the tweo weelss are at an  end.
should it be complete before, you will
send me word?”

“T will, my lord."

“Then—for the present I leave,
Heaven prozper and keep®youl” And
with thia Antonio opened the door,

unlocked during
the

which had been lefi
his slop, and pissed oul from
painter's presence.

An hour later Zanoni was at work.
The prison was forgotten: the dead
count and the living marquis—eveYy-
thing for the time was banished from
1is memory, save the work beneath his
hand and the inspiration that gave
him guidance.

He worked slowly and with exceed-

ing care. Every touch of the magic
brush brought the face of the saint

nearer {o life—nearer to perfection.
Occasionally a touch would be put on
that he must blot out or change, put
not rmany. He saw the end and
wrought surely toward it.

5o the hours passed:; the days. The
keeper himself — Maraceini — waited
upon him, diligently and kindly, sup-
plying him with everything he re-
quired, even anticipating his wants
when he could.

A week—rix days—had passed, when,
one evening, the keeper said, as he was
ahout to earry the supper tray to the
corridor, where a servant was in
waiting to reeeive it:

“Signor Zanoni, you will miss me to-
morrow. I am called away unexpect=
edly, and imperatively, but my lieu-
tenant will do all you want. You al-
ready know him.”

“Yes,” replied the painter. “T shall
get along very well with him; but I
shall miss you. I trust vou may be
prospered, and that good fortune may
attéend you. You have Theen very
good to me, Signor Maraccini, and if
my life is spared long eneough, or, if
[ can gain time from this ot her work,
I will paint for vyou something that
you will prize in the coming time and

that your children may prize after
you.”
"Signor!” eried the keeper, in an

ecstasy of delight. *You shall certain-
ly have the time. The duke shall give
it. 'Ah! ¥ can not tell you how happy
you have made me.” And his glowing
face did not belie his words.

The morrow came, and the keeper’s
assistant brought in the breakfast to
our painter. He was a middle-aged
man. with a kindly face, though evi-
dently of a quick, hot temper, when
aroused. [His name-was Cola Pandol-
Io. e bade the prisoner a cheery
“Good-morning!” as he entered, but
made no conversation further than to
inquire if anything more was wanted.

Later, however, when he returned to
fake away the tray, he acked permis-
sion—or, rather asked if he might ask
permission—to look at the painting on
the easel. LR

Wanoni uncovered it without hesita-
tll_'i_ﬂ. at the same time remarking,
with a smile—a emile {hat always
warmed the lientenant's heart:

"It so slight a thing as that can
give you pleasure, T should be a nig-
gard, indeed, to refuse it.”

_'The assistant was a lover of good
pictures, and possessed a correci judg-
ment. [He gazed long and earnestly.
At length he raid, with a deep drawn
hr‘ra.\‘h a8 he moved back with hiseyes
still fixed upon the picture, =eeming
to take in all its parts:

“Perhaps my judgment is at fault.
Very likely it is. But, let others say
what they will, T will say, if our Ita-
lian masters—or any one of them—
ever painted a picture more worthy
the name of master-piece than is this
now before me, T have not seen ft!”
“Your praise {s pleasing to me,
signor, for T know you possess tirue
taste and feeling. 7T only hope you
may think as well of it when it is
finished.”

“No fear of that, Signor Zanoni.”
He Paused a moment and glanced
again at the painting. Presently he
added: l

“May 1 ask you a question?”

T

“Certainly.”

"What I wounld ask is this: Are
you intending that this face shall re-
present Lhe features of Princess Isabel

di Varonaf"
“Why do you ask?” returned the
artist, with marked interest.
“Because,” replied the other, "I

heard it said, not long since, that you
were to paint for the duke a Baint
Cecila which should be at the same
time a portrait of the princess; nnd
because, furiher, I ran trace in this
a striking resemblance to the beauti-
ful lady I have named.”

""" " sugprested Zanoni, smiling,
“you would not call it a correct like-
ness'y

““No, I slionld not.™

""Well, my friend, I tlell yvou frankly
Idonot mean it to be a portrait of the
princess, though she sat to me in the
beginning and the outlinesd of the face
were drawn from her model; vet even

efore she had made her last visit to
me I had reseolved to mnake a change.
L can truthfully say what of likeness
thare mayv be. at the present time, in
this face to the face of the Princess
Isabel is purely aceidental. T am
painting from another memory en-
tirely. At some future time you may
know the secret, but not now.”

To be Continued.

CHINESE JUSTICE.

- -

An Unfortunate Widow Fas a Taste of Low
in the Flowery Ringdom.

Mr. James Murray, writes from
Chung-King, West Chinai: “Havine
had occasion to buy a small landed

estate on the hills near Chung-King,
[ found a widow lady, named Hsao,
who owned property sultable, and who
agreed to sell at the price of 140 taels.
Lhe silver was thereupon paid over to
her and a deed . of transfer given,
which was duly registered at the
Chinese Yamen and British consulate.
A neighboring landed proprietor, hear-
ing that an Englishman had bought
land adjoining his, tried to raise the
people against the foreign purchaser,
and actually had the boundary stones
thrown Knowing the instigat-
or of CLhis disturbancs, [ mentioned his
name Lo our energetic British Consul,
Mr. G. Litton, who promptly had an
intimation sent to him through the
Chinese Magistrate, saying that if any
distygbance occurred with regard to
this fransaction, he would be held per-
sonally and pecuniarily responsible.
This message had immediately the de-

:ifﬂ.‘. il.

sirecdd. effect, and the people were
peaceful, but only that the irate
Chinese proprietor might turn his

vengeance on the unfortunate Mrs.
Hsao, who had sold the land. A elaim
was made that a few feet of the land
sold belonged to the adjoining estate,
which, if true,” could not be valued at
more than 10 taels; but 150 taels were
demanded and paid. Then a neighbor-
iIng temple, taking courage from the
success of this eclaim, demanded 50
taels for the sale having adversely af-
fected its interests, and this sum al-
50 was paid, but as the “Tuan Kia’' or
local militia acted as intermediaries
on this transaction, the silver stuck
to their hands, never reaching the
priests. Then the Chinese Magistrate
levied twenty taels on the unfortun-
ate widow for having settled the dias-
pute. The British Consul obtazined a
despafch from the Taofai saying the
land had all been fairly bought and
that every foot of it was mine with-
out the expenditure of another cent,
but the case of the poor widow Hsao
was far otherwise. She had received
140 taels as the price of tha land, and
had expended 220 taels to satisfy the
clamorous neichbors, leaving a net
loss of 70 taels and her land on the
transaction.

CUNNING SPIDERS,

| g

Liveln the Flower of the Plicher Plant
Becenuse of Tits Damgers.

Mr. R. 1. Pocock, the English natnr-
alist, tells an interesting story of the
spiders which dwell in the flower of
the pitcher-plant of India and Aus-
tralia, This flower is an insect-trap.
Around 1ts upper edge it is brilliant-
ly vcolored and sweet with honey.
Lower down the walls are waxy, and
so smooth that no insect ean gain a
hold upon them. The bottom of the
pitcher is filled with a ligquid, con-

taining several acids, which possesscs
the power of digesting organic mat-
ter. The luckless insects which fall
into this liquid are gradually absorb-
ed by the plant. But while most in-
sects carefully avoid this death-trap,
a particular species of spider chooses
it as a dwelling-place. By spinning a
little web like a carpet over a part of
the waxy interior of the pitchar, it is
enabled to stay there in safety. These
spiders have apparently chosen (heir
singular home just because of its dan-
gers. In such a place they are pro-
tected against their enemies If alarm-
ed, the spider drops into the ligquid at
the hottom of the plant and remains
there until its enemy has disappeared,
escaping afterward, probably by means
of a silken cable which it had spun ns
it fell. A short submergence in tha
digestive fluid is not injurious to the
spider.

pR Ui St TN i :
ENGLAND'S ARMY ASIT MIGHT BE.

If the Prussian conscription were ap-
plied in India, England, would have

2,500,000 regular soldiers aectually in
barracks, with 800,000 recruits, coming
up every yedr.
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ELEVEN LARGE CTTIES.

There are 11 cities in the world with
a population of over 1,000,000, They

are London, Paris, Berlin, New York,
Chicago, Philadelphia, Peking, Vienna,
Tokio, Canton aud 5t. Petersburg.
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VIGOROUS OLD AGE.

MR. WM. ELLIOTT TELLS HOW T3&
OBTAIN IT.

He Has Been Subject to Fainting Spell:
and €framps—Was Gradually Growing
Weaker and Weaker.

From the Echo, Plattsville, Ont.

Dr. Williams® Pink Pills have attaine.
ed amost enviable reputation in this
community. Probably no other medi-
cine has had suchalarge and increas-
ing sale here. The reason isthat this
medicine cures. Old and young alike
are benefited by itsuse. Recently we
printed an acecount of a 7vTemarkable
cure of a well known lady of this placa
through the agency of Dr. Williams'
Pink Fills, and since pullishing that
we have heard of another =similar case.
Mr. Wm. Elliott, a farmer living near
Bright, isawell known figure thers.
Although an old man healmost daily
walks to the wvillage, a distance of
nearly a mile, for his mail. Many
years ago he came from Scotland to
the farm on which henow lives and
cleared it of forest. In conversation
with him, he related to an Fcho re-
porter the following: “I am 78 years
of ageand strong and healthy for an
old man, Mins has been a vigorous
constituiion and vp till six years ago
I hardly knew what it was to Hhave

2 day's illness. But then my bealth
began to fail. T became subject to
| cramps in the stomach. I was treat-
ed by doctors, but received no benefit,
weaker and as ¥

L gradually grew

wias past the {hreee score and ten, X
thought my time had come. Next
[ took  fainting fits and often
[« would have to the carried back
to the house entirely helpless. The
doctors gaaid my tronble waos

general weskness due to old age and
vldvised me to CATTY Somse atimulant
with me to use when T felt a faintness
coming on, but this Irefused to do. I
had read in the papers of Dr. William’s
Pink Pills and fhought they would be
specially adapted to my case. T tried
ona box but-they did not seem to help
me. In fact Ithought T felt worse. I
decided to continue them, however,
and after taking four boxes there was
a1 marked improvement. My strength
returned and T was no longer troubled
| with fainting spells. In six months
time with this treatment I gained fif-
teen pounds, taking in all eight boxes
of the Pills. To-day Iam a well man
and I owe iy complete recovery to
Dr. Williams' Pink Pills.”

These pills cure not by purging the
system as do ordinary medicines, but
by enriching the blood and sirength-
ening the nerves. They cure rheuma-
tismm sciatica, locomoter ataxia, para-
lysis, heart troubles, erysipelas and all
forms of weakness. Ladies will find
themm an unorivalled medicine for all
ailments peculiar to the sex; restoring
health and vigor, and bringing a rosy
glow to pale and sallow cheeks. There-
18 no other medicine * just as good.”
See ithat the full name, Dr. Williams’
Pink Pills for Pale Peopls is on every
package you buy. If your dealer does
not have them, they will be sent pest
paid at 50 cents a box, or six boxes for
$2.50, by addressing the Dr. Williams’
Medicine Co.., Brockville, OQnt., or
Schenectady, New York.

ODD INFORMATION.

ivers Short snatches of Knowledgs Abons
{arians Things.

No fewer than 1,173 persons have
been buried in Westminster Ahbbey.

The thickness of the hair varies from
the 250th to the 600th part of an inch.

During the Jordan's course of 120
miles it has ¢7 falls and descends 3,000
feet.

Tea is very cheap in China; in one
province of the empire good tea is sold
at- 1 1-4d a pound.

Bank of England notes are number-
ed backward—{rom 10,900, hence the
figures 00,001.

The deepest ceal mine in the world
is the T.ambert, in Belgium; you can
descend 8,490 feet.

A hive of 5,000 bees should produce
o) pounds of honey every year, and
multiply tenfold in five years.

Italy produces annually 70,000,000
gallons of olive oil, the market value
of which is £24 000,000,

It is estimated that {here .are 62-
050,000 horses in the world, 185,150,000
cattle, and 435,500,000 sheep.

The longest spnn of telegraph wire
in the world i8 in India, over the River
Kistna. It is over 6,000 ft. in length.

Cyclists should wear shoes with soles
of average thickness. Thin scled shoes
cause numbness of the feet, and should
not be worn, especially on long rides,

In a home for sandwichmen, in Lon-
don there are said to be several uni-
versity graduates and medical men,
and a Scotchman who ran through
£50,000 in three years.

Egypt is the only country in the
world where there are mere men than
women. The male sax in the dominions
of the Khedive sxceeds the female in
numbers by 160,000.
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CURIOUS WORK FOR MEN.

Amopg the Riffian pirates of Mo-
roceo the women do all the agricultur-
al and other hard work, while the men,

when, at home, do the cooking and
mend the clothes, including the wo-
men’'s.

.
| A MUSICAL INVENUTON.

In order to facilitate the preduction
of higher notes on a cornet the ordin-
ary mouthpiece i8 inclosed in aspring
conirolled sleeve, which is pressed in
by the lips on the high notes,to form
a smaller opening in the rubber mouth
ring.

A Retort—What kind of & ceok arae
youf he asked of the maid he loved so
true. Before I tell, said she, what
kind of a hired man are you§




