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Thus had the day worn to evening, and

Yone had the day meemed to Antonlo, who

syl bofore the mouth of the cave, Wwith

Veousta by hin side.  All day they  had

sat thun alone, for Lulgl and the two youths

'|

hid motie to set snares In the wood behind
the cave—or such was the pritext Luigl
mude; and Antonio had let them go, charg-
fng them to keep In earnhot,  And as the
hours passed Antonlo, secking 10 entertain
the lady and fAind smnxement for her through
the Nours, Bogan 1o recbunt to her all that
he had done, how he had seized the sacred
bones, the manner of his dealing with the |
abbot of St Pridian, and much elsp. Bt
of the killlng of Duke Paul he would not
spentc; nor did he speak of his o live ot
Lucia il Venusta pressed  him, making
parmade of great sympathy for  him,  But

when he had set his tohgue to the task he

griw  eloguent, his eyes glegmed and  his
cheek fMushed, and he =pouke In the low,
revercnt volee that a true lover uses when
he spraks of his mistress, as though hia
wonted accents wers oo common  and mean
for her name,  And Venusta sat llstening,
oasting now and agaln a look at him out
of her deep oyor and fAnding his cyes never

on hers, bt filled with the faneied vision of
Lucin,  And at tast, growing impaticnt with
him, shé broke out petilantly:

“Ia thl= glrl, then, Aifferent from  all
others, that you speak of her as though she

wire o golddexs?"

"I owould not have gpoken of Her but that
you prossed me,” laughed Antonio. *Yet in
my oyes she Is n goldess—as every maid

should be to hor loven*
Venustn eaught a twig from
and broke It sharply across

the ground

“Hoys' talk!” said she, and  flung the
briken tWwig awny.
Antonle lapghed gently and leaned buack,

resting on the rock.

“Maybe,”t &ald he. “Yet ls there nope
who tilks boys™ talk to you?"

I love men,’” #ald she, “not boys, And
if I were a mon 1 think I would love a

woman, not a goldess,"

“It % heover's ehanee, T doubt not,' sald

Antonlo, Tnughing again, *“Had you and 1
chanced to love, we should not have quar-
reled with the boy's talk nor at the name

of woddess,""

She flushed suddenly and bit her lp, bul
she answered In raillery:

“Indeetd, had it been ®o0, a
lover I should have been!
BEcn you nlstress fo
you wmre falthful to
lopd 2

“Small eredlt not to wander where you love
to roest,” sald Antonlo,

“And vet youth goes In wiiting, and de-
lghts missed come not again,' sald she, lean-
fng toward hWim with o lght In her eyes, and
geanning his falr halr and bronzed cheel, his
brond shoulders and the shiny hands that
nursed his knee,

“It may well bo that they will not come to
me,'" he sald, “For the duke hag a balter
ready for my throat If by force or guile he
ecan tuke me,"’

She started at these words, searching his
face, hut lie was enlm and Innocent of any
hdden meaning, She foreedl a laugh ns she
sald, twisting a curl of her hair round her
finger:

“The more reason to waete no time, my
Lord Antonlo.

Antonio shook his head and sald, lightly:

“But 1 think he cannot tnke me by [foree,
and I know of no man in all the duchy who
would betray me to a shameful death.””

“And of no woman?' ehe asked, glanecing
at him from under drooping lnslies.

“No, for I have wronged none; and women
aro not cruel’

“Yet there may be gome, my lord, who
eall you cruel, and therefore would be cruel
in vengeance., A lover faithful as you can
have but one friend among women."

“I ¥now of none such,” he laughed. "And
eurely the vengeance would be too great for
the offense, if there were such."

“Nay, I know not that,” sald Venusta,
frowning,

1 would trust myself to any woman, even
though the duke offered her great rewards—
mye, as readily as I put faith In Lucla herselt
or in you.'

“You couplé me with her?"

“In that matter, most readily,” snid An-
tonio,

“But in nothing else?" she asked, flushing
agaln In anger, for s=till his eyves were dis
tunt and he turned them never on her,

“"You must pardon me,"” he sald, "my eyes
are blinded,”

For o moment she sat gllent, then she gaid
In a low volee:

“But blind eyes have learned to see before
now, my lord.™

Then Antenlo turned his eyes on her; and
now she could not meet them, but turned
her foce away. For her soul was In tumult
and she knew not now whether she loved
or hated him, nor whether she would save
or still betray him. And the trust he had
In her gnawed her gullty heart., 8o that
& &udden passlon selzed her and she caught
Antonio by the arm, eryving:

“But If a woman held your lfe In her
hand and agked your love as its price, An-
tonlo?’

“It conld not be' sald he, wondering.

“Nay, but it might, And If it were?"

And Antonlo, murvelling more and more
at her vehemence, answered:

“Love i» dear and honor le dear, but we
of Haute Yelluto hold life of no great price.”

“Yet it Is a fearful and shameful thing
R0 hang from the eity wall,”

“There are worse things,' sald he. “'DBut,
Indeed, 1 want not to do 1, ‘und he loughed
aguin,

Venusta sprang to her feet and paced the
space between the cave and the river bank

maryel of a
For sou have not

three years, and yet
ler.  Are you not, my

with restless steps.  Onpce she flung her
hande above her head and clasped them;
then, holding them cliasped in front of her,
she stood by Antonlo and bent over him

il her hnir, falling forward as ehe stooped
Brusted his forehead and mingled with his
fair locks, and she breathed softly his name,
**Antonio, Antonle!”  And he looked up with
& great start, stretehing up his hand as
though to check her, but he sald nothing
And she, ruddenly sobbing, fell on her knees
by him, yet as suddenly she ceaned Lo eob
and a gmille came on her Hps and she leaned
toward him, saying again, “Antonlo!"”

“I pray you, I pray you,' sald he, seek-
Ing 1 sty her courteously.

Then, cdreless of her secret, she flashed
out In wrath:

“Ah, you scorn me, my lord, You ecare
nothing for me. [ oam dirt to you, Yet 1

hold your life in my hand!?!™
Instant she grew agaln
ng: “Am 1 so hideous, dear lord, that
death I8 better than my love? For If you
will love me 1 will save you,"

“l know not that my Ufe 18 In your
hands,' sald he, glad to catch at that and
leave the rest of what Venusta eald,

Y18 there any path that leads higher up
Into the mountains?' she asked,

“Yeos, there I8 one,” suld he,

And then in an
softened, beseech-

“but I need

eome now 1 could not eclimb It with this
wounded foot of mine.

“Lulgi and the young men could carry
you."

“Yes, but what mneed? Tommasino apd

the bund will return soon,”

But shie caught him by the hand, crying:
“Hise, rise, call the men and let them carry
you, Come, there 15 ne time for lngering.
And If T were you, my Lord Antonio "

“If wou suve me o thousand-~dmes, 1 can
do no other than pray you to spard me what
is more painful than death to me.'" sald he,
Jooking away from her and being himself in
great canfusion.

“Come, come' she crled.  "Call them!
Perhaps some day—— Call them, Auntonlo,*
But as she spoke, before Antonio could

call, there came & greal ery from the wood
behingd the cave—the ory of & man In some
great sirait. Antonio’s hand flew to his
sword, and he rose to his feet and stood
Jeaning on bhis sword. Then he cried alouu
to Luiglh And in a moment Lulgl and one
of the youths came running, and Lulgl. cast-
ln,‘una glance at Venusta, sald, bresthlessly:

My lord, Jucopo's fool slipped, and the

poor fellow haz fallen down a preciples thirly
feer high on 1o the rocks below, and we fear
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horses were foundered and they had dis.
mounted and were pow ecoming on foot; and
Loretiro heard them eoming, just as he alwo
had declded to go forward on foot, and had
caused the horsea 1o be led into the wond and
tethered there, And he nsked:

“Wlo are these?"

Then one of his men, a skilled woodéman
And hunter, lstening, answered: “"They are
short of & dogen, my lord. They must be
tame with tidings from the lleutenant of the
guard. For they wonld be more If the leu-
tenant came himseolf, or if by chance Tome
maxino's band had eluded him.*

“Come,”* sall Lorenzo. “The capture of
the count must Be ours, not thelrs, Let us
g0 forward without delay."

Thus Lorenzo and hig mén pushed on, and
but the half of a mile

thut e is sore hurt ' behind eame Tom-
Venueta sprang A step foroard, for  she masino and his, and again three or four
sinpocted (What the teath was) that Lulgl rn_n-_a behind them came the Hentenant mp]
bt had alded the slipping of Jacopo's | hte; nnd all thess compariles Wers pressing
foit by a sudden larel :;l'nll:-.[ him, but she iR JOWREL NG "n‘:.“ wiiere A]‘I“"I" and Ven.
sald nothing, and Antonlo bade Lulgl go g “"rf‘ But Tommasino's men marched
gquick and look after Jadopo and take an- the quicker, and they gained on Lorenzo,
other youth with him. while the Heuwtenant did not gain on them,
YRGL Wwe shAl ‘leRve you UnRaRFded: (HY yet by reason of the unceasing windings of

. ! L the way, as |t twisted up around rocks and

Tord,” sald Lulgl, with a cunning show of

sollcitude,
“Yam In no present danger, and the youth
may e dying.  Go speedily," zall Antonlo,

| skimmud  precipless, they did not come In
sight of Lorenzo, nor Qid he see them, Ine
deed, he thought now of nothing but of ¢ome-
|Ing first on Antonlo and of

" y [ " y wecuring the
l'l'nlj.t‘l'lllltliihl:::lrlll:ll ‘.”:;1I:‘!-“1!‘IhIlla!'lnlllllllll"l:l"‘ ".-‘;l\:;!: glory of taking him before the leatenant
1 ne 1 [ I ol cAma Ut Andt To 1110, BEAW I3 16
Niecolo lad forgotten 1) rushed off, and | .o ‘FI:ru"-'\ I::ﬁhl:::-l:qm nl:".l'l‘r-rg”'r‘:m\':'nl;l((Ir\‘:-:'l;
even as o went Venusti .rli-'l'_‘ e n le silently. for ha hoped. to wivpriss Yorenzo
You yourself brought it about! Dut Lalgl | diree, Thus Rk AHE TR shE: Bit Bf
did not hear her, m;:'l Antonio, T"f.:. RERH | might, Lorenzn t'-:a.m-- to the :-rn:; and to the
.11-‘-.|:~.. ‘.n\]l("l.h"r'._‘ .\'\'r.l.-_n -h.\|l n.:: ."‘“:'{n o open space betwesn it and the river, and

Ny, I mean nrught, " galt she, affvighted, oenag Antoniv’ stunding  with  hig  back
and when flxed by his Inquirlug eves not

daring to confess her trenchery,
“Iotrust the lad (s not Killed," ®ald Antonlo

nEiinst the
hand, an!

rock and his drawn sword in Nis
nustin erouching on the ground

=% NOINMe  poces  away When  Vounsta  saw
“leroe iIra Lhouss i ) -

\'m!lrll‘c' l::}“ Illl'.ll?'r E II\.'I'.I.I”']lrll'llnll-!l.nllu' lhl:“:':fn:--r- Lorenge she gave a sharp, stifled cry, but

Antonlo without l‘.‘.tr‘J\-i.Ir;: herself, she said ‘llhl NE Bl R et andarew

“f (Hetrost this man Lulgi. 1s he faithful? “H':-'” A f"”.b.”"m‘

Tho duke ean offer great reswards” Pus. tricks have scrved you well, my
“Ip har served me well, 1 have no rea- ]Iirdi' ' he wald. *“Here 1 am alone and erip:

i ell. pled”

kon to mistrast him,"" saldl Antonlp, " 5 i
“Ah, yon trust every r|.:|:-"' phe erled in \“"'“ vield yourgelf up,” suld Lorenzo.

pakeion and In «eom of his gimpliclty, "“You \..t Rps “"m‘\_ 0 A )

trust Laulgl! You trust me! L will not ¥lell," €ald Antonlo, *1 ecan
“.\\'ll;"'h"l'- v owail W “But Indeed, now 1 die here as well as dt Fornlola, and o thrust

hive no eholee, For they eannot carry both

| Javopo and me up the pach.'

“Tacopo! You would stay for Jacopo?" ghe
flashed out flerecly.

“If nothing else, vet my oath would bind
e not to deave him while he lives. For we
of the bLand are all bound to one another as
brethiren by an oath, dnd iU would Jook Hl
If 1, for whom they all hive given much, were

the first to break the oath. 5o, here 1 am
and Lere 1T must stay,”! and Antonio ended
emiling, and hig foor hurting him while he

stood, sat down again and résted against the
roek,

It was now late,
Venusta: knew  thal

nnd evening  fell, and
the duke's men should
Roun be upon them. And she sat down near
Antanio and buorled Mer face in her hands,
and she eried, for Antonlo had so won upon
her by his honor and his gentleness, and most
of all by hig loyal clinging to the puor boy

Jacopo, that she eould not think of her
treachery without loathing and horror. Yet
she dare not tell him—that now seemeil

worde to her than death.  And while they sat
thus Lulgl came and told Antonlo that the
vouth wag sore hurt and that they could not
Uit him.

"Then stay by him," sald Antonlo.
nothing!™

And Lulgi bowed and turning went back
to the other youth and bade him stay by
Jacopo, while he went by Antonlo’s ordeérs to
soek for some one to ald In carryving him, *'I
may chance,' sald %he, "to find gome shep-
herds.”* 8o he went, but not to seek shep-
herds, but to seck the duke's men and te!l them
that they mlght safely come upon Antonlo,
for he had now none to guard him.

Then Anptonio siald te Venusta:

“Why do you it and weep?"

For he thonght that she wept heeause he
had scorned the love In which her words de-
clared her to holil him, and he was sorry.
But she made no answer,  And he went on:

“1 pray yon do not weep. For do not
think I am blind to your beauty or to the
sweet kKindness which you have bestowed
upon me,  And In all things that 1 may 1
\;-illllruiy and faithfully serve you to my
death,

Then she ralsed her head and she sald:

“That will not be long, Antonlo.'

“I know not, but for so long as It may
be,” mald he.

“It will not be long!" ehe sald again,
and burst Into quiek, passlonate sobs, that
ghook her and left her at last breathless
and exhausted,

And he looked at her for a while and
£ald:

“There |s something that you do not tell
me,  Yet If It he anything that causes
you pain or shame, you may tell me as
readlly as you would any man. TFor I am
not a hard man and I have many things
on my conscience that forbid me to judge
harshly of another.

She ralsed  her head

T need

and she 1ifted her

hand into the air. The stillness of even-
ing had fallen and a light wind blew up
from the p'ain. There was no sound save

from the flowing of the river and the gentle
rugtle of the trees.

“Hark!" said she. “Hark! Hark!' and
with every repetition of the word her voleo
roge till it ended in o cry of terror.

Antonio set his hand to his ear and lis-
toned intently. -

“It t8 the sound of men's feot on the rocky

path,” sald  he, smiling. “Tommasino re-
turns, and 1 doubt not that he brings your
fewels with him. Wil you not give him a

smiling welecome?  Aye, and to me, too, your
amilles would ba welpome, Your weeplng
plerces my heart, and the dimness of your
oyps is ke n eloud seross the sun.'”

Vonusta's soba ceased, and she looked ot
Antonio with a face calm, white, and set.

“It 18 not the Lord Tommasine,' she sakl
“Mhe men you hear are the duke's men,"”" and
then and there she told him the whoele. Yot
ghe spoke as though neither he nor any other
were there, and as though she reliearsed for
her own enr some lesson that she had learned,
w0 lifelegss and monotonous was her volce as it
relnted the shameful thing, And at last she
ended, saying: “Thus, In an hour you will
be dend, or caplured and held—for a worse
death, It is 1 who have done It.'' And she
bent her head again to meet her hands; yet
the did not cover her face, but rested her
¢hin on her hands, and her eyes were fixed
Immovably on Count Antonlo.

or the space of n minute or two he sat
silent.,  Then he sald:

“1 tear, then, that Tommasino and the rest
have had a fight ageinst great odds.  Dut
they ara stout fellows—Tommasing and old
Dena and the rest, 1 hope It I8 well wilth
them."

Then, after o pause, he went on:

“Yes, the sound of the steps comes
nearer.  ‘They will be here beéfore long now.
But 1 had not thought it of Luigl., The
rogue! 1 trust they will not find the two
lndi.'"

Venusta sat silent, walting for him to re-
proach her,  He read her thouglits on her
face, and he smiled at her and sald to
her:

“Go and meet them; or go, If you will,
away up the path. Ior you should not be
here when the end comes.'

Then she flung herself at his feol, asking
forgiveness, but finding no words for her
prayer,

“Aye, nye sald he gently, *'But of Gud
you mugt ask It th prayers and goed deeds.”
And he drageged himself to the cave and set
himself with his back agdinst the rock and
his face toward the puth along which
duke's men must come,  And he called again
to Venusta, saylug: I pray you, do not
stay here'

Hut she heeded him not, bot sat agaln
on the ground, her clin resting on her bhands,
and heér eyes on hia.

the

e better than o noose,"*

Then Lorenzo, being a gentleman of high
Apirit and conrage, waved hig mon back, and
they stood still ten paces off, watching in-
tently, as Lorenzo advanced toward Antonlo,
for though Antonlo was lame, vet they looked
to see fine fighting, And Lorenzo advanced
toward Antonio, and agnin =nid;

“Yield yourself, my loml."

T will ot yield," sald Antonlo agaln,

At thig Instant the woodsman, wlo was
with Lorenzo, raised liig hund to his ear and
listonod for a moment, but Tommasinog eame
softly and the woolsman was decelved.  **It
I8 but leaves," he sald, and turned again to
wateh Laorenzo.  And that lord now sprang
flereely on Antonlo and the swords crossed,
And as they crossed Venusta erawled on her
knees nedarer, and as the swords played
nearer &till she came, none noticing her till
at length she wins within three yards of lLo-
renzo.  He was now pressbig Antonio hard,
for the count was In great pain from  his
foot, and so often was he compelled o rest
his welght on it it eame near to failing him,
nor could he follow up any advantage he
might gain against Lorenzo, Thus passed
three or four minules in the encounter. And
the woodsman erled: “Hark! Here comes
the leutenant, Qulek, my lord, or you
loso  hall  the glory!" Then Larenzo
fbrang  afresh on  Anlonto. Yet as he
sprang  another  sprang nlgo, nnd n=
that other sprang there rose o shout from
Lorenzo's men.  Yet they did net rush to aid
in the capture of Antanio, but turned them-

salves round. For Bena, with Tommasino
at his heels, had ghot among them like a
great stone from a catapult; and this man

Benn was n great flighter. And now he was
all aflame with love and fear for Count An-
tonio. And he crashed through the ranks
amd split the head of the wotdeman with
the Henvy sword that he carcled, and thus

he came to Lorenzo, But there in amaze-
ment he stood still. For Antonlo and Lo-
renzo had dropped thele points and fought

no more. But both stood with their eyes on
the sllm flgure of a girl that lay on the
ground between themi, and blood was pour-
ing from a wound in her breasgt, and she
monned softly. And, while the rest fought
fiercely, these three stood looking on the girl,
and Lorenzo looked also on his sword, which
wias dyed three inches up the blude, For
as he thrust most flercely at Antonlo, Ve-
nueta had sprung at him with the gpring of
a young tlger, a dagger flashing in her hand,
and, In the instinet that sudden danger
brings, he had turned his blade apainst
her, and the point of It was deep In her
breast before be drew It back with horror
and a ery of “Chrigt, I bave killed her!"
And ghe tell full on the ground at the feet
of Count Antonio, who had stood motlon-
less In astonishment, with his sword In rest,

Now the stillness and secrccy of Tom-
masino's approach had sgerved him well, for
he had come upon Lorenzo's men when they
had no thought of an enemy, but stood
erowded together, shoulder to shoulder, and
geveral of them were slaln anpd more hurt
before they could use their gwords to any
purpose, and Tommasinoe's men had fallen on
them  with  great  fury, and had broke
through them even as Bena had, and, getting
above them, were now, step by step, driving
them down the path, and formed a rampart

between them and the three who stood by
the dying lady. And when Bena percelved
this advantage, wasting little thought on

Venusta (he wos a hard man this Hena), he
eried to Antonlo: “Leave him to me, my
lord. We have him sure!" and in an Instant
he would have sprung at Lorenzo, who, find-
ing himself between two enemies, knew that
hig state was pertlous, but was yet minded to
defend himeelf, Dut Antonlo suddenly cried
in o loud volee, “Stay!” and, arrezted by
his voice, all stood still—Lorenzo where he
wis, Tommagino and hls men at the top of
the path and his guards jJust below them,
And Antonio, leaning on his sword, stepped
n pace forward and sald to Lorenzo:

My lord, the diee have fallon against you,
But T would not flght over this lady's body.
Tho truth of all she did 1 Know, yet she has
at the lost dled thet T might live. See, my
men are between you and your men,"”

“It is the hazard of war,'" sald Lorenzo.

“Ave, sald Benp.  “He had killed you, my
Lord Antonio, tod we not come,'

Hut Antonio pointed to the body of Venusta,
And she, at the Instant, moaned again and
turned on her back and gasped and died, yet
Just before she died her eyes sought Antonio's
eyes, and ho dropped suddenly on his knoees
beside her and took her hand and Rissed her
brow. And they saw that she smiled (n dying.
Then Lorenzo brushied n hand across Nis eyes
and sald to Antonlo:

YEuffer me to go back with my men, and
for & week there shall be a truce between us,'
“Let it be so, sald Antonlo. And Bena
wmlled, for he knew that the leutenant of the
guard must now be near at hand, But this
he Aid not tell Antonlo, fearing that Antonlo
would tell Lorengo. Then Lorenzo, with un-
covered head, possed through the rank of
Tommasine's wen, and he took up his dead,
and with them went down the path, leaving
Venustia where she lay, And when he had
gone two miles he met the leutenant and his
party pressing on,  Yet when the two com-
panies had Jolned they were no more than
teventeen whole and sound men, so many of
Lorenzo's had Tommasitne's party slaln or
hurt. Therefore, Lorenzo In his heart was
not much grived at the truee, for it had been
hard with seventeen to force the palth to the
cuve ngalnst ten, all unhort and sound. And
baving sorely ohidden the llewtenant of the
guard he rode back, and rested that pight In
Venusta's house at Rilano, and the next day
rode on to Fornlola and told Duke Valentine
how the expedition had sped. Then sald Duke
Valentine ¥

“Force | have tried, and gulle I have tried,
apd yet this man s delivered from my hoand,
Fortune fights for him,” and in chogrin and

YHark, they are near now," sald he.  And | displeasure he went uto his cablnel and spoke
he Jooked around at sky and trees and at | to no man and showed hlmself nowhere in the
the rippling swilt river, and at the long | oity for the space of three days. But the
dirk shadows of the hills: and he lstened | townsmen, though they dared muoke no dis-
o the faint sounds of the birds and llying | play, rejoleed that Antonlo was safe, and the
creatures in the wood And & great lyst | more bocauege the dulke had lald g0 cunning
of life came over him, and for a moment snd treachorous o snarg for him,

his lip auivered and s head foll; he was
very loath to die.  Yet soon he smiled again
and ralsed his bead, and so lepned osslly
agalns the rock.

Now the Lord Lorenzo and bis twenty men,
popeeiving that the lewtenant of the guard
could without diMeulty hold Tommasino, had
come along leisurely, desiring 1o be in good
urder and not weary whion they met Antonlo,
for they femred him, And thus t win eV Blug
whent they catie near the cave and haligd o
moment 1o make thelr plany, and bere Lulgl
met them and told them iow Antonio wus
wlone aud unguarded,
it were possible,
carry him alive to the duke, knowing 4lat
thus he would win his highness' greatest
thanks, And whlle they talked how this
might best be effected, they o thelr turn
heard the sounds being made by Tommasino,
Bena, and their party, who bhad ridden us
fast aw the wearingss of thelr horses let
thewm, Bul because they had ridden fast their

But Lorgnso desired, if
1o take Antonlo-slive and

Now Antonlo, Tommasing wnd the rest,
when they were left alone, stood around the
corpsv of Venusta, aund Antonlo told them
birlefly all the story of bher treachery as she
herself had told it to him. And when he
was finished Deng eried:

“She has deserved her death.’’

But Tommasing stooped down and composed
her limbs and her ralment gently with his

hund, wnd when be rose up his eyes were
dim, and he sald;

“Yes, but at the last she gave her |ife
for Antonlo, And though she deserved

death, it grieves me that she hag gone to her
account thus, without confession, pardon or
the rites of holy church.*

Then Antonlo sald:

“HBehold, her death {5 her eonfesslon, and
sbe sume should be her pardon. And for
thg rites—"

e bent over her and he dipped the tip of
hig finger in the lady's blood that had flowed

\
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his finger tip, he signed the crogs in her own
blood on her brow. ‘“Fhat,” sald he, “'shall
be her unction, and I think, Tommasine, It
will serve."
Thus the Lady Venusta died, and thoy
carried her body down to Riluno and burled
it there. And {n after days a tomb Wwos
raised over her, which may still be sten
Put Count Antonio, being rejoined by such
of his company as had escaped by flight
from the pursult of the duke's troops, abode
still in the hills, and albeit that his force
was less, yet by the dread of his name and
of the deeds that he had done, he stlll de-
fled the power of the duke, and was nol
brought to submission,

And whethier or not the poor youth whom

Liugl pushed over the preciplee lived or
died, Niccolo ¥new not, But Lulgl, having
entered the serviee of the duke, played
false to him also, and being convieted In

sure evidence by taking to himself certain
moneys that the duke had charged him 10
distribute to the poor, was hanged In the
great square, 1wo years to the very day
after Venusta dled-—whereat let him grieve
who will=—1 grieve not.

{To be Continued,)

——————
CONNUBIALITIEN,
“Are you sure the girl to whom you are
engaged will be able to make you happy?"’
CpPoeitive, the young mun replled. ‘“"Hag
she common sepke?’ "“She has mors than
that, She has the uncommon dollar.
It's easy enough to manage a husband, All
that & woman mneeds to do I8 to humor him,
and yleld to him, dnd sacrifice herself for him
in every way.
Lillian Nordica s to marry a
name of Kasehoskl, How would Mme, Kas-
choskl look on an operatic blll? Whaut
thoughts of perennlal catarrh would perplex
the playgoer!
Mr. and Mre. Joseph Weckerle ol Ellga-
bethport, N, J., celebrated thelr golden wed-
ding last Sunday by driving to church In a
handsomely decoruted coach, drawn by four
horses, and after recelving communion, To.
celying from the pastor the same nuptial
bleseing that was bestowed upon them fifty
Years aKo.
A New York drummer engaged himself Lo
u Hoston young woman on i twenty minutes®
acquaintance recently, ond was married to
her within a day. The haste of the young
woman to land her csteh s probably ae-
coupted for by the scarcity of men n com-
parison with the number of women in HBose
tan,

Custom obliges evéry Japanése bride to
have as her wedding portlon & buresu, &
writing desk, & work box, two lacquer trays,
with dishes and chop sticks and two sets of

man of the

trdm the wounded breast, and, lghtly vt'll.l:J

bed furnishings, Her trougsean should con-
tain dresses for all seasons and very many
handsome  &llk  sashes, for slyles never
change, except the wife changes from Jupan-
ese to European costume.

A novel “Cherpkes 8Strip” romance was
ended by the marriage the other day of
Albert Jones and Miss Clara L. George at
Arkansas City, Kun, Both Mr. Jones and
Miss George cluimed the same plece of land
and were prepared to fight for It until dooms-
day, when Jones fell |1, Misa Qeorge,
womanlike, went over to hig cabin to look
bim up and swyed to nurge him o back to
health. By this time they had decided to
divide the olaim between them, but It was
not long before they solved the problem in
a better way and resorted to matrimony In-
stead of the land office,

St. Jerome mentions a widow who had mar-
ried her twenty-third hushand, who, In his
turn, had been married to twenty wives, A
woman named Elizabeth Massl, who died at
Florenee in 1786, had been married to seven
husbands, all of whom she outlived. She
espoused the last at the mature age of 60,
When on her deathbed she recalled the good
and bad points In each of her husbands, and,
having impurtially welghed them in the bal-
ance, she singled out her sixth spouss ag ler
favorite, and desired that her remalns might
be interred near his, ‘The death of a woldier
s recorded In 1874 who had five wives, and
his widow, aged 90, wept over the grave of
her fourth husband,

Under the French law a girl may not marry
until she s over 16 years old, and o man
until he 18 more than 18, If the girl has
been betrayed Lhis sectlon of the law Il§ not
operative, Men under 2 and women under
24 must have the consent of their fathers
and mothers, After that age the conkent of
the father mlone |s necessary. The falher
may withhold his consent for three manths,
The won or the daughter must ask him hree
times. If be refuses the third time and botl
are of legal age they may be marcled with-
out the paternidl blessing. When the woman
I8 26 and the man 30 they are requlred to aak
the father only twice. The asklng must be
through @ notary, who makes an officinl re-
port of the fact. After the man has passed
40 and the woman 20 years the law supposes
that they have acguired enough wikdom nop
lo peed the sanction of thelr parents

—— ._..‘-——-—

BELIGIOUS,

Chicago recently dedicated her 125th
Methodist church,

There are 14,983 pastors and 13682760
members In all  the colored Methodist

churches,

The estimated value of educational Inwti-
tutions o the United States owned by the
Lutheran church is $4 586 660,

The Copgregutionallsts of Chicago and its

suburbs claim that thelr churches have in-
creased from seventeen to seventy during the
last twelve years,

Miss Muargareita Churchwall of Drooklyn,
a leensed deaconess of the Methodist Epls-

copal church, has accepled a call to the
South Park Methodist church of Hartford,
Conn,

The Rev, Bdward Davisg of Oakland, Cal.,
I8 sald to beé an actorspreacher, a  ward
painter, a patron of the wultz, a sponsor for
“hean'' poker and the most popular preachoer
In the eity,

Prof. John A, Zahm, of Notre Dame unl-
vergity, Ind., who is probably the foremost
authority on selence In the Amerlcan Cath-
ollo ehureh, has been honored by the pope
with the degree of doctar of philosophy.

The Rev, Dr, Smith, who was one of the
prinelpals in the chureh controversy ot Pater-
son, N. 1., sbout two years sgo, and which
caused widespread attentlon ut the time, died
a few duys ago nt Havena, whither he haod
gine for his health.

At the recent mesting of the synod of the
Cathiolie diocese of Brooklyn it was reported
that the unnual fopome of the clivrehes variea
from $3.000 to $40.0600 w year. A tax for the
support of the bishop was Axed s0 as o
vield him about $11L,400 a year; besides this
b recelves $2.000 from the Pro-Cathsdral
Qongregalion, unil t'rllulll_.'ll more from the
Catholle cemetery ut Flathush to bring th
annual receipts up to about $256,0040,

The only distinotive Husslan edifice in the

United States was dedicated recently af
Streator, 1L, by RBishop Nicholas of Sitka,
Alusky, The services were lmprossive, last
ing five hours. The church Is built entirely

of wood which comes from Hursdin, aod iv thi

remalhs of the Russian  vestibule In the
Muanufoctures bullding ot the World's falr
The congregativn there pumbere over 2040,

A curlous fact in the life of the Hev
Joseph Stevenson, the detonder of Mary
Btuart, who died recently In Eogland at the

uge of 50, was his becoming a novice in the
Boclety of Jesus when 72 years old, His
whole life was spent among the manuscripis
of the Britigh museum, which he sntered in
1831, Hée edited a grest masny mabaseripts
for the Government's Reeurd serles and for
private publicgtion socleties, like the Hox-
burghe, Maitland and BHaonpnalyoe clubs and
the Burtees and Historical socleties. He was
& elergyman of the Church of England, but
at nearly 60 was led by the character of bis
studies to enter the Roman Catbolle ehiurch,
and after the death of his wife became first
a priest and later jelned the Jesull order
He was then employed o search the vatlcan
archives for material relating to the history
of Bogland. He wrote & pumber of bouks In
defense of Mary Stuart, and by a sirange co-
Invidence digd on the anniversary of her ex-
ecution, February 8.
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CHEER UP, ¢
p— ATHI
Cleveland  Plain Dealer, ‘
Why wrinkle the cheek and whiten the Iup
With the weight of an unknown sorrow
Why wander the valley of black despale
With o troulle you only borrow?
Tis better to dance and laugh in the Hghi
On s flowery pathway streaming,
To glndden, with song, the hureying flight
Of the yours, with thelr somber dreamingy

Why amble along, with o shuke of the head
And n slgh, for the Joyous greeting,
Or o trickling tear, or timorous tren
While the mortnds are gally fleeting?
Put off the shadow! Take up love's task)
Plant a flower beside the river! {
Foreget, glad soul, fear's hideous moask-= | §
Joln the world in o song forever! S

%
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INPIELIES,
Onees Mr, Gladstone hud been cutting down
a tree In the presence of a large conoourse
of people, Including a number of “cheay
trippers,” relnteg o London phper.  ‘When
the tree hud fallen and the prime minlstes
and some of his fumily who were with himy
were moving awny there woas a rugh for the
chips, Ong of the trippers sccured a
plece and  exelnimed “Hey, lads, when
dee this shall go In my cofin!™  Then coried
hin wifte, n shrewid, motherly old wo
with u merry twinkle In her eye, "Bam,
ludd, If thow'd worship God am thou worshl
Gladstone thou'd stand w better chance of
gulng where the ehip wouldn't burnt" i

A bishop of 8t Davids, Eng., confided tb
an old Welsh clergyman s dificulty {n
mnastering the Welsh double L,

The parson repted:  “Put the tip of yo
apostolical tongue in the roof of your l‘}Pil@q
mouth, my lord, and then bles ke & gander,’

Mr, and Mre. Gladstone were sliting in
church at Cannes the other day, They were
tesr the pulpit, but when the sermon begam
Mr, Gladstone turned to his wite snd ssld,
Irritably, 'l can’y bear!" “Never mind, m
dear,” she roplied, In & whisper loud sno by
Lo reach the pulpit, “never mind; go Lo
It will do you mueh more good.'

San Francisco Examiper: Churchmans-Do
you think it right for thut Oskland minjsten

to dunce In the pulpit? Deacon—1'm a lestlg
doubtful, brother, loetle doubtful. But, ree
member, the more he dances the less

prowches, and wo must conslder all the
Bating clrownstances,

A tew Bundays ago a clergyman ln Irsl
miade the followlng sunouncement: “Nei
Sunday, In this church, the Rev. Mr, e

v
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wlil renounce the errers of Rome [ M
uf Protestantiswm,” - iy



