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CHAPTER I. 

!l'HE ]lORDER EAGLE. 

IT W'II.I a Bummer day late in the year in the wild moorlal'lli 
of the old Border. 

An amber light was on the lochs, a 80ft mist on.. field and 
fell; tbe salmon waters were leaping down from rock to rl)ck, 
or boiling in the deep black pools beneath the birches; the 
deer were herding in the glens and wooded dips that sheltered 
under the Cheviot range-here, in the debatable land be
tween the northern country and the Southrons, where 
110thweU had swept with his mad moss-troopers, ere the 
Warden of the Marches let passion run riot for his fair 
White Queen, and where Belted Will's Tower still rose 
above its oaks, as when the bugle blast of the Howard 
Bounded from ita turrets, and the archers were marshalled 
a~flinst a night-raid of the Scots.' OIi the distant seas, 
wbi"h once had been dark with the galleys of Norse pirates, 
nothing now waa in sight but a fisherboat in the offing; on 
the heather-mool'l!, which had once echoed with the beat of 
h'lrses' hoofs, as Douglas or Percy had scoured through the'~ 
gorse for a dashing Border fray, or a Hotspur piece of 
dt'rring-do, there was only now to be heard the flap of a 
~ ild duck's wing as the flocks rose among the sedges; end 
the sole monarch of earth or sky was a solitary golden 
lingle soaring upward to the sun. 

With a single swoop the bird had eome down from hirf 
,oN among the rocks, as though he were about to drop 

a 
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earthward; then, lifting his head he had lipread his pinioJ1l 
in the wind that was blowing strong and fresh from Scot. 
land. through. the heat of ~he Augus~ day, and sailed up:var; 

. glo!,lQusly With slow majestic motlOn through the lIght. 
Far below him lay the white-crested waves gleaming afar 
off, the purple stretch of. the dark moors and marshes, the 
black still tarns,- the round!!d masses of the woods; higher 
and higher, leaving earth beneath him, he rose in his royal 
grandeur, fronting the sun, and soaring onward and upward 
against th" blue skies and the snowy piles of clouds, rejoic
ing in his solitude, and kingly in his strength. 

With his broad wings spread in the sun gleam, he swept 
through the silent air, his eyes looking at the luminance 
which blinds the eyes of men, his empire taken in the vast
ness of. the space that monarchs cannot gauge, and his 
plumes stretched in all the glory of his godlike freedom, his 
unchained liberty o( life. Far beneath him, deep down 
among the tangled mass of heather and brown moor grasses, 
glistened the lean cruel steel of a barrel, like the shine of a 
snake's back, pointing upward, while the eagle wingpd his 
way aloft. There, in his proud kingship with the sun, how 
rouldhe note or know the steel tub&-scarce larger, from 
his altitude, than a needle's length-of his foe, hidden deep 
among the gorse and reeds P The sovereign bird rose higher 
and higher still, in stately flight. One sharp sullen report 
rang through the silence; a single gray puff of smoke cuded 
up from the heather; a death-cry echoed on ihe air, quiver
ing with a human agony; the eagle wheeled once round, a 
dizzy circle in the summer light, then dropped down through 
the sunny air-stricken and dead. 

, Was it more murder when Cresar fell P 
The assassin rOBe from where he had knelt on one knee 

!lmong the gorse, while his retriever had started the wild
fowl llP from the sedges of a. pool, and strode through 
bracken and heath to the spot where his science had brought 
Clown the eagle, at a distance and with an aim which marked 
him as one of the first shots in Europe. A hundred yards 
brought him to the place where his quarry had fallen, and 
he thrust the heather aside with impatient movement. He 
was keen in sport ns a Shilmri, nnd he had looked for no 
'rarer game to-day than the blnckcocks or tho snipes, or ali 
very best a. heron from the marshes. 
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. On the moor the king-bird lay, the pinionB broken and 
powerless. the breast-feathers "Wet and bathed in blood, the 
piercing eyes, "Which loved the sun, blind and .glazed with 
film; the life, a moment before strong, fearless, lind rejoic. 
ing in the light, was gone. A feeling; Dew and strange, came 
on his slayer 88 he stood there in the stillness of the 

\ lIolitary moor, alone with the dead eagle lying. at his feet. 
lIe paused and leaned on his rifle, looking downward. 

'God forgive DIe. I have taken a life better than ml 
DWII.' 

'l'hc \forcls were involuntary, and unlike enough to one 
whose superb shot had become noted from the jungles of 
N9rthern India to the ice plains of Norway; from the 
Lear-haunts of the Danube to the tropic forests .of the 
Amazon. But he stood looking down on the mighty bird, 
while the red blood welled through the blossoming furze, 
with something that waa almost remorse. It looked 
strangely like ,lau9hter in thll still golden gleam of the 
summer day. 

If you wonder at it, wait until you see an eagle die on a 
lolitary moorland tllat WIlB hiB kingdom by right divine. 
with all the glorious liberty of life. 

The skill which you would have challenged the first 
marksman in Europe to have benten will look, for a second 
at least, oddly base, and treacherous, lind cowardly, "When 
the lord of the air lies like carrion at your filet. 

Knee-dllel> in the purple heather, the destrorer leant on 
his gun, alone on the Scotch side of the Border, with the 
lea flashing like a line of silver light on his left, and the 
bold SWC\'P of the Cheviot Hills fronting him. The golden 
cagle had fallen by no unworthy foe; he ~as a man of very 
lofty stature, and of powerful build a.nd sinew, his muscles 
close knit, 8"4 his frame like steel, aa became one who W88 

in hard condition fl'om year's end to year's end. His com. 
plexion "WIIB a clear bronze, almost as dark as an Arab'., 
though originally it had been fair enough; his black sweep
ing moustaches and beard were long, thick, a.nd silken; bis 
eycs large, and very thoughtful, the hue of ,the eagle's he 
had shot. His fcatwes were bold, proud, and franl[, whiie 
!Jis bearing had the distinction' of blood,with the dash of a 
Boldier, the reposeful stateliness of the old regime, with the 
alert keennesll of • man ueed to rapid llcti?n, clear decisio:a, 
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coolness tinder danger, and the wiles of the world in an ita 
ways. Standing solitary there on the brown heath, his form 
rose tall and martial enough for one of the night riders at 
Liddesdale, or tho Knight of Snowdon himself, against the 
purJ>l~ haze and amber light. 

In the days of Chevy Chase and Flodden Fiel4 his race 
had been the proudest of the nobles on the Border-side 
their massive keep reared in face of the Cheviots, the lands 
their own, over miles of rock and gorse and forest, lords of 
all the Marches stretching to the sea. Now all that be
longed to him was that wild barren moorland, which gave 
nothing but the blackcock and the ptarmigau which bred in 
their wastes; and a hunting-lodge, half in ruins, to tht 
westward, buried under hawtLorn, birch, and ivy, a roost for 
owls and n paradise for painters, 

• A splendid shot, Erceldoune: I congratulate you!' said 
a voice behind him. 

The slayer of the golden eagle turne(l in surprise; these 
moors, all barren and profitless though they were, were his, 
and were rarely trodden by any step except his own. 

• Ah. your grace! Good-day. How does the Border 
come to be honoured by a visit from you P' . 

• Lost my way,' responded his Grace of Glencairne, an 
inveterate sport~mnn and a hearty, florid, stalwart man of 
sixty, clad in'S Scotch plaid suit, and looking like a well-to
do North-countryfarlller. 'We're staying with Fitzallayne, 
and came out afler the black game; lost all the rest some
how, and know no more where we are than if we were at the 
.North Pole. .You'ro a godsend. Let me introduce my 
friends to you,-Sir Fulke Erceldoune, Lord Polemore, Mr. 
Victor Vane.' ' 

The beggared gentleman raised his bonnet to the Duke's 
rriends with much ellch frank soldier-like courtesy as that 
with which the Border lords, whose blood was in his veins, 
recei,"",d Chatelherault and Hamilton in the wild free days 

.ofold. . 
, Shot an eagle, Erceldoune P By George! what a bird! ' 

cried the Duke, g~zing down amazed aud admiring on the 
murdered monarch. 

• I envy you indeed,' said his companion wbom he had 
named BS Victor Vane. '1 have shot most things-men 
Bnd other birds of prey-but 1 neve!' killed an eagle, Dot 
.,ven in the Hartz or the Engadine.' 
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Erceldoune glanced at him. 
• They aro rare, and when they do appear we shoot tbem 

to insure their scarcity. Perhaps the eagle you would wish 
to kill is the cagle with two heads P What sport h:wc you 
bad, Duke? ' 

'Very bad. Birds wild as the --.. But God bless 
my soul, !lour bag's full! I say, we're nearly famished; 
can't you let us have something to eat at your IJlnce 
yonder?' . 

• 'Vith pleasure, sir, if your Grace can honour an owl's 
!'oost, and put up with a plain meal of cold game,' said 
Erceldoune, as ho thru~t the dead king, with all his pomp 
of plumage torn and blood-stained, into his bag with the 
black-cocks, ptarmigan, wild duck, and snipes. 

'1\ly dear fellow, I'll thank you for a crust; I'm literally 
8tarvIDg,' cried the nobleman, who was pining so wearily 
for his lunclleon that the words' cold game' sounded to 
him like paraclise. ' And, by the way, if you've any of 
"our father's Madeira left, you might feast an emperor 
there wasn't such a wine connoisseur in Europe as Regency 
Erceldoune.' 

A shadow swept over the face of the golJen eagle's foe 
as he whisHed his dogs, amI led the way for his guests over 

. the moor, talking with the Duke. Vane caught the look, 
and smiled to himself; he thought it was because the 
ruined gentleman shrank from taking them to his beggared 
home and his unluxurious table: he erred for once. Such 
a petty/ride wns wholly impossible to the bold Border 
blood 0 Erceldoune; he would have taken them to a 
garret quite as cordially as to a mansion; he would havs 
given them, Arab-like, the half of all he had with frank 
hospitality, if that all had been only an oaten cake, and 
"'ould never have done·himsclf such mean dishonour as tc 
Dlmsure his worth by the weight of his plate, the number 
of his wines, or the costliness of his soups. .' 

True the world, he knew well enough, only appraised 
men by the wealth that was in their poekets; bu~ the 
world's dictum was not his deity, and with its socia\ heart
burnings his own wandering, athletic, adventurous, and, 
hardy life Ltd never had much to do. He loved the saddle 
bel.ter tllan the drawing-room~, :\l1d m·ountain a,n4, ~oorlanc;l 
h~~ef ~hav. the l"st ~f fame or Go!~l. 
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It was not more thal;l half a mile to the King's Rest, aa 
the sole relic of the feudal glories of the Border lords was 
named, from an old tradition dating back to one of Mal. 
colm of Scotland's hunting ratds; tho plnce would have 
maddened an architect or a lover of new stucco, but it 
would llave enraptured an archreologist or an artist. One 
half of it was in ruin,. -a mass of h'y and gray crumbling 
stone; the -other half was of all styles of architecture, 
from the round quaint tower of the Saxons, to the fantas
tic, peaked, and oriel-windowed Elizabethan. Birds made 
their nests in most of the chimneys, holly and ha.wthorn 
grew out of the clefts in the walls, tho terraces were moss. 
grown, and the escutcheon above the gateway was lost in 
a profusion of scarlet-leaved creepers. But there were a 
picturesqueness, a charm, a lingering grandeur which it 
had still; it spoke of a. dead race, Ilnd it had poems in 
every ruin, with the sun on its blazoned casements, and 
the herons keeping guard by its deserted weed-grown 
moat. 

e God bless my soul! How the place has gone to rack 
and ruin since I was here twenty years ago!' cried the 
Duke heedlessly and honestly, in blank amazement, as he 
stared about him. 

Erceldoune smiled slightly. 
• Our fortunes have gone to "rack and ruin," Duke.' 
• Ah, to be Buro-yes, to be sure! Sad thin ... ! sad thing! 

No fault of yours, though, Erceldoune. Your father 
shouldn't have been able to touch the entail. He was a
Well, well, he's gone to his account now,' said his Grace, 
pulling himself up short, with a perception that he was on 
dangerous ground, but continuing to gaze about him with 
a bla.nk naivete of astonishment. ?tIen used to call him R 
e sexagenarian school-boy;' it was too harsh, for the Duko 
was a thoroughly good man of business, and a manly and 
honest friend. but it was true that the simplicity and can. 
dour of boyhood clung very oddly to him j and a coul·tier 
or a fine gentleman his Grace of Glencairne had never be· 
eome. though he was not without a frank dignity of hi. 
Dwn when roused to it. 

.By an arched ~ide-door. through a long corridor, tIle} 
"assed into a room in the southern and still habitable POI'. 
iioll of the )louIe; • ~ong loftl room,lighted 6t the end 
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with two magnificent painted window., panelled with cedar 
picked Ol:t with gold, nung with lome Jial£·dozcn rare pic
turell, a Titian, two Watteaux, a Teniers, a Van Tol, and 1\ 

Memlinz, covered with a rich crim80n carpeting, nolV much 
worn, and with lome gold and silver racing and huntin::; 
cup. on tbe bufiet. The chambeJ." was tbe relic of thG 
laViHb and princely splendour which lI(>arce thirty years ago· 
had been at its height in the King's Rc.st. . 

, Ab, dear me, dear me I' murmured the Duke, throwing 
himself into a fauteuil. 'Thill is the old supper-room. To 
be lure; how well I remember George IV. sittin~ jUHt 
there where you stand I Lord, how fond hc was of your 
rather-birda of a feather I Well, well, we might bc wild, 
wickf'd dog_we were, lIir; but we had witty times of it. 
Regency ErceldoUDe was a very brilliant man, though h~ 
might be a-' 

Erecldoune, with brief courtesy to the Duke, rang the 
bell impatiently to order luncheon, and turned to the other 
men. 

, I hope your IpOrt and our moorland air may have given 
you an appetite, for Border larder. were never very well 
.toeked, you know, except when the laird made a raid; 
and, unhafpily, there is nO "lifting," nowadays, to add to 
our IItoek. 

, My dear air,' laughed Vane, dropping his glass, through 
which he had been glancing at the Van Tol, 'half a cold 
grouse when one is .tarring is worth all tbe delicacies of a 
ea~me when one is not in e:rtremil. I am delighted ta 
make acquaintance with your highly picturesque and me. 
dUeval abode; & landleape.painter would be in rapturel 
over it, if you might wish it & trifle more waterproof.' 

There w .. & certain dash of condescension and the BU. 
Jlicion of a lDeer in the light careless words; if they were· 
mtended to wound, however, they mined their mark. 

• Starring on the moors would not be 80 very terrific to 
you if you had been lis dayun the laddle on a handful of 
maize, .. haa chanced to m~in the Pampa. and the Cor. 
dilleraa,' laid ErceidoUD8 curtly. There ia nothing youI' -
• mightly hunter before the Lord,' who ia known from the 
Libyan to La Plata, holda in more profound contcmpt than 
• .mall miserie.: -

• Eh P What' Were rOil talking abou,,.our father'. 
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dinners? ' broke in his Grace, who, lost m his reverltl8 Ili! 

his eyes travelled Oi'er the familiar chamber, was not very 
clear what was said. 'They wcre the best in Europe. I 
have seen Yarmouth, and Alvanley, and Talleyrand, and 
Charles Dix, and the best epicures we ever had, round that 
table; I was a very young fellow then, and the dinners 
were splendid, Erceldoune. He liked to outdo the king, 
you know, and the king liked to be outdone by him. I 
don't believe he'd p.ave gone quite the pace he did if it 
hadn't been for George.' _ 

Erceldoune moved impatient! y ; these latter royal memo
ries connected with the King's Rest were no honour to him j 

there were so many brands of an extravagailt vice, and 
a madman's ostentation, that had made him penniless, and 
bought a sovereign's smile with disgrace. 

'I daresay, sir. I never knew any use that monarchs 
were-yet, save in Bome fOrlll or another to tax their sub
jects.' 

Glencairne laughed. He hid not seen much of the man 
who was now his host, but what he had Been he liked. 
The Duke abhorred the atmosphere of adulation in which, 
being a Duke, he was compelled to dwell, and Ercel-
doune's utter incapability of subservience or Hattery re
freshed him. 

At that moment luncheon was served. The promised 
cold game in abundance, with some prime venison, some 
potted char~ and a pile of superb strawberries; plain 
enough, and all the produce of the moorlands round, but 
accompanied by pure claret, and served on antique and 
massive plate which had been in the King's Rest for 
centuries, and was saved out of the total wreck of the 

... Erceldoune fortunes, and at which Lord Polemore looked 
-envyingly j he was of the new creation, and would have 
given half his broad lands and vast incomes to have bought 
that' high and honourable ancientness' which was the only 
thing goM could not purchase for him. 

, You have a feast for the gods, Erceldoune. If this be 
Border penury, commend me to it,' cried Glencairne, as he 
attacked the haunch with a hearty and absorbed attention j 
like Louis Seize, he would have eaten in the reporters' bolt 
at the Assembly while Sulleau was falling under twenty 
sword-thrusts for his sake, and the Swiss Guard were 
perishillg in the Cour :Royale. 



THE BORDER EAGLE. 91 

'I am sure we are infinitely indebted,' murmured Pole. 
more languidly, gazing at a VenetiaIf goblet given to an 
Erceldoune by the Queen Regent, Mary of Guiso. 

, N a1, it is I who am the debtor to a most happy hazard. 
Trv this wine,' said Erceldoune, with that stalely courtesy 
which was blent with his frank, brefi soldier-like mauners j 
sociality was !lot his nature, but c.ordial hospitality was. 

The Duke looked up. 
• Eh! Tokay? What, the very wine T.eopold gave your 

father? Tiny bottles-all cobwebbed? That'B it! The real 
imperial growth; can't get it for money. AIt, how much 
have you got of it left? ' 

• But little-only a dozen or so, I believe; but of what 
there is I would ask the pleasure of your Grace's ac
ceptance, if the wine find favour with you,' 

• Favour with me? Hear the man. Why, it's Leopold's 
own growth, I tell you,' cried his Grace. ' As for giving it 
away, thank you a thousand times, but I couldn't-I 
wouldn't rob you of it for anything.' 

, Indeed I beg you will, my dear Duke,' said Erceldoune, 
with a slight swile. '1'0 a rich man you may refuse what 
you like, but to a poor man you must leave the pleasure of 
giving when he can.' 

, Really, on my soul, you're very good,' saH the Duke. 
whose heart was longing after the imperial vintage. I 
thank you heartily, l!IY dear fellow; but you're too gene
rous, Erccldoune! gIVe your head away, like all your race 
-like all your race! If your ancestors had had their hands 
a little less free at giving, and theu. heads a litHe longer at 
their expenditure, you wouldn't have this place all tumble
doWn as it is about you now.' 

• Generosity, if I can ever make claim to it, will not im
peril me. Who has nothing can lose nothing,' said Ercei
doune briefly. He did not feel particularly grateful for thiil 
discussion of his own fortunes and his father's follies before 
two strangers, and Vane, noticing this by tact or by chance, 
glided in with a question admiringly relative to a small gold 
s1llver singularly carved and filigreed. . 

• No, you are quite right, it is not European,' answered 
his host, glad to turn the Duke's remarks off himself,. the 
person he liked le3.st to hear talked of, of any ill the world. 
"U ill Mexicau. Au Erceldouue who was in Cuba at th" 
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time Cortes sailed, and who went with him through all the 
Aztec conquest, brought it home from the famous treasures 
of Ayaxacotl. He bored a hole in it and slung it rOlmd his 
neck in the passage of the N oche Triste j there is the mark 
now.' 

• Very curious,' murmured Polemore, with a sharp twinge 
of jealousy j he felt it hard that this man, living in an owl's 
roost on a bal"fen moor, should have had ancestors who were 
nobles and soldieril in the great Castilian conquest, while he, 
a viscount and a millionaire. could not even tell who his 
fatheril were at that era, but knew they had been wool. 
carders, drawers. butterers, cordwainers, or something 
horrible and unmentionable. 

f Out with Cortes! I eCboed Vane. 'Then we have a link 
in common, Sir Fulke. I have I!ome Mexican trifles that 
one of our family, who was a friend of Velasquez de Leou, 
brought from the conquest. So a Vane and an lli'celdoune 
fought side by side at Otumba and in the temple of Huit. 
zitopotchli P We niust be friends after such an augury.' 

Erceldoune bowed in silence, neither accepting nor de. 
clining the proffered alliance. 

The sunlight poured through the scarlet creepers round 
the oriel windews into the chamber, on to the red pile of 

.. the frnit in its glossy leaves, the rich.hued plumage of the 
• dead birds where they were hastily flung down, the gold and 

IIntique plnte that was in strange contrast with the 
simplicity of the fare served on it; and on the dark martial 
hcad of' the Border laird, where he sat with hi. grellt hound a 
couched about him in attitudes for Landseer. He looked, on 
the whole, more to belong to those dal'ing, dauntless, fiery, 
eteelclad Cavaliers of the Cross, who passcd with Cortes 

'1.hrough t!.le dark helt of porphyry into the sunlit valley of 
'. the Veuice of the West, than to the present unheroic, un. 
adventurous, unmoved, unadmil'ing age. Near him sat 
Victor Vane, a man of not more than thirty years, rather 
under the middle size and slightly built; in his bearing easy 
and aristocratic, in feature, although not by uny meanl 
handsome, very attractive, with blue eyes that were always 
smiling with pleasant sunshine, hair of the l~ghtest hue that 
glanced like silk, and a. mouth as delicate as a woman's, that 
would have made him almost effeminate but for the long 
amber moustachel that Bhnded it, while his face,· though 
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,ery fair, was perfectly colourless,. which lent to it the 
delicacy, but also the coldness, of marble. 

As the two men sat together-host and guest-lIntago
nism st'cmed more likely between them than alliance; and 
in such antaJonism, it if arose, it would have been hard to 
lay which would be the victor. tn a fair and open fight, 
hand to band, the blood of the Northern Countrie would be 
lure of conquest, and Erceldoune would gain it with the 
lame ease and the Bame strength as that with which those 
in whose veins it had run before him charged 'through and 
through a stand of pikes,' and stood tho shock of tho 
English lances j but in a combat of finesse, in a duel of in. 
trigue, where the hauds were tied from a bold stroke, and 
all the intricate moves were made in the dark, it would be a 
thousand to one that the bright and delicate Southrou 
Itiletto would be too subtle for the straight stroke and 
dauntless chivalry of the stalwart Border steel. 

At that moment a despatch was handed to Erceldoune by 
the single servant who lived in the King's Rest, and served 
him when he was there. The letter was sealed with the 
royal arms, and marked' On her Majesty's Service.' Ita 
contents were but two lines: 

I Sir Fulke Erceldoune on service immediately. Report 
io-morrow by 11 A.H. at F.O.' 

I }'rom the Office P , asked the Duke, as his host tossed' 
the despatch aside. . 

I Yel. On service immediately. East Europe, I daresay.'. 
• Ah, the Cabinet brewing more mischief with their con

founded pedagogue'. pettifogging, I will bet!' cried his 
Grace. (The existing Government was hi. pet foe.) 'When 
arc you ordered P' 

I To-morrow. I Ihall take the night. express, so I shall 
not need to leave here till midnight,' answered Erceldoune, 
to Bet at rest anl fears his guests might feel that they de
tained him. 'I WIsh they bad Bent Buller or Phil Vaughan; 
I wanted a mouth more of the deer and the blackcock! but 
t must console myself with the big game in Wallachia, if I 
can find time.' -

.. You serve her Majesty P' inquired Vane, who knew it 
well enough. 88 he knew all the State messengers in 
Europe. 

• The F. O.rather,' laughed Erceldoune, 'SlIolamd to 
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keep in saddle! Paid to post up and down the world with 
• State-bag honoured with havanas, Bnd a despatch-boI 
marked "Immediate," and filled with char, chocolate, or 
raviare! ' 

, Come, come, :Erccldoune, tbat's too bad!' laughed the 
Duke. 

'Not a whit, sir! I went out to New York last yeaI' 
with royal bags imposing enough to contain the freedom of 
Canada, or instructions to open an American war, bnt which 
had nothing in the world in them save a dinner-service fol" 
his Excellency, and some French novels and Paris perfumCf 
fol" the First Secretary.' 

The Duke laughed. 
'Well that will hardly be the catoe now. Matters an'! 

getting very serious e.ast'lfaru; everywhere over there the 
people are ripe fur revolt; I expect Venetis, and Galicia, 
and Croatia, and all the rest of them, are_meditating a 
rising together. I happen to know those bags you take out 
will contain very important declarations from us; the 
~a!~~~!n::t~~:,a ~en~ instructions to invite Turkey, com-

'1\Iy dear Duke, it is not for me to know "'Mt I taktt 
out; it is sufficient that I deliver it safcly,' laughed ErceJ. 
doune, to check the outpourings of his GnIl'e's garruloUB 
tongue. 'I am no politician and diplomatist. as you know 
.. ell. I prefer hard ridillg to soft lying, in eithei' sense of 
the word.' 

• Wi"h everybody else did,' said the Duke. • If men 
would keep to their own concerns and lh'e as they ought, 
with plenty of sport and fresh air, everything would go 
smoothly enough. There'd be no marrin~ or meddlin/i 
then; as for this Ce.binet, it's just what Clarendon said 
of Bristol: .. For puzzling and spoiling a thing, there was, 
nent' his equal." If the despatches you will carry to 
Moldavia don't embroil Europe, it won't be his fault, but 
there'll be sure ,to be a postscript to 'em all, meaning, 
.. N.B. In no case will ree fi,elit!" , 

• Who is severe now, Duke P On my honour, you will 
make ,me feel 8S if I were Discord incarnate fiying OYl'r 
Europe with her fu-ebrand. I neve, took so poetic a side 
of the service before.' 

He strove to 8l'rcst the rec!dess course of incautiollJ 
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feYelationl of the intentions in high plhC€'s; bnt it 'WllII 

ullele&!. The Scotch Duke Wall oft' on the Foreign Office 
ill-deeds, and no power could hue stopped him; no power 

. did until he had fairly talked himself hoarse, when he drank 
a deep glass of claret, and rose, with reiterated thanks for 
his impromptu entertainmmt as sincere a.3 they ,,-ere 
\"olublc, and with cordial ill\"itation" to his castle of Benith
mar, 8 stately pile upon the Clyde. 

I And I hope you will a:low me aho to return your hos
pitalities in kilid,' 8.'1id Vaue with his brightest smile. 
I Since you have t!lC mania of pcre!lrinomanie, as Guy Patin 
ralls it, nnd are always guing up and down Europe, you 
lDust pass continually through Paris. I can only hope, 
both thero and in Naples, you will very soon allow me 
the pleasure of showing you how mneh I bold myself th6 
debtor both (or the hospitality of to-day and the accqllain
tance to which it has been 80 fortunate for me as to 
lead.' 

Erceldoune bent his head, and thanked him courteously 
but briefly-he had no lo\""e for honeyed speeches-and 
offered them, 88 a modem substitute for t]le stirmp-cup, 
some cigars of purest flavour, bronght over by himsell 
from the West Indies. 

I How doE'S Mr. Yanecome in your Grace's society?' he 
I8ked the Duke, as he accompanied them across his own 
moor to put them en roufr for Lord Fitzal]ayne's, the two 
others baring fallen slightly behind them. 

• How-eh ? Why, I don't know-because he'. ataying 
at Fitz'!.., to be sure.' 

• Staying there!' 
I Yes. Fitz swears by him, and all the women are in love 

with him, though he's a pale insigllificant face, to my think
ing. What do you know of him P Anything :t",<>ainst him, 
ehP' 

I Sufficiently QlJout him to advise you, if you will allow 
me, not to let him glean from you the pri,"ate intentions 
and correspondence of the ministry, or any instructions 
they may have given their representatives abroad. Only 
talk to him on such matters generally j say no more to him 
than what the public knows.' 

• What? Ah, indeed! I apprehend you. I thank you, 
lir-I thank JOu,' said his Grace hurriedly, COllllC10US tha& 
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he had been somewhat indiscreet, but cunous all an"! olel 
gossip in a Breton knitting and spinning gossipry. 'But 
he stands very well; he comel! of good blood, I think. 
He is a gentleman; you meet him -at the bee~ court. 
abroad.' 

'Possibly.' 
'Then ,,:hat the deuce is there against him? ' 
'1 am not aware that 1 said there was anything. Sim

ply 1 know his character; 1 know he is an adventurer-a 
political adventurer-associated with the ultra parties in 
Jtaly and Hungary. _1 do not think his social status is 
anything very remarkable, and 1 repeat myadvice-do not 
take him into political confidence.' , 

• If the man can't be trusted, the m:m's a blackguard.' 
'My dear Duke,la haute politiquewill not admit of such 

simplifications. . A man may be a great man, a great minis
ter, a great patriot, but all the same he may be, politically 
speaking, a great cheat. Indeed, is there a Btatesman who 
is not one?' 

'True, true-uncomfortably true,'''';'''growled his Grace. 
'But of Victor Vane-what's there against him? What 
do you know-what would you imply? ' 

, I "imply" nothing; it is the most cowardly word in the 
language. 1 know very little, and that little I have said to 
place your Grace on your guard; and it is no secret--Mr. 
Vane IB well known abroad to be the determinate foe of 
Allshia, and to be widely involved in political intrigues. 
-or 1,;" career I know no farther; and of what I have said, 
hl~ i_ welcome to hear every word,' said Erceldoune, with 
a du"h of decision and impatience, while he paused and 
pointed to a road running round a bend of gray gorse
covered rock beside a brown and rapid moor-stream, which 
woutd lead them to a short cut across the fells home
wards. 

There tIley parted in the bright warm August afternoon 
as the sun began to sink towards the westward; his guest. 
>loon lost to- sight behind the wild woodland growth of th" 
half savage glen, while the last of the Border lords turned 
backwards to his solitary and ramed homestead, sweeping 
over the heather with tho ensy swinging step of the bred 
mountaineer, followed by his brace of staghounda And tw. 
black-and-tan setters.' 
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'Salaried to keep in saddle! Paid to post up and down 
Europe! ' he had said wiih a certain disdain; for Ereel. 
doune was nothing more or less than a Queen's messenger 
-a State courier, bound to scrveat a State summons; 
holding himself in readiness for Russia or Teheran, for 
ice-fields or sun-scorched tropics, for the swamps of 
Mexico or. the rose;plnins of P~rsia.'!I't a ~econd's notice. 
But he sUIted the hfe, and the life sUIted hIm 'j for he was 
0. keen sportsman, and ,the first rider ill Europe; was 
equally at his ease in an Arab camp and a ,Paris cafu-in 
.. Polish snow-storm, with the wolves baying in wrath 
and famine about the sleigh, and in the chancellerie of a 
British plenipotentiary oyer the dainty dislles of a First 
Secretary's dmner; 'and had an Iron constitution, a frame 
steeled to all changes of climate or inroads of fatigue, and 
that cosIness under c1oseperil, and utter indifference to 
personal indulgence, which made him renowned in the 
messenger service, and as much at home in the Desert as 
.. Sheil,h. Indeed, tlle Desert life could not have been 
bolder, and freer, and simpler than that which Erceldoune 
had led from his boyhood, partly from nature, partly from 
ha.bit,; he had as much of the barbaric chief in him 8. 
he had of the ma.n of the world. 

IIi;! father-Regency Erceldoune, as he was called, from 
his alliance with • the mad Prince and Poynings'-had been 
1\ gambler, 8 debauchee, and 8 drunkard, though a gentle. 
man with it all. Such orgies as George Rex had at the 
Cross Deep, his friend and favourite had at King's Rest, 
mad, witty, riotous, imd shameless as the worst days of 
lascivious Rome. LaJJds and money went in them till 
there were nei~her left; and his son, brought to them, and 
tanght them :while he was nothing but a child, had sickened 
of the vice in which he was steeped as thoroughly as, han 
he been brought up by precisians, he would have craved 
and loved it. He ~aw men levelled with brutes, and made 
far more bestial than the beasts ; and his nature reared it
[elf out of the slough, and refused the slavery of sensu
ality. If he were too early contaminated, he was all the 
earlier revolted. 

When he was twenty-two his father died, and he was 
left the lll:st Master of K~ng's Rest (by thtl old title long 
dropped m desuetude), WIth some miles of moorland an"· 
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0. begga.red fortune, not a single relative, ahd not a chane • 
. of a career. A certain wild and witty peer, who had been 
prominent in the orgies of the Roissy of the Border-'-say. 
ing nothing to him, for the Erceldoune stock was famous 
for a pride which perished rather than bend-got him 
offered a messefigership ; and his first meeting with officials 
at the Foreign Office was characteristic, and had not a 
JiUle influence on his career. In the Board-room, at the 
'hour when he w~s being received by those sleepy and 
solemn personages' the Heads of a Department, there 
lounged in a minister, as celebrated for his cheery and 
facetious humour as for his successful and indomitable 
statesmanship, . for his off-hand good-nature as for his 
foreign policies. The Heads bowed submissive before my 
lord; my lord gave his rapid lucid orders, and as he was 
lounging out again put up his eye-glass at Erceldoune. 

• Messengership ? We've too many messengers already,' 
La said, cutting in two the reply of the Board to his in. 
terrogation. ' Only ride I)ver one another's way, and lQ&e 
half the bags among th6m. Who are you, sir ? ' 

'Fulke Erceldoune,' said the Border lord, with no birth. 
right but some barren acres of heather, returning the great 
minister's stare as calmly and .as haughtily; insolence he 
would not have brooked from an emperor. 

'Erccldoune! God bless my soul, your father and 1 
were like broth~rs once,' .said his lordship, breaking off his 
sh:l.rp autocJ:atic cross-ex:l.min:l.tion for the sans far;on good
hearted familiarity of tone most usual and congenial to 
him. . ' Not a. very holy fraternity either--monks of Med
menham! 'Vho sent you up for a. messengership-Lord 
Longbourn ? Ah, very happy to appoint you! Go in for 

·Y0Ul' examination as soon as you like.' 
.. I thank you, my lord, no. You have said you "have 

00 many messengers already.'" 
'I~le minister stared a minute, and then laughed. 
, Pooh, pooh! Never mind what I said. If you're like 

,.'hat your father was, you won't complain of a sinecure.' 
The· boy-master of King's Best bowed to the cabinet 

counsellor. 
, I am flot ",hat he was; and I do not take money from 

the State, if the State do not need Bly services. I did ~ot 
com!, here to ~«:ek a pe;:.:!~:Q..' 
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The sreat atatesmanstared at him a second with a blank 
.mazement; his condescension had never met with such a 
rebuff and such a scruple in all his length of years and of 
Dillce. The grave and reverend Heads, that bent to the 
earth in docility and servility before the Foreign Secretary, 
gazed at the offender with such horror of reprobation as 
:he members of the Inquisition might have bestowed on a 
blasphemer who had reviled the Host and rebelled against 
the Holy See. Erccldoune stood his ground calmly and 
indifferently; he had said simply what he meant, and in 
the pride or his youth and his ruin, he was grandly care
less whether he had closed the door of every career upon 
himself, and condemned himself to starve for life on his 
profitle3s acres of tarn and gorse. - . 

The minister looked at him with his keen blue eyes, 
reading the boy through and through; then a rich humour 
lighted up their glittering azure light, and he laughed alo~ 
-a mellow, ringing, Irish mirth, that startled all the 
drowsy echoes and pompous stillness of Downing-street. 

, You hit hard and straight, my young Sir Fulke. Very 
dangerous habit, sir, and very expensive--get rid of it. 
Go before the commissioners to-morrow, . and pass your 
examination. I'll give you an attacbeship, if you like it 
better; but I don't think you'll do for diplomacy. I shall 
Ice you again. Good-day to you.' 

The minister nodded, and left the Board-room with as 
much dash and lightness in his step when he ran down
stairs as if he were still a. Harrow boy; and in that two 
minutes' interview in tho Foreign Office, Erceldoune had 
made a friend for life in one whO'-if. he had a. short poli
tical memory, and took up policies or treaties, and droppell 
them again with a. charming facility and inconstancy, as oc
CAsion needed-was adored by every man he employed, 
and was as loyal to his personal friendships as he was 
ltaunch to his personal promisE'S. 

True to his word, he gave Ercddoune his choice of an 
attachcship, a. mCBsengersbip, a commission, or one of those 
la8bionable and cosy appointments in Downing-street 
where younger sons and patrician proteges yawn, make 
their race-books, discuss the points of demireps and 
rosieres, circulate the last epigram round the town, ma.nu
facture new and Bublimated liqueur recipes, and play at 

o 
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baccarat or chicken.hazard in public service. Erceldoune 
~ook the messengership, from a motive which strongly 
::oloured his character and career even then-honour. 

His father, deep in a morass of embarrassments, had lived 
like a prince of the blood; his son had taken, in sheer re
vulsion, an utter abhorrence of all debt. He had been 
steeped in desolate vices and lawless principles from his 
earliest years; and the mere wildness of men of his own 
years looked. childish, and was without charm, beside the 
orgies through which he had passed his novitiate while yet 
in his youngest boyhood.. He had seen men of richest wit, 
highest powers, brightest talents, noblest blood, suddenly 
disappear into darkness and oblivion, to drag on an outlawed 
life in some wretched continental town, through that 
deadly curse of usury, which had given their heritage to the 
Hebrews, and let them glitter leaders of fashion for a 
Jecade, only to seize their lives more surely at the last; 
and he. had sworn never to give .his own life over to the 
keeping of that vampire, which lulls us into an opium.like 
dream for one short hour, to drain our best blood drop by 
drop with its brute fangs and its insatiate thirst. Had he 
gone into the army, where his own wishes would have led 
him, or had he taken one of the diplomatic or civil fashion. 
able appointments offered him, the circles into which he 
wouldllave been thrown must have flung IJim into debt, 
and into every temptation to it, however he might have reo 
sisted; he must have lived as those about him lived; the 
mere bare necessities of his position would have entailed 
embarrassments from which the liberty of his nature rc· 
volted as from a galley.slave's fetters. In Erceldoune's 

. creed, a landless gentleman was worthy of hi. blood BO 
long as he was free-no longer. 

Therefore he entered the mcssenger service; and, on the 
whole, the life which he hadnow ladfor about a score·of Y'ears 
su.~ted him as well as anY'-save a soldier's-could have 
dona. The conijtant travel, the hard riding, the frequent 
peril, the life of cities alternating with the life of adventur~ 
-these were to his bste. And while in the capitals of 
Europe there was not a woman who could beguile, or a 
man who could fool him"; the Mexican guachos found in him 
a rider fleet and fearless as themselves; the French Zephyrs 
knew in him a. volunteer, fiery and elastio as any their bat. 
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lations Iteld; the fishers of Scandinavia had. lived. with 
him through many a blinding, icy, midnight sea-storm; 
the Circassians had feasted and loved him in their mighty 
mountain strongholds; and the Bedaweens welcomed as. 
one of themselves the Frank, who rode as they rode, with
out heeding the scorch of the brazen ~kies and eands ; who 

i could bring down a vnlture on the wing whirling right 
i betwixt his sight and the burning sun, a black speck on the 
yellow glare; who could live like themselves, if needs be, 

lon 0. draught of water and a handful of maize \>r of dates, 
and who cared for no better bed than theirdese\-.t solitudes, 
with his saddle beneath his head, and the desert stars 
shining above. 

Love he had known little of; no human life had. ever 
become necessary to his, or ever obtained the slightest 
sway over, or hold upon, his own j in this· he was ex
ceptionally fortunate. What were dear to him were those 
profitless. uselesl moorland wastes of heath and heron
creeks, of yellow gorse, and brown still pools, the .sole 
relicB of his barren Border lleritage, and which self-denial 
and renunciation had kept free from claim or burden. 

The sun was shining full on the King's Rest as he reo 
turned, and he leaned over the low gate of the stable en. 
trance,looking at the ivy-hidden ruins, which were all which 
remained to him of the possessions of a race that had once 
been as great as the Hamilton, the Douglas, or the Grreme, 
and of which an empty title alone was left him, as though to 
malta his poverty aud its decay more marked. These did not 
often weigh on him; he cared little for riches, or for what 
they brought; and in the adventure and the vigour of a stir
ring wandering life there were a richness of colouring and a 
fulness of sensation which, together with a certain simpli
city of taste and habit that was natural to himself, pre
vented the pale hues and narrow lines of impoverished 
fortunes from having place or note; But now the Duke's 
words bad recalled them; and be lboked at the King's 
Rest with more of melancholy than his dauntless and virile 
nature often knew. There, over the lofty gateway, where 
the banner of a great feudal line had floated, the scarlet 
leaves of the Virginian .parasite alone were given to the 
wind. In the moat, where on many a summer night the 
night rider. had. thundered over the bridge to sc~ur hill 
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and dale with tlle Warden of the Marchl'!!, there 1tl'i"e cow 
but the hoot of the heron, the nests of the water-rat, and 
the thick growth of lIl'dgl's and water-lilies. In the 
chambers whl're James IV. had feasted, and Mary Stuart 
rested, and -Charles Edward found his loyallest friends and 
safest refuge, the blue sky Ilhone through the open rafters, 
and the tattered tapestry trembled on the walls, and the 
fox and the bat made their coverts; the grand entrance, 
the massive bastions, the stately towers which had been 
there when the bold Border chieftains rode out to join the 
marching of the clans had vanished like the glories of 
Alnallchar'll drE:un, all that remained to tell their place a 
mound of lichen-covered :ruin, with the feathery grasses 
waving in the breeze-it was the funeral pile of a. dead 
race. 

And the'last of thl'ir blood, the last of their title, st{)o:l 
looking at it in the light of the Iletting Ilun with a pang at 
his heart. 

eWell! better so than built up with dishonoured gold! 
'l'he power and the pomp are gone, but the name at least is 
stainless,' thought Fulke Erceldoune, as he looked away 
from the dark and shattered ruins of his heritage across 
the moorland, goMen with its gorsl', and toward the 
free and sunlit dititanee of the seas, stretching far and 
wide. 

CHAPTER n 
JlA.TJlfG BROKEN IDS DRllD. 

• WIU.'I' did you think of that man l' ' !'aid Lord Polt>
more to Victor Vane thnt (>v(>ning over Ilia coffee in th~ 
drawing-rooms, out of the Duke's bearing. 

e Think of him l' think of him P Well !-I think he will 
die n violent denth.' 

• Good gracious!' said the pe(>r, witli a little shiver. 
'Why?' 

e I never analyse! • langhed Victor softly. e I think so
because I thinlt so. lIe will get shot in a duel, perhaps, 
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fol' saying some barbaric truth or other in the teeth of 
policv:' 

• Who is that you are prophesying for with such charm. 
ingly horrible romance? ' asked a very pretty woman. 

• Fellow we met on the moor,' answered Polemore. 
, Queer fellow! Beggar, you know-;-holes in the carpets, 
rats in the roomy-and yet, on my honour, ~b1lice goblets 
and Mexican gold! absurd!' 

• What! a beggar with holes in his coat and rats in 
his pockets -with Venice glass and Mexican ingots!' 
cried the beautiful blonde, who had been listening lan
guidly. 

, No, no! Not that sort of beggar, you know,' interposed 
the peer. 'Man that lives in a lot of ruins. Messenger 
fellow--lllnched with him to-day. Wretched place; only 
fit for bats; no household, no cook, no anything; odiou!> 
dungeon! And yet, on my word, if the fellow isn't ridi
culous enough to serve up his dry bread on gold salvers, 
and. 'Pour his small beer into Cinque Cento glasses! ' 

, Come! we had very fair wine considering it was a Bar
mecide's feast,' laughed Vane. 

• Height of absurdity, you know!' went on Polemore. 
waxing almost eloquent under the spurs of the twinges of 
envy he had felt while at luncheon .• Fancy, Lady Augusta! 
here's a mnn nothing but a cou;rier, he says bimself, always 
racing up ;: 1·1 down Europe with bags; so hard up that he 
has to shoot for himself everything that he eats, and living 
in a wretched rat-bole I wouldn't turn a dog into; yet 
keeps gold and silver things fit for a prince, and tells YOll 
bombasticol stories about his ancestors having been 
caciques of Mexico! For my part, I don't doubt. he 
ltole them all ! ' 

, Bravo! Bravissimo!' laughed Victor Vane. • And. 
what is much more, Lady Augusta, this Border sa'\'ag~" 
wears deer-skins in the rough, "lifts" cattle when the 
moon's dark, and hM a fricassee of young children boiling 
in a cauldron. Quite') Z'antiqu6, you see! " 

• But who " the creature? ' asked the lady, a little be
wildered, a little interested, and a good deal amused. 

to-let me Bee-ah ! he calls himself Fulke Erceldonnf%' 
laid Polemore, with an air of never having heard t\e title. 
and of ha~g Iltrong reasons for believing it a if) ~e oue. 
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A man standing Dear turned at the name. 
, Fulke? Yoti are talking of Fulke Erceldoune? Bcst 

fellow iu the world, and has the handsomest strain of 
blacktan Gordon setters, bred on the Regent and' Rake 
eross, going anywhere.' 

, O-ah-do you know him, then? ' murmured Polcmore, 
s little discomfited. 

, R.ather ! First steeple-chaser in the two countries j 
tremendous pots always on him. Know him I-ask the 
Shire men. Saved my life, by the way, last year-fished 
me out of the Gulf of Spezzia, when I was all but spent; 
awful tempest at the time j very nearly drowned himself. 
Is he here, do you say? ' 

'He's at that wretched rat-hole of his,' grumbled Pole
more, sorely in wrath. 

, King's Rest P Didn't know that. Go and see him t~ 
morrow.' 

'What remarkably confl.icting· statements! ' murmured 
Lady Augusta with languid amusement. 'A beggar and 
a savage I-a. preux chevalier and a paladin of chivalry! 
Singular combination -this-:-what is itP-Fulke Ercel. 
doune.' 

'Nay,' laughed Vane, 'it was. combination commOD 
enough.in the old days of chivalry, and our friend seems 
to me better suited to the Cinque Cento than tp.e present 
-century. Just the sort of man to have been a Knight 
Templarwith Creur de Lion, or an adventurer with Pizarro, 
with no capital and no credit but his Toledo blade.' 

'Trash! ' said the absent man's defender, with impatlent 
disdain.that almost roused him into energy, 'Erceldonne is 

.-. splendid fellow, Lady Augusta. I only wish you could 
see him ;ride to hounds. In saddle; in sport j on a 
~tch-deck in a storm; with any big game you like-pigs, 
bisons, tigers; swimming in the Turkish waters in mid
winter; potting lions with the Kabyles and the Zouaves
put him where you will, he's never at a loss, never beaten, 
and can do more than twenty men put together. Dash 
and science, yon know; when you get the two together, 
they always win.· As for money-all the good old names 
tore impoverished now, and it's the traders only who have 
any gilding.' 

Wi,h which fling at :Polemore-w~ose fathers were of 
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the Cottonocracy-the ~hl\mpion; something disgusted 11.1 
having been entrapped mto such a near approach to any 
thing like interest and excitement, turned away, and began 
to murmur pretty nothings, in the silkiest and sleepiest of 
tones, into the ear of a Parisian marquise. 

• Extreme readiness to break your neck, and extreme 
aptitude for animal slaughter, always appear to be the 
English criterion of your capabilities and your cardinal 
virtues,' murmured Vane, with his low light laugh, while 
Polemore, sulkily aggrieved, muttered to himself: 

• Man that's a beggar to keep Mexican things and have 
his bare bones served up on gold di8hes~ridiculous, pre
posterous! If he's so poor, he must be in debt; and if he's 
an debt he ought to sell them, out of common· honesty. 
Cheats his creditors-clearly cheats his creditors! ' 

And la-having broken his bread and eaten his sa1t
they talked of him: there are a few rude nomad Arab 
.. irtues that have died out with civilization; and the Sheikh 
will keep faith and return your hospitalities better than 
Society. . 

That evening, a Dalmatian, who was the body servant of 
Vietor Vane, a very polisbed and confidentially useful 
person, rode over to tbe little station nearest Lord Fitz
a.nayne's, and Bent a telegram, which he read from a slip of 
paper, to Paris. It ran thus, save that it was in a polyglot 
Jumble of languages which would have defied any transla
tion without a key:_ 

• The Bord.er .i'.:/tgle flies eastward. Clip the last feather 
of the wing. Only La Picciola. Idalia or pearls of lead, 
as you like. Take no steps till beyond the King's. Then 
make Bure, even.if --White coats in full muster; 
Crescent horns up; Perfide, as usual, brags but won', 
draw. N.B. The Eagle will give you beak and talons.' 

Which, simply translated, meant- ... 
• Erceldoune, Queen's courier, will take the F. O. bags 

into the Principalities. Relieve him of the last despatches 
he has with him. We only want the smallest bag. I 
leave you to .cho08e how to manage this i either with a 
successful intrigue or a Bure rille-shot. Do not stop Lim 
till he is beyond Turin. Secure the papers,even if you 
have to take his life to get them. The Austrians are in 
atrong force everywhere j matters in Turkey, as regards 
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the Principalities, are against us ; England, as u8ual, bulliea, 
but will not be drawn into a war. N:B. This Erceldoune 
will give vou trouble and fight lIard.' 

And being translated by the recipient in all ita 
intricacies of implication and command, would mean far 
more. 

The tired telegraph clerk, who yawned and did nothing 
all day long in the little out-of-the-world Border station, 
save when· he Bent a message for the lodge to town, 
rubbed his heavy eyes, stared, told off the jumbled Babel 
of phrases with bewildered brain, and would barely have 
telegraphed them all h due order and alphabet but for the 
dextrous care of the Dalmatian. 

While the message was being spelled out, the night-ex
press dashed into the station, with red lamps gleaming 
through the late moonless nig'J.t, and its white steam cloud 
flung far out on'the gloom, flashing on its way from Edin
burgh across the Border land: A tall man, dressed in a 
dark loose coat of soft Canadian furs, with a great cheeroot 
in his mouth, ran up the station stairl and threw down 
his gold. 

• First class to town i-all right.' 
He took his ticket, flung open a door of an unoccupied 

.:Jlrriage, and he threw himself into a Beat with the rapidity 
of one used never to idle time and never to be kept waiting 
by others, and the train, with a clash and a clang, darted 
out into the darkness, plunging down into the gloom as 
into the yawning mouth of Avernus, its track faintly told 
by the wraith-like smoke of the wreathing steam and the 
scarlet gleam of the signal-lamps. 

The Dalmatian had lool.ed after him with' Bome 
curiosity. 

.. • Who is that?' he asked the clerk. 
• Erceldoune, of the King's Rest. He is a Queen's 

messenger,. you know, always rushing about at nnearthly 
times, like a Wandering Jew. I say, what the dickens is 
that word? Arabic, ain't it? ' . 

. The Dalmatian, with a smile, looked after the train, then 
turned and spelt out the words. . 

• Such gibberish! If that ain't a rum start somehow or 
other, \'m a Dutchman,' thought the telegraphist, with a 
fawn, 1'eturning to his dog-eared, green-covered shilling 
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DOyel, rclaliu", t.lle pungent adventures of a soiled do.Jve of 
St. John's.w;od, and showing beyond all doubt-if any
body ever doubted it yet-that virtue, after starving on 
three-halfpence a shirt, will be rewarded with pneumonia 
and the pariRh shell, while vice eats her trqlB.es, drinks her 
"VinE's, and retires with fashionable toilets, and a competence, 

.to turn repentant and respectable at leisure. Meanwhile, 
the night-express rushed on through silent hills and sleep
ing llamlcts, over dark water-pools and through bright 
gaslit cities, and above head the electric message flashed, 
outtltripping steam, and flying, like a courier of the air, 
toward France before the man it menaced. 

With noon on the morrow the best-known messenger in 
the service reported himself at the Foreign Office, received 
despatches for Paris, Turin, and Jassy, and started with 
the F. O. bags, as usual, express. 

Had any prophet told him that, as he lay back in the 
mail.tra~n, with a curled silver Eastern pipe coming out of 
his waving beard, and papers of critical European import 
in the white bags lying at his feet, Chance was drifting 
him at its wanton caprice as idly and as waywardly as the 
feathery smoke it floated down on the wind, Erceldoune 
would have contemptuously denied that Chance could ever 
affect a life justly balanced and rightly held in rein. He 
would have said Chance was a deity for women, fatalists, 
and fools; a Fetish worshipped by the blind. The Border 
chiefs of the King's Best had believed in the might of a 
strong arm and in the justice cleft by a long two-edged 
sword, and had left weaklings to bow to Hazard :-and the 
Ipirit of their creed was still his. . 

Yet he might have read a lesson from the death of the 
moorland eagle ;-one chance shot from the· barrel hid in 
the heather, and power, Itrength, liberty, keen sight, and 
lordly sovereignty of IOlitude were over, and the king-bird 
toe led and fell! .. 

Eut to draw the parable would not have. been at all like 
f,j. vigorous nature;_ State courier has not much habi
tude or taste for oriental metaphors and highly-spiced 
romances, and he had too much of the Boldier, the 
Shikari, the man of the world and Arab combined, to leave 
him anything whatever of the poet or the dreamer. Men 
ef actiou may have grave" but they never have viBio~l1 
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thoughts, and. life with Erceldoune was too gallant, Itrong, 
and. rapid a stream-ever in incessant motion, though calm 
enough, as dee]) waters mostly are-to leave him leisure 
or inclination to loiter lingeringly or dreamily upon its 
banks. Rellection was habitual to him, imagination was 
alien to him. 

13y midnight he reached Paris, and left his despatches 
at the English· Embassy. There was no intense pressure 
of haste to get Turin-wards so long as he was in the far 
Eastern Principalities by the Friday, and he waited for the 
early mail to the South, instead of taking a special one, as 
he would otherwire h.we done, to get across the Alps. If 
a few hours were left under his own control in a city, 
Erecldoune never slept them away; he slept in a railwav-' 
earriage, a travelling-carriage, on deck, in a desert, on' a 
raft rushing down some broad river that made the only 
highway through Bulgarian or Roumelian forests-any
where where novelty, discomfort, exposure, or daLger 
wonld have been likely to banish sleep from most men; 
but in a city he neglected it with an indepe1l.dence of that 
necessity ollife which is characteristie of the present day. 
There is a cafe, whether in the Rue Lafitte, Rivoli, Castig
lione, or La Paix, matters not; here-in the great gilded 
salon, with its iunumerable mirrors and consoles and little 
ova] tables, or in the little cabinets, with their rosewood 
and gilding, and green velvet and rose satin, if there be a 
bouquet to be tossed down on the marble slab, and the long 
eyes of a Laura or Agliie to 1laah over the wines, while a 
pretty painted fan taps an impatient rata plan or gives a 
80ft blow on the ear-may be found after midnight a 

_ choice but heterogeneous gathering. Secretaries of all the 
legations, Queen'. messengers, OharifJari writers, Eastern 
travellers, great feuilletonistes, great artistes, princes if 
they have any wit beneath their purples, authors of anr or 
all nation&-aIl, in a word, that is raciest, wittiest, and, in 
their own sense, most select in Paris, are to be met with 
at the Cafe Minuit, if you be of the initiated. If you be 
not, you may enter the cafe of course, since it is open to 
ail the world, and BUp there off what you will, but yoa 
will still remain virtually outside it. 

Erceldoune was well known here: it is in BUch republica 
only that a man is welcomeddor what he is, and what he 
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has done-not for what he is worth. He was as renowned. 
in Paris,because he was so utterly unlike the Parisians, as 
he was renowned in the East becn,use he so closel, reo 
sembled. the Arabs; and he entered the Cafe MinUlt for 
the few hours which lay between his arrival a.t the Embassy 
and his departure for Turin. 

N one of his O\vn special set had dropped in just then; 
indeed, there were but few of them in Paris. As he sat at 
his accustomed table, glancing through a journal, and 
with the light from the gaselier above shed. full on his face 
-a face better in unison with drooping desert-palms, and a 
gleaming stand of rifles, and the dusk; glow of a deep sun· 
set on Niger or on Nile, for its settmg and background, 
than with the gilt arabesques and ftorid hues and white 
gaslight of a French care-a new-comer, who 'had entered 
shortly afterward and seated himself at the same table, 
addressed him on some topic of the hour, and pushed hiw 
an open case of some dainty scented cigarettes. 

Erceldoune courteous] y declined them; he always smoked 
his own Turkish tobacco, and would as soon have used cos
metiques as perfumed cigars; and answering the remark, 
looked at the speaker. He was accustomed to read men 
thoroughly and rapidly, even if they carried their passports 
in cipher. What he saw opposite him was a maguificently
made man, with a face of most picturesque and l!rilliant 
beauty, 'of a purely modern type, with the eyes long, dark, 
and melting, and features perfectly cut as any cameo\4-a 
man who might have sat to a painter for Lamoral d'Egmont, 
or for one of Fro. Mor!;lale's reckless nobly-born ]'1'oe 
Lances; and might have passed for five-find-thirty at the 
most, till he who should have looked closely at the line::! 
in the rich reckless beauty, and caught a certain look in tho 
lustrous half-veiled eyes, would have allot~ed him, justly, 
iifteen full years more. 

Erceldoune gave him one glance, and though there was 
little doubt about his type and his order, he had known 
men of both by the hundreds. 

'Paris is rather empty, monsieur? Sapristi! The asphalte 
in August would be too much for a sala.mander,' pursued 
the stranger, over his bouillabaisse. He spoke excellent 
French, with .. meiliftuoull southern accent, not of 
France. 

.. 
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El'coldoune assenled. Like all travellel'1!l or :::!.en used t~ 
the world, he liked a stranger full as well as a friend for a 
companion-perhaps rathel' the better; but lIe was natu
rally silent, and 'seldom spoke much, save whcn strongly 
moved or much prepossessed by those whom he conversed 
with; then he would be eloquent enough, but that was 
rare. . 

'Thousands- come to Pat'lS thii! time of the year, but 
only to pass through it, as I dartlsay you are doing your
I<elf, monsieur?' went on the Greek, if such he were, as 
Erceldoune jndged him by the eyes and the features, 
'~':)J'thy of Phidias's chisel, rarely seen without some 
Hellenic blood. 

'For the season the city is tolerably full; travellers 
keep it so, as you say,' answered Erceldoune, ,,110 was 
never to be entrapped into talking of himself. 

'It is a grea.t mistake for' people to travel in flocks, like 
swallows and sheep,' said his vivacious neighbour, whose 
manners were very careless,graceful, and thoroughly 
polished, if they. had a dash of the Bohemian, the Ad
venturer, and tIle Free Lance. 'A terrible mistake! 
Overcrowds the inns, the steamers, and the railway 
carriages; thins the soups, doubles the price of wines, and 
teaches guides to look on themselves as luxuries, to be paid 
for accordingly; makes a Nile sunset ridiculous by being 
witnessed by a mob; and turns Luxor and Jupiter Ammon 
into dust and prose by having a tribe of donkeys and 
dragomen rattled -over their stones! A fearful mistake! 
1£ you are social and gregarious, stay in a city; but if you 
are speculative and Ishmaclesque, travel in solitude. Eh, 
mon sieur ? ' 

'If you can :find it. But you have to travel far to get 
into solitudes in these days. Have you seen this evening's 
:J'imes /' 

, A thousand thanks! W ondel'ful thing, your Times! 
Does the work in England that secret police do in Vienna, 
spies and b:tyonets do here, and confetti to the populace 
a.nd galleys to the patl'iots do ill Rome.' 

, Scarcely! The Times would rather say it prevents Eng. 
land's having need of any of those continental arguments,' 
~id Erceldoune, as he tossed the brandy into his coffee. 

:rhe other laughed, as from under his lashes he flashed. 
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IWi£t glance at the Queen's messenger. He would h&V"8 
preferred it if there had been less decision about the broad. 
bold, frank brow, and less power in the length of limb$ 
stretched out, and the supple wrist as it lay resting on the 
IWJ.rble slab of the cafe table. 

, Basta! Governments should give the people plenty to 
eat and plenty to laugh at; they would never be troubled 
with insurrections then, or hear anything more about 
" liberty!" A sleek, well-fed, happy fellow never turned 
patriot yet; he who takes a dagger for his country only 
takes it because he has no loaf of bread to cut with it, or 
feels inclined to slit his own throat! Make corn and meat 
cheap, and/ou may play tyrant as you like.' ' 

,'A soun policy, and a very simple one.' 
, All sound things are simple, monsieur! It is the sham 

and rotten ones that want an intricate scaffolding to keep 
them from falling; the perfect arch stands without girders . 
.. Pancm et Cireenscs" will always be the first article of, 
good governments; when the people are in good humour 
thev never seethe into malcontents.' 

"Then I suppose IOU would hold that cheap provisions 
and low taxes woul make us hear no more of the present
cry of "nationalities"?' His companion was piquant in 
his discourse and polished in his style, but. he did noll 
particularly admire him; and when he did not admire 
people, he had a way of holding them at arm's length. 

'" Nationalities"P Ridiculous prejudices! Myths that 
would die to-morrow, only ministers like to keep a handy 
reason on the shclf to make a raid on their neighbour, or 
steal an inch or two of frontier when the spirit ::moves 
them,' laughed the other, and his laugh was a soft silvery 
chime, very pleasant to the ear. • Pooh! a man's nationali. 
ties are where he gets the best wage and the cheapest meat, 
specially in these prosaic profoundly-practical times, when 
there is no i!hivalry, no dasb, no colour; when the common
place thrives; when we turn Egyptian mummies into 
railway fuel, and find Pharaoh's du~t make a roaring fire; 
when we make crocuses into veratI'm for our sore throats, 
and violets into sweetmeats for our eating! A detestable 
age, truly. Fancy the barbarism of G'ystallising and 
crunching a violet! The ftower of Clemence Isaure, and 
all the poets after her, condemned to the degradation of 
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'becoming a 'bon'bon! Can anything 'bo more typical o! 
the prosaic atrocity of this age? Impossible.' 

• With such acute feelings, you must find the dinner
card excessively restricted. With so much sympathy for 
a violet, what must be your philanthropy for a pheasant! I 
said Erceldoune quietly, who was not disposed to pursue 
the Monody of a Violet in the Cafe Minuit. though the 
man to a certain extent amused him. . 

At that moment the foreigner rose • little hastily, left 
his ice-cream unfinished, and, with a gay, graceful adieu, 
went out of the lIalon, which was now filling. 

• A handsome fellow, and talks well,' thought ErceI
clonne, wringing the amber Moselle from his long 
moustaches, when he was left alone at the marble ta.ble in 
the heat, and light, and movement of the glittering cafe. 
• I know the fraternity well enough, and he is one of the 
best of the members, 1 dare say. He did not waste much 
of his science on me; he saw it. would be profitless work; 
On my word, the wit and ability and good manners those 
men fritter away in their order would make them invaluable 
in a chancellerie and it them for any State office in the 
world.' 

The first secretary of the English Legation and a French 
diplomatist entered and claimed his attention at that 
wtant; and he gave no more thought to the champion of 
the crystallised violets, whom, justly or wrongly, as it 
might chance, he had classed with the renowned Legion 
of Chevaliers d'Industrie, and whose somewhat abrupt 
departure he had attributed either to his own lack of 
promise as a plausible subject for experimentalising upon, 
or to the appearance on the scene of some mouckartl of 
the Secret Bureau, whom the vivacious bewailer of the 
fate of sugared flowers in this age of prose did not care 
to encounter. 

Erceldoune -thought no more of him then and thencefor. 
ward; he would have thought more had the mirrors of the 
Cafe Minuit been Pa,:acelsus's or Agrippa.'s miroura of 
grammarye. 

The long console glasB, with its cUl'led gas-branches and 
its rose.hued draperies, and ita reDex of the gilding, the 
glitter, the silver, the damask, the fruit, the wines, and 
the crowds of the PlU'is ~e, would have been darkene<l 
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lrith night-shadows and deep forest foliage, and ·the. 
tumult of close struggles for life or death, and the 
twilight hush of cloistered aisles, and the rich glolV of 
Eastern waters, and the sileut gloom of ancient God. 
forgotten cities; and from out the waving, shadowy, 
changing darkness of all, there would have looked a 
woman's face, with fathomless, luminbus eyes, and hair 
with a golden light upon it, and a proud, weary, sorceress 
.mile on the lips i the face of a temptress or of an 
Ingel. 

But the mirror had no magic of the future; the glass 
reflected nothing save the gas-jets of the ormolu sconces; 
and Fulke Erceldoune sat there in Paris that night, drink. 
ing his iced Rhine wines, and smoking his curled Arabian 
meerschaum, knowing nothing of what lay before him-a 
blind wanderer in the twilight, a traveller in strange 
eOllutries, .. we are at best in life. . 

.CHAPTER III. 

IOUJ'PRm EN nOL 

HEA. TEN' forbid that the Principalities should be better 
governed j thcy would be like all the rest of the world in 
no time. They may be ruinous to themselves very pro. 
bably, and a nest of internecine discord for EaStern 
Europe j but they are delightful for the stranger, and the 
bird of rassage should 8urely have one solitude left wherein 
t~ find rest j regions where the refined tortures of the post 
cannot reach; where debts can be defied and forgotten 
across the stretch of those dense pine-woods, which sever 
you from the rest of mankind; where the only highway to 
your quarters is a rapid surging river, with a timber-raft 
arifting down it; where, whirled along by gil'IIY horses 
and gipsy drivers through vast wooded tracks, you halt 
and wake with a pleasant wonder to find yourself in the 
broad streets and squares of a populous city, of which, 
though you are not more geographically ignorant than 
rOUl' brethren, you had not the haziest notion, and whosl· 

. ~~ 



IDALlA. 

Tery nrune you do not know when YOIl hear it-walUn .. , Id 
the cessation of the horses' gallop and the gipsy J;hu', , 
shouts, to open your pyes upon the clear Moldavian <t 
Wallachian night, with the Bound of music from Bome 
open casement above. Rcgions such as these are the 
Principalities-and who would not k('ep them so !I-from 
the Danube to the Dneister, from the Straits of Otranto 
to tlle Euxine, for the refuge of necess;tollS wandel"('rs 
who have an inconvenient connection, a tiresome run unOD 
them from the llublic, or a simple desire for a paradise 
where a woman will not follow thf.'m, where If.'tters will 
not eom(', ",here the game districts are unbeaten, and the 
deep woods and wild vallf.'Ys as yet unsketcht),} and 
unsung. 

Through the Principalitie!!l, Erceldoune travelled in &1 
brief a time, from the early dawn when he had left Paris, 
as mail trains, express spet'ials, rapid relays of horses, and 
s",ift river passages could take him, across Tyrol lind 
Venetia, Alps lind Carpathians, Danube and Drave, calling 
at Belgrade with despatc1u.'s, and pushing straight on for 
Moldavia.. Every mile of that wild and unWOMl ..,.ay wn. 
as familiar to the Quecu's messenl!l'r as the journE') 
between London and Paris is familiar to other men, 
Where stcam had not yet penl'tratt'd, and there was no 
choice but between postinq and the sadJll\ he usuall1 
rode; if the roads were leVel, and tho route unsightl" he 
would take the luxurious rest of a • Messengl'r's c.arrml!e," 
and post through the nights and days; but, by prerCl"('l~ce. 
hard riding carried him over most of his ~round, with 
vace and stay that none in tIle service could equal, and 
which had made the Arabs, ",hen their horsl's swept beside 
his through the eastern sunlight, toss their lancl's aloft. 
and shout' Fazzia! Fazzia!' with applause to th" Giaoul'. 
He rode so now, when, hl\vin~ passed direct from Dcl"rade 
across the lower angle of TI~lIlsyln\llil\, IIIlJ cros~~ the 
Cl\l'pathian rang!:', he fl,und himsdf fairly set towa.."d 
Moldavia, with only a }mudrcd mill'S or 110 more len 
between him and Jassy, which was his destination. 

The Princi}?ality was in a fernle.nt j Church and civil 
power 'were lD ('onfiict and rh'n1ry: England, France. 
Austria, and Russi,\ wcro aU disturbing themselves nfter 

.the ·affairs of tl~ia out.of.the.way nook. concch-ing that 



SOUFFRIR EN ROt. 3J 

with Greece in insurrection, and Italy in a transition state, 
and Poland quivering afresh beneath her bonds, even 
Moldavia might be the match to a European conflagration, 
and open up the scarce-healed Eastern question; and an 
English envoy was then at J asey, charged with a special 
mission, to whom the despatches which Erceldoune bore 
carried special instructions, touching .on delicate matters' 
of moment to the affairs of central and eastern Europe, 
and to the part which would be played by Great Britain i 
in the event of the freedom of the Southern States, an!1 
the success of the liberal party in Athens, Hungary, or 
Venetia. This one bag with the arms of Eng~and on the 
leal, and the all-important instructions within, was all 
that he carried now, slung round his neck and across his 
.hest by an undressed belt of chamois leather. He W&l 

wholly alone; his mountain guides he had dismissed at 
the foot of the Carpathians, for he had gone through the 
most dangerous defiles and thief-invested passes all over 
the world, caring for no other defence than lay in his 
holster pistols. He had been stopped two or three times, 
once by the' Bail-up! ' of Tasmanian bushrangers, once by 
.. Ghoorka gang in Northern India, once by a chieftain 
who levied black mail in the rocky fastnesses of Macedonia 
-but his shots had always cleared him a passage through, 
and he had ridden on with no more loss than the waste of 
powder and ball. He was too well known, moreover, in 
both hemispheres, to be molested, and the boldest hill. 
robbers would have cared as little to come to close quarters 
with one 'W hose strength had become proverbial, as to get 
thellll!clves into trouble by tampering with the State courier 
of a great power. . 

It had been a splendid day in the young autumn, and it 
was just upon its cloBe as he went through the forests, his . 
mare, a pure-bred sorrel, scarcely touching the ground, as 
ahe swept along, swift as a greyhound or a lapwing. Th. 
air was heavily scented with the fragrance of the firs; th. 
last lingering rays of light slanted here and there acroBI 
the mOBB through dark fanlike boughs, cone-laden; Mslel 
of pines stretched in endless and innumerable lines of 
path. SCltrce ever trodden save by the wolf, or the wild 
boar, or the charcoal-burner, barely more human than the 
\>~te; an~ in the rear, to th, WptWIloM, towered tho 
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Carpathians, with ,their black rugged sides reared in the 
purple sunset, the guard of the Magyar fatherland. 

Now 'and then, at rare intervals, a little hamlet buried 
in the recesses of the forest, whose few wretched women 
wore the Turkish yashmak, spoke of Moldavia, or he camn 
on a camp of naked wild-eyed gipsies of the country; out 
as evening closed in, and Erceldoune ad vancl'ld iI).to a narrow 
rocky defile, the nearest passage through dense pine soli
tudes, even the.se signs of human life in its most brutalised 
phase ceased wholly. There was only the rapid ring of 
his mare's hoofs, given back by a thousand hollow echoes, 
as he swept down the ravine, with high precipitous walla 
of rock nsing on either side, while the river thundered 
and foamed beside him, and the trees closing abovehead 
made it well~mgh dark as night, though beyond, the sum~ 
mits of the Hungarian range were still lit by the last rays 
of the sun gleaming golden on eternal snows. Sitting 
down in his saddle, with his eyes -glancing, rapid and un
,erring-lls a soldier's, on either side where the shelving rocks 
sloped upward in the gloom, Erceldoune dashed along the 
defile at a p~ce such as the blood horses of the desert 
reach-'-the surging of the torrent at his side, the winds 
rising loud and stormy among the black pine boughs above, 
the ,intense stillnelils ,and solitude around, that are only 
felt in the depths of a forest or the hush of a mountain-
side. -. 

These were what he loved in his life: these nights and 
days of loneliness, of action, of freedom, alone with all that 
was wildest and grandest in nature, under no law but thc 
setting and rising of the sun, riding onward, without ched, 
or pause, a 'fresh horse ready saddled when the jaded one 

_ drooped and slackened; these wero what suited the pas-
'1iionate need of liberty, the zest to do and dare, the eagle
love of solitude ingrained in his Border blood, and as latent 

.in him as ill the chieftains of his namc when they had 
borne fire anJ sword far away into stout N ortllUmberland, 

, M harried the Marches in their King's defiance. 
The pressure of his knees sufficing for her guidance 

without curb or spur, the sorrel scoured the winding 1'<1.

vine, fleet .and, sure of foot, as though the rocky and irre. 
gular ground had been a level stretch of sward, her enrs 
pointed, her pace like the wind, (tIl the blood and mettle 
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there were in her roused; she knew her master in he! 
rider. Dashing onward through the gloom thus, suddenly 
his hand checked her; his eyes had seen what hers had not. 
Thrown back oil her haunches in the midst of her breath. 
)C8S gallop, she reared in snorting terror; any other Elhe 
might have hurled senseless to the earth; he sat as ino. 
tionless as though horse and man were cast together in 
bronle. 

Across the narrow and precipitous path -lay the felled 
trunk of a pine, blocking the way. She rose erect, aud 
stood so for a second, her rider in his saddle firm as on 1\ 

rock-a sculptor would have given ten years of his life to 
have caught and fixed that magnificent attitude; then down 
she came with II. crash on her fore feet, while from the 
black barricade of the levelled pine, through the thic1i: 
screen of stiffened branches, came the gleam of -half a 
dozen riflcs, the long lean barrels glistening in the twilight. 

The brigands lay in ambush waiting him; and the hoarse 
.hout of arrest was pealed back by the echoes. 

, Your papera-.-or we fire! ' -
And the steel muzzles covered him front and rear, while 

the challenge rang out down the vault of the hollowed 
rockll. 

Swiftly all lightning his· eyes sweJ?t over the levelled 
rifles and numbered them.,-elght agamst one; rapidly as 
the wind he drew his pistol from his holster and fired 
among them; a shrill shtiek pierced tlie air, a man reeled 
hoodlong down into the gorge of the river foaming below, 
and without breath, without pause, Erceldoune put the 
bay at the leap, trusting the rest to her hunter's blood, 
and facing the levelled death.dealers full in the front. 
l'he gallant beast deserved his faith; she rose point.blank 
lit the barricade, and leapt with one mighty bound the 
great pine barrier and the glitteling line of steel. She 
landed saf~a. second, and he would have nced onward 
distancing all shot and defying all pursuit; but with a yeli 
tbat rang from }'ock to rock, the murderous barrels she 
had overleapt and clcared covered her afresh; the sharp 
crack of the shots echoed through the pass, three balls 
pierced her breast and flanks, bedcling themselves where 
the life lay, and with a scream of piteous agony !lIla threw 
her head upward, Iwayed to and fro an instan~, _and fell 
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bene:t!:h him-dead. He sprang from the saddle ere her 
"eight could crush him, and, with his back against the 
ledge of granite, turned at bay; hope he had not, succour 
there could be non& !:1 those dense mountain solitudes, 
those wastes of vast unpeopled pine-woods; in that hour 
he had but one thought-to soIl his life dearly, and to de-
Rerve his country's trust. , 

The echoes of the conflict rang in quick succession on 
the stillnesR, thundered back by the reverberations of the 
hills; it was hot close, mortal work in that narrow choked 
defile; Erceldoune, with his back against the granite, and 
his dead bay at his feet between him and his foes, hnd the 
strength and the fury of a legion, now that his wrath waa 
up in all its might, and the blood-thirst w3kened in him. 
A bPll broke his right ann above the wrist; it fell useleslil 
at J.is side. He laughEld aloud: 

• BlnndE:rers, why don't you hit through the lungs P • 
And as he changed his pistol into his left hand, he raised 

it, and the man who had shot him fell with a crash-a 
bullet through his brain. He could not load again, his 
arm was broken; and the hoarse yell of men, infuriated to 
be defied, and exasperated at their comrades' loss, told bim 
nill minutes were numbered, as one cry alone grated on 
the night air from many voices: in Romaic, in French, 'in 
Venetian, in Hungarian-varied tongues, but one summons 
alone. 

• Your papers, or your life! Death, or surrender f' 
There was a moment's hush and pause; they waited for 

their menace to do their work, without the bloodshed that 
they shirked, from caution and from wisdom, rather than 
from humanity; and at that instant the moon, shed through 
one break in the black pine roofing abovehead, poured itr 
fight through the pass. Round him in a, half-cirCle, broken 
from their barricade and ambush now that his fire was 
spent, pressed his assassins, their faces masked by the 
crape drawn over them, their rilles covering him with piti
lcss purpose. With his right arm hanging powerless, and 
the mare lying at his feet, the sole barrier between him 
and the crostt-fire levelled at him, stood Erceldoune, reared 
to his full height, motionless as though he were a sta.tue. 

• Death, or surrender! ' 
The Bummons ,hissed through the silence with a deadl1 
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Dlt'aning, • hoal'!e snarl, such as the bounds glV6 wben the 
lItag holds them too l,lng at bay. EI'\!c\doun~ .stood erect, 
his eyes glancing calmiy down on the semicircle of the 
Ion .. Bhinin .. lincs of Bteel, each of whose hollow tubes 
carried his °death_warrant; a look upon his face before 
which the boldest, though they held his life in their hands 
Dol at their mercy, qUailed; he knew' how he should save 
his trust and his papers, though he knew that his life musl 
pay the forfeit. He calmJy watched the levelled rilles, 1 
and a half smile passed over his face; they had. brought 
eight against one--it was • distinction, at least, to take 80 

much killing. 
'·Tho devil will never give in!' swore with sarnge Hun

~rian oaths the farthest of the baud. 'Seize him, and 
bind him-we don't want his blood! ' . 

'Take the papers, and gag him. Carl is right; we want 
them, not him,' muttered another, in whose southeru Ger
man the keen ear of him whose life they balanced caugIlt 
the forcign accent of • Gnllican. 

One who seemed the lender of the gang l:mghed-a roll
ing, mellow, harmonious laugh, which thrilled through the 
blood of Erceldonne as menace and c\mlll'llgo had never 
done; he had. heard it a few nights beforo in the gaslit 
ealon of the Parisian caftS, 

• Basta, basta! "Too many words, my masters." Kill 
the Border Eagle, and strip him afterwards I His beak 
won't peck when he's shot down.' 

'Stop, atop!' muttered a milder Sicilian. 'Give hUll 
his choice; we only want the despatchea.' 

'The rapers, tllen, or we fire! ' 
The moon Bhone clearer and whiter down into tile "'"' 

nne, while they pressed nearer and nearer, till the half
circle of BtCt'1 glittered close against Jlim within II yard of 
his breast; and the Greek who in the Cafe Minuit had 
lamented so l'oftly the prosaic fate of the violet bonbons 
prt'ssed closest of all He stood quietly, with no change 
ill his attitude, and his broken wrist dripping blood on the 
stone at his feet; the dark scorn of fiery passions had 
lowered on his face, stormy, dangerous, menacing as the 
wrath that lightens up a lion's eyes, while on his lips was 
• laugh-a laugh for the coward caution of his assassins, 
the WOIJ\&llWl crueltr which compassed him witla IUcla .n .,.. .. _ 



IDALIA. 

timorous might of numbers, fearing one man nnarmed aua. 
wounded. 

• Death, or Rurrender! ' 
The cry echoed again, loud and hoarse nolY M the 

hounds' bay, ba.fHed and getting furious for blool1. . . 
. His back was reared against the rock; his left a.rm 

pressed against his breast, holding to him th~ seals that 
were his trust; his eyes luoked down upon them steadily 
as he answered:, 

.• Fire!' 
And while his voice, calm and unfaltering, gave the word 

of command for his own death-volley, with a swift sudden 
gesture, 'Unlooked for and unarrested by them, he lifted 
his left hand, and hurled far away through the gloom, till 

. they sank with a loud splash into the bed of the swollen 
rushing river, the white bag of the English despatches
lost for ever in the deep gorge, and whirled on into dark
ness with the lassage of foaming waters, where no spy 
could reach an no foe could rob them. 

Then, 'as the ravenous yell of baffled force and infuriated 
passion shook the echoes of the hills, the report of the 
rifles rang through the night with sullen murderous peal, 
and Erceldoune fell as one dead. 

All was still in the heart of the forest. 
The snowy summits of the Carpathians gleamed white 

'in the moonlight; the cry of the wild dog or the growl of 
the wild boar, the screech of the owl or the rush of the 
bat's wing, alone broke the silence; above the dark silent 
earth the skies were cloudless, and studded with countless 
stars, whose J:adiance glistened here and there through 
dense blackshadow, on moss, and boulders; and cavernous 
gorges, aud torrents plunging downwards through the 
night. In the narrow channel of the defile, with gnarled 
pines above and waters roaring in their pent-up bed below, 
there lay the stiffened corpse of the mare, and across her 
body. bathed in her blood and in his own, with hiB head 
fallen back, and his face turned upwards as the starlight 
fell upon it, was stretched the ·Queen's messenger, where 
they had left him for dead. 

The night had passed on, and the hours stole apace, tin 
the stars had grown large in t!'..e heavens, and the mornina 
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~lanet rillen in the east before the dawn; and he had lain 
there, as lifeless and motionless as the Borrel beneath him, 
through all the wa.tches of th.e night which parted the sup
Bet of one day from the daybreak of the next. His right 
arm, broken and nerveless, was fiung across the neck of 
the mare, as though his last thought as he fell had been of 
the brute friend whom he had Jost, aJ?d who had died fOl' 
him; the blood had poured from a deep chest wound, till 
the black velvet of his riding-coat was soaked through and 
through, and the mosses and the grasses were dyed with 
the stream that bore his life away; his face was stern, yet 
serene, like many faces of the dead upon a battle-field, and 
only a. deep-drawn laboured breath, that quivered at long 
intervals through all his frame, showed that existence had 
not wholly ceased with the murderous volley whi!!h had 
brought him to the earth, as his own shot had brought the 
kingly fearless strength of the golden eagle reeling down
wards to his feet. Either the aim of his assassins had 
been uncertain from the fury with which they had levelled 
and fired when they had seen their errand bafRed, and the 
despatches fiung beyond all reach into the mountain-gorge, 
or they had been blinded by the ilickering shadows of the 
moon, and the lust of their vengeance on.him, ,for two 
shots alone had touched him· out of the five which had 
been fired at him. One ball had pierced his breast" and 
brought him down senseless, and to all semblance lifeles!! ; 
it had been aimed by the leader of the band, who had 
trifled with his ice and mourned over ,the conserve of 
violets in Paris a few nights before. The other. bullet, 
which had struck him in the chest, and would have cut ita 
way straight through the iungs, had been turned aside by 
the Ilolid BilveI' of his meerschaum, in whose, bowl the ball 
was bedded, though tIle force of its concussion would have 
stretched him insensible without a wound.: He had fallen 
AS one dead, and they had left him for such in the narrow 
defile, hastening themselves to leave the pine-forest far 
behind them, and put the range of the Carpathians be
tween them and Moldavia, taking their own wounded with 
them, and plunging into the recesses of the woods, where 
all pursuit could be baHled, all detection defied. Whether 
they were mountain-banditti, or masked nobles, or insur. 
gent conspirators, those'vast lolitudes would never :roveal, 
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Bince the aead would tell no tales and bear no witness; Illi 
assassination, if ever known, would be traced, they deemed, 
to gip8ies or charcoal-burners, while the odds were a million 
to one that the fate of the English State· courier would 
never be heard of, but remain in the. shroud of an impene
nable mystery, while he lay in the lonely and untroddenl 

Iravine, till the bears and the vultures left his bones to 
whiten unburied when they had sated their hunger on the 

,.Mewr limbs of the man who had fallen to avoid the sur
render of his honour and his trust. 

Darkness closes thus over the fate of many; he is' miss
ing,' and we know no more. 

Nearly lifeless thus, Erceldoune had remained through 
the long hours where his assassins had left him; about 
him only the shrieking of the owls, the sough of the winds 
among the pines, and the distant roar of the beasts of 
prey, to whom his enemies had trusted for the completion 
and the burial of their work. Weaker men would have 
Buccumbed to less danger than he had often brooked and 
passed through scathless; and even now the athletic 
strength within him refused to perish. The flowing of the 
blood had stopped; a laboured sigh now and then gave 
sign of vitality, though not of consciousness; then, as the 
night was waning, a shudder ran through all his frame, and 
his eyes unclosed, looking upward, without light or sense, 
to the starlit vault above. 

He remembered nothing. 
The deep skies and ' th~ stars in their courses' whirled 

giddily above him; the pine-boughs flickered in phantom 
shapes before his sight; the sounds of the winds and of the 
falling torrents smote dully on his ear; he had no sense but 
of suffocation from the congealed blood upon his chest, 
anI! the sharp agony of every breath; he wondered dimly, 
dreamily, who he was and wliere he lay. An intense thirst . 
parched his throat and oppressed his lungs-a thirst he 
suffered from without knowing what the torture could be 
-and the plunge and splash of the cascades in the gorge 
below filled his brain with vague thronging images of cool 
It ill lakes, of rushing brooks, of deep brown tarns among 
his native moorlands, and through them all he stood ever 
up to the lips in the cold delicious waters, yet ever power
less to stoop and taste one drop. The sweep of a night;.. 
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(.iror. win ... touehed hia forehead lUI it flew low under the 
drooped pine-branches; at the touch eomcioumess slowly 
and confusedly awoke; the night ceased to whirl round 
him in a cbaos of shadow; the planets grew clear and 
familiar, and looked down on hiui from the diuy mists 
circling above. By sheer instinct, he BOught to raise hia 
right hand; it was powerleS8., and as he stretclled out hia 
;eft arm, he felt the ehill stifiened body of his lost mare, 
and the grai'ses wet with her blood and his own; then 
thought and recollection awoke from the mists of death. 
and he remembered all 

He knew that he was lying there wounded nnto death, 
1Ieyond all appt'al for aid. all hope of succour, powerless 
to drive from him the frailest insect that with the morning 
light phould begin the fell work of corruption and de
Itructilln ; alone in his last hour in the de:!Olation of the 
Carpathians, with DO companion save the beast of prey, 
DO watcher but the carrioD kite. 

Dread of death he had Dever known; there was DO meli 
toward weakness in him DOW, in his worst extremity, when 
'e knew that he was dving in the best years of his man
hood, Ilaughtered by the baseness of treacherous assas....n
Dation, alone in the pent defile where hia murder had been 
planned, and where no human st('p wonld ever come, ex
cept it. were that of BOme mountain plunderer, who would 
strip off the linen and the velvet that the birds of prey 
would have left untouched, while his bones shonld lie there 
through mmmer drought and winter storm unburied, nn
lamented, unavenged. Fear was not on him, even now in 
hia dying hour, but a mortal sense of loneliness that his 
life bad Dever known stole over him as he wakened in the 
hash of the forest-night, paralysed. powerless, strength
less, felled in hia full force, alain, like the golden eagle. 
by a singh, shot. The heavens, studded with their stan, 
looked chill and pitiless; the rocks towered upwards in 
the moonlight, shutting him ont from all the peopled alum
bering world; DO lOOUlid smote tllt~ fti:lness, 8.'\ve the dis
but sullen moan o,f the brutes se~king their prey, and the 
"-alds sweeping and wailing through the endless aislea of 
plMd. He died in BOlitude. 

'i'htl mgbt "ore on ; a profound and awful siIenC'e reigned 
aruund, onJr brokeD br the growl of wolves or the scream 
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of foxes from their distant haunts; the ra.vening cry borne 
on the blast of those who, with each second which passed 
away, might Bcent blooll from afar off, and track it ill their 
hunger, and come down to rend, and tear, and devour, 
finishing the work of slaughter. He heard that sullen bay 
all through the night where he ]oy, across the dead mare, 
motionless; he could not have stirred a limb, though the 
fangs of the wild boar had been at his throat, or the 
wolves in a. troop been upon him. Hope or thought of 
succour he had none; he was ill the deep heart of the 
mountains, where none could come; and he knew too well 
the lore of desert and camp Dot to know that all chance 
of life was over, that his last hour was here, and that if 
the vulture and the bear did not tl·ack him out, he would 
die of the lostl of blood alone; or that if his frame bore 
up against the exhaustion of his wounds through the day 
which would soon, dawn, he would perish but the more 
slowly aud the more agonisingly of famine and of thirst. 

Time wore on ; the stars grew large as the morning drew 
near, and his eyes gazed upward at them where he lay in 
tha pass of the defile; a. thousand nights on southern seas, 
in tropic lands, in eastern aisles of palm, through phos
phor-glittering waters while his ship cleft her way, through 
the white gleam of snow steppes while the tlleigh bells 
chimed, through the torchlit glades of forests while the 
German boar or the }'rench stag was hunted to his lair, 
drifted to memory as the moon shone down on him through 
the break in the massed. pine-Doughs; for he had ever 
loved the mere sense and strength of life j aU 

• the wild joy. of living, the leaping (rolW. rock to rock, 
The 8trong ronding of boughs from the fir-tree, the cool ri\"er shock 
Of a plunge in a pool's living wntcr,-thelll1nt of the boor, 
4nd the 8ultriness showing the lion is conched in his lair.' 

And he knew that this glory was dend in him for ever; 
and that when those stars rose on another night, and lined 
their brightness upon earth and ocean, forest and sea., hi. 
eyes would be blind to their light and behold them no 
more, since he Bhould be stricken out from the world 
of the living. 

At last-it seemed that an eternity had come and gone 
-the day reached him, dawning from the IIplendour of 
Asia far aw~v-
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The bgU Itrea.med in the east. the dar ' at1tfJ4~: 
'OWl was broken by the fim rays of 11' ,1he~1~t -
birds fled to their roost, and above the clou osa t1i'b'S' ,I 
bathing the Bleeping world in its golden g es<F~] 
.hining full on the IDOW peab. of the mountal The 
fored life awoke; the Bong of etH\Iltl~S8 birds rose 
Bilence, the I,urn of myriad ill:«"t:ts murmured beneath the 
grasses, the \\":1te1"8 of innumcr-.lble torrenta glistened in 
the lunbe:unl; and, alone in the waking and rejoicing 
world, he L'I1, dying. 

About him, where never lunlight ~e, were dank 
gt'aI!st"lI. and the gloomy foliage of pines, but abovehead. 
far aloft throught the walls of granite, was the blue and 
cloudlC'llS sky of a summer dawn. His eyes looked upward 
to it hearily, and with the film gathering fast over them; 
in his physical anguish, in his lore extremity, there were 
.till beauty and lolace in the day. 

Yet as le gazed, the heavens were darkened, the sunlit 
morning became more loathsome than all the solitude and 
darmesa of the night; wakenoo in the dawn and poised in 
air, drawn thither by the scent of blood, he saw the flocks 
of earrion-birds, the allies \\"hom the assassins trusted to 
destroy all trace of their work, the keepers of the rigil of 
the dead. Cleaving the air and wheeling in the light, they 
gathered there, rulture and kite, raven and rock-eagle, 
eoming with the lunrise to their carrion feast, sweeping 
downward into the defile with shrill and hideous clamour 
till thel alit beside him, in their ravenoul greed, upon the 
body 0 the naare, atriking their beaks into her eyea and 
whetting their taste in her flesh, rending and lacerating 
and disputing their prey. 

Tbua he bad seen them, many a time, making tJ.eir fead 
on the lion or eamel flf the East; and a lic1me1!8 of loath
ing came upon him, and a horror unutterable; bound 
in the bonds of death, and powerlesl to lift his arm 
a",to:Uon them, he must wait, IWf living and half dead, 
.bile these hungry horoes tore at his heart.. 

A cry broke frOm him loud and terrible----a shont for 
help, where help there eouId be none. Ita echo pealing 
(rom the rocb, Icarcd and _ttered the ral'ening birds one 
instant from their lust; they wheeled and circled in tho 
IWiliI; air, then aettled OBce more em their ipOil. 
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A single vulture, driven from the rest, poisee! 6bove him. 
waiting. Looking upward, he ~a.w the bird, l""ith its dark 
wings oubtrpiched, sailing in rings round and round in the 
lunlight glare, impatient and athirst, its glittering eyea 
hed on Lim-the watcher and the harbinger of death. 

By the sheer force of animal instinct, strength for the 
moment was restored; he sprang up to drive from -off him 
the murderous beak that would seek his life blood, the 
C31Tion-greed that would wrench out his eyes while yet 
they Raw tho day! He leapt forward, striking wildly and 

_ blindlv at the black shadow of the hovering bird; at 
tho aCtion the wound opened, the hlilmorrhage broke out 
afredh-ho feU back Ilenseless. 

CHAPTER IV. 

• !i'ETES VOUS PAS DU PARADIS P' 

Evn in the silent heart ~f the Carpathian yooels two 
had heard that shout of moli •• ! extremity. 

They 'Were but a woman ai.d a wolf-hound, resting toge
ther under the shade of t1:;;:. ,?ines higher up, where the 
\e.ad of the torrent tumbled and splashed from rock to 
·ock, its sheet of foam glittering in the warmth of the 
'i~Cll day. They hem'd it; and the woman roso with a 
nag-like grace of terl'or, blent ",1th l\ haughty challenge of 
'Uell weakness, and the dog, with its bristling mane erect, 
and his head lifted in the air, woke the ecllOcs with a deep
mouthed bay. Both listened-r.J1 was still; then she laid 
her hand on t.he hound's sh!\ggy coat, and gave him a 
single word of command. He waited, sniffing the scent 
borne to him on the wind, then, with Ilis muzzle to the 
earth, sprang off; she followed him, the lights and shadows 
from the lline-boughs above lI.un~, flickering and golden, 
911 her uncovered hair; a woman fair as the morning, with 
!'be free imperial step of the forest deer, and the beauty 
.tt the classic and glorious south; the beauty of Asp9.sia of 
dhens, of Lucrezia. of Rome. 

A few short seconds, and the hound plunged down into 
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the pailS, baying loud in fear and fury, as though he tracked 
the trail of the crime. The birds flew up with whirling 
tumult from their meal, and wheeled aloft, scared and 
I!cattered: the vulture that had her talons tangled in the 
hair of the fallen man, and was stretching her plumed 
throat to deal her first aim at his sightless eyes, taking 
wing slow lv, leaving her prey reluCtantly. The woman 
fell on her "knees beside him where he lay across the body 
of his slaughtered mare, as lifeless to all semblance as the 
animal. 

She knew that she was in the presence of crime, and she 
believed herself in that of death; this man had been slain 
foully in the heart of the forest, and she was alone, in the 
mountain ravine that had seen the guilt done and the blow 
dealt, alone with one whom his enemies had left to perish 
and lie unburied for the hawks and crows to tear. - The 
night had witnessed the sin and shrouded it; she and the 
sunny light of day had tracked and;found :it. And the 
Ilickness of its guilt was on her in all its ghastliness, in all 
ita lIecret craven vileness. 

One thought alone seemed left her; was she too late, or 
could this human life, even in its last hour, be saved, be 
called back, even though it had ebbed away? 

Sho felt for the beating of his heart; a quick shudder 
ran through all her frame- her hand was wet with the 
blood that had soaked through linen and velvet, and flowed 
in its deep stream from his t.reast. Yet she did not 
shrink, but pressed it there, seeking for the throbbing of 
the life; the pulse beat slowly, faintly still, beneath her 
touch-he lived even now. The carrion-birds were poised 
on the boughs, or settled on the rocky ledges, waiting for 
the prey which soon or late must come to them; the 
hound was tearing up the moss with his muzzle to the 
earth. She called him to her; the dog was her friend, her 
guard, her alave-he came rf)luctantly, looking backward 
nt the mosses he had uprooted in his thirst for the scent 
they gave; sh" drew hin:i to her, and signed him to look at 
the dying man where he was stretched across his horse 
then pointed to the westward with some words in Silesian. 
The hound looked upward an instant with earnest, 
eloquent eyes, trying to read her will-then, at his full 
'Peed, obeyed her, and went down the ravine; she bad 
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sent from her her-sole defender, wllile, for aught she knew 
the murderers of the man she sought to save might return t. 
the scene of their outrage, and deal with her as they had 
dealt ",;'th him. But cowardice was scarcely more in her 
blood than in his to whose BueC011r she had come with tlle 
light of the morning, and whose face was turned upward 
white and rigid, in mute appeal, in voiceless witness, stern 
as one who has fallen in fierce. contest, but calm as though 
he Jay in the tranquillity of sleep. She gazed at him thus, 
till hot tears gathered in her eyes, and fell upon his fore. 
head; he was a stranger, and not of her land; she knew 
not how his death had been dealt, nor in what cause he had 
fallen, whence ne came, nor what bis life had been; but 
his face touched to. the heart all of pity there was in ber, 
where he lay blind and unconscious in the glory of the Bun, 
though many.had said that pity was a thing unknown to 
her. The falling of her tears upon his brow, or the touch 
of her .hand as it: sweplf back the hair from his temples, 
and fanned, his temples with a fragrant bough of pine to 
freshen the sultry heat of the noonday, awoke him to Bome 
returning life; a heavy sigh hcan'u his chest, he stirred 
wearily, and his lius moved without sound. She knew 
what he' must neea-all of comfort or of aid that shEl 
could give-and folding one' of the broad dock leaves cup
shape, she filled it at the iiti<l of the torrent, and, raising 
his head, held the cold wa~ to his parched and colourless 
lips. . . 
,Unconsciously, instinctively, he drank and drank, slaking 
the. intolerable thirst; she filled it three times at the 
channel of the river, and he draiued in new existence from 
that green forest-cup, trom that' fresh and icy water, held 
to him by his. ministering angel. Then his head sank back, 
lying 'against her, resting on her arm. his eyes had not un· 
closed, .he was senseless still, save that he was vaguel~ 
conscious of a sense of coolness, languor, rest, and peace; 
and the vultures on the rocks above looked down with 
ravenous impatience, waiting till t!\e watcher should weal'y 
of her'vigil, and their prey be their own again. 

8he would not .have left him now though she should have 
died with. him. She knew the lawless brutality. of tho 
mountain hordes of gipsies and. of plunderers well enough 
to know tha.t in all likelihood tholle who had left him for 
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lead might return to strip him of all that was of value on 
Lill person, and would slay her, without remorse or mercy, 
lest she should bear'testimony to them and to their work j 
but to desert him and leave him to the lust of the carrion
birds and the torrid heat of the noon never jassed i.:t 
thought even before her-whatever fate shoul come of 
it, she had cast in her lot with his. \ 

The Bun fell through the tracery of firs upon the rushing 
water, the mosses red with blood, the black Hock of the 
waiting birds, and the motionless form of Erceldoune, 
stretched across his slaughterel horse, his head resting, as 
if in the serenity of sleep, upon the bosom of -the woman 
who had saved him, while above bent the maO'nificence of 
her face, with a golden light on its mournful splendour, and 
the softness of compassion in the lustre of the eyes that 
watched him in his unconsciousness. 

Time wore on, the sun rOBe to noon height, the heat 
grew more intense, and they were still alone; he lay as ill 
& trance still, but with that vague sense of coolness and of 
peace, all that he knew or sought to know; once his eyes 
unclosed, weary and blind, and saw, as in a vision, the face 
as of an angel above him. He had not strength to rouse, 
power to wonder, consciousness to know or ask whether he 
slept, or dreamed, or beheld but the phantom of his own 
brain; but his eyes gazed upward at the loveliness that 
looked down on him, with the warmth of the morning on 
it, and it pierced through the mists of death and the chaos 
of unconsciousness, and sank into his sight and heart, never 
again to be forgotten. While the Bun was in its zenith and 
the day rolled onward, he was conscious, through all his 
anguish, despite all his stupor, of the fragrance of leaves 
that fanned his brow and stirred the heated air with 
soothing movement, of the gentle murmur of river-waters 
sounding through the stillness, and-ever when his eyes 
unclosed and looked upward on the radiance of the day
of the face that he saw in the luminance of the light, even 
as the face of a guardian angel. And' he knew no more 
in the dulDl'ss of lulled pain, in the u.oguor of profound 
exhaustion. 

The loud bay of a hound broke the silence when noon 
long had passed, the rapid rush of the dog's feet scoured 
liver the rocks above aTld down the winding path; he had 
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known that be bad been bidden to seek succour, and had 
left those he first met no peace till they had followed him 
-two ]\I[oldavian peasants, herdsmen or stable-helpers, 
who had understood the meaning of the hound's impatient 
bark and whine. 

At the Bound of their steps she moved from the wounded 
man, and rose with the grace which made her every action 
beautiful as the wild antelope's, imperial as a sovereign's 
in her court. . 

The Moldavians listened with profound reverence while 
she spoke, and without pause or question hastened to obey 
her command; deeds of violence were not so rare at the 
foot of the Carpathians, in the heart of the Principalities, 
as to excite either the horror or the wonder of the passive 
serfs; they went without a word to their work, wrenched 
down the long boughs of the pines, stripped them, lashed 
the bare poles together, and. covered them ,,;th lesser 
branches of the firs, overstrewn in turn by the yielding 
velvet moss of the forest, till they had formed a rude 
stretcher, rough in form but fragrant and easy; then they 
laid him on it, lifting him with kindly gentleuess. At the 
first movement which raised him, and the' sharp agony it 
caused, careful and not untender though it was, he fainted; 
they might have taken him where they would; he knew 
~othing. The Moldavians prepared to raise the litter Oil 
their shoulders, "then looked to Rer: , 

, Home, your Excellency? • 
She started, and stood silent; then over the light and 

beauty of her face swept a shadow, as of better memory . 
• No-no!' she answered them, in their own Moldavian 

ton guo. 'Go to the Convent of Monastica; it is nearer, 
and they will tend him better there. If any can save him, 
the Sisters will.' , 

I " And we are to tell them-P' . 
, 'Tell them where you found tbis stranger, lymg as one 
dead, and powerless to say who are his assassins; do not give 
my name, or speak of me; that he is wounded, and alone, 
and in need, will be enough to gain him care and pity at 
l\1onastica. When you ha'ie left him in safety at the con· 
vent, come back here j you shall bury the horse, it shall 
not be food for vultures, Now go-each moment is pl'e. 
ciou~. I shall know with what fidelity you serve him, and 
lihall reward you ItS you do it well.' 
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Y ('t, though she had bidden them go, she stood still, 
looking down on the litter where Erceltloune lay; she had 
layed this man's life at peril of her own, yet they would 
probably neyer meet again; she had redeemed him from 
amid the dead, yet he would have no memory of her, no 
knowledge that she had been with him in the hour of his ex
tn'mity, and rescued him from his grave. Her eyes dwelt 
on him in a silent farewell, and a cert.ain tenderness camtS 
over all her face as she bowed her head, while her lipe 
moved with the words of a Greek prayer and benediction 
over tbe life of which she knew nothing, yet which in some' 
lense had been made her own by every law of gratitude 
for a great deliverance. 

Then she signed to the bearers to raise the litter and go 
onward. They wound slowly with tbeir burden np the 
narrow pass, and she sank down on tbe fallen trunk levelled 
by his assassins for their barricade, her rich dress sweeping 
the blood-stained mosses, her head resting on her Winds 
that were twisted in the lustrous masses of her hair; her 
eyes, with their mournful brilliance, their luminanco 
fathomless as that of tropic skies by night, gazing into tho 
depths of the torrent foaming below in its black bed; anol 
at ner side the Silesian hound, his mane ereet, his hea.l 
uplifted, his feet pawing the turf, as though he scented 
the blood-trail and panted for command to hunt the evil. 
doers to their lair • 

.A. amall antique chamber, with gray ~ and mow
white draperies; an ebony crucifix with a marble Christ 
hanging above an altar draped with velvet, and broidered 
with gold, and fragrant with lilies in silver cups; a painted 
Gothic window through which were seen stretches of green 

. pine-woods and golden haze beyond; and an intensQ..still
ness through which pealed, softly nnd. subdued, the chant 
of the ~!J1I'" Dei, pi tolli. petXtRtJ fIIum/i,-these were 
what Erceldoune opened his eyes upon, and saw, and 
heard, wben he awoke from a long trance that had been 
death itself for anght he knew. and through which he had 
only been conscious of burning torture, of mtolerable pain, 
of mellow .trains of music floating through his brain, and. 
of onefaee of divinest. beauty bent above him while he laJ 
bound in bonds of iron, in swathes of fire. Fo, .. 

. , 
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he had. been delirious for many days in the Convent ot 
Monastica. 
• His life had hung on a thread: the ball was in his breast, 

!Lnd the fever of his wounds, combined with the weakness 
consequent on loss of blood, had kept him in sharpest 
peril through all the rest of that sultry autumn. But the 
bullet had missed his lungs, and the intense vitalitv and 
resistance in him brought him through all which ~ould 
have slain at a 1I10w a weaklier and less hardily trained 
frame. The skill in leechcraft of the Sisters of 1Ifonastica 
was proverbial in the Principalities; women who IO"cd him 
conld not have tended him more tend(·/"lyand unwea,·iedly 
than 'did those high-born recluses who llad sought the 
solitudes of the dense Moldavian pine-forests, in a con
ventional community different to those of any othercountry. 
He was saved, and awoke one sunlight evening, conscious 
and calm, gazing dreamily and wonderingly at the dead 
Christ on the altar, and the .narrow-arched window, with 
its glimpse of plain arid. forest through the slit, while the 
AgnulI])ei pealed on the stillness of the chamber. He 
thought himself dreaming still. 
. To his bedside came a nun, pale, gentle, withdovelike 
eyes, a woman no longer youug. Erceldoune looked at 
her dimly; the past was a blauk, yet unfamiliar as the 
chamber was to him, and unreal his own personality, he 
vaguel, desired and missed what he had seen throughout 
his delirium-what he did not behold on awaking. And 
the first words he spoke were: '\Vhcre is she l' 

The Sister shook her head, looking on him, with a com
\lassionate welcoming smile. 

'·1 cannot nnderstand my son. I can speak a little 
French, but you must not talk yet, you are too weak.' 
.~ All European languages, most of the Eastern, had been 
as familiar to him as his own. He repeated his question 
;mpatiently in the nun's tongue. 

• Where is she P , . 
'Who,my sonP' . 
• Who P A woman-or all angel-who hns been with me 

always.' . ... 
.' None .have been with you, my son, save myself and 

.those of my order.' 
• He made a faint jntolerant sign of dissent j and his eyes 
"andered over the plac~ where he lay, in weary Ie-arch, mis .. 
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mg in eonaciousness and in reality the !ace lrhlch had beex 
ner before him in de1irium. 

• W!JeTe am L then?' 
• In oW' eonyent at Mona.stic:a. You were fhuna all be. 

lifelesa in the forest by iTo peasantB, .ho brought you 
lIither. You hne been in lOre peril, my IOn. but, by the . 
bl~ing of the most holyllother or God. we have ~oht 
your cure. B Ilt keep silence, and rest noll",You are Te!7We&k.' 

·Wea.k?-Il· 
He repeated the word in manelling ineredulity; he who 

flad &toud face to faee lIit!! the lion in the IJIllhy African 
n:ght, anel meA8W"td hia Btrength with the desert kinlf .. 
and pren.i1ed.-be who from his childish yean upward, 
t!l.~t!:;b a long, and daring, and adventurous life, had DeTer 
knO\Ol h:3 force to ail, his power to ceserl; him,-walll 
ur.ab~e to rei!ise that be eonld be laid low and powerle!l8 alii 

any reed len,TIed hI the wind! Instinetively he lifted hia 
ri.:;ht arm to raise him!!e1f-that right arm .hich had 
neyer failed him ret in b~tle, in nonn, in the death-grapple, 
or in any b~ow "ealt in love or justice. in hatred of di8-
ho!.onr-it fen Den-eless and broken. TAn he realised 
tht I.;. atrength 1I"U gone; and for the IOle time in hi.J life. 
Erceidoune eould have turDed his face to the waIl and .ept 
tke a w-om1n. 

• I rem em ber: lie laid CamHI. • I remember now. The 
conJ'Js ~bot me COW"D, and (he Sayed me. Tell them I de
Itroyt'd .. the paper.i;" hut-' 

'Ihe 1ror.:!s t.:ied any unintelligible to the nun. hia head 
fell h~ck. &::d Ili. eyes closed: he felt bow utter 1I'lUI his 
.. c:: b,-iI&. lIe hy exhausted, hi.J thought. .andering OTer 
L!J tLat rast of perJ w-hich had long been a bLu.k to him. 
and _ hie!! DOW' 1110 .. 11 and by degrtel! returned to memo.,.. 
I!triring to re .. :=.se .. h:lt mannel' of thing this eouId. be, this 
e:Umity or Itri.:~en Itrength which his life badneTer before 
dreaJeJ or eoneeiye.i. Swreeping like fire thron;h his blood, 
and fi:''::o; biB fra'r,e at 'With ~h life, there came with 
C:OC5(:ivllBDeiiil reeo!!rttion of the murderous gang who had 
.tretched him there, lind fierce natural thirst for Te!!~ee 
on hie co"ardly fot"!!, ior the hour of reckoning w-b~en he 
'~.{jU:J ri5e and dal ",ith t1ut c::-aven womanish hrnte. 
.. b~ fentle mellow hugh had bidden them • kill the 
Border Eagle,' and whose shot bad brought him to the eIIriIa. 
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A. fair and c.pen antagonist Erceldoune would boilour. 
and forgive frankly and generously from his heart; but tq 
the coward treachery that struck him in the dark, ]le swore 
that death itself should not be more pitiless' or more inex
~rable than his wrath. 

The shadows lengthened througb the painted window, tho 
music ceased from the convent chapel, the nun left him, and 

'knelt before the altar los~ in prayer. It was intensely still, 
no sound was upon the air save that, from the distance, the 
bells of one of the Moldavian monasteries were chiming the 
vespers j it was a pause as strange in his strong, rapid. 
varled, richly-coloured life of action and adventure as that 
which we feel when we enter the shaded silent aisles of some 
~athedral, and the doors close behind us, shutting out all the 
accustomed crowds, the busy whirl, and the swift press, and 
the hot suulight of the city we have left without. He had 
never known in all the years of his existence that profound 
exhaustion, that death-like prostration, in which all vitality 
seems suspended,' and in which a lulled, dreamy, listless 
meditation is all of which we are left capable: he knew 
them now, as he lay gazing at the altar, with its dead Christ 
and its white river-lilies, and the bowed form of the kneeling 
nun, while all sense of pain, of weakness, of thirst for the 
just vengeance lie would rise and reach, drifted from him. 
merged and lost in one memory. A memory luminous, 
angel-like. as are the imaginations which fill the mind of 
painters with shapes divine and visions of beauty, but 
such as had never entered the life or the thoughts of this 
man till now. w4en. in the sunset stillness of the lonely 
oratory at Monastica, he Baw ever before him. with the 
depths of an unspeakable compassion in her fathomless 
eyes, the face of the woman who had saved him. Where 
waa sbeP . 

He.questioned ceaselessly for many days each of the 
order who came to his bedside and tended him with skilled 
care, and brought him fruits and sherbet, and prayed for 
him at the altar. where the lilies were placed fresh with 
IVery dawn, and the dead GOlllooked down with serene and 
mournful smile. He insisted that a woman had come to 
him in the defile when he lay there dying, and had given 
him water, and had saved him. They thought his p~rsist
ence the remembrance of 80me delirious hallucination, 80me 
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dream which haunted him, and which he could not sever 
from reality. He saw the :M"oldavian serfs, who came each 
day during his danger to the convent for news of him; and, 
while he rewarded them, interrogated them as to how and 
where they had discovered him. They answered that a do& 
had led them to where he lay, and that they had seen that 
he was all but lifeleds, and had marie a litter of pine boughs 
and brought bim to the gates of Monastica for succour: 
When he pressed them, lind insisted that a woman had 
been the first to rescue him, the Moldaviims shook their' 
heads; tliey had found him, and had brought him hither. 
They had barely more intelligence than that of a kindl, 
good.humoured animal, and adhered doggedly to theU' 
.tatement; it was useless to question them; Erceldoune 
bade them to be given half the gold pieces in his travel. 
ling belt, and let them go. It WIIS not his nature to pursue 
uselessly, nor to give expression to a futile annoyance 01' an 
unavailing disappointment j he was silent from that moment 
on the .ubject. 

The nuns, with their MoUler Superior, thought he had 
become convinced that his fancy was the phantom of hi~ 
delirium. Erceldoune remained certain that no unreality, 

. no mere vision, fever-begotten, would have been impressed 
as this was upon him; he remembered what it would have 
been wholly unlike him to have imagined. And this fugitive 
memory of one who had been his saviolir in' his extremity, 
yet who wRslost to him on his awakening to consciousness, 
filled his thoughts unceasingly during the lull of his life in 
the solitudes of Monastica. 

For mnny weeks he lay there in the antique quiet 
chamber, with the glimpse of hill and torrent Been through 
its single casement, and the cadence of the Angelus or th", 
Pro Peccatia alone breaking the stillness at matins, mass, 
or vespers; the inaction, the imprisonment, the monotony, 
were as intolerable to him as to a fettered lion, for though 
.olitude might be oftentimes his preference, it was ever the 
solitude of freedom, of action, and of the grandeur of desert 
wilds. He recovered slowly but Burely, the science of the 
Sisters and his own natural strength bringing him through 
in the teeth of imminent peril; but it was far into the 
autumn, and the pines were the only trees not bare in the 
~Joldav;/I.lI wood., when he rose with anything of his old 

• 
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power in his limbs, with anything of the old muscular toreo 
In his right arm, and breathed without pain, and \\ &s free to 
go back to the world of the living without da<tger. 

Meanwhile, Europe mng for a space with his attempted 
Bssassination. A Queen's messenger could not have been 
left for murdered, and English state papers of the first and 
most secret importance ,been waylaid by BO singular and 
trained a consph~acy, without the outrage being of import, 
and rousing alike the wrath of his government and the 
speculations of all other powers. l'hat those who had 
stopped him were no ordinary assassins and marauders the 
object of their plunder showed; common banditti would 
have menaced his money. not hiB despatches. It seemed 
evident that his enemies had been Olen of considerable 
resources and power, that they had been well acquainted 
with his, movements, and that their object had been political. 
Southerq Europe was in the throes of revolt, and much of 
centra~ Itnd Eal!tern Europe seething in intrigue; political 
gamesters would have counted one lUan's assassination a 
very little cost for the gain of political information t\nd ad. 
vantage in their unscrupulous rouge et noir. , 

Amid' all, the criminals remained ulltrackea. Moldavia 
laid she did all she could to discover and render them up to 
justice. Whether or not this were true, they were undis
covered: the little State was heavily mulcted for the out
rage, and the perpetrators went scot free at large, the nigM 
and their masks having shrouded them, the pine-forests, 
telling no tales, and the sole clue to their subsequent identi
fication lying in Erceldoune's rccognition by voice of their 
ringleader, as the vivacious and graceful bewailer for the 
sacrifice of crystallised violets whom he had met at the 
Paris .cafe • 

. The menace of England failed to track his assa~sins and 
bring them to their reckonin~; but he swore that sooner or 
later hie own vengeance shOUld find them, lind strike home 
to that tiger brute whose laugh he would know again thougb 
a score of years should have rolled away before they stood 
face to face. 

• You bear no malice to your savage murderers, my son P 
~aid the Abbess of Monastica to him wistfully ODe day, an 
aged woman, white-haired and venerable, gentle as a child, 
IIld unworldly as an infant, for she had ta.ken the veil in hel 
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fJurlel'nth yoar, and had never left the convent now that 
.he had rt'~cbcd her seventieth, save on an occasional visit, 
as permitted by Uoldavia.n rules, to the innocent festivities 
of JII.88Y. 

'Malice, madam P No; I am not a woman!' 
The Abbess looked at him wistfully still; the Dnswer 

was affirmative, yet she was not wholly\ secure that this was 
tbe meek and lowly mercy which she sought to win from 
hUn. , 

'Then you forgive them, my son, and would remember, 
if you met them, the Lamb of God's injunction, .. If thy 
enemy smite thee on one cheel[, give him the other," and 
would refrain from all vengeance-would you not P' 

Erccldoune's hand came down on tho massive oak table, 
standing by him with a force that shook it to its centre. 

, By my honour, madam~ I would remember i~ so, that 
tbe life should not be left ill one of them! Forglve P Ay! 
when I have turned dastard like them" 

The Mother Superior gazed at him with perplexed trouble 
in ber eyes; the child-like innocent woman could not under
Itand the strong unfettered nature of the man, with its deep 
pSBBions and its fiery honour, which made the low serpent 
meanness of malice as impossible and incomprehensible to 
him as it mnde the chastisement of cowardice and the ven.. 
geance of trcnchery instinctive p.nd imperative, resistless 8S 
an impulso os it was sacred 8S a duty. 

, But forgiveness is godlike, my son.' . 
, May be, madam; but I am mortal' 
'But it is a human duty.' . 
'To an open gallant foe, madam-yes I I will render it 

him to-morrow, and honour him from my soul the better he 
fightB me aud the harder he strikes j but the serpent that 
ItingB me in tho dark I set my heel on, for the vermin he 
is, lind serve God and man when I strangle him I' 

The venerable Abbess sighed; she hod ministered to him. 
through his unconsciousness and through his suffering, she 
had seen him bear torture with a silent endurance that 
loomed to her superhuman in its heroism, and she had wept 
over the stately stature levelled like a cedar felled by tlie 
axe, Rnd the superb strength brought down to worse than 
a child'i wcakneds, till she had felt for him something of a 
tnothcr'i tenderness. and found it; hard to Qrge him to lQvliI 
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and to pardon hi. injurcr.!. Moreover, Mother Veron·..:J 
WBI no casuist. 

'It must be biUer, my 80n, I know,' 811e murmurea" 
• and the e"il spirit is strong in us, and fearful to subdue; 
but One who suffered a deadlier wrong than thine forgave 
the traitor and the murderer, though Judas sold liim to the 
the CroSB,' 

Erceldoune gave a movement of impatience, and the 
muscles of his ariD straitened as though by sheer instinct 
of longing to ' deliver from the shoulder,' 

'Pardon me, holy mother, I am no theologian! But I 
know this, that if there bad been a touch of loyalty and 
fealty among the eleven len, that scoundrel of Iscario' 
would not have lin~d till the mOfrow to hang himself. If I 
had been in Galilee, he would have had a lunge of .teel 
through his lungs, and died a traitor's death I' 

So startling a view of apostolic duty had never penotfat('d 
the sacred walls of the Con\'ent of Monasticn; the whole 
fange of her instruction from the Church had never ~iveri 
her a rule by which to deal with such a novel article of 
creed; and she Bat silent, gazing at him with a wistful bOo 
wilderment, wondering what the Bainted Hemigiusllad replied 
wht'n King Clovis gave him a similar Answer in the old day. 
of Gaul. 

Ercl'ldoune, who felt a sincere gratitude to the aged 11'0-
DlM who had showed him a motller's tendernes8 Bnd care 
throughoutalengthened peril, bent to her with,gentle reve .... 
ence, which Fat well upon bim. 

'Pardon me, madum, I spoke something rougbly, and 
men should not talk of these mattera to women. l'bere is 
ont' broad ground on which we can meet nnd understand one 
anQthE'f, that of your goodncss to a stranger, and his sincere 
recognition of it" Let that lIuffice I • 

And Mother Veronica smiled wistfully on him, and aner 
seveuty years of unsullied deyotion to the Supreme Church. 
found herself guilty 'of the horrible heresy of lo\'ing one 
whose 80ul was lost, and whose wild living will, and erring. 
wayward creeds, were the most fatal forms of tumult and 
revolt IIg@inst which the Infallible Faith warnod her, 

An eagle from his nath'e Cheviot-side, fct.tered in a cage, 
wonld not have been Jess fitted for it than Erceldoulle 1'0' 
hi, imprieonm:mt at Monnstica. A. IO()U as he 1\'11:1 ehvn: 
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~ough to be raised in his couch, and W8l! able to use his DrIl,. 
ho beguiled the time with a paatime which had often whiled 
awny hours and days of enforced inaction, in quarantine, on 
board ship becalmed in the topica, or cooped up in Marseilles 
during the mistral He painted extremely well. HE' W3!l 
too thorough a man of action, too truly the English Effendi 
of the Eastern natioDs, ever t~ take art or indolence by 
ehoice; but there had come many times in his life when to 
plliot the nre scenery, or the picturf:'sque groupings arour.d 
him, hnd been his only available pursuit; and he did thi .. 
1rith singular dash and delicacy, vividness and truth. Ercel
doune 1rould never have I;~o a creative artist; he Lad not 
the imaginative or poetic ~ulty which idealises, it Wll..'t 

1rholly alien to his nature and his habits; but what he sam 
he rendered with a force, a fidelity, and a brilliance of huo 
1rhich painters by the l'core had envied him. He passed the 
dreary weeks now at 'Monastica painting what he had seen; 
and the picture grew into such life and 10veline88 that tho 
Dunl marvelled ."hen they looked on it, as the Religieuses 
of Bruges marvelled when they saw the • Marriage of St. Ka
therine,' left in legacy to them by the soldier-artist Hans 
Hemlin, whose 1rounds they had dressed, and cried out that 
it .hould be the Virginal altar-piece in a world-famed cathe
draL Y"t the picture was but a woman's faee-a face with 
thonghtfullustroul eyes, and hair with a golden reflex on it. 
and lips which wore a smile thnt had something more pro
found than sadne'slI, and more imperial than tenderness; a 
face looking downward from an aureole of light, half sunlit 
and half shadowed. 

, Now I know thnt I have seen it, or I could not have 
painted it,' said Erccldoune to himself, as he cast down his 
brushes; and to know that was why he had done so. ' 

• Keep the picture, madam, as altar-piece, or what it please 
yoo, in token of my gratitude, at the least, for the kindness 
I cannot hope to return,' be said to the ~Iother Superior;' 
• and, if you et"cr see a woman whose likeness yon recognise 
in it, she .iII be tbe one to lI-hom I first owed the rescue 
of mT life. Tell her Fulke Erceldoune waits to pay his 
debt. 

And llother Veronica heard him with u much pain in hie 
" :SSt lI"ordll as she had had pleasure in his first; for she saw 

\bat the llhantom of Ilia de1riwn was still strong on him. and 
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feared that his mind must wander, to bo so haunted by thia 
mere hallucination of the lady of his dreams. 

A few days later OD, Erceldoune, able at last to endure the 
return journey through the mountains and across Hungary, 
atte.nded a T" Dti1JI1IJ to gratify the Abbess, in celebration 
and thanksgiving for his own restoration from death to life, 
left his ·three months' pay to the almsgiving of the order. 
bowed his lofty head for the tearful benediction of the Mother 
Superior, and quitted the innocent community of religious 
WOlDen, in whose convent he had found asylum, the Angelus 
chiming him a soft and silent farewell, as, in the late lear
less autumn, while the black Danube was swelling with the 
lI.rst rains of winter, and ~he forests were strewn with the 
yellow leaves that covered the grave of his dead sorrel, he 
went out from the solitudes of Monastica buck to the living 
world. 

CHAPTER V. 
' .... IGNIS· FATUUS GLEAM OF LOTB.

'IT was a superb thing-magnificent! ' 
The most popular personage in the English Cabinet ml 

8t~ndillg on the hearth-rug of his own library of his wife'lt 
chateau ,of Liramar, South Italy, where he had snatched a 
brief autumn holiday, nothing aitercd and little aged since 
Borne twenty years before, when the beggared Border lord, 
in the pride and liberty of his )·outh and his ruin, had won 
the great minister's liking for life by a defiance. 

Erceldoune laughed a little impatiently. 
'.Nothing of the kind I Any other man in the service 

would have done the slime; simplest duty possible.' 
~ Simple duties get done in this world, do they? Humph' 

I didu't know it. . I suppose you expected, .when you gu\'O 
the word to fire, that the brutes would kill you-eh P , , 

.. Ofcourae. I can't think DOW how they missed it. I ou~ht 
to have been riddled with bullets, if they hud aimed properly / 

'I believe he's half disgusted he wasn't wholly dead now! ' 
I!aid hi~ lordship plaintively. 'It was a superb thing. I tell 
you. But don't you do it again, Ereeldoune. The trash we 
write to bully and blind one another isn't worth the loss of a 
gallant man's life; W" know that. A terrible fellow went 
and said s() too, in the Commons. last session. He w~ up. 
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.nd nobody could stop him. IIe told U9, point blank to our 
faces, that though we posed very successfully for the innocent. 
public, we might lIS well drop the toga and show the sock 
and buskin bl,fore each other, as the attitudinising didn't 
take in the initiatcd, and must be a fearful bore always for 
ua. Clever fellow; tremendous hard hitter; but he wants 
training. By the way, the Principalities paid us down a 
beavy tine as indemnity for that outrage. nalf the mOlley 
comes to you, clearly.' 

• I thank )'ou, my dear lord; I have no Deed of it.' 
• Eh? What? I thought you were poor, Erceldoune P • 
I I am; but I have never been in debt, and I want 

nothing. Besides, if you will pardon my saying so, I don't 
admire that system of II indemnification,'" pursued Ercel
doune, giving himself a shake like a staghound where he 
leaned aga.inat the marble mantlepiece. 'A aingle scoundrel, 
or a gang of scoundrels, commits an insult, as in this case, on 
England, or any other great power, through the person of 
her representa.tive, or perhaps merely through the person of 
one of her Dation j the State to which the rascals belong iii 
heavily mulcted by way of penalLJ'. Who suffers P Not the 
guilty; but the unhappy multitudes, peasants,traders, farm~ 
era, citizens, gentlemen-all innocent-who pay t~ .taxes 
and the imposts. With an outrage from a great powpr, it'aeci
dentally committed on a traveller by a horde of tbieves, you 
would take no notice whatever; if one were done obviously as 
a political insult you would declare war. But when the thing 
happens in a small State she is punished by an enormoull 
fine, which half ruins her, for a crime wbich she could no 
more prevent than you can help in Downing-street tbe last 
wreckers' murder that took place in Cornwall. Pardon me, 
but I fail to see the justice 01' the dignity of the system; 
and for myself, when my own conviction is that the assassins 
who stopped me were not Moldavians at all, what compen
sation would it be to me to have the money wrung from a' 
million or two guiltless people, whose country the coward" 
chose to select as their field P H you wish to avenge me, 
track the dastards, and give tlaem into my power.' 

Tbestatesman listened as they stood alone iuthe library, and 
looked at his guest, with humour lighting up his blue eyes. 

• Erceldoune, if you hadn't that stiff-necked Scottish 
.rid~, which would make you knock me down, ill. all proba-
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bility, if I oft'ered it, I would give you three thousand a year 
to live with me and speak your mind,' laughed his lordship, 
meaning his words too. .. You arl' a miracle in your genera
tion; you're not a bit like this age sir-not a whit more 
than the Napiers; you speak rar'ely, and never speak but 
the truth; you have to choose between your lif~ and your 
trust, and, as a matter of course, give up your life'; you are 
moneyless, and r~fuse money the State would tender you 
because you think it gained" neither by justice nor dignity; II 
you have have dined at' my house in town; you have 
stayed in my' house in the country; you know that I 
like you; and yet you are the only man of my acquaintance 
who has never asked me for anything. On my life, sir, YOIl 
don't do for this century!' 

• Unfit for my century, my lord, because I value YOllr 
friendship and honour'your esteem too highly to regard both 
only as ladders to "place" P , 

The minister stretched his hand out to him with one of 
those warm silent gestures of acknowledgment, very uncom
mon with him, but very eloquent. Too sweet and sunny a 
temper to be a" good hater,' he was a cordial friend-how 
true and steadfast a friend those only knew who knew him 
in private, life. 

• 'Vellj,tlre State, at least, owes you something,' he said 
after a pause. 'You must let us pay our debt. Messenger
ships never do lead to anything; but that is no reason why 
they should not in your person. There are many half civil, 

• half military appointments for which your life has fitted you, 
and which you yourself would fill hetter than any man I 
know; the governorship of some good island, for instance: 

Erceldoune was silent a moment,leaningllgninst the marble. 
l,! thank you sincerely; but I want nothing; and I have 

too much of the nomad in me to care to relinquish my wan· 
dering life in saddle. Give me no credit for Ilsceticisrn or re
nunciation; it is nothing of the kind. I should have been 
born a desel·t chief. I have never been Ilappier than in the 
Kabyles' .. houses Qf hair," living on maize and camel-flesh, 
Ilnd ",aiting for the lions through the night with the Zouave. 
and the Arabs. If you think, however, that I have really 

• done enough to have earned any preference from England, I 
will ask you to send me on service, as soon as I am myself 
ngaill, to South and Eust Europe, with yonr llutbOl.'isatiQ!l 
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to take leisure in returning if I desire it, and full p6Wel'8 
from the government to go to any expenses, or impress any 
lB8istan('c I require, if I should be able to discover the per. 
IOna or the track (if the sss&l!sins,' 

• Certainly I you shan have both to the fullest extent. 
You ahall have the authorisation 01 the Crown to act 
preciaely as you aee fit; and spare no \ cost, if you can get 
on the Villaina' trail, in bringing them to justice. I fear 
you will be bafHed j we don't know enough t.o identify them. 
Tbey aeconded us well in France, and everything was tried, 
but failed. It 1\'a8 in Paris you hlld seen the man whose 
.. oice yo·u recognised, wasn't it' Would you know him 

• jo' 

~celdoune ground his heel into the tiger-skin of the 
hearth rug lUI though his tiger foe were under his feet; he 
longed to have his hand on the throat of the silky murderoUli 
brute. 

• I would swear to his .. oice and his laugh anywhere. 
ecore of years hence j and I should know him a"ouin, too j 
he 1\'as as beautiful as a woman j though I did not. take his 
measure, &I I should have done had I guessed where we 
should meet.' 

• The object, of course, was purely political; and there 
are thousaods of men-Carlists, Ultramontaniste~ Carbona
rista, Reactionista, Socialists, and all the rest of the Con
tinentalist&-who would have held that they only obeyed 
their chiefs, and acted like patriots in shooting you down 
for the sake of your papers. Well, you shall have your 
own way, Erceldoune, and all you ask ; it is little enough.
Lady George,' broke oft" his lordship vivaci~usly, as a party 
from the billiard-room entered the library. 'here is Ercel
dOUDe 10 enamoured of the country he was murdered in tha" 
he is asking me to have him sent oft" there again I l.'he~PI 
messenger fellows are never quiet. He BByS he ought tt , 
be an Arab chief j and so he should be.' \ 

• He only wants the white haick to look like one,' smiled 
Lady George, a lovely blonde, dropping her azure eyes OD 
him with aD eft"ective side glance, wholly wasted. 

Erceldoune, to his own infinite annoyance, had fOUDd 
himself an object of hero worship to all the brilliant beauties 
down at Liramar, 1\·here he had been bidden by the great 
minister as soon as he was able to leave l\Ionaeti~ and 
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where that unworn octogenarian waa himself takmg a rare 
short rest in the November of the year. Bis lorch!hip wal 
imperative in his summons to his favourite courier, to whom 
the southern air was Deely to give back the lost strength 
which was still only rcturning slowly and wearily to muscles 
and limbs whose force had been' even as the lions of Libya.' 

The story of bis single-hauded peril. his choice of death 
rather than disloyalty to his trust, in the silent ravine of 
the Moldavian pine-woods, had sent a thrill or 'its own 
chivalry through the languid,nil admirari, egotistic, listless 
pulses of high-bred Bociety. E"celdoune was the hero of 
the hour if he chose; and the Border Engle migbt lIav8 
folded his strong pinions under the soft caress of a thousand 
white hands. But he did not choose; he bnd never cared 
for women; tbey had never gained ony hold on him. Steeped 
in vice in his enrliest years, sensuality had little power over 
his won hood ; and the languid intli:::ucs, the hollow homage, 
.the 'love' ofthe drawing-rooms-pulseless, insipid, artificial, 
frivolous, pare ala modI/-were still more contemptible and 
absolutely impossible to him. Nor wal!l fashionllble life to 
.his taste i its wheels witllin wlleels ill suited the singleness 
of his own character; the feverish lJUerility of its envies 
and ambitions woke no chord of sympathy in him; and ita 
hot-pl'essed atmosphere was too narrow and too rarefied 
with heat and perfume for the lungs which only breathed 
freely 011 the moorland and the prairie, 011 the ocean ani 
the mountain-side. A man oncll bound to the gr.;&t 
.world is a slnI'e till the dlly of his death; and Erceldoune 
could not have lived in chains. ' 

• You are very' like one of the eagles of your own border, 
Sir }'ulke,' said a. l'rcnch .duchesse at Limmar to him. She 

,h/t.d been a beauty, and now, at forty, was .. power-the 
. customary development of a Frenchwoman 

• In love of liberty, mnrlamE'l, lind solitude' . Well, yes.· 
lie thought how he a::( 'he golden eagle had fallen, 

much alike; aud the thuught crossed him vaguely, should 
be ever live to wish that the shot. like the eagle's, had told 
homeP 

. 'Yea, and if I were twenty years younger, I would tame 
you I' Baid the Duchesse, with a malicious smile. 'Ah, how 
you would BulJ'.:r, how you would beat your strong wings 
against the chains, how you. would hate and worship, in one 
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Itreat1l, your captor, and how you would pant ont your great 
life in tortllJ'e, till you EaDk dc;m at last in ~la,cry as intellll!' 
AI your resistance! ' 

• If You do not know me mnch, Miladi.' 
The Duchease gaTe him a perfiuny touch ..nth her fan as 

ahe Blrept IIway. 
• Bah! M.. Ereeldoune, I know your tribe and I knO'T 

~heir tamers. You 11 ill find a 1I"orse foe than a bUllet, BOOn. 
or late. Your I.Esusins lrere merciful to what your love 
Ifill ~kell you love. See if I am wrong! ' 

And lrith a laugh of compassion and of mocking pre
Icience the prophetess of dark omen went to her whist-table • 
.. hero ahe played as well 118 Prince Metternich j and Ercel
doone pas...~ on his way to the smoking-room, a contemp
tuous diadain working in him. • Love! ' He had ne.er 
kn01l"D it, he had never Lelieved in it, the frallk boldness of 
his nature had been prrlUf ll6:1inst most of its seductiont •• and 
he only recognised in it II Eophistical synonym for women's 
nnityand meu's sensuality, or tice fHn"6a; and, take it in 
'he long run, he was uudcuLtcdly right. 

Hia passions were great i but they had never been fairly 
aroused j and he had, or thought he had, them under au 
ilou bridle, like some Knight of St. John. half priest, halI 
eoldier, stem warrior and 8.l!CCtic monk iu one, his 1'0ul, like 
his body, mailed in steel, and wrestling ..nth the vile 
tempters of the fieah as with t\'rining serpen~s that sou"ht 
to wreathe round and stille out his martial strength, :nd 
drag it dO\'ruward into ToluptuoU8 fumes. and enerratinO' 
IIhame, and vteaknCSl!, that would disgrace his manhood and 
hill pride, his order and his oath. 

Yet .. ague, dreamy, half'80f\, half 8tormy thoughts swept 
ovtir him of some love that this world might hold, with all 
the -c!c1ight of pauion, while loftier. ricber. holier. than 
mere pusion alone, which lrake8 and desires, pursues, 
poaeesser-and dieL He belieTcd it a fable j he was in
cnduloua of ita dominion j iL wa~ be fancied, .iilien to his 
nature j he neither needed nor a.ccreditt·d it j ret the dim 
glory or BOme sueh light that • nen-r yet was upon sea or 
jar.d' half toucht'd bis life in Caney for • second. For • 
.-hl'r8 he ut in the lonely smoking.room, with the smoke 
nrling up from the meerachaum bowl which had turned 
&be \Millet from his hean in Moldavia, .!Id AoatiDg awa1 io 
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the far recesses of Rambrandt\1sque shade, out from the 
shadow there seemed to rise, with the ·lu6t1'e in the eyes 
and the unspoken tenderness upon the lips, the face of the 
one who had saved him. 

The face of a temptress or an angel P . 
E~celdoune did not aRk, as he sat and dreamt of that I 

'memory called up from the::It t."ths ot tbought and shade; 
then he rose with an impatient .1iJ.!dain of himself, and strode 
out into the white, warm, Mediterranean night. j 
, Had he refused to surrender his life to any living woman, 
only to have it haunted by a mere phantom-shape, an hal. 
lucination wrought from the fever faRcies of a past delirium P 

The great minister went home; the gathering at Liramar 
remained with the hostess-Erceldoune with them; the sea 
breezes were bringing him back their old force into hill 
limbs, and the mellow air was driving away the danger 
which for. a. time h~threatened his lungs from the deep 
chest wouIid where the ball had lodged. In physics he did 
not believe-he never touched them; air and sea water 
were his sole physicians, and nnder them the fallen Titaa 
rose again. 

• I took too much ldlling I ' he la.ughed to one of the men 
as they drifted down the waters lapping the sunny Sicilian 
shores, in the brief space which severs the day from the 
night. He had reported himself ready for fresh serviee, 
and the messenger who was to bring the Italian bag to 
Palermo would deliver him despatches for the Principalities 
and Asiatic Turkey. Erceldoune was impatient to be on 
the move, and feel himself in saddle once more j while in 
inaction, too, he was no nearer on his quest-of those who 
had attacked his life, and of the one who had saved it. 
Phantom, hallucination, delirious memory, be it what it 

I would, the remembrance which haunted him, and which he 
had no single proof was anything more t:mgible than a 
rever-born funey, was strong 011 him -the stronger the more 
be thrust it away. The woman who had rescued him, and 
who had since been lost to him w the darkness of mystery 
and the wide wilderness of the world, he could not recall, 
save by such intangible unsubstantiated recollection as had 
remained to him from unconsciousness j common reason 
told him that it could be but a folly which haunted the 
brain from the visions of his long peril, but reason failed tQ 
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anv. it; out, or shake the first impression which had ever 
wakened or seized his imagination. The idea which pursued 
him, the face he had painted in the monastic solitude oUhs 
convent, had become to him a living reality; he resisted it, 
he trampled it out; not unfrequently he recoiled and 
shuddered from it, as from the phantasia of impending in
sanity; but it remained there. Her face rose before him 
from the lea depths, when he plunged down into tlie dark 
violet waves, and let them close above his head; he saw it 
with every gorgeous lunset that flushed the skies with fire ; 
he remembered it with every hour he spent alone lying on 
the lands, or steering through the waters, or waiting 
with his rifle for the sea birds on the pine.crowned rocks. 
He could not banish it; and he used no SOphiSM or half 
truths with himself; he knew that, vision or reality, which
ever it was, it had dominion over him, and that the. l8arch 
he 80 thirsted to make for his assassins was not more closely 
woven with his thoughts than the quest of what was but 
11M om7w6, II,. r/tJ6, 1111 riM-a phantom and a ahadow. 

The boat dropped down the Mediterranean that night, 
while the SUD was setting, drifting gently through the blue 
stretch of the waves, while the striped sails were filled by. 
weat wind that brought over the sea a thousand odoura frO~ 
the far Levant, and the voices of the women idly chante4 
the • Ave Maria, Stella Virgine I' Erceldoune was stretched: 
in the bottom of the boat, at the feet of a fair aristocrat, 
whe leaned her hand over the leeward side playing with the 
water, and letting the drops faIl, diamond bright as her 
rings, glancing at him now and then the while, and wonder.,. 
mg, as she had wondered long at Liramar, wbat manner of 
man this was, who eollf'eaaed himlelf poor and a mere 
courier, yet bore himself like a noble; who had the blood 
of an ancient race, and the habitl of a desert chief, who was 
indifferent and insensible to all women, yet had, for all, a 
grave and gentle courtesy for the ~ape girl among the 
vineyards yonder, as for her, the patrician and the queen of 
coquettes, leaning here. He was unlike anything in' ker 
world-and Lady George would fain have roused in him 
~he forbidden love which she, proudempreBs though she 
was, had learned, in her own despite, as her own chastise-
men~· . 
• :8, ~~ ~ce!d.'1~e lay loom$' eastward at a lateen uoat . .,. . 
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cutting its swift track: through the waters;' 80 little had bei 
p'~~~t;r,e~er citugb~ his eyes, tha~ he hevereven knew tba~ 
n.e had roused her mterest Vamty he had absolutely none, 
:pia, asJor' pride ;iI(BUch unca~ed-for, urisought victories, he 
\Votil(l,~itve, a~ sO,on thought of being proud that It. bright 
'Siciliaq:biltteJ:fly Jladflown heneathhis foot and been 
crushed' py it.: "" - ", ' " ' 
" <H6wheailti£ullyilhe'bubi bel' wayT' he Baidto 'the man 
beside him ... Lgok 'h6w'she"dips, and. lifts herself again~ 
light as;6 bird! ,She will be past us like lightning.' -
" ,~adiGeorgeglancod at hel'rival across the ' sea. j :hoW' 
strange,. it was; she th'ought, that any man should live who 
cou,ld'ldok at a l/Lteen boat rather than at hetl " 

. • t .. ' L I.. ',.': _ _" J I:. ' • ~. " 

,,' All with a bound' 
, " into the rbsy and golden half 

"1 Pf;th~,sky." ,-
, . 

'/ 

I B~pp~s~rl!he'qu~t~;{li~tle8Bly; , ' " , ' , 
, Their"ow:Q. :vess!ll,' floated lazily and' Blo~ly"; the lateen 

f,:raft caJlls ,9!ll1fter them, a~ he /lad said,. 'turned, into Il ple~ 
Bure J:>oA~, !lnd, draplld wit~, costliness, and la.den ,with a fra
grantJoad .. ofvioll)ts ,gathered for distilling, piled high, an<J. 
filling:1)le: air jl'l'ith, odour.!, The, skiff, passed them swiftly-;" 
half, screened b,y. ,the rich draperies" tlie ta~y sails, and the 
purple :mOllllq qf the violets, _and turned half from them. 
and ,towa,rd the western,skies, as the ,boat ,flashed past, i~ 
the ha':Q of' J.igl:lt, ,be 8!j.W, 1\ woman, ',. ' _, 

With .lo~dcry he. sprang to his .feet, the vessel rocking 
and Jux:~hing »ndel.' the sudden impulse; he had seen the 
fAce iO~, h;i,~, Q.r~ams, the fa<;e _of his saviour~ And the lateen 
boat w ... ~ ;,culting its swift ,'fay through, the waves, away int? 
the mistj: purpl~ shailow out of. re~ch,out of sight.' 
, " ;Neuralgia P' sai~ one of the -men. "Ah, that is alway' 
the worst.of shot wounds: '_ , , 
, ~ You!U'e ill-you are ill pain P' asked Lady George; and 
her voice was hurried and tremulous. " ' 

Erceldoune set his teeth hard, his eyes ~8training into the 
lVarID haze where the lateen boat was winging- hoI.' rapid 
way, out of reach, while their ,own lay ~dl'y rocking on the 
waves. 

'Pardon me-.no,' he said, in 'answer to them, for ,the 
man's nature was too integrally true to seek shelter nnde, 
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even a ~it acceptance of an untruth. 'I saw one who III 
I recognised as having last Been in Moldavia the day the 
brigands shot me down. I fear that I foolishly startled V0!4 
alU' .. 

They thou~ht it nothing strange that any link with the 
lnemory of hIS attempted assassination should have roused 
him i and he leaned over the 1>oat's side following the, n<!'V 
distant track of the light lateeJJ, skiff with his eyes, Jlilent m 
the wild reasonless joy, and tbe bitter .baflled regret, which 
swept together through h18 veins. The face thaI! he had 
dreamed had bent over him in his anguish and extremity 
.was then a truth, a living lpveliness, a life ,to be found on 
earth-no fever-born ideal of his own disordered brain ; ,he 
had seen again, and seen now in the clearness of reason, 
the face of the woman. who had been his ministering angel. 
Yet, as she had: been lost to . him then, so she wall lost to 
him now i and iaa the .sun sunk, down. bel<1W' thfiwaves, 
and the ludden southern night fell shrouding the Sicilian 
boat in its shadows, the phosphor light left in its track, anI' 
the odour of its violet freigbt dying off from the lea and 
the air, he could hav~ believed.he had been dreaming afresh. 
. Was he mad P Erceldoune almost asked himself the ques
tion as he leaned oveJ:the ,vessel's side looking down into. the 
purple shadows of the water. ;High-born by the beauty, of 
her far.e, and by the luxury' with which: that little skiff was 
decked, how should Ihe have been in the wild solitudes of 
the Moldavian forestP. Compassionate to his peril and ex
tremity, would she bve cared not~ing to know whether death 
or life had been at last his portion,P and could an act of such 
Doble and pitying humanity have needed the vale'of mystery 
and denial in which it had been Bhroudedby theseris' repu" 
diatioD of all know ledge that any save themselves had found 
himP ... .,.. . 

Yet the face of which be had dreamed be had seen! now 
in the evening light of the l\led\terraneaIi ...... the mere p1nn~ 
tom of a delirium could not have become vivid and Jiving 
thus. A heavy oatb was stifled in his teeth, as he stood 
with his eyell· straiued to pierce the cloudy offing. Why 
had he not been, alone, thali-a .ftlW yards more Bail flung 
out to the winds, and- his own hand upon the helm--hi .. 
bout could have given cbase down the luminons sea, an(f 
bave swept away with hers, no matter at what cost of sand. 
reef or of Ihipwreck, into that golden mist, that twilight 
clarkneRl . 
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CHAPTER VL 

'!lIB WISDOM 0. KOTUn TElIomca 

TuB pines were tipped with tbeir lightest green. the to ... 
rents nre Iwollen witb the winter raina. tbe rafts were 
ruahinl{,ligbtuing like, down the riven in tbe impetus that 
the sprmg lends to nature and to labour, to the eutb and 
the human l"'ftI'm it bears; primroses strewed every incb 01 
ground under the bougha of the pine-woods; and the light 
of the young ,.ear WIll on the solitB!'Y hilla and ravinea aa 
l1rceldoune rode once nlore into Moldavia, through the aa"J'" 
tdle whore his all811aainll had waylaid bim. 

lIe ohecked hia horee, and wondered if the horrortl 01 
that wild night hlld been all a dream, all he looked down. 
The tumbling water glistened in the lIunlight, the gross bad 
grown in rankor luxuriance where tbe good bay was laid in 
her last I'tl6ting-rlace; over the place where he bad fullen, 
bright e\u,tt:'n 0 IIpring flowers blossomed among the moss; 
two 1'8l'0rdll of the night'll work alone remained: the black 
and broken piDe trunk that had been flung acrose the rond, 
and Ilad only been now lifted to one lIide, and a dark ~ri.&n. 
Ion stain, wbere the gl'lluite rock had been 10llked and 
eruated 'A"itb hill life's blood, too deeply for evt'n the anon 
of winter wholly to wllllh out the Bhaoe it Jet\. Tbe most 
thoughtle.1 man would have fdt Borne IhadoW' of 8ft1'nellt. 
D888 llteal on him in auch a plnce, with Buoh a nlemory • 
Ereeldoune, though ulled to meet denth in everYlhape, and 
too habitunted to dllllgt'r to ever (tiel ita terror, lell tho 
bridle Blacken on hill ltallian'l neck, and gnlt'd down on the 
wild ravine round him, with lomediinlt of lolemnity upon 
him-had the Ihot been one hair'l breadth nearer bis heart. 
h. bad Dn" been rotting there with hill dead horn I had IIhe 
wbo had come aa hia guardian angel been one inatant later, 
hi, evea had DOW been blind to the ligbt of the IUO, and his 
life Dumben-d with the n.at naole-leu multitud81 of the 
grave. 

n ..... a .trange uoreal kno\\"lelt~ to the man io whOle 
.. ina life lwept with luch e.ger l'ivid (o~, Ind in who •• 
every breath and every limb .trangth wu 10 Tital, tbatl life 
and .trengtb both I .. med eternal. 
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It w.. ~~ry atm, here in the deptlts of the Danubian 
defile j and in the flood of BUnllQt light he seemed to see the 
race of tbe woman he had lost. Hill heart went out to her 
with • futile, pusionate longing j the pine-boughs that bent 
oyer him had lbadowed her. the water that foamed a.t his 
feet had bem touched by her hand; here hie head bad rested 
on her bosom, here hie eyea Iwllooked upward through the 
miom of agony to hera. The very grauea whispered of her; 
the very rocb were witn_ of hi. debt to her! ~ 

In madnea with himaelf, in passionate thought of her he . 
cluhed the spure into his hone's flanks. md swept Cull gallop 
down the steep incline. W lUI tlau Love P 

For a woman aeen but twice, Cor a mere memory. for a 
IoYelineu, fugitive, namel-. dreamlike, mourned and lost I 

In the firn spring-time of the year, holy Mother Veronica 
at in her l!leuant little chamber. which .... panelled with 
maple 11'000, and filled with early flowers, and delicate can
inga. and the lO~hued heads of aaints, and had .. little of 
conventual gloom .. though it had been the boudOIr m a 
ehlteau nther than an Abbess'. • cfll' in 1I0nastica; for 
they are no ascetics. but enjoy life in their way, those ic
DOCent, childlike, lUDDy-natured nun60C Moldanan Mona. 
tic&. 

Mother Veronica at in deep tbought. the IIUIl upou het 
.ul'ered bair, prillll'OllCl and an antique vellum • Horm' lying 
together in her lap-the fresh gift. of N atore with the worn 
manual of Snperstitioll-1'enerable and happy in her aereno 
old age. 'The prilDl'OS88 were untouched. the nWsal lay 
u.nread, Mother V eroniea 11'119 looking out at the blue moun. 
tain line. and thinking of the Itranger to whom sbe had 
Celt almOllt tbat mother'. tendernesa which her life had no' 
1mo1l'D, though in her eyea he-w .. godleaa and a lost soul, • 
gnmd Pagan whom it w .. bope1eaa to lAye: thinking wist
fully. Cor.be beJ.ieyed, that on earth .he would neyer see 
him ... ...m.. 80ddenlylhe heard in the conyent aisle with
out the iron ring of • tread more like that of tbe Knight. 
Templar. who bad once held Monaatiea, than like the aubducd 
alo. Btep of her order-ilhe atarted and li8tened; could it be 
thd the rugin had heard her prayers, and allowed her to 
eee the Iteatheu .. ho was, perchance, 10 wrong)y dear to 
her 'I She hardly hoped it i ret lhe listened with longing 
anxiety. It w .. very ainfal to 10 wish to behold tho mere 
mortal life of. heretic I 
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. But that he WIlS Buch an infidel, Mother Veronica wholly 
forgot when the door unclosed. and a Sister ushered in Er
celdoune. 
: 'Ah,my Bon, the blessmg of Heaven reston you I' .cried 
tbeAbbess, stretcbing out her IHinds with fervent welcome. 
~ I never thought to see you here again. It is good-'\'cry 
good-to bave rememberedusJ and come back from your 
great world to MOIllLStica·1 '. . 
; • Far from· it,· madam,'answered Erceldoune,. bending 
lower .to the simple venerable woman than he bad ever bent 
to the patrician .coquettes ofLi.ramar.. 'It would be sorely 
lmgrat(Jful if I could enter Moldavia without Beeing those to 
~o whom lowe it that· I am not now rotting in its pine-
woods.' .,: _., . . ... 

• And, you are recovered_entirely P' . . 
.' Entirely. My strength is wbolly returned,' 
Her hands still holding his, . Mother Veronica drew him 

~~aret:· to the light, looking upward at him with as much 
pride and tenderness as though he. hali .been her son by 
.blood insteaq. oO>y the mere title of the Phurch; .then a 
sudden remembrance. lightened her aged face and sunken 
eyes with all the innocent eagerness of a life which lives in 
solitude, where each chance trille is a rare and wondrous 
event. .... ~__ ' . 
. ... Ab, my IOn-I forgot-1 have so ·JJ;l.uch til tell you. .I. 
bave Been the woman of yonr picture I ~ 

• 1"'011 ',Qvtl! And she-:-",' 
'She saved your life-yes; but it :is all so strange! 

Listen - I will tell you.' - . 
, Do, for God's sake! And she-P i . 

, 0, my son, do not take a 110ly name hi vain for a wom:llI's 
perishable beauty! ' said Mother Veronica, with pla.intive re
proof, while Erceldoune crusheIJ his heel into the maple-wood 

-floor in a Bore effort to contain his soul in patience. • It 
was about a month ago that at a Salutation to the Virgin, 
to. which, as you' know, strangers como Bometimes from 
Piatra, even sometimes as far as from Ronan and Jas9Y, I 
lifted my eyes during the service--I cannot tell how I came 
to do !lowickedathing-andIsaw-ah.! I thought! should, 
have fainted I~in the shadow of another aisle, living befor~ 
me, the glorious beauty that you painted in our altar-piece I 
1 nevereinned~o . deeply !n wylife before. but, though I 
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never raised my eyes again, 1 thought of nothing but her 
all through the mass. If she tempted me so, how mus~ she 
have tempted the souls. of men I She . .is more lov:~ly ~ven 
than your portraitr.-' . . .. 

• But her name-her country P ~ broke.in ~rceld9~ne, im
patiently~ • Why have withheld from me t)Jat she-.-' 

• My lon, 1 will tell alll Imow if yo'u do not hasten me,' 
pleaded Mother Veronica. .' When. the Salutation was over, 
Sister Eunice came and told me that a lady sought to see ~e j 
I bade her bring her pere, and jt was here .~ saw her--tl;le 
woman of your picture; 'With those deep Illl1.rvellous eles, and 
that hair which il like ligllt. Ah! how. wicked it II th/lot a 
Jllere earthly beauty of form can touch us and win us asean 
never all the Ilpiritual beauty of the saints. One sees at once 
that Ihe is of noble rank, Rnd young, put she is I/, woman of 
the world-too much a woman of the world I She ap<;>!ogised 
to me with a proud grace that. the. b.ase-bQrn never Cltll have, 
my son (though we ought to believe '.that: the Father hal! 
made all equal), and said Bhe came to ask about a stranger 
\\' ho hnd been succoured by us in the autumn, and been ~ured 
of dangeroul wounds; had he suffered much-had he been 
wholly restored P Then 1 knew that what,we h~d (}e.emed 
dtllirium had been t!:e truth. and that this was. she who had 
!3ved you I but 1 said nothing of that, only answereq, her 
fully of your illness and of your cure, and the~ addedtQ her 
as it were cm·clessly, that in your convalescence you had 
'Painted an altar-piece for Monastica-would she like.to see 
it P Sbe Ilssented-she bas a vo4:e as low and rich as music 
'-and 1 led her to the chapel, and pointed t()the :Virgin';, 
altar, where it bangs. She .went forward"7-alld I, saw her 
start; she gave a stiJled cry, and . then stood silent.. She 
could not but see that it was her own beauty •. ,I. let her 
stand awhile, for I thought she was agitated ; ~then I went 
forward, Ilnd said to her, " He who paint~d' that picture~my 
daughter, when he left it with me said, ,it you. ever see a 
woman whose portrait you recognise in it, she will be, the 
woman to whom I first owed the rescue of .my life. Xell her 
Fulke Ereeldoune waits to pay his debt.' My l4ugh~er you 
are she." Her lips quivered a little though she answered me 
coldly. .. He. said that P How could he have ~nown P
how oould he have remembered P" " How well he remem 
~ered, my daughter," I answered h~. ~ his painting sayl. 
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Your words confess that you first saved this stranger's lite; 
why conceal so noble an act of mercy P" She turned her 
eyes on mine, half mournfully, half haughtily. " I had due 
reason. It was little that I did for this English traveller. 
My hound led me to him, and I found him, a8 I supposed, 
dying-left for dead, doubtless, by Bome forest brigands. 

}
I did what I could to revive him-it was scarce anything to 
name-and stayed with him while I sent my dog for assist
ance. That was all; it merited no gratitude, and I had no 

Ithought that he would ever know it, since, he was uncon
Bcious all the time I watched him." "But you were in 
peril, my daughter P If the brigands had returned-" Ah, 
my son, if you could have Been the proud beauty of her face 
as she smiled on me I "Is life so beloved a thing, that we 
must be too great cowards to chance its 10s8 when another 
is in extremity, and needs us P " The words were so coura
geous, and yet so mournful! She is 81 beautiful as the 
morning, but I fear she is not happy.' 

Brceldoune paced the little chamber to aud fro for. 
second, his arms folded, his head bent, his lieart moved to • 
strange softness and pain that his life had never known; thGD 
he paused abruptly before the Abbess. 

• Her name! Tell me her name I ' 
• Alas, my son! I cannot.' 
I Gmnot ! Great Heaven I you never let her go un.. 

known" 
• Do not be angered, my son. It was not in my power to 

llrevent it; she chose it to remain secret. All I know is. 
that she let fall a gold perfume-box as she left my cell. and 
that as I lifted it, and sent Daughter Virginia with it after 
her, I saw engraven on the lid one word only-" Idalia." • 

'Idalial' 
'He repeated the word with passionate tremulous eager

ness j it seemed to him the sweetest poem poets could ever 
dream, the fairest echo that ever the world heard, the treasury 
of all that womanhood could give of beauty, grace and love, 
that singlo Greek name of the woman he pursued; yet it 
eould serve him in nothing. 

, Idalia I-Idalia I That will do nothing to find her! 0. 
J1y God I she is lost to me as sbe was lost in Sicily I' 

The words were more full of bitterness than anY8he had 
ever heard wrung from him by his physical anguish, while 
he paced ul> and down the narrow chamber. 
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• It jl very strange; but indeed it was no fault of mine,' 

pleaded the Abbess a little piteously, for she saw that it WIlS 

a h~avy blow to him, and she dreaded alike to see the pllm 
or the wrath of that unchastened Pagan nature, before which 
the Mother Superior, used only to deal with and chasten or 
lolace the untroubled Bouls of guileless women, whose heaviest 
lin was an omitted prayer, felt helpless. • And perhaps it is 
for the best that you should not know where to seek her, for 
hers is a wondrous Borcery, and it might be'a fatal snare ; if 
it il sueD a delight of the eyes to me, what might it be to 
you i' It is DO! well to see anything of a mere human earthly 
charm 80 glorious as that.' 

Erceldoune stretched his hand out with an irrepressible 
gesture. 

• But surcly you told her, at the least, bow great I beld 
the debt lowe to her P-how deeply I felt her humanity, 
her heroism, her self-devotion to a stranger i' How-' 

• I told her, my son, that in all your delirium you spoke 
but of her, and that on awaking to consciousness your firs~ 
question was for her, even as the first effort of your strength 
was to paint her own loveliness upon the canvas; and she 
beard me silently and seemed profoundly moved that you 
.hould have thus remembered her,' pursued innocent Mother 
Veronica placidly, unwitting in her serenity that she was 
but • beaping fuel to the burning,' while where Erceldoune 
leaned in the shadow his face flushed hotly again. Spoken 
out in the calm words of the Superior, his passionate memory 
of an unknown womanlooked more wild and more tender than 
be liked that anything of his should look. • I spoke of you 
as I felt,' went on Mother Veronica; • and she seemed ta 
like to hear all, which was but natural since she saved yOU! 
life. and found you so cruelly injured in the forest j though 
she said that you owed her little, and that the dog had done 
more for you than she had. She looked long at the paint
mg. .. The English stranger has honoured me too much," 
ahe aaid at last; .. and so, holy mother, have you. The ;par. 
trait-my portrait-shOUld not be chosen for any altar-pIece. 
Hang it rather in the. shadow, with that Guido's Magdalen." 
And with those words, my aon, she bade me farewell; and 
1 felt, all sinful though it was to feel Buch a thing for a mere 
mortal creature, as though the light had Bunk out of Monas
tica when ahe was gone. Ah I just such beauty must have 
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been the bellUty of the glorified Dorothea, when she brought 
the summer roses and the golden fruit or. Paradise at mid. 
pight to the stricken unbeliever! ' 

,Erceldoune stood long silent, leaning against the embra
lure, with his head bent; except uuder the immediate im
pulse of passion, many words were not natural to him. 

I Is sho married P , he said suddenly, after a lengthened 
pause. 

I I cannot tell my son: She saia nothing of herself. Her 
dress is rich, her "manners noble. I know no more. She 
had many rings upon her left hand; one of them might be 
her marriage-ring. That she is not happy, I am certain." 
, Erceldoune c,rushed a bitter oath to silence. Not even to 

know this of her! 
I Can I see the picture in the chapel P" ' 

. I Surely, my SOIL Do we not owe it to yOUl" art and your 
, ·ft? ' " 
,w. Hia lltep woke the hollow echoea of' the arched aisles aa 
it rang onthe stone pavements, and he passed into the chapel, 
fllr famed through all the Danubian Principalities for its an· 
tiquity, its riches, and its architecture, 'which closely resem
bled that {)f tbe Bohemian Chancery at Vienna. It was cool 
ilnd dark and still, the glaEB stained with deep and glowing 
hues, the lofty arches stretching on till they were lost in 
gloom; and the face of hia own painting. with its brilliant 
light, looked down like that of an angel from out the depths 
of sbade. Thus had be seen her-and seen only to lose her 
<lnce more-in the violet sbadows and the falling night of 
tbo Sicilian seas. 

Erceldoune lltood there long, and in silence, 8S before him a Templar, leal to his monastic oath through half a lifetime, 
might have stood before the same altar, seeing in the Yirginal 
beauty of BOIllB sacred artist's painted tbought only the 
loveliness of the woman before whom the asceticism of the 
soldier, priest, and' anchorite had flung down sword and 
~bield and cross, and bowed and fallen. 

The Abbess Veronica. looked at him WIth an e&rneet sad. 
Gess, then went and laid her hand on his arm: 

• Do not tbink so much of her, my Bon; it may be she is 
Dot worthy of it. A beauty divine she has; but it is not 
always in those of fairest form that the divine spirit rests." 
fhere is mystery with ber i and where there is mystery, my , 
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IOD, an is not well. I doubt me it she be what you deem 
her. The bellndon. is beautiful; but living in darkness, , 
and loving the shade, it brings only poison and death. Take 
to your bosom that flower alone which lives in the .clear
lIess of light, and folds no leaves unopened from your eyes.' 

He gave • movement of impatience, but he answered 
llothing j it was not in him to take shelter beneath denial, 
when to give the lie would have been to lie, and he turned 
and walked up and do~ the aisle, where, a few months 
bef:>re, the living presence of the woman he sought had been, 
rus tread reechoing through the silent chapel, in which the 
IItep of man had never· been heard since the days of the 
Temple Knights. And as he went, pacing slowly to and 
fro in tho religious solitudes, he saw nothing but the face 
above the Virgin's altar-the face of the woman on whose 
heart he had rested, from: . whose band he had drunk the 
living waters of life, and "et who was lost to him, a stranger 
and untracked, in the Wide wilderness of the world. 

He stayed that night at Monastica. 
The nuns were innocent as children. and though reluctant 

to receive a male guest, entertained him cheerfully, once 
admitted. He was reluctant to leave the place where at 
least one eould speak to him of the woman whose. memory 
was so dear-where at least her presence once had been, 
and atill seemed to him to sanctify the very stones that she 
had trodden. llother Veronica made rum welcome witb 
almost a mother's devotedness; this strong, fiery, lawless 
heathen, a8 she held him, had grown yery dear to her, and 
having eased Qer conscience by warning him, she could no 
longer resist the temptation, so strong ill a monotonous and ' 
oue-idea'd life, of dwelling on the romance and mystery of 
the Iin~le episode which had broken the even tenor of her 
days. He listened over and over again to the same words, 
never wearying of them, for he was in love with his own 
ideal as utterly as any lad of twenty. In the pause between 
ber religious se"ices, in the hush of the 8pring~tide, while 
she walked with bim in the still convent gardens, and at the 
supper .be shared with him in her pretty little cell, with its 
maple wood, its BUIlDY pictures and itB fresh primroses, that 
had nothing of the recluse, as the meal had nothing of the 
ascetic in its frothing chocolate, golde~boney, milk-white 
cakea, dainty river-fillb. and newly-laid eggs, thQAbbell 
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spoke incessantly and garrulously of but one theme. She 
did penance for the indulgence every ten minutes, it is true, 
by a gentle little pleading sermon against the desire of the 
eye, the perishableness of earthly beauty, and the danger 
of erring idolatry; but the penance done, she perpetually 
nullified it by dwelling, in fill her innocent unwisdom, on 
every grace, on every word, on every charm of the woman 
against whom, nevertheless, she tenderly warned him. Every 
syllable she uttered heightened a hundredfold the sorcery 
which his lost saviour's memory had for him, and all her 
simple warnings drifted past his thoughts unheard. A child's 
hand will sooner stop the seas, when they' rise in their wrath, 
than counsels of caution or of prudence arrest the growth of 
a great passion. 

• Idalia!' 
That solitary word seemed all he could see or hear as he 

lIat in the twilight, while· the mist slowly stole over the 
bright primroses, the sculptured ivory Passion, find the 
silver I.H.S. that glistened on the draperies of the Mother 
Superior's peaceful altar, as it had once done on the labal·_ 
of the Constantines. 

• Idalia!' 
It seemed to fill the night, that single name of the shadow 

he pursued, as Erceldouue stood on the balcony that ran 
round the convent alone, while all around him slept, while 
the grent forests stretched away on every side into the dark
ness, burying in them the little Swiss-like chAlets, in each 
of which their dwelt, according to Moldavian custom, oue 
nun a1one--safe in that lonely wilderness, though with uo 
guardian. but her own sanctity • 

. The stars were bright, the murmurs of innumerable tor
rents filled the silence, the heavy odours of a million pinel 
rose up from below, and over the far Danubian plains the 
woods trembled as though stirred by the shadowy hosts of 
Persian myriads and of Scythian chiefs, of Roman legions 
and of Avnr hordes,· whose bones had whitened in their 
eternal sands, and whose graves wel·e locked in their fune
real depths. It was profoundly still,·while from the convent
tower the midnight strokes fen slowly, beating out the flight 
.r Time, that in its merciless eternal movement had left or 
the Great King but the writing on the wall, but the ID':lte 
Itory of Assyrian stones; a~d _that had swept down, like 
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insects of a summer· day, the mailed Rnd mighty cohorts 
who once had passed the windin?"s of the Ister, with the 
Ihouts of • Ave Cresar Imperator ! proudly heralding the 
pllBsage of the lallt Constantine. Where were they-the 
Innumerable Peoplel of the Pa.;t jl 

'Where were they-bright Greek ,auddelicate Persian, 
'Tnvening Hun and baughty Latin, swift Scythiau and black. 
browed Tartar, brute ]\fogul and patrician Homan, whose 
bont's lay buried there, unmarked, unparted, in the com· 
munity of the grave jl 

The Danube rolled along its majes~ic waters, while cen· 
turies and cycles passed; sweeping onward under the same 
luns that once flashed on the diadem of Darius; H.owing in 
lolemn melody through the night under the same stars 
which the wistful eyes of Julian ollce studied in the still 
lonelr watches of his tent. The river was living still, dark 
and changeless, rushing ever onward to the Bea; but they, 
the H.eeting and innumerable phantom I, the Generatious of 
the Dead, were gone for evermore. 

AI he stood there in the midnight solitude, it seemed to 
him lIB it, in the mid~t of his virile and adventurous life, he 
luddenly paused for the first time, and thought itself paused 
with him: it was because he was for the first time a dreamer 
-for the first time a lover. 

Something of melancholy, of foreboding, were on him t 
the world, for once, leemed weary to him; he wondered why 
men lived only to Buffer and to die. In all his years before 
he had never felt this; they had been filled with rapid ac
tion and vigoroul strength, finding their joys in the close 
conflict of peril, in the mere sense of abundant and powerful 
life, in the victories of an athlete wrestling breast to breast 
with the lion or bear, and in the swift sweep of a wild gallop 
through jungles of the tropics or cold crisp dawns of northern 
moorlond.. Now he knew that his life was no longer under 
hiB own governance;' now he knew that the vague fantasy 
of a baselesB dream WIlB dearer to. him than anything th, 
earth held. It had its B\l"e!ltnesl and its bitterness both: 
ahe lived; she had remembered him; she was not happy; 
this was all he knew, but it was enough to fill the night 
with her memory, and from those brief words to build a 
world. -

His ima~tion had llever a.wakened before; but DOW 



his fancies thronged with dreams. wild M a youth'R, vagtJI 
DS a poet's. ,and dazzling as, 

Fireflies tangled in 8 m1ver ~rai~. 

Thus, before him. in tho Danubian solitudes, once the battle
field of nations, the Persian of the Immortal Guard had 
thought of some 'gazelle-eyed Ly~ia.n, seen once, neverto be 
forgot, in the Temple of the Sun; the wild Bulgarirui had 
felt his savage eyes grow dim with tears of blood when the 
Byzantine arrow pierced his breast, and he remembered 
some Greek eapthe, loved as tigers love, who never again 
would lie within his arms, and to, whose feet he would never 
bring again the pIllage of the palace and the trophies of the 
hunt; the Roman Legionary leaning on his spear, on guard, 
while the ~horts slept in their black frozen Cat-rip. had 
dreamed of Ii. gold-haired barbarian far away in the, utmost 
limits of the western isles, whom he had loved under the 
green shadows of fresh Britanmc 'woods. as he had never 
loved the haughty Roman matron who bore his name where 
tawny Tiber rolled.' Thus, 'before him, men had mused, in 
those forsaken solitudes, of the light of 1\ ",oman's smile, of 
the softness' ofa woman's memory, where, standing in the 
silence of the night, he heard the fall of the torrentll thunder 
through the stillness, andwatched the black pines tower up
wards into the star-lighted gloom. N atior..s had perished on 
those 'shadowy battle-plains j 'but the same river rolled un
changed,and unchanged the same dreams of passion dreamed 
themselves away. ' 

CHAPTER VJ1.' 

TU'BAl>GE. OF THE 1!i:i.T~:B IVY. 

IT was midnight and midwinter in Paris, snow ly-ing tllick 
on, the gl'ound ; dead lying thick iii the Morgue; outeasta 
gnawing the bones dogs had left, and shivering on church~ 

, ste.{>s built by pious crowds, who glorified God and starved 
their brethren j aristocrats skimming over the ice, flashing 
their diamonds in the torchlight, warm in their swansdown 
lIud ermine i wretches who da.red be botn poor and honest, 
aleepini:. fa.mine.stricken, under bridge-arches, as such G 
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twin 'insult to a wise world deserved; philosophers, male ad 
female, who were vile, and got gold, and jolirnene jouaier4 
leur~ mondel, drinking Cote and Rhine w:ines, .and '.1aughing 
at life fr.om velvet. couches. It was a bItter ICY: mght; and 
tbe contrasts of a great city were at their' widest an~ 
ellarpest, aBthe cbifFonnier searched in the enow for·. offal 
as treasure, and .tbe Princess lost in ~be snqw, as a mere 
bagatelle, wealth in an emerald that would bave bought 

, bread for a million; as a young child, half naked, sobbed, 
homeless, under the pit:less cold, lind a State messellger, 
wrapped in furs, was rolled in his travelling-carriage .through 
the bright gaslit streets. The Royal courier was lying, 
stretched nearly at· length on his carriage-bed,- while he 
dashed through tbe capital full speed, not losing " moment 
to get through to Persia; 

There was :{Jlenty of time to sleep while the train tore 
through the mght to Marseilles, and he raised himself ou 
bis arm, and looked out at the old, familiar' welcome streets 

, af Paris; 'a mistr~sB for every ne,!-comer, a frien~ to every 
well.worn returnIng traveller; ~ sIren ever fresh,. ever dear, 
ever unrivalled. As he did so; the carriage was passing 
down the Rue ~epelletier and before the Opera; where the 
door., had just opened for one of those balls to which all 
Paris proper (or improper) flocks. The throng 'was great ; 
the wheel o~ his carriage nearly locked iri'another, whose 
gas~lamps. flashing off the snow, lighted up' the face ofa 
woman within, with t1.e azure ofsapphires glancing above 
"Jer brow. The' Queen's messenger Bta.I~ted up from his. 
carriage-couch. and threw . himself' ·-forward;. hili' postboy 
laved the collision, his horses dashed bn without 'Il pausc. 

He flung hiDlBe~ back anIong his furs, with 11 fierce bitter. 
nesl i~ his Boul •. · . '.' , 

• Good God.' again !...;..and tTiet'<' ,. ", . , 
The carriage 'whirled ou; leaving the masked throngs to 

flock to the wild Rigolboche of the Opero.. ' 
. That night, under the glitter oCa chandelier in the Hottl 
Mira~~'1u, before a fire which flung its warmth over the 
green velvet and walnut wood, the, ormulu and silver, the 
mirrors and consolel of the chanIber, two men sat smoking 
over claret and olives, having dined alone, by a miracle, in 
the midst of the laughing, dazzling, contagioul gaieties of 
peopled Faris. In these day" .. .onfederates meet over liqueurs 
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and cigarettell, instead 01 in lubterranean caverns; and coD-
8pirators plan their checkmates in tbe coffee-room, an opera
bOI, or a drive to an imperial stag-hunt, ins~ead of by mid
night, under maska, and with rapiers drawn. 

One of the men was Victor Vane, the other that dashing 
Free Lance, that Monodist of the Sugared Violet, that polio 
tical brigand oftbe Carpathian Pass, to whom the telegram 
had been addressed as to the Count Conrad Constantine 
l'baulcon: a man in physical beauty, phYllical prowess, 

; talent, wit, and bearing, far the superior of the Englisbman, 
yet whom the latter dominated and held in check, simply 
by tbat fine and priceless quality, which is colourless 
because inscrutable, and irresistible because prevoysnt-
Acumen. It crowns geniua and dethrones kings. 

Socially, tbere was the same anom&ly between them. 
Vane, of whose antecedents none knew very much (except 
that his mother had been a Venetian, wedded, but not of 
very fair fame, and hia father a decayed English gentleman. 
chiefly resident in Naples, both of whom had been dead 
long ago), with no title, with no connections, with a some
what notorious association with the ultra parties of Southern 
Europe, and with no particular 9.uality of social dilltinction 
beyond hia perfect breeding, hiS Icientmo whist, and hill 
inimitable tsct, was, nevertheless, seen at all courts lave _ 
those of Vienna and the Vatican, and had made himself not 
only received, but welcomed in many of tile beat families 
and highest sets in all countries. Pbaulcon, OD. the other 
hand, in whose veinl ran blood of purest Hellenio breed, 
who could trace hill chain of descent unbroken, who had a 
marvellous beauty, a marvelloua grace, and a marvellous 
tact, with many other gif\a of fortune and nature, was con
traband of courts, had long since been exiled from • good 
aociety; , and was considered, rightly or wrongly, to belong 
to tbe bohemian claaa of Free Lances, the Chevaliers 
d'Industrie of politics, the wild lawless Reiten of plot and 
counterplot. of liberalism and intrigue, who are tbe abomi
nation of the English mind (wbich commonly understands 
not one whit about them), and are the arch disturbers of 
continental empires, where the peoples recognise at tbe 
bottom of all their schemes and crimea tbe germ and memory 
of one great, precious, living truth and treasure-Liberty. 
At the c.ore. bo_~ thele Ulen were all deeply dyed, and all 
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lllt.erly 8D8d'11 pulou. the ODe .. the other, the only di1l'er
ence being that the ODe _ the more wilily dangerous, 
tbe other the __ riBlbIyla,..Jea; both deeerTed equally to 
1Je out 01 the ~ of princN and the pale of 
ari8tocratie diqus, yet V me YU accepted .. a JIWl of 
fubion by tbe mo.t fastidious, Phaulcon .. &8 excluded by 
the )eat fastidiou - &/DOng the • eqai~ocal.' What made 
the difference P 

Vidor ,..ould uYe told again. witla his charming low 
laugh. that wben quiet on his lips ..... alwara in bis .ODDY 
era. ... hit-It dauled women and nerer met; mea Cairi1'
• Acumen! ' 

• I cannot imagine how you could mi. him !' he was "y
big IIOW", breaking. maearoon, with a Blight IIIlpera disdain 
ia hi. toDe, U of a maD ,..ho DeTer miseed anything. 

• How ahoaJd I bow" cried PhauJcon, with petulant 
impatience. • W. fired IaalC a dozeD ban. at him, the JIWl 

fell desd, Jlel'eI' atirred, Defer breathed j ,..ho on the 6ee of 
t.he eutb could imagiae he ..... going to get; up again ~ • 

• C&!Wimo.' ai.l V me. with BOft persuuion. • Why ft1i1l 
1'- peniat ia that JDOBt de1eteriou habit of trustillg to 
chanee, _. ea.tWying yoanelC with - appeanncea" aDd 
witla .. belief.", Nothing more fatal. A.lway. make Bare. 
J a.t • &.re1rell plllD,,"8 of aD ioch _ 8teel into the aorta. 
_d you are al.-.y. eertain.' 

TOe pidare-lLke bautyofPhan1ron'. 6ee reddened with 
alDOlDeDtllrJ Ioah, and Le toued baek his long 1Wr. 

• Parbloea! ODe ia DOt an ....m! ' 
• SiDc:e .. bea haYe you ~ered that, • 
The tu.h grew darker OD Count Conrad'. forehead; he 

8IOYed reatJe.lyuDder tbe U'OIly. and drank dmnt a draught 
of n:d Jiery ~l.lJoa without; tasting it IDOl'8 than if it 
Lad ~ wak'!'. TheIl he laughed; the ame careIe. 

.• lIIic:a1laa.,--hter witla .. bicb he had made the requiem 01'f'I' 

a noJd.-& JaU;h ... hich belonged at once to the moat 
caft!1eaI and the -' eril aide of IWI character. 

• SiDce aupbld1ll came in, .. hich ... with MOD8ieur Cain, w"" be aked, • Am I .y brot.Il«'. keeper l' .. h wu ill
~~ 1.ha& "1'11' ; credJtable to a begiI&ner. without aocial 
alIYUltac- • A.a ...-in! .. Take .. he ... ord boidl, by aloe 
IMwd. aocIlook at it. WW ia there objectionable P • 

°lliothing-euept to the -epjnatecL" 

• 
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-",tt has had an apotheosis eve~ Bince the woriJ began,' 
pursued Phaulcon, unheeding, in his bright vivacity.' Who 
are celebrated in Scripture P Judith, Samuel, Dav:id. Moscs; 
10ab. ,Who .is a patriot? Brutus. Who is an immorta.l P 
Hnrmodill~aJi.d Aristogiton. Who is a philosopher P 
Cicero, while he murmurs "l'irerunt!" after slaying 
Lentulns. Who is a hero? Marius, who nails the senators' 
heads to tIle rostrm. Who is n mnrtyr? Charles, who 
murders Strafford.. What is religion ( Christianity, thnt 
has burnt and .slaill millions. 'Vho is a priest P ·Ca.lvin, 
who . destroys Servetus; or Pole, who kills Latimer" which 
you like. \Vho is a saint P George of Cappadocia, who 
slaughters right a.nd left. Who is it ruler? Sulla" who 
slays ,Of ella. Who is a queen P Christina, who stabs 
Monaldeschi; Cntherine,who strangles Peter; Isabella" 
who slays Moors and lews by the thousand. Murderers 
all I· Assassination has always been deified; and before it 
~s objected to, the world must change its creeds, its Cele
brities; and .its chronicles. "Monsieur, you are an assail
'·sin,' says an impolite world. "Messieurs," says the polite 
10gician, " I found my warrant in your Bible, and my prece
'(}ent in your Brutus. What you deify iu Aristogiton and 
lae1 you mustn't damniu Ankarstroln and me." . Voila I 
What:could the world sny P' - . 

'That you would outwit Belial with words, and beguile 
'13celzebub out of his kingdom with sophistry,' laughed 
V une, with a quiet lazy enjoyment. C Caro, caro 1 with 
Buch exquisite Bubtleties in speech, how is it tbat you are 
so uncertain in acts, so rash even occasionally, and so

Just now aud then-so wenk P' 
- • Phaulcon laug!led too. . 
-. 'Because. intellectually, I am quite a devil, but 'morally, 
perhaps, keep a - pin's point of humanity 8t~1l. I am 
ashamed of "it, but what would you have P Achilles could 

"be shot iu the heel.' 
A.ml there was the very slightest shadow of bitterness in 

'the words. which showed that there was a 'pin's point,' too, 
:of truth in them. Vane looked at him witu his quiet 
'amusement undisturbed. ' 
'. ~ And your delicate susceptibilitie~-~ill let yo~ shoot. 
man, but not stab him P What an artist s eyes for Impercep
tib)~ Bb~deB ofoolour I' 
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And it was with that gentle mocking banter that he had 
~illed-perseveringly ~nd .remorselessly k~ed:-any linger
IDg touches of noblerthlDgs, any stray IDstincts: toward 
holier impulses, that he bad found in that unscrupulous. 
brilliant, lawless Free Lance, who laughed now with an 
evil glitter in his eyes, and a sense of ridicule and shame 
for the single impulse that had moved'him with something 
true and human. 

• Madre di Cbristo' shot or steel, I would have given 
him either willingly enough when he outwitted us. Curae 
him! if ever we come across each other, it shall go worse 
with him for that triak.' 

• 0 no,' interposed Victor languidly. • No, certainly not, 
Jet Mm alone. Never kill save when there is necessity; 
lJesides, nny rew between him and you might draw attention 
to that little affair, and though we must make the sacrifice 
of thoso unpleasant trifles to la haute politi'lue, it does not 
do for them to get wind. They do not dream we were in 
it. They have plenty of toy-terriers, and yapping puppies, 
and trullle-dogs with a good nose for a. perquisite at tho 
English Foreign Office, but they have no bloodhounds in 
the burenu-they. can't tracm. Apropos of.. trncking-I 
tellloU who I wish were more completely pledged to· us....,..' 

• ilmarc, of course. So do I, but he is ·caution itself; 
lind I believe, on my faith, that a' white wand at Vienna 
would buy up whnt little Magyar spirit there is in him. 
He is· a fOJ[, with tbe heart of an ape!' 

Lilmaro wall the' Graf von Lilmarc, a Hungarian. noble 
of 8pl~ndid possessions! and of wavering allegia!lce-now to 
AustrIa, and now to his Fatherland. Vane trifled gravely 
with his olives. 

• But Lilmnre hail one weakness-"-women. Cannot the 
Countess Vassalis seduce him?' 

Phaulcon gave a despairing shrug of his shoulders. 
• There is DO reliance on women! I don't know what 

has come to Idalia of late; she is not herself; and is oftener 
·.!ead against us now than anything else. I have Bsked her 
to make play with Lilmare I she might hav& him in her 
hands like wax in no time, but she will not j she is wayward, 
cold, haughty-' 

• Perhaps she has taken a lover you know nothin~ about, 
laid Victor. with. smile in his eyes. He liked hlJl frielld 
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and "o1.federate u weli perhapl al anyone in the world, 
out he liked better still tormenting him. 

The blood flushed Pbaulcon's forehead, 
• If I thought that-' Then he laughed the meiodioul 

laugh which was in harmony with the reckless poetio grace 
· of the man'. beauty. • 0, no ! She only seeB through us, 
and bas found out that our sublime statue of Liberty haB 

; veri clay feet. Moitid marbr~ ee moitw lJoue, as Voltaire 
, sai of the Ency:clopedie.' 
· • Why do you let ber Bee the clay feet, tben P • 
, • Why P Idalia is not a woman that you can blind. You 
· have not seen ber.' 

• Unhappily, no I I have heard men rave of her, as tbey 
never raved of anything, I think; and I know how madl, 
they have lost. their bead. for her-to our advantage. Mi
ladi's loveliness bas done more for the cause than half our 
intrigue". She is now at Naples P' 

• She was; to-night she is in Paris.' 
'In Paris P' 
• Yea; I thought you knew it. In balt an hour I am 

goiug back to take her to the opera ball. Lilmarc is sure 
to be there, and she must beguile bim out of his reticenco 
and caution if sbe can; there is not a better place for en
ticing Tannhauser into the Venusberg than ell domino in an 
opera-box, while all the world is going mad below.' 

, D'QIJQnc~. I ain jealous both of Lilmarc and of you I' 
cried Vane, with that easy worldly serenity to which such 
a normal and barbilric passion as jealou~y seems wbolly 
antagonistic and impossible. • At last I sball soo her. 
tben-your beautiful Vassalis I Shall I come with you P' 

'No; better come up to the box wben Lilmarc is not 
there. If he saw you with her be might take fright and 
cry oft"; if you have an ivy spray at your button-hole she 
will understand and admit you, whether I be there or not. 
Here I ' With the words he opened a small long bonbon
box he took from his eoat, and tossed Vane one of the little 
spru.y. of silver ivy that it held-the badge which all those 
who would be recognised by Idalia, Countess Vassa1is, 
must wear on their dominoes tbat night. 

, Thanks,' said Victor, as he slipped it in his waistcoat
pocket. ' I shall be there by one o'clock at latest. Idnlin
'hiB wonderful Idalia I-how often I have missed her, how 
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often I bave longed to sec her, the iairest conspirator in 
Europe I' 

The Bal de l'Opera. was brilliant, crowded, dizzy, mad 
with the very insouciant and reckless gaiety of t.he Prince 
who invented it, as though the spiri~ of Philippe d'Orleans 
,till presided over the revelries. Domi~oes liere, dominoes 
there i gold spangles, silver spangles, rose and white, blue 
and amber, violet and gray, scarlet and black, moc~ jewels 
flashing like suns and glancing like stars, ' debardeur.' and 
• 9rand. heM.,' Pierrots and Scaramouches, white shoulders 
and black masks, fluttering rosettes and dainty signal-roses, 
were all pell-mell in glittering tumult and contagious riot; 
and Vane, in a domino of imperial blue, with the silver ivy 
Ipray fastened on his shoulder, made his way through the 
crowd, not dancing, not heeding much the invitations; 
mockeries, lind whispers of a score of charming masks, but 
looking incessantly upward at the boxes. . 

He did not see what he looked for; but he did see, every 
now and then, till they had numbered more than a dozen, on 
an Ottoman, on a Knight of Malta, on a Pharaoh, on a Pois
larde, on a black domino, on a scarlet, on a purple, on .110 

violet, the little spray of ivy like hill own, that had come. out 
or Phaulcon's bonbon-box. 

• Che, che, ch-e-e I' murmured Victor, with the southern 
expletive. • Miladi Idalia. will have a large gathering. II" 
Ihe al beautiful all theYIDy P One would think so to judge 
by her power.' 

He got. as much ont of the press 01 he could, and moved 
on in ailence, heeding nothing of the cancan d'enfer and 
c1iaifl~ dll diabltJ dancin~ round him. He was not a man 
-who cared for noisy dissIpations; they had no sort of attrac
tion for him; indeed, dissipation at all had not much, unless' 
it were associated with the intricacies of intrigue. He cared 
for nothing that was not ru8d. His' own life was emphatically 
10 i he had begun it with serious disadvantages: first,ofbirtli, 
which, thou:,;h gentle on one side, was not distinguished; of 
fortunes whIch were very impoverished; of prospects which· 
were absolutely flil; of a world in which ho had no place, 
and which bDd no want of him i of a temperament that wal 
intensely ambitious, intensely dissatisfied, and intensely spe
culative. Despite all these draw backs, by dint of tact and 
11~~8~, h, h .. d 1l0W, when ~e wa~ l111t t4irtl, mOTed {qr wa",,. 
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years in lIome of tho best society of Europe. He lived ex
pensively, though he was very poor; and he was deferred to, 
though no one could have said why they gave him such a 
preference. He had the spirit of the gambler with the 
talent of the statesman, and he found the world one great 
gaming-table. He could not boa statesman in his own 
country j-England would not accept as statesmen what Ilhe is 

\ pleased to term • adventurers,' whereby she loses all men of 
I genius, and gets only trained men of business., Hence he 

lIad thrown himself. partly in pique, more in ambition, into 
the interests of a certain .Urtl political party abroad. Bred 
in Venetia, he hated Austria with a cold but very virulent 
hatred. Rash only in the height and unscrupulousness of 
his ambitions, he adopted politics-or, perhaps, to give theln 
their true and naked' name, conspiracies-as the scaling
ladder for lIis own advancement. If all_ the waters round 
him were lashed into a tempest, he knew BO cautious and 
tried a swimmer as himlelf would have a faif chancl) to come 
uppermost while other men went down. He loved intrigue 
fOf ml:'re intrigue's sake, and power for tbo Simple pleasuro 
of holding it. Serene, sunny, impassive, and evelllDdlfTercot 
in bearing; and,- indced; in temperament, he could SUlle 
savagely and hold pitilessly_ In deceiving any ono Vaue had I 
no sort of scruple; it was only an artIstic kind or elerelS" ; 
but kill anybody, or provoke Dnybody, he wonld noi thinl, 
of doing j it was a barbarIC blundermg sty Ie of warfilTe. 
He never went out of his way in wrath; but, all the same, lie 
never missed bis way to revenge. He bad a good deal of 
Jce ln hiB nature i but it was, perhaps, the ,most. dangerout 
of ice-that which smiles in the sun, and bfesks. to drop you 
into the grave. In the world or rashion Victor waa but a 
Dian of fashion.-popular, very Buccessful with women, an 
admirable tactician, and a guest who brought his owu wel. 
come everywhere by his easy social accomplishments, and 
hIS languid gentle temper. which had over and over again 
Ilmoolhed a quarrel, prevented an embarrassment., hushed 11 
provocation unuttered, and arranged a misunderstanding 
before it grew to • rupture. In that world unseen, whicb 
revolves uuder the rose, be was very much more than this, 
lDd had a sway and a place of considerable influence in a, 
rociety of politiCians whose members are in all classes and 
orders/'and wbolie network I!preada more widel, lind fiDei,' 
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beneath .ociety than socie!y cheam.s, stretching from Paris 
to Sicilia, and from the Quadrilateral to the Carpatbi!lD.~, in" 
their rt'IItleS3 scheming for the future, and their plans for 
the alteration of the map of Europe. It was not, however. 
of the French in Rome, the • white eoat<l' in Venice, the 
Muscovites in Warsaw, or the states of siege in Galicia, 
tbat he was tbinking ROW, &8 he went through the wild, 
panting, crushed QI"Owd of dancers at the French opera; it 
.a. of something far fairer. if equally dangerons-a woman. 

'Ia she here ii' he asked a violet domino, who wore, like 
himself, the badge of silver ivy._ 

• No. Perhaps she will not come, after aII.' 
• 0, 1es, .he will.' 
• How do you know P. Have you seen her P • 
.. No; I neTer saw her; but Conrad has been dining with 

me, and left me to go and fetch ber.' 
The violet domino went on withont a word. 
• He'l in -love ~ith her, too; he can't .peak of her with. 

out a tremor in hie voice; and by hie· voice he is nobody 
less than Prince Carlo himself,' thought Vane, glancing 
back at hie silver ivy, in apprehension lest it should be 
torn off or .tolen in the press. • What can lIer power be P 
Ah, bah! What was that of the L'EnclosP Nobody 
knew i but nobody resisted.' 

And he went on, humming to himself Scarron's quatrain: 

• Elle .Y&ii au bold de _ manche., 
Une p:We de mains si blanche. i 
Que je NUdrais eD nrit.\, 
ED uoir e~ lCIuIDdO I' 

• Ah, there she is ! ' 
The stifled exclamation fell on hie eal",low Ipoken 1m' 

impulsively passionate, &8 only a laTer'. entranced recogni. 
tiOD is. He turned, and saw a mask in Venetian costume, 
!o whOlO ahoulder was also fastened the little badge of 
~. . 

• One of UI ! Who, I wonder? He, too, cannot speak 
of her without betraying himself," thought Victor, &8 he 
IW1lDg round quickly and glanced OTer the boxes. In ODe 

of them he laW what he BOught, with black laces and azure 
!lirka Iweeping about her, caught here and there with &pra]1 
If .uYel' iYr ... wODl!lD maBked, who, leaDing her M1Il oa tile 
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front of the box, and her check upon her hanel, gazed down 
into the tumult of colour and of movement that made up 
the ball below. Her £a~e was unseen; but the lips, ex·. 
quisite as the lips of a Greuze painting, had a certa.in 
proud weariness on them; and in the bright richness of 
her hair, in the elegance of hQr hand and arm, in the Ian. 
guor and grace of her Iltt,itude and her form, there were 
lufficient sureties of the beauty that would be seen if the 
black mask that veiled it were removed. 

The Venetian domino looked at her long, then with a 
stifled sigh turned away. 

e You have loved her?' whispered Va.ne. 
The domino started, and glanced at the ivy branch OD 

Victor's arm. 
, To my cost,' he said bitterly as he plunged a.mong the 

whirling dancers, and was lost in the spangled and riotous 
multitude. 

His hearer BIIliled~ A woman who owned a limitless 
power, and was unscrupulous and without pity in its use, 
was, pe~haps, the only woman he was capable of respect
ing. Cold as he was, and but little accessible to anything 
of passion, for which his blood ran too suavely and too 
tranquilly, he felt something of warm eager curiosity sweep 
ever him, and his pulse beat a shade quicker with a new 
expectation. He had long heard of this sorceress j he had 
never seen her j and he threaded his way. with impatience 
through the Arlequins,.Pierrots, masks, and costumes till 
he reached the stairs, and mounted them lightly and rapidly 
towards the box, opened the door, and entered. 

It was filled with dominoes, all decorated with the silver 
epray, and all bending towards her wita eyes that told 
their admiration through their masks, and voices that mur
mured flatteries, homage, and wit to an inattentive ear. 
She lifted her head, and turned slightly as the door un· 
closed; her eyes dwelt on him thr0!lgh her mask, noting 
bhe badge he. wore j she bowed langUIdly. 

• Enter, monsieur.' 
And Victor Vane, all.impassive diploIllatist, aU ruse maD 

1)£ the world though he was, felt a thrill run through him, 
and a hot breath seemed to pass sirocco.like over his life 
as he heard the nameless magic of that melodious lingering 
,p~ce. 1l.Il:d. fOlln~ hi~self fpr the '4"1I~ ti-ltlEl P\ 11\e ~reseJlc, 
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.f that Queen of the Silver Ivy who was known as 
Idalia. 

Could Erccldoune have seen afar 101 Surrey saw his mis
tress, the magic glass would not have brought him Buch 
lecure and happy peace all came with the vision of Geral. 
dine. Late into the dawn, as the night-express plunged 
through the heart of France downward to where MlLl'seilles 
lay beside the lIouthern Ilea, through the cold clear night, 
the plainll white with sheeted snow, the black and spectral 
woods, and the sleeping hamlets, with the pointed towers 
of chateaux and manoirs rising against the leaden clouds, 
behind him the city that Julian loved sparkled under a 
million lights, strangely altered since the days when Julian 
wrote in adoring phrase of the studious and tranquil re
tirement of his austere and beloved Lutetia. The bright 
tide of Parisian life was at its gayest in the first hours of 
the mid-winter morning; and in one of its richest quarters 
an oyera-supper was at the height of its wit and of its 
brilliancy. The guests bad come from the opera-ball. The 
dominoes, sparkling with silver violets, gold bees, diamond 
elustera, and glittering stars; were tossed down on the 
eouches with the Venetian masks, being no tinsel costumes 
of the Passage des Panoramas, hired for a night, but the 
eilk ancrsatin elegancies of a court costumier, for men,who 
wore these tri1les at the masked fetes of the Tuileries, in 
the Colonna palace in Carnival, aud at the Veglione with 
Doble maskers of Florence. The supper-room was a long 
and handsome chamber, hung with rose-silk flowered with 
lilver, with crystal chandeliers, flashing globes of light, 
and with a meal of the choicest extravagance on the table, 
about which half a dozen men and but one woman were 
gathered. I 

She-alone tllere at tlle head of her taMe, with her 
1I0uquet lying idly by her little army of deep claret-glasses, 
bro&il champagne goblets, and tiny spiral mousselines for 
liqueun-was well wor1;h:a host of women les9 fair. Marie 
de Bohan-when Buckmgham and Holland and Lorraine, 
and all that glittered greatest at two courts, were at her 
feet, anel even the Iron Cardinal, in the censure of hi. 
blackest enmity, could not wholly keep his eyes from being 
dalded by the shrine of the arch-intriguer's golden hair
wall ,<>~ mor, 11~qtif1l1 thlm IPO. ~y 'Wovld bYe 
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added, also, ' that the Duchesse de Chevreusewa9 not mON' 
dangerous. t 

.That her form and her faee were perfect was not half 
nor a tithe of her re!istless chann; it lay in still more than 
these I in every glimoe nf her eyes, blue-black like the ga~ 
zelle's i. in every slight smile that crossed her proud lips; 
in a.ll the 'sunlit lustre on her hair; in all the attitudes of 
her southern' grace; in every movement, accent, and ge~ 
ture of one, who. knew to its uttermost the spells .of, hor 
power, and was used to have that power courted, flattered, 
and obeyed. 'Her 10veJ.jness was very grea.t; but, great as 
it was, It was oomparatively forgotten beside so much that 
was of still rare~ fascination: the patrician ease, the silvel' 
wit, the languor and the laughter, the dignity and the non
ohalanoe, the brilliance and the eloquence, which turn by 
turn gave theirohanging sorcery to· her. The innocence 
and fawnclike shyness of a· young girl in her earliest spring 
may l>e oba,rming in a. pastoral; but in real life they are 
but awkward and.tame beside the'exquisite witchery, the 
polished insouciance, the, oareiesB disdain, the culture~ 
fascination of '& woman of the world., And these were 
hers ll;t their utmost perfection; a. woman of the world she 
was in the utmost meaning of the words, and all of victory, 
of power, and of beguilement that the world could gi¥e 
were added to .the beauty of Idalia, Countess Vassalis.' 

Men passing her in the open. air ,gazed a.fter her, and 
felt a.. sudden giddy worship for what they only saw one 
moment to. lose the next; men who held themselves, by 
age or coldness, steeled to a.ll the glamour 1)f her sex, fell 
before her. A few low lingering words from her lips, a 
breath of fragrance from her laces, the disdain of her deJi. 

. eate scorn, the caress of her 80ft persua.sion, the challenge 
. of her haughty indifference, the sorcery of her sovereigu 

smile-these At her will did with men as they, would: in
toxicated them~ blinded th~ wooed them, bound. them; 
subdued their will, their hOllOUl', Ij.Jld their pride; fettered 
their senses, broke their peal:e, gave them heaven, gave 
them bell, won from, i;hem. their .olosest secret, and c4-ew 
them down into. the darkest patp.. A power· wide and 
fatal; ·a power that she was said, and justly, to .have usee! 
with little scruple. Who WIWJ she. w4at ns she, tlWt 
blll!outiful ~llCMntreas ?-
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In one word ahe was-' Idalia..' 
Her Bupper-room-perfumed, mellowly lighted, serven 

trithout ostentation or display, ret·, in truth, as extrava
gantly as any court banquet, with summer fruits though 
it was mid-winter, with wines imperial palaces could not 
have eclipsed, with hookah-tubes curled through the arms of 
the lounging-chairs, and lazily floating in their great bowls 
of rose-water-was sought with that eagerness for the en
tree which is only found when; for far different attractions, 
men Beek either the salons of a princess of the ton or of 
an empress of the demi-monde, the legitimate leader of the 
aristocracies, or the yet more potent lawver, Anonyma. 
There was a cosmopolite gathering about her table; the 
Prince of Viana, II. Neapolitan; the Count Phaulcon, a 
Greek j tho GrlIf von Lilmare, a Hungarian; the Marquis 
de Beltran. and tho Marcchale d'Ivol'e, boLh of Paris; and 
one Englishman, Vietor Vano. IIere, at three o'clock in 
the morning, with the wine just flushing their thoughts 
with its warmth, and tile HcenLed smoke of the narghili.~ 
curling out ill languid Renal d\lu.ls, they supped a ['I 
RrgcncB with OliO of the faireRt womeo of. her t~:nc; and 
aho, lying badej with Ioer Titian.llke draperies Hoating out 
like thll deop.lllled plumage of II\lUIO tropic bird, toying, 
with her bouljuet. of rOlla jaro"i'~RS, stoopiug ber lips to 
tho pllrple dopLhs 01' her H01l81110n, or tbll light sparkles of 
ber Mosello, giving her smile to ono, ber wit to another, 
Ict-tm!; the willo sLeal \.1m caul.ion from t.heir speech, and 
llle fragrant vllpour charm tho' silcrot.a from their heart, 
knew tbaL her beauty Ilrew them down ioto its cbarm and 
cbaiu, her creatures and her captives, and let the revelry 
Bash on around ber, brilliant as the aiglettes in the'dis. 
carded dominoes; and, while they supped with her in the 
dawn of tbe Paris morning, weighed them each and all at. 
their wort.h. 

LIke Lbo jewels that glistened sbove ber fair fort,· 
hend, they had DO value w her eyes save this-whal 
I.bey were worth. 

Yet, if ever tbere were OD any faee, there were in hers, 
J, . haughty power in the arch of the classic brows, a 
generous grace in the Bmile of the proud lips, a fearlesr 
d.ignity in the gaze of the long lustrous eyes. Looking on 
lIer, be who ehould have b!u:t. f(lrcc to reaibt her b~utl 
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W ou ld. have atill Bald, C If t1tis star have fallen from Itcaven, 
it id grt'a.t still even in it fall.' 

The I.ost rleiad of £ablo may sink downward tllroU~lt 
the darkness of an eternal night, and become ODO of the 
1\'Olllen of earth, earth.stained, earlll.llcbu.sed, but the 
light of forgotten suns, the glory of forsaken world .. will 
be upon her atill. It might be ao here. 

CHAPTER VIn. 

• PA.SSION DOU O •• OLAlfC&.' 

WrTK his riOe resling against his knee, it. butt beddecl 
in the mos!!, Ereel,louM sat alone A few months later on, 
in the warm Turkish nigllt, on the Dospllorus ahores. ne 
had been shooting 8m.gulls, jackals, or a stray hill deer, if 
luch onme within range, thl"OUgb the IMt half of the dny, 
while waiting for return despatches in Constantinople, and 
was now rest,ing on a boulder of rock under a cypress, in 
his white burnous and sun.helmet, the Monarch, a fine 
English chestnut, IItraying looso at his aide, a pile of dl'ad 
game at his foet, and the Btnrti~ht full on hia face, .. his 
eyes looked ft'award thoughtfully. 

A year had gone by sin co he had atood before the altar
piece in MonaNtie&, and he was no nearer to either aim of 
bis twofold quest. rower, patience, vigiJancl', inquiry-aU 
had failed to brin .. him on the track (If Ilis a~sassinll i 
masked noblcs, reckYess adventurers, political secret agents, 
whichever they were, they had had wit and wisdom to 
or~l\ni8e theil' plot 80 tllat no trllco was loft of it and them, 
aM they were bryont! all rea\!h of justice, as it Beemed, 
for e\,er. And of the woman, to whom his only cluo was 
the fairness of her face, he had lc~rned notlling. Shadowy, 
fugitive, lost in mystery, fant:tstio as a madman's dream, 
the hold she had gnin('d upon his thoughts was so utterly 
foreign to thcm that it was tho 8tron~('r ollce admitted 
there. Speculatiou was wholly antagonistic to him-hi& 
nature was fOl'cible, singlo, vigorous l that he acted greatly 
when great occasions arose, was due to the mould in whic~ 
W. charactef w~, l!~tqralll C;\8~ nQt to .,nl rrel,1\\ldit,.tiov 
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•• pre.toUl eontest and sifting of principles; he lived, as 
all bold men do, meeting accident or emergency as it came, 
eontent with the activity of the present, looking very 
rarely to anything past, never to anything future. To sift 
moral problems, to torture himself with theoretical 
questions. was what would no more have occurred to Ercel 
doune than to have Bat twisting ropes of the Bosphorlltl 
aand; hence the poetic unreality of the memory which 
possessed him was so abhorrent and antagonistic to his 

: whole temperament that it gave a deeper colouring to his 
life, once received, than it would have done to any other to 
which it had been less alien. Mental disquietude, moral 
tumult, were unknown to him; a shadowy pursuit, a' 
s{'eculative meditation, were no more in consonance with 
hlB character than it would have been to study the stars 
for Chaldean knowledge of things obscure. Therefore it 
WI\.II with the stronger force and the more unbelief that 
Ereeldoune felt that a well-nigh mythical mystery had 
power over him, and touched his hl'art, and stirred his 
thoughta, as no living woman had ever done through the 
varied course of hiB life. . 

So sacred had the vision of his ministering angel become 
to him. so intimately interwoven with holiness, 10ftineBS, 
purity, with the compassion.of the luminous eyes. and the 
hush of the convent 80litudta where her picture hung, that 
to have BOOn her at the entrance of the Opera bad given 
him a &harp and unwelcome recall to the fact of how 
utterly he lollowed-a phantom; how utterly he hew 
nothing of the WOmaD who had wound herself into his 
thoughts. . 

The face which he had Been in the haze of golden light, 
in what he had deemed his dying hour, the loveliness that, 
he had found afre~h, only fresh to lose it, in the softness of. 
the Sicilian seas, among the heat, the noise, the maskers,r 
the false brillianta, false flowers, false lace8, false beauty 
of the Rigolbocbade !-it gave Erceldoune a bitter re-' 
"mon. True, there might be nothing in it to do 80; she 
might go thither. not to the lawl8118 whirl of the stage, but 
limply to the boIC8 as a spectator of the scene below; he 
knew this was common enough with proudest and pUl'ellt 
of women. Still, it revolted him; his memory of her. his 
belief in her. was as of a life .. unlike and as above th. 
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worM, as the stars that shone now across the sea. above th~ 
classic shores where old Olympus rose. It was an instinct, 
an impulse, a folly, never analysed, only felt; but to think 

• of her, in the gas am1 tllrongs of the masked midnight 
gathering, had given him much such Ii shock as an artist, 
soul-devoted to his art, would feel if he could come sud
denly on a Raphael or Correggio Madonna madc the sign 
an(l centre of a riotous casino, ,or flung by a drunken 
soldier as worthless loot into the flames of a. bivouac fire. 
This woman, all unknown though she was, had become the 
Bingle poetic faith, the single haunting weakness of a. pas
sionate and earnest temperament, of a changeful and self
sustained life; to have seen her at the Bal de rOpera 
grated jarringly on both. ' , ' 
. 'He thought of it now, and the thoug~t was' full of tem
pestuous !pain to him; to find in her a leader, of the arti
ficial worlds of fashion; a coquette, worn, brilliant and 
chill as her own diamonds, with every smile a beautiful lie, 
with every glance a demand for accustomed homage, would 
be scarce hetter than to find in her one of the cancan wor
shippers of the Opera throng, a: tUbardeur in rose and 
!iilver, laughing througlt her velvet mask of Venice! Of 
all places, of all hours, were there none in the width of the 
world, in the vastness of time, to have found her in at the 
last than at midnight in the,Rue Lepelletier P Who was 
she P What was she-this phantom which pursued him P 
He wonder.ed restlessly, as he did often in lonely moments 
like these, while he sat looking down the Bosphorus as the 
lights gleamed in the distance amon!!: the, cypress and 
orang~ groves of the city of the Moslem, and the far-oil' 
cry of the Imaum wailed deep and mournful through the 

, silence; chanting the evening prayer of the faithful. 
As he sat thus he did not notice or hear a man approach 

him on horseback, riding slowl,f JIlong the sea-shore, un
armed, and lightly chanting a uttle l!"'rench air-a hanr1 
some, careless, graceful Greek, whose saddle reverie_ 
)leemed of the lightest and brightest as he swayed a bunch 
of Turkish lilies idly in his hand. His roan mare's hoofs
-she was a Barbary-sank noiselessly in the sands; and 
Erceldoune, did not lift his head ;he sat motionless under 
the cypress, resting on his rifle, which the starlight falling 
fitfully on the white folds of the Arab cloak and t~ 
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llembrandt darkness of his face, as his head wa3 bent 
down and his eyes gazed seaward. The rider came nearer, 
the hoofs still noiseless on the loose soil; and, the hummed 
Bong on his lips broke louder, till he Bang the words clearly 
Ilnd mellowly on the air, in the mischievous truth of 
Dufrcsny's chamoll: ' . 

'Deux ~pOIlX dit un grand oracle, 
Tout d'un coup deviendront; heureus. 

Quand deuJ: epollx, pas UII miracle, 
.Pourront devenir veufs touts deux~' 

The voice fell on Erceldoune's ear, rich, harmonious, 
loft as a woman's contralto-the voice that had given the 
1I'ord to 'kill the Border Eagle.' He started t6 his£eet, 
flingmg back his burnous; in the silvery silent Eastern 
night they met once more, and knew each other at a 
glance. There is no instinct so rapid and so unerring as 
the ingtillct of aloe. With an oath that rang over the 
BCas, Erceldoune sprang forward, as lions spring, and 
covered him with his rifle; swift as an u'nconsidered 
thought, Phaulcon wheeled and dashed his spur into his 
mare's flanks, which sprang off at a headlong gallop- a 
hundred paces in advance by that second's start. In an 
instant the other caught at the loose rein of his English 
horse, flung himself into saddle at a leap, and tore down the 
Hosphorus shore, his rifle levelled, the bridle between his 

_teeth, the Monarch, racing at· full speed. ~rhey ,were in 
'ehase, the pursuer and the pursued. ' 

, 1Ialt! or you are 'a dead man.' 
The challeuge rolled through the night oub and away to 

the Bosphorus. The sole answer of the Greek was to dash 
the rowels again into his roan's sides, and tenr on without 

'(Jther thought than' flight; tasting aU the long bitterness of 
dl'ath with every time tbat the beat of the gallop grew' 

. closer behind him, with every moinent that the shriek of the 
llUlIet might whistle down on the wind and the shot pierce 
Me beart trom tbe hand be had once thought picked bare to 
the bone by tbe vultures, and buried safe in, Moldavian 
anows. " 
, The blood coursed like tire through Erceldoune'. veins, 
every muscle in bim strained like those of a gallant bound 
,in cbase; be longed, as the hound longs, to be at the throat 
~~ hillllyin.r 4(.q'; he had a mortal debt tG pay, and a dead, 



,bALlA. • 

. wrath to lay it with j the life of his murderer Jay at hti 
mercy, an he panted-with brute thirst, perhaps-to take 
it, and trample it out on the Bands in a just and pitiless 

• vengeance. Yet he did not fire. 
All that was boldest and truest in him refused to let him 

,do as he had been done by-forbade him to shoot down an 
unHrmed man. 

'Vith the hoofs now thundering loud on barren rock, no'" 
scattering in clouds the loosened sand, now trampling ouL 
the fragrance from acres of wild myrtles and basilica, he rode 
on in hot close chase, the bridle held in the grip of his teeth, 
his rifle covering his assassin, while Conrad Phaulccn fled for 
his life. A single shot, from an aim which never missed, 
aud the coward would be slain as he would have slain, would 
die the death that. he would have dealt; a single ball sent 
screaming, with its shrill hiss, crasb through his spine, and 
he would 1lrop from the saddle dead as a dog. The Greek 
knew that as well as the man who held his lite in his hands" 
to take it when lIe would; and the· sweat of·his agony ga.
thered in great drops on his brow, 'the horror of his death
blow seemed to him to quiver IIlready through all his limbs, 
and as he turned in his ![laddIe once, once only, he saw the 
Btretching head of the Monarch within fifty races, the face 
of his pursuer. stern and dark IlS though Cllst In bronze, and 
the long lean bnrrel of steel glistening bright in the moon
light, lifted to deal him the fate he had dealt. 

Onward-while the chant of the Muezzin grew fainter 
and fainter, and the lighted mosques of Stamboul were left; 
distant behind; onward-through the night, lit with a mil
lion stars, lind all on fire with glittering fire-flies; onward
down the beach of the luminous phosphor-radiant sea, along 
stretches of yellow sand, under. beetling brows of granite, 
over rocky strips foam-splashed with spray, through fields of 
sweet wild lavender, and roses blowing rich with dbW, and 
tangled withes of tamarind tendrils, and myrtle thickets 
sloping to the shore, and netted screens of drooping orange 
boughs, all white with bloom; onward they IIwept-hunter 
and hunted-in a race for life and death. 

The Greek was always before him; now and again they 
well-nigh touched, and the 10am irom his hortle's bit WAI 
flung on the ateaming flanks of the mare Le chased; now 
and again the dull th\1d of the hoom thundered almoet aide 
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fly lide atI tbey scattered sand and BUrf, or tramfled out the 
odorous dew. from trodden roses; His enemy. life lay in 
the bollow of his hand; he law the womanish beauty of 
Phaulcon's face, all white and ghastly WIth a craveu. terror, 
turned backward one instant in tbe light of the mQon, and a 
fiorce delight,njuBt vengeance beated his senses and throbbed 
in his veins. lIe panted for hi. foe's lite, as he hunted him 
on through the hot Asian night, as the lion in chase may 
pant for the tiger's; all the passion. in him, rare to rise, 
but wild atI the wildest tempest when once roused, were nt 
their darkest, and the creed which chained them, and forbade 
him to fire on a man unarmed, lerved but to make each 
fibre strain, each nerve strengthen, with the fiercer thirst to 
race his injur~r down, and-side to side, man to man-hurl 
him from his laddIe and fling him to earth, held under his 
heel as he would bave held the venomous coil of a snake, 
imprisoned and powerless, till its poisonous breath was 
trodden out on the sands. 

They rode in bard and fearful chaSe, as men ride only for 
life and death. . 

The surf flashed its salt Bpray in their eyell as they 
Bplashed through the sea-pools girth deep in water; Btartled 
nest-birdll flew with a rush from bud and bough, as tbey 
crasbed througb the wild pomegranates; white winged guns 
rose up with a shrill scream in the light of tbe moon, as the 
tramp of horses rang out on the rocks, or ilcattered the 
Bands in a whirling cloud. There was a savage delight to 
him in the breathless ride, in the intoxication of the' odours 
trampled out from trodden roses and crushed citrons, in the 
fierce vivid sense of livin9, as he Iwept down the lonely 
ahore by the side of the luminous sea, hunting his murderer 
into bis lair ;-tbe wolf in its own steppes, the boar in it, 
own pine-forests, tlie tiger in the hot IndIan night, the lion 
in the palm-plains of Libya; he had hunted them all in their . 
turn, but be had known no chase like that he rode now~ 
... hen the quar1'1 was not brute, but man. 

The snorting nostrils of the Monarch touched the tlankil 
or the straining Barbary, the hot steam of the one bIen, 
with the blood-flaked foam of the other. They raced to.. 
gether almost aide by side, dashing down a precipHous ridge 
of shore, entangled with a riotous growth of aloes and 
glellu4er; E1"(:~J.,,·>qe sail" his assassin was ID:J.kbg for somo 

JI 
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_ boWD and near lair, aa a f(,,1: hard pressed heads tor c01'ert, 
and he thundered on in hotter anel hotter pursuit, till tha 
steel of the rifle glittered (:lose in Count Conrad's sight as he 
tUl;'Iled again, his face livid with terror, and the breath of 
the horse that was hunting him down scorching and noxious 
against his ~heek, like the breatl\ of the bloodhound on the 
murderer's. There were barely six paces. between them, 
crashing headlong down the sloping ridge, and through tha 
cactus thickets; 88 he turned backward, witli that dastard 
gesture. of p.itiful despair, they looked. on on~ an~ther by 
the whIte light of the mOOD, and the womamsh faIrness of 
the Greek's face was ghastly with a coward's prayer, and the 
dark bronze of his pursuer's was set in deadly menace, in 
fierce lust of blood. Phaulcon knew wlz!l, with that lean 
tube flashing in the starlight, he was still spared; he knew, 
too, that once side by side in fair struggle, he would be 
hurled from his saddle, and crushed ont under a just retribu
tion, till aU life was dead, as pitilessly, as righteously as meD 
crush ont the snake whose fangs have bit them. 

And the pursuit gained OD him. Erceldoune rode him 
down, dashing through the wilderness of vegetation, with 
the surf of the sea thundering loudly below, and a loathing 
hate, a riotous joy seething through his veins. The hOrBeif 
ran almost neck by neck now, nothing between them and tho 
billows lashing below but a span's breadth of rock and II. frail 
fence of cactus. . One effort more, and he would be beside 
him. The wild bloodshot eyes of the mare were blinded with 
the foam flung off the Monarch's curb, and his own arm waa 
stretched to seize his assassin and hurl him out to the waters 
boiling beneath, or tread him down on the rock under his 
feet, while he wrung out his confession in the terror of 
death. IIe leaned from his saddle; his hand all but grasped 
his enemy in a hold Phaulcon could n() more have shaken 
off than he could have the grip of an eagle, or the fangs of a 
lion: he was even with him, and hlld run him to earth in 
that wild night-race down the Asian shore. Then-suddenly, 
with a swerve and a plunge as the spurs tore her recking 
fla.nks-the mare was lifted to a mad leap, a wall of marble 
gleamiug white in the starlight, and risillgstraight in face 
of the sea; sbe cleared it with a bound of agony, and the 
dull crash that smote the silence as she fell, told the price 
with which IIhe paid that gaUnnt effort of brute life. Hit 
rue was lost I 
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• A item! oath broke from his lips and rang OTer the 1eM. 

A. he pu.t tb. )Ioaareh at the leap, he ~ and refu~ 
it; a IIt'COnd wu calready 105~ an eternity III value to him 
wbom be punmed. Ilia face gre .. dark-aU that was WOl'llt 

jn him .. 38 roused and at itat height; he wheeled the hunter 
ud rode bim b:!ck, tben turned again and put him full 
gallop at the barrier, nUl'lling him for the leap; the marble 
wall ro!e before them, clothed with the foliage of fi~ and 
tamariak bees; he lifted the horse in the air, c1earw the 
Mructure, md came d01rll on the yielding bed of wild 
&"nnium tha.t broke the sheer descent. 

On the ground lay the Barbary m:1re, panting and quivel"
in'" on her lide: the saddle ..-as empty. 

A. darkness like the nigbt eame upon Erceldoune's face 
u he saw that hia enemy had escaped him-a darkne:;s 
.losdy od terribly like crime on his IOnL 

W oll, and boar, and lion, he had chased them all to their 
lair, and. brought them clown, now and again, a thousand 
times over, by the aurety of his ahot, by the victory of his 
strength. 1Iia Beeret assassin bunted and run to earth, at 
his Dlercy and given up to his will through the whole length 
()f that r.lce down the Bosphorus waters, had out"tripped 
.ia .peed, bed b:1med his vengeance. and W:lS let loose again 
on tbe world ..-it.h his name unconfessed, with his brnt~ 
guilt un:n-en",ooed, lost once more i.a the solitudes of lbe night, 
in tbe YIIstaesa of the Ottoman empire! A. lecond more, 
and hia hand ..-ould han been at the throat of this man: he 
..-ould hay. burled under his feet the dainty silken beauty 
of the co.-ard ..-ho Wall thief and murderer in one, and 
lI"OulJ haTe crushed the truth from his throat and the craTen 
·Iue from hi. limb. under the iron grind of his heel, giving 
back Tcngeance as grest as his wrongs. A lecond more, 
and the traitor who bAd laughed with him in good fello.-ship 
in the Par~~n cafe, and butchered him in cold blood in the 
Danubian 8olitud<'8" would haTe answered to him for tha, 
work. Now the Barbary mare lay riderless at his feet. and 
bdure him, around him, stretching wm in the distmlcc; \'I"ere 
"tlu4:kets of myrtle, labyrinths Df ea.ctus, deDl!8 groups oi 
oleander, of palm, of pomegranate, wbere hia quarry bad 
headed fur a known co\"ert, or had Cound one by chance, an.i 
from ..-hich it was IS hopeleils to draw him again aa to un
earth a COlt once outrnn the bODndll" Kent. 01' pursue a 1t33 
that had one:. ham the 1oc!t. • 
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A curse broke again· from Erceldoune's lips, that the dill 
tant wail of the Imaum seemed to mock and fling back, sa 
he rode the Monarch headlong down into the wilderness of 
shrubs and flowers, trampling the boughs asunder, crushing 
luscious fruit and odorous blossom under the horse's hoofs, 
searching beneath the shadows and under the tangled aisles 
of foliage for the dastard who must be refuged there; one 
dusky glimpse of a crouching form, one flash of the starlight 
on a hidden face, and he would have fired on him now with
out a moment's check; his blood was up, his passions were 
let loose, and the Greek might as well have Bought for leni
ency from the jaws of a panther as for mercy from Erceldoune 
then, had he ridden him down in hill cover and draggell him 
out in the still Eastern night. 

He rode fut·iousl, hither and thither through the thickellt; 
glades, ~lld where the shadows were deepest, searching for· 
that to which he had no clue, in chase of a quarry which 
every turn he missed, every clump of shrubs he passed, 
every screen of aloes whose spines his horse refused to 
breast, might hide and shelter from his vengeance. Nothing 
met his eye or ear but the frightened birds that flew from 
their sleep among the piles of blossom, and the shrill hiss of 
the cicada, scared from its bed in the grasses. In the leafy 
recesses and the winding aisles of those hanging gardenll 
Dverlooking the Bosphorus, a hundred men might have been 
Becreted, and defied the search of one who was a strauger to 
the ground, and was cheated at every turn by the fantastio 
shadows of the moolllight aud the palms. His foe had 
escaped him; . before tlfe dawn broke he might have slipped 
down to the shore and be far out at sea bevond the Darda
nelles; or, if the gardens were t.he known "illir for which he 
had purposely headed in the race along the beach, be would 
be Bllfe beyond pursuit wherever he made hIS den. 

Erceldoune dropped the bridle on the chestnut's neck and 
let him take his own pace j a telTible bitterness of bafHed 
effort, of foiled wrath was on him-'-a passion, like a weapon 
which recoils, hits the one who holds it hard. This man's 
life had been in his bands, and had escaped him!- and t~ 
unexpiated vengeance rolled back on his own heart, fierce, 
beavy, dark, almost as though it were twin-crime with what 
it had hitherto failed to punish. A night-assassin, only of 
the viler stamp because of the gentler breed, went through . 
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the world unbranded and unpunished, while honest mea 
died by the score of cold and famine in the snows of Can. 
ea.sus and the streeta of cities I ErcelJouno's teeth ground 
together; when they mel; again, he awore it should be for 
ahorter shrive and deadlier work. 

The Monarch, with his head drooped and the ateam 
reeking from hiB hoI; flanks, took his own course over the 
unknown ground, and, turning out of the thickets, paced 
do'II"D along winding aisle of cedars: the night was perfectJ} 
still, nothing waa heard but the surging of the B,)sphorus 
watera, notbin~ Wall atirring save the incessant motion of 
the fire-flies, thaI; sparkled over all the boughs with starry 
pointa of light. Erceldoune had no knowledge where he 
11"aS, except thaI; the sea W88 still beside him, and he let his 
horse take his own way. Suddenly, through the dark masses 
oCthe cedars, a light gleamed, which came neither from the 
Ire-flies nor from the moon, but from the Turkish lattice
work of a distant casement. 

W 88 that where hia foe had found covert P He raised 
the Monarch's drooping head with the curb, and urged him 
d • canter down the cedar aisle, the Daise of the hoof. 
mulled in the graaa that grew untrimmed, 88 though the 
wild luxuriance of the gardens had long been left untouched. 
Sultan'a palace, Queen'a lerail, aacred mosque, or Moslem 
harem, he swore to himself that he would break down itl 
gatel, with the menace of England, and have his murderer 
delivered up to him, though he were surrounded by an Emir'l 
eonuch. or harboured in the SflDctuary· of the OdA itself. 
l'or anything that he knew. the light; might glitter from the 
dwelling where his enemy and all bis gang had made strong. 
hold, or the )llace might awarm with Mussulmana, who 
would think there 11'&1 no holier service to Allah than to 
amite down the life of a Frank, or the latticed window might 
be that of a seraglio, into whose anderiin it 11'&1 death for a 
man and a Giaour to enter. But these memoriea never 
weighed with Erceldoune: he was armed. bia blood was np. 
and, if his foe were aheltered there, he vowed thaI; all the 
mighl; of Mahmoud, all the yataghaoa of Islam. should Dot 
aerYe to ahield him. 

A fligh' of ateps eDding the cedar-walk stopped the cheut. 
Dut'a 'Passage; above ran • terrace, and on tbat terrace 
Looked the fo" lattWQ CJ,'1elI!eu.tl allowe4 W " Turkish qwen. 
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ing, whose light from' within had caught his eyes. He threW' 
himself. out of saddle,' passed the bridle over a bough, and 
went on foot up the stairs. Erceldoune's rifle was loaded;. 
he had on him, too, the- huntiug knife with which he had 
grallockcd the hill deer; and he went straight on-into the, 
den of the assassins, as he believed: Foolhardy he was Dot; 
-but he had found sinew and coolness serve him too well in 
many an avatar, east and west, not to have learned to trust' 
to them, and he. had resolved, moreover, to go through with 
this thing cost what it; might,bring what it would. . 

He hurried on the terrace,laden with the scarlet blossom. 
of the trumpet-flower alid japoniea, and heavy with odours: 
from the nyctanthus and musk-ros~s trailing over the stone. 
a door stood opeIl. on to· it, leading into the large court 
which forms the customary entrance of 8 Turkish house; he: 
paused a momen~ and looked through; there was only a dim 
light thrown on Its· walls and floor, and there was no sound· 
but of the falling o( the water into the central fountain. 
He passed the threshold andeutered; the clang of. his step 
resounding on the variegated inosaic of the pavement: its 
own echo was the only sound which answered-for its still. 
n,ess the place might have been deserted. But the court 
opened into a chamber: beyond, flooded 'with warm, mellow 
iight, its domelike ceiling'wreathed'with !:arved pomegran
ates,'while another fountain was flinging its shower upward 
in the centre, and the fragrance of aloes wood filled the air 
from· where it burned, like incense in a brazier ja picture, 
full of oriental colouring .. With hi,,: rifle in his hand, his 
white burnous flung behind him, and his single thought the 
longing which possessed him to unearth his fae,' and have 
his hand upon his throat, he swept aside the purple dra
peries that partially shadowed the portico, and passed withiD 
\he ·entrance.· . 
:. 'A woman rose from her couch in the distance, startled, 
yet with the look· of one who disdains to give its reins to 
fellr--as a so:vereign would rise were her solitude desecrated; 
anei he, paused, his steps a.rrested and his passions silenced, 
as"ln ancient days he who came to Slay in the deadliness of. 
wrath uncovered his head and dropped his unsheathed sword, 
entering the holy 'tlhrine at whose altar his foe bad taken 
'IInctuary. His ellem1 wall forgotte!l-h~Btoocl beforo 
ldAlic •. 
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He saw her in the Hood of amber light that fell upon the 
!ustre of ber bair, on the white folds of her ~ress with its 
hem of gold, on the scarlet blossom of· the roses clul:ltering 
about her feet, on the aromatic mist of thll aloe wood burn
ing near-and in an instant he .had crossed the marble thnt 
severed them, bis head uncovered, his hand disarmed, his 
eyes blinded. 

• At last!-at last!' 
And he bad never known. how' strong. had, become the 

power, how eager had grown his quest, of the memory which 
had pursued him, until now, when he bowed before her, 
when bis lips were on her hand, when a hot JOY that he had 
never known. swept through his life; when in thafl sudden 
meeting his gaze looked upward to -thef.aee which had 
mocked him a tho\lsandtimes, from the blue depths of sea 
waves, in the tawny stretch of 'Eastern plains; m the still
ness of starry nights and the darkness of convent aisles, ani 
now at length was found. " 

She drew herself with haughty·amazed anger from him; 
ahe saw her solitude violated, by the abrupt entrance of an 
armed man'when the night was so late that the chant of the 
Imaum was calling to prayer; IIhe:saw a 'etranger; by his 
dress an Arab. bend before her in homage'that was insult. 
Sbe wrenched herself away, and sigD.ed·~hini back with a 
gesture too grand in its grace for fear, and in her eyes 'a 
glance which spoke without words. . . 

Then, 811 he raised his head, she saw the features which 
sbe had last beheld in what had 'seemed their death hour, 
while.up to bers gazed the eyes that but for ber succour the 
vulture's beak would have struck and' torn out for ever; 
then she knew him-and over· her ,proud loveliness came a 
sudden flush, a softness that cbanged it as by a ,miracle; 
and abe looked down upon him with, that glance which he 
.had seen and remembered tbrough the diz~y mists of deli
rium, and had given to the altar-picture at Monastica. ' 

'You',' . 
It was but one word; but by that word he knew that &11 

he had never forgot, so he had not been forgotten. ; 
He bent lower yet, till his lips touched her hand again; 
• At last I I thought that we should never meet I And 

now-I have no words. To' strive to' pay my debt ,were 
bopeless; God grant tbedar mar eome when I can show 
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IOU how I hold it. You saved my life! you shall command 
It as you will.' 

His words broke from his heart's depths, and in the rapid 
breathless tide of emotion,. strongly felt and hard to utter. 
Few women would have failed to read in them that, with 
his bold, keen, dauntless nature, self-reliant, danger-tested 
though it was, there went a faith that would be loyal to 
his own utter ruin, once pledged and given, and a tender
ness passionate -and eJ.haustless, through which he might 
be lured on to any belief, dashed down to any destruction. 
A dangerous knowledge; there are scarce any women to 
be trusted with it. 

Silence fell between them for the moment, where she 
stood beside the scarlet roses of the fountain, with the 
heavy aloes perfume rising round, and at her feet, bowed 
low before lier, the man whose life waS owed to her by so 
vast a debt-a stranger and unknown, yet bound to her 
bl the golden bonds of service that had loosed and freed 
him from his grave. All the glory of her beauty was 
deepened and softened as she looked on him, startleCl still, 
and hardly conllcious of his words; and Ereeldoune gazed 
upward to her face, with a dim mist before his sight, as he 
had never gazed before upon the face of woman. He had 
forgotten all in that luminance of light, that glow of colour, 
that delicious dreamy fragrance. 

Remembrance returned to him as she released her hands 
from his hold, and drew' slightly from him. They could 
not meet as strangers, while betwixt them W&8 the tie of a 
life restored, and the memory of that hour of awful peril 
in which she had. been his saviour. But he had come. 
armed and alone, by violent entrance into her solitary 
chamber in the lateness of the night; and on her face was 
the look of one to whom insult was intolerable and all fear 
unknown-then he remembered what had brought . ~ 
thither, and spoke ere she could speak.. , 

• Pardon me for the rude abruptness with which I haTe 
broken on you; nothing can excuse it save the truth. I 
followed, as I thought, one of my Moldavian assassins. _I 
hunted him down the Bosphorus, and lost his track in the 
i8J'dens here. I fancied-' . 

, Your assassins ?-here?' 
'Doubtless it was an error pf mine!' he broke in hastily. 
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That thia house could be his murderer's lair was impos
lible, aince it W&8 hers, and he forbore to tell her how 
closely he had hunted his quarry to her presence, lest he 
ahould give her alarm. • I rode bim down into a wilder. 
ness of palm-trees and cactus, and missed his trail in the 
darkness-the coward was unarmed, I eould not fire on 
JUm, and he escaped me. I saw a light gleam through the 
cedars; and I forcoo my entrance; then I forgot all
even forgot what my own violence must appeal'-llince it 
led me to you!' 

His voice dropped and. 'softened as he spoke the last 
word. The pitiless passion which had alone possessed him 
as he had dashed aSIde the draperies a.nd forced his way 
into what be had believed the covert of the man he hunted 
W&I outweighed and forgotten. Even while he spoke he 
had no memory but for her. 

She shuddered slightly, and glanced into the dim twi
light gloom of the court on to which her chamber opened. 

'If you tracked him into these gardens, he may be there, 
or may have hidden here. Search-have my people with 
you-let them take torches, and seek through the gardens_ 
Noone can have entered; but the grounds are a wilder· 
ness-' 

• More likely he h&8 escaped to the sea-shore j and all I 
know, or care now, is, that he h&8 served to bring me-
lw.1 0 ! my God, if you knew how I have sought you! 
-and. now that we have met, what can I say? Nothing 
that will not leave me deeper your debtor than before.' 

• Say no more. You owe me nothin~. Who would not 
have done for you the little that I did. , 

• You pcrilled your life to save mine, and mine is owed 
to you ~ a man's life W&8 ever owed for angel work,' broke 
in Erceldoune, while the force of a new and strange soft
neaa trembled through hia voice &8 he atood alone in the 
atillness of the night witb this woman, of w~om he knew 
nothing-nothing, save that sbo filled his soul and his 
lenses with a sweet fierce joy that had never touched them 
before, and that he had been rcscued from hie grave by 
her band. 

Over her face swept a look almost of pain. . 
• Call nothing I did by that name. And-why should 

JOu feel it as a debt, &8 a merit even? A little cold watet 
~eld to a etranger'. lipe. 1t is not worth II thought.' 
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• It wo.s worth my life, and with my life I will pay it, if 
you will take the payment, b~ it made in what guise it , . . 
may. " . 

They wore no empty words of courteous requital i they' 
were, an oath to the death, if need be. She was silent, 
while her glance dwelt on him where he stood,reared no\v 
to' his full stature, in the amber flood of the lamps, the. 
snowy ,folds of the burnou~ flung back, and on his face. a 
grandeur from the stormy passions an. instant ago lashed 
to their height, blent with the eager light with which' he 
looked on her. Then she held her hand out· to him, with 
the' beautiful impulse of a proud anC!. graCious nature 
touched and. bending with a sovereign grace. 

'I ,thank you for your WQrds. "There is no question of 
debt now; they more than pay the little I could do to serve 

, you in your peril. -II e cannot. meet a~ strangers;' lct us· 
part as friends.'. . "' . 
.. The words mre, even in their gentleness, a .sign o{ dis
missal.He bad broken in on her II-bruptly, and the night 
was late. He, bowed low over hex: hanC!.-as we bow over 
that 'of an empress., . '. . . 

, Part l True; I come unb1dden here; I have no right 
to linger in 'your presence: but we cannot part until I 
know.that. we shall meet again .. I hll:ve not found to-night 
wha.t I have sought 80, longunceasmgly and, hopelessly. 
only to-night onCll JUore to 1088 it.' 
. She drew back slightly, and her face grew paler. while 
over its brilliance swept a trou.bled feverish shadow. She 
answered nothing. . ' 

'You can know nothing of me now. but at least you wiU 
c;onsentto know more P ~ he pursued. 'A name alone tells' 
little; yet had lone 1>y whi,cl1. to. seek the saviour of my. 
life, it would not have Qeen 80 long before you had ;hear!1 
mine.'. '. . . .. ". ., ., 

ln~the hot night, in the perfumed stillness, iIi the sll(i~ 
den revulslon fr?m thevi?lence of vengeance to tile wild. 
sweetness .. of th1s woman s presence, words far. di.fferent 
reeled through his thoughts and rose to his lips; .but they 
OVere held back by his own Bense of their madness, and by, 
the dignity, nameless yet resi~tless, which Burrounded her • 
. 'You would ~ow my ~ameP It is Idalia. Vassalis.'. 
Bh~ uttered 1t almos~ D?- defiance, yet a defiance which 

6ad a PJ:OfOlUld lIadIlflsl m It. like the defillo!lce of. the slave. 
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'And why conceal it so 10ngP Can you not think what 
it was to owe so great a grat.itude to you, yet to be left in 
luch strange ignorance of my prellerver tliat, for anything 
which I eoulJ tell, we might never have met on earth?' 

• I had reasons for deairjng .my own name . untold: she 
answered coldly, as though interrogation wero unknown to 
her. • Besides, I never thought t~tyouwould,have any 
remembrance of me.' ' . 

• To have lost remembrance I must have lost the life you 
rescued.' . 

The brief worde laid a volume; ahe knew they were no 
9ffspring of hollow courtesy,.but .. passionate truth. broken 
up unbidden from a character in which 3. boM and noblci 
simplicity prevailed. oyer all that the world. had. taught; in 
motive, in purpose. in action, and. in speech. To under .. 
8tan<l her; might for yeara bewilder and mislead the' man; 
to understand him, tlie few.momenta of that:night sufficed 
to the woman. 

, It il few remember as you do,' she said; and the iioft 
lingering richness of her' voice; with an unspoken melau:.. 
choly vibrating through it, thl'illed through· him; • Life is 
DO great gift given back ·to merit gratitude! . But, while 
we lose time in words, your murderer will escape. If you 
chased him to these gardens, there is no. outlet seaward. 
Take my people with you. Some are Albauians, and will 
serve well and boldly under need. Let the groundS: be 
searched, for my sa.fety if not for your own.' . 

While she spoke she rang a hand.bell; a.negresll obeyed 
the summons-an Abyssinian; clothed in scarlet and white. 

• Bid Paulus. and. his sons take arms and torches, and 
wait; without on the terrace,' said the mistress to her slave,· 
who gave the salaam .silently, and left the cha.mber .. '·The· 
men will be faithful- to you/ she resumed· to Erceldoune.' 
'Let them accompany you home; if your assassins be in' 
Turkey, the Bosphorus shores cannot be safe for you alone. 
No i""-You will not refuse me; yoll. can . set little store ·on 
the life you sa.y I gave you back if you wouldirisk it wan .. 
tonly 80 Boon.' , . . 

, My life will be dearer. and richer to me from·to.night.' 
The words broke from him on' impulse and almost 

unawares, as he bent before her in farewell: he could not ' 
linger after his dismissal; to have disputed it would have· 
beeu im1l0Blliblft,. for th(lJ'e was .. bout her that; DaUlclell8 
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royalty which is its own defence, andw)llch no man ever 
insulted with impunity, or insulted twice. 

She avoided all notice of his words as she gave him he. 
adieu, speaking, as she had hitherto done, in }'rench . 

. He bowed over her hand, but he held it still. 
• And to-morrow I may have permission til return, and 

seek to say all for which I have no words to-night? The 
debt that you disclaim must, at least, be 8ufficiilnt bOIh 
between U8 for us not to part as strangers?' . 

Looking upward he· saw a certain hesitation upon ht'r 
face; her eyes· were suddenly darkened by a shadow it 
were hard to describe, and she was silent. Chivalrous iu 
his courtesy to women, pride was too strong in him for him 
to sue when he was repulsed, to entreat where he was un
.desired. He released her, and raised his head. 

• It is not for me to force my presence on you.' Fare
well, then, and take, once for. all, my gratitude for a debt 
that it has pleasured you to embitter.' _ 

The words were proud, but they were also pained·; they 
were the terse, unstudied phrases of a man who was 
wounded, bilt who could not be lowered, and would not be 
angered; they served him better, and touched her more 
keenly, than more servile or . more honeyed utterances 
would have done. She smiled with a certain amusement, 
yet with a graver and a gentler feeling too. 

I Nay, you need not read my silence so. Come here 
again if you wish.' . 

Just then the clang of the Albanians' arms announced 
their readiness on the terrace without. He bowed down 
once more before her, and left her standing there, with the 

·clusters of the roses at her feet, and the colour of the rich 
chamber stretching away into dim distance around her 
as she had· suddenly broken on his 8ightwhen he had 
d.ashed back the purple draperies in pursuit of his as~ 
8a~sin . 
. And he went out into the night with one thought alone 

upon him. He felt blind with the glow of the light, in
~oxicated with the incense of odours, dizzy with all that 
lustre of maze and delicate hues, of golden arabesques, of 
gleaming marbles, and of scarlet blossoms; but what had 
blinded his sight and made his thoughts reel were not these. 
b\1t w~ the sJJllle of the woman who had CI~ddenlllit tPt 
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life to , beauty which he Lad passed through half the 
years that are allotted to man never having' known or cared 
to know. 

CHAr:rER I~. 
BITTER TAImHA118EL 

O. his foe there was no trace. 
The Monarch stood undisturbed, with the bridle Sung 

ovcr the cedar bough, and the Barbary mare lay motionless, 
with her right fore-leg twisted under her and broken. Of 

. bis foe there was no trace ; and he rode on silently down 
the Bosphorus shore back into Pera, with the Albanians 
running by his horae's side, their torches throwing a ruddy 
glare over the moonlit sea and silvered sands, and on their 
own picturesque dresses and handsome classic faces, as 
they held on to his stirrup-leather. . 

A few moments before, and he had had no thought save of 
the blood-thirst with which he had ridden his enemy down 
the Bhore, and of the just vengeance of an unpardonable 
wrong; now he had no memory save one. 

With the morning he rose, with but this one thought 
.till-he would lee her again. With the early dawn, 
while the sound of the drums wall rolling through the 
mists, as they heralded the Commander of the Faithful 
going to prayer, he was plunging into the gray depths of 
the Bosphorus, IIleep beyond his bidding. He knew that 
for hours yet he could not go to her; but he watched the 
IUn in intolerable impatience for it to travel faster on its 
way. He walked alonG to and fro the silent· shore in a 
dream that was filled with her memory, and dead to all 
else. He did not pause to analyse what he felt, not even 
to wonder at it, his life was launched on the tempestuous 
lea of yassion, and he lived in & trance of feverish 
intoxicatIon, restless pain, and sweet idolatry. What 
avail how great had been his strength before P It only 
lerved to fling him down in more utter captivity now. 

Far looner than ceremony would han, allowed him, he 
rode down the Bame path by which he had pursued the 
Greek the night before; but of him he had no more 
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thought tlum -if he were blotted from his life, when once 
more he looked upon her, a woman fitted for a throne.' . 

She did not give him her hand, but she BlIliled~that 
Btnile which gave its light to her eyes yet more than to her 
lips; and he thought that she must hear the beating of his 
lIearli---'-it had never throbbed 80 thick and fast when he 
)lad given the word for his own death-shot in the Car-

£athian pass. He had I1ever felt hi~self stricken strength
ess ~nd powerles.s, blind and dizzy with a thousand :new 

emotions, as he felt now. So had another bold-Border 
chief. :the' Night.: :Rider of th~ Marches, been conquered 
whim Bothwell stood. before hIS Queen 
,i I His thoughts were full of fever; his life seemed con
.fuBed,-yet transfigured. To have thrown himself at her 
feet, and gazed there upward to her in silimce and in wor~ 
-.ship, would have been to follow the impulse in him.. She 
.knew it; his eyes spoke all on which his lips were perforce 
. dumb; .he did DoUhink how much they betrayed him ; he 
did not dream how much they told-to a woman who had 
'Wakened so much love: that its faintest sign was known to 
he~f the tumult in his heart,of the glory in his life, of 
the. mad.nesl! in .his soul, which.were so mingled and n 
nameless to himself. . 
.' In. that moment. the whole heart of the man,in its brave 
truthfulness, its· bold -manhood, ita headlong faith, and its 

: awakening passions, was open before her as a book. She 
Jmew.h~rrwer over .. dallnUess, loyal life: how would 
:61:(' nBC it· .' '. -

Bloc let hel: glance dwell on him. for a momenf;.,-those 
.lustrous changeful eyes; whose hue could never be told, 
e::.lmly meeting the passion of his own, calmly reading and 
watching the type and the worth of this life, which through 
)~r was stiU among thc living . 

. .' JIave YIlU found no trace of your assa.ssin?· she asked 
~hilU carelessly. 'They told me there were no signs of him 
.on the shore la.st night.' 
. ' I forgot him. I hare only remembered that he brought 
'me here.' . .-

'.Itis not many who would follow. so generous a code aa 
. ionrs. Y 011 have a deathless memory for gratitude, a 
.torgivillg obijyion of injury.' . . - '. 

'Bush, do not give me credit .that is not mine. . A. fill 
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gratitude, it 1S not tnat only which has mac~lf Ill-Jff~ . .J#>-¥ 
M memory save the memory" of you.' ... 

Ilia voice trembled; the words escaped hi in'volRW.~Yi 
be was scarcely conscious what he said. bo~({ ~ft:. 
that digr.ity which repulsed without rebukin e oIiiia_ 
of the words. . 

• You do me far too much honour. The little 
in common human charity mcrits, as· I said before, 
neithcr thanks nor memory.-You stay in Coristantinople, 
I BuppoRe P' she continued, wiLh that ease which was 
almost cold-cold, at lcast; compal'cd to tIle tumult of im
passioned impulses, unconsidered thoughts, and newly.born 
emotions which were warm and eager .in the. heart of her 
listener.· It checked him; it stung and chilled him. 

• I am waiting for home despatches,' he answered her i 
'I ama Queen's courier, as you may have heard~ You are 
Jiving here pl' 

• Only for a while; IOnie months~a few days, I do not 
know which it may be. .Y GU, who are so svlenc.lid an artist 
must find constant occupation in the East. 

• I f I am little of an artist, save. when my horse or my 
riBe are out of reach. We of the 'old Bord~r rarely 
'carved our names in any other fashion than by the 
sword.' 

Sho saw how little Ms thoughts were with his words, as 
she met again the burning gaze of eyes· that told far 
more than be knew. Their language was too familiar 
to her to move her as it would have moved a woman 
less used ~ its utterance; it was a ,tale 80.01d to he~. 
She sighed a little impatiently, a little wearily; she waa 
unutterably tired of love. What was intoxication to 
him was but a thousand.times told story to her. And yet 
ahe saw that this man would suffer; and she foresaw that 
he would suffer through her. She pitied him, &9 it wu 
not in her commonly to pity. . . 

• I saw you in Sicily, surely P' he. pursued,-' for one mo. 
ment, as you passed in a lateen·boat p' 

• I was in Sicily a YE'at ago j I' daresay you might bave 
leen mt'.' . 

• You travel much P , 
I 'Vho does not in our daYB , • she a.nswered., with carelellSo 

ne88, but carelo8sness that veiled a refusal to speak furthe" 
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of herself, which was impenetrable. She had every grace 
of womanhood, but beneath these she had a haughty !IoJ\d 
courtly reticence that was impassable. 'Travel has one 
. great attraction-it leaves little room for reflection. You 
like it yourself P , 

'Yes, I like it. A courier's suits me better than any life. 
1 Ql:cept a soldier's, would have done. However, it was not 
with me a matter of preference j I was ruined j I was glad 
of any post.' 

He said it frarikly, and with the indifference which his 
4lecayed fortunes really were to him ; but he saw that she 
was rich. he heard that she was titled, and he would not 
form her friendship under false colours, knowing that his 
own title gave him a remblance of wealth and of station he 
had not. 

She smiled slightly; there were both wonder at his hon. 
esty and comprehension of his motives in that smile. The 
candoul' and integrity of his nature were very new to her, 
and moved her to a wonder almost kindred to reverence. 

• You are rich, I think,' she said a little wearily. 'You 
have strength, liberty, manhood, independence, honour j 

'how many have forfeited or never owned those birthrights I 
You chose very wisely to take a wanderer's freedom rather 
than 'the slavery of the world.' '. 

Erceldoune shook himself with a restless gesture, as an 
eagle chained shakes his wings. 

Ich diane nicht Vasallen I' 

he mutteredixi. his beard . 
. She laughed, but her gaze dwelt on him in sympathy with 

the fiery independence of his nature. 
'Never the vassal of a llave P Then never· be the slave 

ofa womanl' 
He looked at her. and there wal Bometlling wistful in the 

look. He. wondered if she knew her power over him, and 
if she made a jest of it. He could not answer her with 
.lhat badinage, that gay light homage, that subtle flattery, 
to which she was accustomed j he felt too earnestly, too 
deeply; a man of few words, save when keenly moved Of 
mue.h interested, he could not give himself to the utterance 
flf those airy nothings while all hill life was stirred with 
paSiion he could not name. 
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At thnt moment the great Servian hound entered through. 
the open window from the terrace, and stood looking ali 
him with its wolf.crest up, its' fine eyes .watc~ful and 
menacing, Bnd a low angry growl challengll;lg ~Im a~ a 
.tranger. It was a magnificent brute, massive In build, 
lithe in limb, pure bred, and nearly as tall as a young deer 

Erccldoune turned to him Bnd stretc;hed out his hand. 
'Ab, tbere is my gallant friend. lowe bim a debt too." 
Tbe animal stood a second looking at him, then went and 

laid down like a lion couchant at her feet. 
She laid her hand on his great head-a hand of exceeding 

fairness and elegance. with tbe sapphires and diamonds glit
teril17 there, which Mother Veronica had noted with a re
ClUBIlS quick appreciation of worldly things. 

• You must forgive him if he be discourteous; he h8s so 
often been my only champion, that he is apt to be a little 
rash in his "hivalry.' 
, • I honour him for his fidelity. But your only champion!' 
'Vbere was the chivalry of the world, to leave such a po~t 
to BdogP' 

• Where I In idle vows and poets' drpams, I imagine; 
its ouly home in any time, most likely. The Ritter Tann
hiuser swore his knightly homage in the V en usb erg. bu~ 
ere long he turned on her who gave him hill delight: 

" 0 Venus schone Fraue meUo. 
Ihr aeyd eine Teufelinne I" 

Tbe German legend is very typical.' 
I Tannhiiuser was lI. cur I ' said Erceldoune, with an elo

quent warmth ill his ,"oice rather than ill his words. I Wbat 
matter what she was P wbat matter whence she came P she 
was the Bovereigu of hiB life; she had given him 10\'e, and 
glory, and delight; Bhe was Ai,. It waB enough-enough 
to lose a world for, and to hold it well lost.' 

He paused Budden]y in the passionat" pJetic impulse on 
. which he Bpoke, which -had broken up in his heart for the 
first time, utterly alien, 8B he beliaved, to his nature, to his 
temperament, t;, his will. It 11'&8 of her aii'd of. himself 
that he tllr-.ught, net of the old Teutonic Minnesinger's 
legend of Tannhiluser; and the rich glow of the sunlight. 
BlAnting acros. the mOBaic pavemenii. shone in the dark 
~18 hlltt:e of his eyes, and lent its warmth to the Murillo-
like bronze of hill cheek, • 
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She was a- woman of the world; that noble truthfulnesl!; 
that galL .... nt faith. that knightly earnestness were new and 
very strange to her. They touched her. , 

-. 'If Tannhauser bad loved like thaf...,;,-wbo knows P--even 
she. the Teufelinne. might have been redeemed. She could 
not bave been faithless to such faith.' she said half musingly, 
rather following out her thoughts than addressing him i and 
iIi her voice there was a vague pathetic pain. " 

Mad words ro~e to his lips in reply-words that he bad 
to hold down in silence; the room seemed dizzy round him, 
the odours of the flowers reeled in bis brain as though they 
were narcotics; he watched, like a man half-blinded, her 
band wander among the scarlet blossoms, and toy with the 
waters of the fountain. It was a delirium; and, for all its 
feverish pain, be would not have exchanged it to have back 
the happiest and most tranquil hour .of his past. He had 
,dreamed of her, till he had loved her 'as utterly as ever a 
man loved a woman; he was in her presence-at last I-and 
all love that before might be ,but & dream· became at once 
with giant growth a passion. She did not-with him at 
lemit-:--seek her power; but Buch power was· hers in its 
widest'mnguitude of empire; and she was a little weary of 
it, as sovereigns are weary of theircrowils. . , 

'You give fresh air the preference,-will you come into 
my gardens P They are very wild. but I like them the 
better for that,' sha: asked him, as. she rose with that half
languid grace which bespoke something of oriental blood in 
her. and moved out on to the terrace. 

The gardens were, in truth, untrimmed BS the neglect of 
years could make them, but they had been originally palae" 
grounds. and all the colour and luxuriance of uncht'cked 
vegetation made them, beautiful, with their wilderncss of 
myrtle, cactus, and ,!?omegranate, and their stretches of un
trained roses bloommg round the 8plas~ing waters of the 

. marble and porphyry fountains. . , 
• Little has been done here for years, and yet there is a 

loveliness in them not to be had in trimmed 8I).d tl'ained 
'chateau gardens,' she ,said, as she turned so that the Bun 
filII full on her face with its delicate haughty lustre, its 
richness and fairness of hue. _. 

• Yes I there i8 a loveliness,' he answered her; as h18 eyes 
looked down into hers, • greater than I ever believed ill 
before.' ,. 
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She laughed a little j slightly, carelessly. 
'What enthusiasm! So great a traveller cannot, suroly; 

find an;ything so new and striking in a wild Turkish garden? ' 
ahe slLld half amusedly, half languidly, a trille ironically, 
purposely misapprehending his words. 

The look came into his eyes that had been there before, 
when she had bade him never to be the slave of a woman. 

, proud, and yet wistful. \ 
;. • I do not know that! I he said almost bitterly ; 'but I 
, k~ow that the gardens may be as .fatal as those of Uhland's 
LIDden-tree. You remember how the poem begJ.Ds P' 

The words took an undue effect on her; resentment came 
on her, haughty inquirr.into her eyes, that she turned full 
on him in Borne surprise, some anger, and yet more, as it 
Beemcd to him, disqUIet. Then all these faded, and a pro
found saduess followed them. 

'Yes, I remember,' IIhe said calmly.' Take warning by 
W olfdieterich, and do not lie under the linden I Rather, 
to speak more plainly, arid'less poetieaIly,never come 
where you d~ not see where your footsteps will lead you:. 
You know nothing of me, save my name; leave me with
out knowing more. It will be best, believe me-far best.' 

She paused as she spoke, as they mO\'ed down the avenue, 
the roses strewing the grass path, and the Bosphorus 
waves flashing through' the boughs. The singularity of 
the words struck him less at that moment than the in
junction they gave him to leave her. Leave her I-in the 
very moment when his quest had been recompensed; in the 
first hour whcn, at last In' her presence, at last in her bome, 
the fugitive glory of bis dreams was. made real, and be bad 
found the woman who had literally been' to' him the angel 
oflife. 

Beneatb the sun-bronze of his face sbesaw the blood 
come and go quickly and painfully; he paused, too, and 
lItood facing her in the cedar aisle, with that gallant and 
dauntless manhood which lent its kingIinesll to bim' by 
nature. 

'Best P For which of us P' 
'Fur you.' 
'Then I must refuse to obe}'.' 
• Why P Refuse because It is for. yourself tbAt I have 

,pokell P t,' . 
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'Yes. If my presence jeopa.rdised you,l must obey, 
and rid you of it; if I alone be concerned, I 'l'efuse obe
dience, berause I would give up all I have ever prized on 
earth-save honour-to be near what I have sought so 
long, and sought so vainly.' 

It was all but a. declaration of love to a woman of whom 
he knew nothing, save her beauty and her name. She read 
him as she would have read a book, but she did not show 
her know ledge. 

'You are. very rash,' she said softly, without a touch of 
irony now. r I have said truly, I "have said wisely, it ",ill 
be best for you that our friendship should not continue-
should barely commence. If you persist in it, the time 
will, in every likelihood, come when you will condemn me, 
and reproach yourself for it. I speak in all sincerity, even 
though I do not give you my reasons. You consider-very 
generously-that you owe me a debt; it would be best paid 
by obeying what I say now, and forgetting me, .. if we had 
never met.' . 

She spoke with the courtly eal!le of A woman of the 
world, of a woman used to speak and to be obeyed, to guide 
and to be followed; but there was a certain in1l.ection of 
regretful bitterness in her voice, a certain shadow of 
troubled weariness in her eyel, as if she did send him from 
her without some reluctance. They were strange words; 
but she had known too many of the multiform phases of 
life to ha.ve any feminine fear of singularity or of its impu
tation, and had passed through unfamiliar paths with a 
fearless, careless grace wholly and solely her own. 

His frank eyes met hers, and there was in them a pall-
sionate pain. " 

'You bid me pay my debt in the only coin I cannot com
mand." Obey you, I will not. Forget you, I could not: 

She smiled. 
r Twenty-four hours' absenoe soon supplies anyone with 

oblivion! ' 
'It is a year since I saw you il;l the Sicilian boat, yet I 

have not forgotten. I shall not while I have life.' 
His voico was very low; he was wounded, but he could 

not be olt'ended or incensed-by her. 
She be.ut her head ~ith r ~w~e~ lind gracioue '1'eilt~ 9f 

lU~ends and of con le88l0~ . '-. 
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, '!'ruO i Pardon me j I wronged you, Nevertheless, in. 
deed rather because you remember so well-I still say to 
70u, 00, Ilona let ua remain 1!.8 strangers! ' 

All that waa noblest in her spoke in those words: all 
that lingered, beat and truest, in l).er, prompted them. She 
wished, for his peace, that he should leave her, because she 
knew his heart better far than he himselrj she wished
now, at the leaat-that he whom she had rescued should be 
apared from all shadow from her, from all love for her j she 
wiahed-now, at leut-to ave him. From what P From 
herself. 

Yet it was not without pain on her side alsoJ though 
that pain was concealed, that she spoke. 

He looked at her steadily, the earnest, open, loyal, un. 
artificial nature of the man striving in vain to read the mo
tive and the meaning of tho woman, and failing, as men i 

mostly do. . 
His face grew very white under the warm brown left 

there by Asian and Algerian suns. 
• Ir you command it, I must obey. My presence shall be 

DO forced burden upon you. But you cannot command on 
me forgetfulness, and I could wiali rou had been merciful 
1Jifor~, and left me to die were I lay. 

U nconaidered, spoken from his heart, and the more pro
found in pathos for their brief simplicity, the words moved 
her deeply, 10 deeply, that tea1'l, rarest sign of emotion 
with ber, that ahe had never known for years, rose in her 
eyea as they dwelt on him j her lips parted, but withou~ 
.peech; ahe Btood silent. 

The day was very still i aheltered by the cedara from the 
heat, the golden light quivered about them j there was ~no 
lound but of the cicada: among the pomegranate leaves, and 
of the waves breaking up against the marble palace stairs; 
neither ever forgot that single hour when on one word the 
future hung. His eyes watched her longingly; he did Dot 
uk who ahe was, whence she came, for what reason she 
thus bade him go from her; he only remembered the glory 
of her loveliness, and the words in which ahe had aaid, • 00, 
and let ua remain henceforth 88 strangers.' 

• Answer me. madame,' be said briefly. • do you,for your • 
.ev, command me to le~ve you P' 

'Por myself' No. I cannot command Tou-it is only 
for your lake-' 
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She paused. What was, in truth, in her thoughts .. 
would have been impossible to put in clear words before 
him; she could not tell this man that what she feared for 
him was the Jove that he would feel for herself; and wha. 
she had said sufficed to give back to, his heart its restless 
tumult of vague joys, sufficed to make the present hour in 
'which he lived full of sweet intoxication. ' 

'Then, since llpt for yourself you command, for myself! 
refuse to obey; refuse, now and for ever-come what wilJ
ever to be to' you again as a stranger.' 

The tremor was still in his voice, but there were in it, 
too, the thrill of a triumpllllilt gratitude, the reckless resolve 
of a tropic passion: she knew that the die was cast, that to 
Bend him from her now would serve but little to make her 
memory forgotten by him. She knew well enough that 
forgetfulness was a treasure for evermore beyond the reach 
of those who once had loved her. 

, Be it BO ! We will have no more words on the matter, 
she said carelessly, as she passed' onward with a low light 
laugh; her temperament waf! variable, and she did not care 
that he should see that new unwonted weakness which had 
roade her eyes grow dim at tIle chivalry and pathos of his 
llricf \vords. • The fantasies of Uhland have made us speak 
as poetically as themselves. My' counsels were counsels of 
wisdom, but since W olfdieterich will rest under the linden, 
lle'mustaccept the hazard! How calm the Bosphorus is, 
the waves are hardly curled! There is YlY boat at the foot of 
the stairs; it is not too warm ye" .. ~. '-,1£ an hour on the sea 
if you would like to take the Oal.... , ' 

A moment ago and she had forbade him any knowledge 
of her, and had sought to dismiss him from her presence j 

-now she spoke to him familiarly and without ceremony, with 
-the charm of those first bright sweet hours of communion 
when stt'angersglide into friends; that hour' which either, 
in friendship or in love, is as the bloom to the fruit, as the 
daybreak to the day, indefinable, magical, and fleeting. 

The calque rorked on the water, half hidden under the 
hanging boughs of myrtles at the landing-stairs, while the 
Bea lay calm as a Bun-girded lake, nothillg in sight except a 
far-oft' fleet of olive-wood feluccas. And with one stroke of 
the oars amoDg the fragrant water-weeds, the little curled 
gilded Ilea-toy floated Boftly and slowly down tlle still gr~1 
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waten that glistened like a lake of silver in the Bun. 
Erceldoune was in as ecstatic a dream as any opium-e:lter._ 
She had, cast away whatever thoughts- had weighed ou her 
when she had bade him leave her j a step once taken, a 
decision once given, she was· not a woman to vacillate in 
farther doubt or in a.fter-regret, she was at once too proud 
and too nonchalant. She had bidden him, in all sincerity, 
remain a stranger to her; he had refused to obey, and had 
chosen to -linger in her presence. She let his will take its 
course, and accepted the present hour. The vessel dropped 
down the Bosphorus in the sunlight so smoothly,. that a 
lazy stroke of the oars now and theu sufficed to guide it 
along the shore, where the cypress and myrtle. boughs 
drooped almost to the water, and the heavyodoufs ofjasmiu(l 
ana roses floated to them from the gardens across. the sea. 
Lying back among her cushions, so' near him that he could 
fe?l the to)1ch of her. lacel sweep across him as t~e bre~ze 
stirred them, and could see the breath of the . wllld steal 
among the chestnut masses of' her hair that was drawn back 
in its own richness from her brow and fastened'with gold 
threads scarce brighter than its own hue, the fascination of 
Idalia-a danger that men far colder and better on. their 
~uard than he found them-selves powerless against---:gaiued 
Its empire Oil him, as the spell of the Venue berg stole on the 
will and the senses of the mailed knigh.t Tannhiiuser. With 
a glittering gaiety when ehe would j with a knowledge of 
tho wOi'ld, varied, it seemed, almost beyond any womau's 
Icope j with the acquisition of most la.ngua.ges and. of their 
literature, polished and profound to scholarship; with a 
disdainful, graceful, ironic wit, delicate, but keenly baTbed ; 
and with all these a certain shadow of sadness, 'half scornful, 
half weary, that it ~ave to her at times an exquisite gentle
ness and a deeper mterest yet, she would have had a fatal 
and resistless seduction, without that patrician grace of air 
and form and that rarity of personal attractions which made 
her one of those women wnom 'no man looks on without 
homage, r~w men without· passion. With the ease which 
long acquaintance with the world alone gives, she spoke on 
all topics lightly, brilliantly, the languor or the satire of one 
Inoment changed the next to the poetry or the earnestness 
which Beemed to lie full as much in her nature; and even 
while ahe s~oke of trifles, she learnt eveq trait, every touch 
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of his life, his character, his fortunes, Bnd hIs tastes, tllOUgh 
he never observed or dreamt of it-though he never noted 
in turn that in it aU no word escaped her that could have 
told him who she was, whence she came, what her past had 
been, or what her present was. The frank, bold, loyal nature 
of the man loved and trusted, and had nothing to conceal. 
She, of penetration as keen BS she WBS in tact most subtle. 
read his life at will, while her own was veiled. 

The caique dropped indolently down the shore, the oar. 
scarcelYlarting the bright waters, the warmth of the day 
tempere by a low west wind, blowing gently from the Le
vantine isles, spice-laden with their odour. With the rise 
and fall of the boat, with the perfumes of rose gardeIlB 
borne on the air, with the boundless freedom of cloudless 
skies and stretching seas, there were blent the murmur of 
her voice, the fragrance of her hair, the glance whose 
brauty had haunted him by night and day, the fascination 
of a loveliness passing that even of his remembrance. It 
llE)emed to him as if -they had been together for ever, 
drifting through the glories of an Avillion j all if, until 
now, in all his life he had never lived. He was like a man 
in enchantment; the world, seemed no longer re.J. to him. 
but changed into a golden and tumultuous dream. 

Time, custom, ceremonies, all grew vague and indiffer
ent j it seemed to him as if he had loved this woman 
for an eternity. The passion' suddenly woke in. him 
would have broken its way into hot unconsidered words, 
but for that light chain lying on his love and binding 
it to silence, which only gave it more tenacity and more 
strength. She would not have been what she was to 
him could he have approached her with familiarity; 
could he have sought her as his mistress she would 
have fallen as his ideal. 

Noone could have called her cold who looked on 
the bl'illiance of her beauty, on the light of her smile; 
dlut the languor with which she turned aside llOmage, 
and let words of !lofter meaning glide off her ear ulllloted 
or unaccepted, gave her an impenetrability, a nonchalance, 
a serenity, that was as impassible as coldness. 

• I may return to-morrow P' he asked her, when she 
at last had made him turn the caique back, and had 
tadtly dismissed him 
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He spoke briefly; but his voice was very low, and 
there was entreaty in the tone that pleaded far more 
than a honeyed phrase would ever have done with her. 
Her eyes dwclt on him a moment, once more with that 
profound undefinable look of pit!!. 

• Yes; since you wish. I shall be happy to see you 
at dinner, if you will do me the h0lcl0ur. Adieu! ' 

She bowed, and moved to leave him. Something in 
hi. look as he answered her made her pause as she swept 
away, and, stirred by a sudden impulse (impulse was 
rare with her),. she waited' an instant and held. out her 
hand. 

He took it, and, bending his head, touched it with his 
bps as reverently as a devotee would kiss his cross. She 
laughed a little as she drew it gently away. 

, We are not in the days of Castilian courtesies! Fare-
well until to-morrow! ' . 

And with that graceful negligent movement which gave 
her so languid a charm, she passed away from him into 
the viIIa; and for Erceldoune the sun died out of the 
heavens, and all its beauty faded off the bright earth 
about him. 

He spcnt the remaining hours of the day alone-alone 
till long after nightfall-puBhing a boat far out to sea, 
and letting it Hoat at hazard, in the Bunset, in the twilight, 
in the phosphor brilliance of the moon, till the chant 
of the Muezzin rang over the waves with the dawn. 
His existence seemed dreamy, unreal, transfigured; he 
neither heeded how time went nor what he did, but 
lay leaning over the side of his boat, gazing all through 
the nigllt at the lighted latticcs of her windows, where 
they glittered through the cypress and myrtle woods. 
lIe was in the first trance of a passion he had scorned. 

CHAPTER X. 

IJ'JB SOVEREIGN O. TlIB ROmm TABLL 

ALL the day ErceldounA spent aimlossly: he took hi. 
rifle and went over wild tracts of outlying country-he 
llever asked, or knew, where-but he scarcell tired " 
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shot; the ,hOUi'1I seemed endless till they brought the 
evening; and he walked on and on through sear de
serted valleys, and over hills thick clothed with the 
sombre cypress, with little object except to throw off the 
fever in him by exhausting exercise and bodily fatigue. 
The tumultuous happiness and the :resilessdisquiet he 
felt were alike new to him; He was not a man easily to 
be the fool of his passions, or to let loose his judg; 
mellt in their intoxication; he had ]lell1 them down in 
almost as stern a curb as any of the iron knights of 
the Calatrava; and now, in sqlitude, and in the calm
ness of morning, he saw his own pe~il and his oWIl mad
ness 'as he had not in the enchantment of her presence, or 
in the iIDpassioned fantasies of the' night. He loved her; 
he did not disguise it from himsel£'jhewas notlihly to 
mislead either his own mind 01' others by the veil of a 
specious sophistry; and in the freshness and the abandon
mcmt of those first hours there came the chillier memory 
of the bidding she had given him'-to leave her and re
main a stranger to her. Fear and doubt were alike alien 
to him. Yet, in calmer reason, he could not bilt remember 
that such words must have their moti,'e in some cause he 
could not fathom'; that their me're expression had been 
strange, and argued of mystery, if not of evil. ' She had 
spoken nothing of herself j there remained still unex
plained, unguessed at, the cause she had had for the con
cealment of her name at Monastica, or of her presence at 
all iIi. those barbaric 1YIoldavian wilds. "Who was she P 
What' was her history? He could not tell. Not even 
did he know whether she were wedded or unwedded-j 
whether his love could ever bring him any chance of 
happiness through it, or whether it were already forbid
den and doomed to be-its own misery, its own curse. He 
:wew nothing. And alone on the hill-side, with the 
vulture wheeling abovehead in the noon skies, and the 
cypress thickets stretching downward to the precipice 
Deneath his feet, a quick shudder ran through his blood. 
Had he had the mastery of his life so long only to yield it
up now to break in a woman's hlLllds P Had he believed in 
and followed the ideal of his dreams only to suffer througt 
her, and be divorced from her at the .last? -

He grOlmd the butt of his rifle down into the loose 
glack soil. ' 
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• It is too laternow,' he said unconsciously aloud. C She 
laved my life ; • she shall claim it if she will Come what 
lOay, I will believe in her.' 
It was a loyal and gallant oath, pledged to the sun· 

burnt solitudes and the blue cloudless skies. Was she 
for whose sake it was sworn wort\ly of it? 

'rhe world would have told him no, and, being questIOned 
".Iby, would I1ave answered in three words: 

• She is Idalia.' 
Anything of doubt, of depression, of pam; tbat had 

mingfed with the tumult of his thoughts through the day 
swept far away when the hour came for him to go to her 
again. One of the Albanian men.servantsushered him 
through the hall and into the magnificent chamber, which, 
once the OdA of an anderiin, served now as the reception
room of the villa. The curtains were drawn b~; the 
blaze of light dazzled his sight I and his eyes, eagerly 
glancing through the vastness of the space for the Countesl 
Vasllalis, met instead the eyes of Victor Vane. _ 

His first sensation was one of intense disappointment; 
the next; of intolerable impatience; the third of reckless 
hatred. He did not pause to remember how imI;>robable 
it had been to think tliat she would have invited him alone 
to dine at her table; how unreasonable it was to suppose 
that a titled woman of so much youth and so much bril. 
liance could live in solitude the life of . a recluse; how 
natural it must be that she was acquainted with & man of 
fashionable repute and aristocratic habits, who lived chieHy 
abroad, and knew almost every continental family of note. 
He remembered none of these things; he only realised his 
disappointment; he only saw before him the ,colourless 
face of the guest he had onee entertained, and to whom he 
bad felt that quick contemptuous dislike which a noted 
fider, an untiring sportsman, a desert hunter, and & 

\raveller imp'ervioul to fatigue, was certain to conceive for 
.& delicate dilettante, an idle ailneur, a ruse silken speculator 
IIld courtier, such as Vane appeared to him. 

Something in the very attitude of this man, moreover, 
III he leant against a marble console playing with & scarlet 
lOse, and humming a Spanish bolero to himself, suggested 
ahe familiarity of custom, of iutimacv; he looked like one 
kl his own home; not less 80 from 'the way in which ho 
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ad vanced to Erceldoune, with a cordial pleasant amile of 
welcome. His smile was, indeed, always very sweet, and 
of a rarely winning promise. 

• Ah, Sir Fulke-charmed to rencw our acquaintance. 
I was delighted to hear from the Countess that she expected 
the pleasure of seeing you this evening. I assure you I 
I,ave never forgotten your most comforting hospitality on 
the moors; my only regret is that we have not come across 
each other before.' 

• You do m~ much honour, and have a long memory for 
A mere trifle.' 

Idalia had announced his acquaintancA with her to 
Victor Vane. They had talked of him then. He could 
not, would not, have spoken Aer name to friend or 
stranger. 

• The Countess tells me tbat you tbink you met about 
here one of your Moldavian assassins,' pursued the other, 
not noticing, or not seeming to notice, the coldness with 
which his advances were met. • I am not surprised; so 
many rascals come eastward. I hope you will be able to 
track the fellow.' 

• My only regret is that I did not sboot him doWn.' . 
The answer W&II brief and stern. He could have shot 

down the man before him. 
• Ah, great pity you didn't. Chivalry is wasted on tbese 

condottieri. I have seen too much of the scamps in Italy. 
That was a strange affair tbat in the Carpathians P Motive 
was political, I sbould suppose.' 

• Probably. Politics 19 the hospital for broken 
scoundrels.' 

Vane laughed softly and merrily. He was a pOl19hed 
gentleman and a polisheJ diplomatist, and never betrayed 
it if he were hit. 

• True enough. I used to busy myself with politics once 
on a time; but, on my soul, I found myself in such bad 
company that I'was glad to throw up the cards and leave 
the tables. Yoil8.! two of my bcst friends! Allow me 
the honour of introducing them to one who, before long, I 
hope, will let me claim him to make a trio. The Co~ 
Laraxa; Baron Falkenstiern-Sir Fulke Erceldoune.' 

Erceldoune looked at the two men-Hungarian and 
Thessalian. There was nothing of the adventqrer or the 
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rl~C'Ql;" tl'j"Ju~~, however, about either of them j they 
were of courtly breeding and of genuine rank. 

I Idalia is not here P' said wax&, &£ter the introduction. 
to Victor V 1UI(I, who gave him the slightest possible silencing 
gWlee of wnrning aa he answered: 

I She will be in in a moment, I dare say.' 
Erccldoune crushed bis heel into the softness of the 

earpet with a passionate oath BUllpressed. WlIat was tlus 
mall to her that he had title to Call her by her flUUilinr 
nnme P-wllat the other, that he had a right to receive her 
glH~st8 IUId speak of her actions P At that moment Diomed 
threw open the broad double doors. In the flood of sun· 
ahine still pouring in through the western windows there 
C&IJle Idalia.. 

She swept toward them with the dignity and grace of a 
WOlDAll long accustomed to hom~"8 wherever shdmoved, 
and familiar with it to weariuess. She gave the IllUDe 
reception to aU, without a shade of difference that could 
have flattered any, except that, when dinner was lUlD.ounceli 
as scned, with a slight bend of ber bead she signed Ercel. 
doune to her, and laid her band on bis arm. She might 
have felt the CJuick tremor that ran throu~h his frame at 
that aignal of her preference. at that ligllt touch of her 
Land j she did see the gladness and gratitude that shone 
in hie e~es as thel gued on her j and a sigh unconsciously 
Nt"aped Lor-a Sigh not for herself, but for him. 

They passed into a large vaulted chlUUber, the walls of 
,..hite marble, the dmpories and couches of scarlet, the 
matting a ailken amber tissue, the ceiling in fresco with 
wreathe of grapes and pomewauates raised in gold, and at 
(lue end a lofty fountain Ainging its spray up among 
flowers. 

• Who is that P" muttered Larua. I A m~ficent man, 
and she seems to favour him. Is he-prt'y t 

• No i he is .. beggared Queen's ul8Sseuger. Desides
don't JOu remember the llAIIle P-he \\'8S Count C~nrad's 
Border ~le. Take care what you Bay before hUr.." 

Larua lifted his eyebrowa. 
• WhI' in Heaven's n&me, is he here P , 
'Idaha'. caprice I You remember, she saTed bis life; 

but, take care. Le may overhear.' 
I BIl\ if Oonrad-' 
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• Conrad is at Athens by now. (Jhut/' 
1'he table was round, so that there was no place of pre

cedence except the right hand of the hostess. The dinner 
was of as much sumptuousness and elegance as if it had 
been served in Paris; and the various Albanian, Negro, 
and Turkish attendants gave the entertainment an Arabian
like effect, heightened by the Eastern character of the 
confectionery and the Eastern fruits imd flowers. The 
still lingering sunset glow was shut out, and the chamber 
was illumined with wax-lights in ,crystal or in candelabra 
at every point. Everything about her spoke of no 
ordinary . wealth; and had the air, moreover, of habitual 

,luxury, even of habitual extravagance. It might be only 
surface deep; "but that surface, at least, was brilliant. 

'1\1y table is round, like Arthur'S,' said Idalia, with Co 
smile a\ she sank into her chair; 'There should be no pre
cedence at ,a dinner-table; equality, at least, should exist; 
over soups and entrees! • 
" • Where the Countess Vassalls id, 'can there fail to be r. 
place of honour P , , 
. She laughed softly: 
" 'You would. .have ine say, like the O'Donoghue," Where 
'am, is the head of the table." That was a truer and 
haughtier prhie than wou1d have lain in a struggle" for pre
cedence. The answer always pleased me,' 

'And yet' younre for' equality, Madame P' said Victor 
Vane,with a significance in the tone that did not lie in the 
words, " "' , " 

A certam c0t:ttempt came ill£O her 'eyes and a slight Hush 
ou lIef cheek~_ " 

<My 'fancies," at least,: remain patrician; a woman is 
never" compelled to be consistent,' sue /laid, with a negligent 
indifference. 

Yet no physiogriomist who had studied the proud curve 
of her beautiful lips, or the firm mould of her delicate chin,' 
wou!d have" said that' inconsistency, or any need to tnke 
refuge in it, could ever be attributed to the Oountess Vas-
salis, whatever other errors might lie at her Bcore. " 

• What can that man be to her P • thought Erceld~une, 
while the dark colourflusbed' over his "brow. ' Vane bad 
not been named ali any relative. There was no difference 
in her manner to him from her conduct to others, yet h, 
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had about him a nameless familiarity, graceful and polished 
like all his actions, which scemed to betoken in him either 
lome sway over her or some accepted tje .to her.. JJould hit 
be hel' lover-her husband? The blood' grew like ice in 
Erceldoune's voins as the thought glanced across him. He 
felt dizzy, blinded, sick at heart, Rnd drank down uncon
Bciously the great goblet. glass of champagne beside. him 
that they had filled. The wine that he was ll"ed to drink 
like water felt DO,\,\, like so much fire i the fever WIUI in his 
life, not in the liquid. . 

The dinner was as choice and seductive a one as that 
with which the f.·tir intriguing .Queen of Aragon subdued 
the scnses and stole the allegiance of Ville:ii.a.. There was 
a shadow of melancholy still on the hostess; but the 
dazzling glitter of her wit gained.rather than lost by that 
certain disdainful languor-half scorn,half welLriness-:
which was more marked in her that evening' than: when she 
had been with Erceldoune. alone in the sunny silence of 
the Bospborus. A woman far less conscious of her power 
than sbe was conscious of it would have known thlJ,tall 
these men . loved her, and were, even if imknownto them,. 
each other', dvals. But the knowledge gave·her.no more 
Bort of embarrassment than if they had. beellguests of her 
own sex. She w:is well used to all conquest; used to meu 
in all their moods aud all their passions j used to illtoxicHt,u 
them \'rith.a smile, to 'sub~ue them with a glance; 81'e 
took little ",ine, tonching each variety with her lips; b.\~ 
ouce or twice she drank a single draught of hot chartl,'euse.-
a fiery liquenr that her sex rarely ehoose-a\J,d .:with it 
drove away the shadow that seemed on her, and ab,llJldo,ned 
herself to the gay glitter of the, hour. -Watching her, he 
could have fancied, had not the thought been too fp.ntastic, 
that BIle had taken the chartreuse as men take hot wines
to shake olf thought, and give their spirits reCklessness. 
Yet what, he Jpused" co \lId, this worn.all, !,ith he~ I!ple~dour. 
her power, her youth, and her faSCinatIOn, desu6. that she 
had not P What could be the canker ,at the eore pf tha~ 
purple and odorous pomrgranate flower of her life P' . 

The various courses. were served admirably; and he 
might ha .. ~e been dining at i.t. palace for the lavishness of tbe 
banquet. There \'ras great brilliance, too, in. the can. 
verfatioD j. {or in het p~senc6. ~ver.J on" strove. to I!hine~ 
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There was considerable freedom in the topics and in th 
wit, though never actually Bufficient to become license; 
but now and then there were flashes of jest at which Brcel
doune ground his teeth; they were a l?rofanation to hi. 
ideal-a taint on his angel. UnconscIOusly he had so 
idealised and etherealised her in his thoughts, that a soil of 
earth on her would defame if it were too late to dethrone 
her. • That is not the tone in which men Bpeak before a 
hostess they: revt'rence,' he Baid in his BOul, with fiery 
bittemes~, while lie glanced at her to Bee if she resented it. 
She lay back wjth her beautiful languor, laughing softly, 
slightly. B~e was either too familiar with it to note it. or 
if she felt resentment did not display it. 

When only the Turkish and Levantine fruIts and crystal
lised confections remained on the table in their silver 
baskets, which dainty statuettes of Odalisque slaves and 
Greek girls held up in a shower of flowers, hookahs were 
brought round by a N ubion to each of the guests.. 

• We have permission to smoke in your presence, then, 
Madame jl , SaId Erceldoune, as the porcelain narghile waa 
set beside hini. 

She looked up in slight surprise, aa though the Bolicita
'ion were new to her. 

• 0 yes. It ia as necessary to you after dinner as your 
cup of coffee. Is it not P , 

• It is always welcome, since you have the compassion to 
allow it,' he answered her, as he raised the long' amber
tipped tube. 

She smiled. 
• Of course-why not jl That' Latakia, I believe, is good P 

All the rest of it, they tell me, was bought up by the 
French Legation.' 

• It is excellent; full fragrance, but very soft. .A.propa. 
of the ChancellerieR, at which of them shall I have the hon
our of meeting you most jl As yet, you, know, I am in 
ignorance of your nation.' 

He spoke with the natural carelessness of so natural a 
question; the CounteslJ V 8SEalis, as he deemed, must be 
known by the reJ?resentatives of a.Il the great Powers. A 
shadow of impatIence came on her face, a defiant hauteur 
in her eyes. - -_ 

• You will meet me at none of the Embassies.' she said 
briefly and coldly_ 
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And in that moment ErceldounfJ .IAW Idalia aa he hal 
beYer seen bel' before. IIlW in her a certain grandeur of 
diadainf'ul defiance, a certain outlawed sovereignty as oi 
one life against tbe world. 

• The ConntE'sl Idalia has come to the East Cor rest,' in. 
terposed Victor Vane, with hiB musiL'8l, gliding voice. • How 
i. Jt possible to obtain it if you go en plnit8fJCtl to thoae 
tedioua travE'8tiea oC little courts, llla ExcellE'ncy'a recep. 
tiona? Villiting your ambassador is, I think, one of the 
severest penalties oC foreign residence.' 

• Our representatil'e will consent, I daresay, to release 
you from it if yon petitiou him ; or most likely he will Dot 
notice your choice tie brilkr par fJotre tshse7lCtl,' aaid Ercel. 
donne curtly. 

He knew the explanation was a diplomatic lie; be was 
tortured with bitter impatience to know why the man made 
himself her apologist, or haa claim to explain her actiona ; 
his thoughts were in a conflict of conjecture as to the cauae 
of her exclusion from the Embassies-for excluaion he 
believed it, by the look that Cor one instant he had seen 
upon her face. . 

The aceeaa oC Yivacity and .wando. which a considerable 
amount of wine drunk and the introducLion of tobacco in. 
uriably produce, flowed into the conversation; ita gaiety 
grew VE'ry gay, and though there was 8Lill nothing that W'8II 
licentious. there was a tone in it not customary before 
.. 'omen of rank; the anecdotes had a Breda aroma, the 
epigrams had a jockey-elub flavour. the equivoques were 
fitted for a little gilded supper cabinet in the Maison 
Dorea; luch a freedom in any other hour would have added 
to its piqnance and ita BaVour to Erceldonne as to all other 
men, but it now lashed him into vehement pain and in. 
eenaement; it brought the breath of the world-and of a 
very profane world-ou the woman of his clreama, it de
secrated and almost dimmed the beauty of his ideal Out; 
of the mists of death he bad once wakened to see her face 
in tbe haze oC the 8nnlight; the face of an angel, the Cace 
.r his altar-picture at Monaatica. When he Bat here in tha 
perrume and lustre of the Eastern chamber, with the odoura 
Of winea and floll'era. and Ipicea and incenae, witb the 
slitter of gold and azure, of silver and ICBrlet, with light 
~hter and light wit on the air. he, seemed to have lod 

It 
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b.eragain-Iest her mere cruelly. Even while clese besicle 
him, the richness ef her beauty, the glance ef her eyes, the 
touch of her trailing dr-ess, the gleam ef the diamends en 
her hicir, heightened her loveliness and heightened his pas
sion, till thtl night seemed full ef wild tumult to. him, ef 
fierce delight, and ef as fiery a pain, there was still on him 
that deadly nameless sense of seme impending less. She 
was nothing to him, werse thAn nething, if she were not 
what he believed her. Alas, where was there ever man er 
woml1n who reached the spirituaIiaed standard. ef an idealic 
leve P ; . 

The lustre and splendour of the chamber, the artistic 
mingling ef celeur, the rich wines, the dreamy perfumes, 
the scented narcetics, these were all, he knew, the studied 
auxiliaries of a weman whoso science was to beguile. But 
he dashed the accursed suspicion fl'em him as quickly as it 
reBe; he had swern to. .believe in her, he would believe in 
her. ' . ' 
. When sIw at last rese and left the dinner-table, her guests 
rese too, and followed her, A timepiece was striking 
lwelve wIlen they entered the salon. . 

'We have been long eneugh.at dinner to satisfy Brillat
Savarin,' said Idalia, glancing at-it. 'Do. yeu like cards, 
Sir Fulks P" , 

'I think rio. man conld say honestly he did not, theugh 
It is the most dangereus ef pastimes,' he answered her with 
"smile. 'I have seen it4!l evils in South America, where, as 
in PizaiTe's time, the old proverb still holds good, and they 
".game a",ay the SUll befere it rises." , . 

'. 'Many de that ever ether things than play, and before 
they .knew what their sun is werth,' she said with that pro
found sadriess .which now and then checkered her careles!> 
~rilIiancewith so dal'k a shadow. "We will have some bac
(larat, then. I am fond of play-:when it. is high enough.' 

~ I should ne~ have thought that.' : 
. She looke!!' at him with a smile; she knew his reasons 
<I.s well as though he had uttered them ; there was semething 
qf ireny, more of melancholy in the emile. 
" 'No. P B\ft it is true all the same. Why should it net 
be? High. play is excitement. and it whirls theugM 
away.'. .' . , . 

• But "(If/, should ha.ve nQ thoughts that are pa~,' 
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• Those are idle words. There are few lives without pain. 
there are none witbout reproach.' 

She turned from him with something of impatience, and 
as ber Albanians wheeled the card-table nearer, sank into 
ber coucb, drawing some cards to her. She looked a woman 
to lean over a balcony in a starlit southern night, and listen 
to a poet's eaneion, or a lover's whisper stealing up through 
the murmurs of the leaves with the reverend 'Worship of 
Petrarca; Dot one to need the feverish excitation of the 
gamester's reckless hazards. Who was she, what 'W83 
she-tbis mystery whom meD called Idalia P he wondered 
censelesaly in eager unrest. 

The baccarat commenced. 
She played with tbe skill of her country, if that country 

were Greece, as her Dame implied; played like one accus
tomed to control chance by proficiency: but also with that 
alternate listIo88nes8 and eagerness which marks those who 
seek it as a distraction from those who crave it ont of 
avarice. It was its excitement that was grnteful-~o her, the 
rapid changes aud chances. When she lost, sbe lost with an 
absolute indifference, and she staked her gold with is lavish 
extravagance that seemed to disdain speculation. Once or 
twice Erceldoune almost \hought that she sought to guide 
the aucce88 of the hazard. towards himself; if 80, she 
auccoeded I he won considerably, to his own displeasure, and 
ahe did not. Over and over again, when the current of 
chance ran for her, ahe lost it, either listlessly, with that 
careless scornful weariness peculiar to her, or with a 
reekle88D888 that made her tbrow large sums away while she 
laD~hed oYer a bon-mot. Two bours.passed rapidly in the 
whirl of the game, leaving him winner of some heavy BUmS. 
Her eyes rested. on him a moment,.on the dark soldier-like 
grandeur of his head, wbioh the rich colours and light of the 
room behind him threw up, as a noble Spanish head by 
Murillo might be thrown up on an illuminated background 
of gold and scarlet; then, at a sligh!; pause in the game, she 
rose, sweeping her laces about her. . 

• Play on by you1'8elves, mea amis, as long as YOIl,ruI. I 
iIIl constant to nothing-tbe privilege of a woman!-and I 
ahall take a cup of coffee! 

They all rose. as of course she knew that tbey woUld, and 
aathered about her. while t1ll'"0 Nubians brough. round trays 
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of Mocha and bonbons.. It had been her caprice that Ercet. 
doune should be a gainer by the baccarat, and she had 
secured her point without any semblance of effort. The 
expression used by more than one to her concerning him had 
impressed her with the idea that his necessities for money 
were far greater than they were. 

Taking their coffee, they stood about her by the marble 
basin of the fountain. As the night grew late, as the wine 
and the incense and her constant presence added heat to 
their mutual rivalry, j;he band of courtesy began to loosen, 
the instinctive jealouy that was rife among them began to 
Beethe up in covert words and bitter ironies. Erceldoune 
resented their presence, they resented his; even the bright 
soft harmony always characteristic of Victor Vane began to 
show a gleam of constraint and impatience beneath it. Any 
watcher might have seen that it needed but very slight 
provocation, a very little more license, to remove the curb 
that lay on them, and to let their enmity break into feud, 
mere strangers though they were to one another. She saw 
this, but it excited in her no passing agitation even, no 
thought of difficulty; she was used to· see the strongest 
tempests at riot, and to control them, if she CAred to do so, 
witli a glance or a word; often sbe let them destroy them
selves by their own violence. Now, she left them, and ran 
her hands over the keys of the grand piano which stood near 
the fountain, and with hardly a chord of prelude sang a rich 
Romaic ode, a mountain Bong with the old war-fire of Hellas 
in it. Her voice was of an exquisite beauty, highly 
cultivated and eloquent as any Pasta's, and it rang through 
the silence, throbbing on the air, and echoing far out to the 
night, where it was answered by the beating of the waves 
and the music of the nightingales among the roses. 

Those round her were stilled as by a sudden spell. She 
Bang on, scarcely pausing, grand, mournful impassioned 
\lhants. now Romaic, now Sicilian, now Venetian; songs of 
t;he nations, of the poets, of the hours of freedom, of the 
glories that were gone from Hellas and from Rome; songs 
of a profound pathos, of an eternal meaning. Neither 
Mozart nor Beethoven eTer gave richer melodies than were 
those poems brought from the past, from the peoples, from 
the heart of dying nations, and from the treasures of their 
p~hed liberties. 
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Erceldoune leant against the white shaft of the marble 
walls, with his head bent; music always had power over 
him and it gave her back all the divinity of his drea.ms, all 
the power of his lost ideal. Never, since the first moment 
",hen she had stooped to him with that one word' You I' 
had he seen her look as she looked now; those were the 
eyea that had bent above him with an /mgel's pity, when he 
had lain dying in the sunlight. Anything of her empire' 
that had been hazarded in the past few hours she recovered 
tenfold; anything of abhorrent doubt that had stolen into 
hia loyal~ and faith to her was swept away and forgotten. 

He beheved in her-he worshipped her! Not less so, 
whi!n with a shock of surprise, and all the Border blood 
wanning in him, he heard her sing the Scottish sonnet, beau
tiful and living still as the waters of the E~k by which it 
was written: 

'Bleep, silence, child, sweet lather of soft rest, 
Prince, whose approach peace to all mortals bringe, 
Indifferent host to shepherds and to kings, 
Bole comforter of minds that are opprest, 
Lo I by thy charming rod all breathing things 
Lie Ilumbering with forgetfulncss possest,' 

The words, only the sweeter for the lingering softness ot 
the foreign accents, came to his ear like the breath of his 
mountain air over the heather; as they died oft' the air he 
leaned eagerly forward: . 

• You know our poems? You believe that beauty may 
come even out of our rugged glens P' 

• Sl1rely everyone knows Drummond p. The gentle Cava
lier who died of his Master's death P You must often have 
leen Hawthornden, I suppose P' 

,It was my favourite haunt in my bo~hood, though I 
believe I thought more of the birds I shot In the ~len, and 
the water.fowls of the Esk, than of Drummond himself at 
that time.' . 

'And. yet there 1I"as Patr;a in every line of your face 
lI·ben you heard his sonnet just now,' she said, with a Bmile. 

, Ah I you know that Pope says, 

" A. Bcot would fight for • Christ' 8 Kirk 0' the Green" .. 

fo hear any of the old ballads is like hearing a trumpet can 
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bcsides-Drummond's words on !lour lips 11 cannot tell you 
what they were to me! . 
. ;He paused abruptly, the silence more eloquent than any 
words could bave been. 
':' .You have never beard me speak English,' she said care

lessly. 'In truth, if you will pardon me, it is the language 
I like leaet. Its low Dutch, with all the exotic additions 
th/lt have grown on it, is too bard for my lips; .and I have 
rarely had occasion to use what knowledge I possess of it. 
Apropos of Scottish poetry,. are you descended from the 
RhymerP' . . 

• We believe. him to have been of the same race; but 
what is known of him is so enveloped in legend, that it is 
hard to trace. Thomas himself has grown almost mythical, 
though ," Syr Tristam .. is immortal.' . 

'Yes I because Syr Tristam's folly is repeated by all men 
through all ages.' 

• Folly P It merite a better name tit was, at least, fide-
lity P' .' . " , 

'Folly I Fidelity I They are synonyms fo,r love. L'ufl 
"aut r autrtJ.' 

, Would you never, then, believe in passion as enduring 
as Tristam's P , • . 

• For Y Bonde, who is another man's wife P '0, yes! that 
ill a very common feature. The love is so charming because 
it is forbidden 1 • ' 

The evening was very still; the stars shining in myriads 
above the cypress and Hex woods; the heavy odours of roses 
and basilica on the air, and through the boughs of the 
cedars silvery gleams and flashes of the phosphorescent 
water. She left her seat as she spoke, and went Otlt on to 
the terrace~ and leaned a moment ever the marble wall . 

. • How. cool, how tranquil I And we spend such a night 
over. hot wines, and idle jests, and feverish play!'. . 

. To bis heart, to his lips. rose words in unison with tllat 
Iweetness of the night, born from the intoxication of the 
hour: as though she felt them ere they were uttered, and 
would have them remain unspoken. she leant slightly 
toward him. . 

• Go home by yourself-with none of them. if they invite 
you. I don't mean,' she added, with a laugh, • because 
they will knock you down to steal yourwinniugsl TheI· 
are not so low as that-yet I' 
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The whisper was low and verr ra\,id; Burprise was the 
dominant feeling that it awoke ID hIm, joined with some
tbing of. vivid wonueringdelight-she thought of his wel
fare! 

• Your wi.h i. my law,' he aDlwered her. 'Do with my 
'ife wbat you will-it is yours.' 

• No. Not mine. It is • noble trust; never give it 
rashly.' 

There was a step beside them. 
• A beautiflll night, indeed,' Baid Victor Vane. • A pic

ture of Gherardo, and a poem of Hafiz I Certainly we 
never know what stare are till we come to the East.' 

• Neyer,' anid Idalia, turning to him; • and now you may 
return to Stamboul by their ligbt. After their poetry come 
their practical DIes. I shall dismis. you all now j I am 
tired. Good-night.' 

Lightly as the words were spoken, eagerly as they longed 
to dispute the dismissal, unscrupuloU8, at least, as were 
Bome of those about her, all were constrained to obey her 
command-all were powerless to remain in her .presence. 
Ereeldounc WIiS the first to accept her dismissal; he would 
not offer her even so much insult as wonld have been 
implied in hesitation, and he took his farewell of her in. 
ataotly and almost in silence. 

Vane followed him with bis glance. 
'"Why have you taken to patronise that Border mos .. 

trooper, madame P , he asked, with a .light satirica1laugh. 
• He is nothing but a courier, and has only an owl's roost at 
home that foxe. burrow in. and cobweb. keep furnished. 
He is • roogh rider and • wild shikari, nothing" else"; they 
are odd tiUes to your preference.' ." . . 

She looked him steadily in the eyes. . 
• He is • frank and gallant gentleman; that is, perhaps, 

as strange a one I It may be odd that I should care to .ee 
all honest man by Vlay of variety j but since it is my caprice, 
harm him at fOur penI.' 

Her guest. were gone. 
In solitude she sauk down ill tile depthB of a couch, with 

the light .till playing on the diamonds in her bair, and he! 
eyea watching the raU of the showering .pray into the basia 
«If the fountain, where Bcarlet roses .wayed into the lily
!.dell waters. She gave a weary, resUe .. ai&Jb as ahe thrti8& 
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back the bright maMsell of her hair farther from her temple., 
and, leaning her cheek on her hand, gazed absently into 
the glancing surface. There wall something of release, 
somethmg of regret, something of self-reproach in her 
attitude and in her thoughts; though these were checked 
by and mingled with a careless ironic triumph, and a royal ~ 

1 habit of command and of disdain,. . , 
I 'Have I done more wrong P , she said half aloud, while 
! her proud head fell • Greater wrong than ever! He is' 
loyal and lion-hearted-abrave chivalrous gentleman: he 
should not come among usl The others can play at 
diamond cut diamond; the others are fairly armed, and 
have but their weapons turned against them. But he is of 
different mould: he will suffer-he will suffer terribly I' 

CHAPTER XL 

FAIRY-GOLD.' 

IN the full noon heat of the next day-heat that brooded. 
on the hills and glistened on the sea, in which the leaves 
and thellowers drooped, and the sails of the feluccas hung 
stirless-Idalia moved slowly and thoughtfully up and 
down her reception-room, the sunlight straying in 
checkered rays through the chinks of the shutters, and 
falling fitfully across her. The wolf-hound followed her 
step for step; there was not a Bound except the falling of 
the fountains. and the buzzing of a little humming-bird 
tangled among the 1l0wers. There was a certain shadow 
on her, but it was not that of grief-still less was it that 
of any tremulous effeminate Borrow; it was haughty, un. 
restful, with much of doubt, much of rebellion, much of 
disdain in i~the shadow that was on the Reine Blanche in 
the fetters of Fotheringay, on Marie Antoinette in the 
presence of Mirabeau. There was an intense scorn in the 
Ilark, soft lustre of her eyell-the eyes of a Georgian or a 
Greek. She was netted closely in, in a net partially of 
~ler own past weaving; self-reproach was not the least 
keen of many regrets that were heavy upon her, and the 
world was against her; but she was not v/Ll1quished nor 
intimidated.' , 
. She carne and paused before an open ca.binet; on whoso 
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writing-atand lay a pile of letters. Her eyes rested on the 
one that lar uppermost, and read its lines for the second 
time with disdain, revulsion, pity, impatience, and loathing 
all mingled in her glance. 

I He always wants money! He would give his soul for 
money; and yet he throws it away as idly as the winds!' 
she thought, while her hand absen~ly caressed the great 
head of the hound. I Well! he can have it. I will 
always give him that. I would give it him all-down to 
the very diamonds-if he would leave me free, if he would 
cut away every link of the past, if he would go and never 
let me aee his face again.' 

Yet still, though there was much of profound dejection 
and hearl·sickness at her life upon her, there was no fear 
in it, and no sadness that had not as much disdain. She 
laid both hands on the dog's broad forehead, and looked 
down into his eyes. 

'O, Sulla! when one life is chosen, is there' no escape 
into another P If we accept errol' in blindness once, is 
there no laying it down P Plutarch has written, " When 
we see the dishonour of a thing, then is it time to renounce 
it." But what can we do if we cannot-if it stay with 
us, and will not forsake us P . How can I be free from 
itP' 

But bondage was not submission; and she was like the 
Palmyran or Icenian queens-macle a slave, but all a sove
reign still. 

A humming.bird flew against her, and, frightened, tan. 
gled itself among her lace. She put her hand over it and 
caught it, stroked smooth the little ruffled wings, laid her 
lips gently on its bright head, and, opening one of the lat. 
tices, loosed it and let it fly into the sunny air. 

I Liberty! Liberty! It is worth any sacrifice,' she said 
half aloud, as she watched the bird's' flight through the 
gardens and outward to the sea. 

At that moment a Nubian slave threw open the broad 
double doors of jaspar at the end of the chamber, the 
hangings before it were flung aside, and Erceldoune en. 
tered her presence. 

She had said that it would be best that he should remaill 
absent; yet he was not in error when he thought that tho 
amile she had given.him last night was scarcely so sweev 
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as that she g~vo him now. He seemeJ' half' her own by 
title of that death-hour in which she had felt for the faint; 
beatings of his heart, and had watched beside him in the 
loneliness of the Carpathians. She could not forget thai 
this man's strong life would have perished but for her. 

He owed her a debt-the debt of faith, at the least. 
Whatever she might be to others, to him she had been as 
the angel of life. Moreover, there was in lda.lia, over. 
lying the proud earnestness that was in her nature, a cer
tain nonchalance-a certain languid carelessness-that 
made her look little beyond the present hour, and change 
her temperament as immediate influences prevailed. The 
tradition of birth gave her some blood of the Commneni 
in her veins; and the insouciancB of 'an epicurean, with 
the haughty power of imperial pride, were blent in her as 
they had been in Manuel. Therefore, since he had chosen 
to put aside her first warning, she allowed him now to 
come as he would. 

As for him, life was a paradise-a delirium; and he gave 
himself up to it. The earth had eternal summer for him; 
and wore an eternal smile. He sat near her in the shaded 
light and sweet incense of the chamber" while they spoke 
of things that served to veil the thoughts burning beneath 
his commonest, words; they strolled through the cedar 
aisles, and through the fields of roses, as the heat of tIle 
day faded, and the breeze began to stir among tho splen
doura of the flower-wilderness ; they passed the sunset 
hour on the sea., watching the day' die out in glory, and 
the fire from the west glow over the Marmora. waves, and 
tinge the distant snow-crests of Mount Ida. and Olympus. 

'When the little caique floated slowly homeward down 
the waters, the evening star-the star of Astarte-had 
risen. ,Through the opened windows of her villa the lights 
of the ba.nqueting-room glittered, and the table stood 
ready served, with the Albanians and N ubians waiting 
about it. She bade him stay, if he would, and he was her 
only guest. Had her wines' been 'opium-drugged, they 
could not have brought him dreams more fatally fair-a 
lulled delight 1!10re sure to wake in bitterness-than ther 
gave him now. The charms for every senae, the bea.uty of 
the chamber, the odours of the flowers, the oriental 
languor pervading the veryair-all that he lwl felt tht 
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Bight before he felt tenfold now: then a passionate jea.
lousy. a resUess doubt, had ha.unted him j now he was 
alone, and on him. finly did her amile glance, did her eyes 
fall 

There wu on her to-night IU1 infinite gentleness, a gra
cious aweetneBB, often tinged with Ilaiiness, though often 
bright, brilliant, and illumined with rill the grace of talent. 
But at the llaIIle time there was tue sovereignty which, ill 
her Ilolitude, guarded her all an empress is guarded in.a 
Court, which made her as IlCCUr8 from words of warmer 
tinge than what ahe chose to hear, as Ilhe was carelessly 
disdainful of the precise customs of the world. He felt 
that Ilho forbade him to approach her with any whisper of 
love; he knew tha.t to take advantage of his admission to 
her solitude, to give any utterance to the passion in him, 
would be to be banished from it then and for ever. He 
felt this though she never spoke, never hinted. it; and 
even while the restriction gallCd. and stung him most, he 
most revered her for it, he most honoured and adored in 
her the holiness of his ideal. 

There was a dilference in her from the evening before; 
while her gaiety was less. the darker shadow wasalao far 
leBI ullon her. She had scarcely touched the wines, and 
of JllAy ahe did not Ilpeak; it might be but the 'hope 
whIch out of ita own self creates the thing it longs for,' 
but he could have believed that for the few hours of the 
prelleDt she had resigned herself to happiness-happiness 
IU hil prelence. The thought seemed wild to him, base
less and vain even to madness; he told himself that it was 
a presumptuoul folly. and he felt that her gentleness to 
biin, her smile upon him, were only luch feeling as a 
woman might well testify, in mere pity'l sake. to one 
whom Ihe had found in deadly peril, and to whom ahe 
had restored life on the very brink of the grave. And, 
indeed, there WIUI a haughty, weary, royal grace always in 
her, which would have made a man, far vainer than Er
celdoune could ever become, long doubt his own power 
ever to move her heart. 

He asked nothing, heeded nothing, doubted. nothing. 
He moved, acted, spoke, almost as mechanically as one in 
the nnconscioumesl of fever. It was love of which men 
Mve died before now; not of broken heart., as poeta ea1; 
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but of its intoxication, lind its reactioDs as in a death.' 
draught of opium or digitalis. . 

She divined well enough all that was muttered on hit 
lips. She let his love be fostered by all of scene, tjme, 
prace, and the spells of her own loveliness that a studied 
coquette could have devised, yet she repressed any ex
pression of that love as a woman of the world alone can 
do, without any word that was cold, any glance that was 
rebuke, yet proudly, distinctly, and beyond resistance. 

She followed the impulse, the caprice perhaps, of the' 
moment, without definite purpose or thought at all. For 
the last eight years men had never approached her save to 
love; it was a thousand-time-told tale to her. If her 
heart had lost his freshness, or its pity, there could be 
little marvel in it, even though there were much blame. 

The chant of the Imaum rang up from the shore, deep 
and sonorous, calling on the Faithful to prayer, an hour 
before midnight. She listened dreamily to the echoes that 
seemed to linger among the dark foliage. 

, I like those national calls to prayer,' she said, as she 
leaned· over the ,arapet, while the fire-flies glittered 
among the mass 0 leaves as the diamond sprays glistened 
in her hair. 'The Ave. Maria, the Vespers, tht' Imaum's 
chant, the salutation of the dawn or of the night, the hymn 
before sleep, or before the sun ;--you have none of those 
in your chill islands? You have only weary rituals, and 
stuccoed churches, where the "Pharisees for a pretence 
make long prayers! It As if (hat was not the best-the 
only-temple! ' 

She glanced upward at the star-studded sky, and on her 
face was that graver and gentler look which had come 
there when she sang. 

'I have' held- it so many a time,' he answered her, 
, lying awake at night among the long grass of the Andes, 
or under the, palms of the desert. It was a strange de
lusion to build shrines to the honour of God while there 
are still his own-the forests and the mountains. But do 

• not call my country cold; we are not cold; there are 
bold lives among us; and we can love-too well for our' 
own peace.' 

His voice had & rich melody in it, and was unsteady 
OVf)r the last words; in his eyes, 80S they burned in the 
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"ahadow8 of the nig!lt, ahe law a pusion &8 intense as ever 
~lowed under the 8unS of Asia, the stronger for the rein 
m which it was still held. 

She was lilent a moment, then she laughed a little j 
verYloftly. 

• Do Dot repudiate coldness; it is the most precious 
gift the fates give, if it be Dot the most poetic. Re
member what your namesake of Erl<eldoune found when 
'he Elf-Queen granted him his prayer; where he thought 
Ite held an angel he saw a loathsome shadow. The legend 
covers a wise warning. 

• Ay!-but even while the horror of the shadow and 
the treachery were on him he had faith in her; and hi£ 
faith was justified; it gave him, in reward, his bright, im. 
mortal love.' 

She turned her head and looked at him, gently, pity. 
ingly, almost tenderly. 

• Ah I you are too loyal for this world, far too loyal to 
apend your heart on any woman's love. It is only fairy. 
gold, believe me, which, if you took it, would turn ashes 
in lOur hand. And DOW,-a safe ride homeward to you, 
an good-night.' 

She held her hand out to him with a sweet and gra
cious gesture, the more marked in her because she never 
gave her hand in familiar salutation; he bent over it, and 
touched it with his lips, a lingering kiss in which all his 
lilenced heart spent itself. 

SQe did not rebuke him; she had Dot power to speak 
coldly or chidingly to the man whose life was owed her, 
whose head had rested in his dying hour on her bosom. As 
he rode slowly out down the cedar avenue that passed in 
front of the terrace, he looked u.p; she was leaning still 
over fhe marble parapet, her form distinct against the 
dark masses of m:vrtIe foliage, the brilliance of the 
moonlight sbining fun upon her from the sea. She gave 
him a farewell sign of her hand aa he bowed to his saddle, 
such &I from her palace-prison Queen Ysonde might have 
given to her lover i and Erceldoune went on through tbe 
fragrant night, his horse's feet beating out rich odours 
from the trailing leaves, dizzy with that riot of hope, joy 
belief, and desire, which is too tumultuous and impatient 
for happiness, but yet w happy beyond all that the 
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world holds; • She remained long in her solitude upon fills 
terrace, gazing down into the shelving slopes of leaf and 
blossom, where the fire-flies made the woodland as star
studded as the skies. 

• It is too late now-he woulJ never forget flOW,' she 
murmured. • I tried to save him. and he would not be 
saved.' 

Saved from what? Saved from her. 
A little while' before, and in her own gardens at 

Naples, a brave boy, in the brightness of his youth, ha.d 
been run through the heart in a rapier duel for her 
sake j and she had not felt a tithe so much pain as lay 
on her now, so much weary, passionate, and vain regret. 
Then many; had called her heartless, and the mother of 
the dead boy had cursed her with pitiless curses; none 
would have called her. heartless now. 

For seven or eight days time came and passed away, 
spent thus. .He sought her in the warm amber noons, 
stayed with her amid the wilderness of roses, and drifted 
with her down the sunny sea along the ]3Qsphorus shore, 
and left her only;when the midnight stars rose over the 
minarets of the city of Constantine. He met. no one in 
her Turkish villa, and she let him come in this familiar un
broken intercourse as though it were welcome to her j as 
though, indeed, their friendship had been the long-accus
tomed growth of years. He asked nothing, heeded noth
ing: he never paused to recall tha.t there was any defiance 
of custom in the intercourse between them. or to note 
that she,with her wealth and her splendour, was as utterly 
alone as though she were a recluse of Mount Athos j he 
never observed that she kept silence on all that could have 
explained her presence in Moldavia, or given him account 
of the position and .the character of her. life j he never 
noticed, he never recollected ;-he was lost in a day-dream 
,of such magic that it lulled him to oblivion of everything 
save itself, and all criticism, all reason, all doubt, were as 
impossible in him as insult and outrage to her. His own 
nature was one too boldly free, too accustomed to the 
liberty of both action and thought, too little. tolerant of 
the ceremonials and conventionalities of the world, to bE' 
awake to the singularity of her reception of him as othen 
lI1ight haVQ been. M.oreover, while' s1$ alluwed hlm this 
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Ul1l"estramed communion with her, he would have been a 
vainer man far than Erceldoune who could haye flattered 
himself that this was done because her heart was touched; 
or who should have brought on him his exile for' ever by 
warmer entreaties for a softer joy than friendship. "While 
untrammelled by- any of the bonds of conventionality, 
while accustomed to a liberty of thought, of speech, of 
act that brooked no dictator, while distinguished by a 
careless negligence of custom and of opinion that was 
patrician even while it was bohemian, Idalia still kept the 
light but inexorable rem. upon his passion, which forbade 
him to pass the bounds tluit she tacitly prescribed to him. 
He was a bold and daring man enough; . in his early 
daya he had been steeped in vice, though he had learned 
to loathe it; he was impassioned in his pursuit of her as 
any lover that the Asian 8UDB had ever nurtured to their 
own heat. But he loved her as William Craven loved the 
Winter Queen, as George Douglas the White Queen. 

One who should not have cared for her-if such there 
could have been-would have found an infinite variety, an 
endless charm in her companionship. She had travelled 
in most countries, she was familiar with most nations, she 
had knowledge of the classio and the oriental literatures, 
deep to a scholar's scope, and warmed with a picturesque 
hue of an imagination naturall,. luxuriant, though the 
world had joined with it an lronic and contemptuous 
Icepticism that gave the keenness of wit, aide by side with 
the colour of a poet, to her thoughts and to her words; she 
undel'Stood men pitilessly, human nature unerringly; 'none 
eould have palmed off on her a false mask or a glossed 
tction; she had seen and known the world in all its intri. 
cacies; the variety of her acquirements was scarcely so 
singular as the variety of her experience, and the swift 
change of her mood, now grave to melancholy, now care· 
lesa to caprice, now thoughtful with a profound and philo. 
lophie insight into the labyrinths of human life, now gay 
with the nonchalant- Bnd glittering gaiety of bohemian 
levit,., gave her much of inconstancy, it is true, but gave 
her infinitely more of charm and enchantment. 

Evening lell once more, closing ,in the eighth {lay that 
bieir intercourBe had thui passed on since the nightwhell 
\e hd found her as he had hunted the Greek to her 
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gardens; they had. lingered without moving in the ban. 
queting-room, the wines and flowers and fruits still stand. 
ing on the table, no light stronger than the clear vivid 
moonlight shining on the freshly-cut flowers that strewed 
the ground, the frescoes of the pomegranates that wreathed 
the hall, the scarlet hues melting away in the shadow, and 
the taJl slender column of the fountain :flinging its foam 
aloft. Idalia. leap.t back among the cushions, the dazzling 
play of her words ceasing for awhile; the moon's rays 
touching the proud arch of her brows, the clusters of her 
hair bound Wlth a narrow gold band of antique workman. 
ship, the voluptuous softness of her lips, and the dark un· 
fathomable lustre of her eyes that met his own, burning 
with the eloquence he felt forbidden to put into words, 
but were not moved by them i they did not droop; as woo 
men's often do, beneath the fire in his, they passed on 
from him to rest dreamily on the dista.D.ce where the domes 
of Santa Sophia rose against the stars, and the lighted 
minarets glittered among the cypress groves of the Moslem 
city. . 

• It was a fair heritage to lose through a feeble vanity 
-that beautiful· Constantinople!' she said musingly. 
• The East and the West-what an empire! More than 
Alexander ever 'grasped at-what might not have be.en 
done with it P Asian faith and Oriental sublimity, wi\h 
Roman power and Gothic force; if there had been a han~ 
strong enough to "'Weld all these together, what a world 
there might have been I ' 

• But to have done that would have been to attain the 
Impossible P , he answered· her. • Oil and flame, old and 
new, living and dying, tradition and scepticism, iconoclast 
and idolator, you cannot unite and harmonise these an· 
tagonisms P , 

She gave a sign of dissent. 
• The prophet or the hero unites all antagonisms, because 

he binds them all to his own genius. The Byzantine em. 
pire had none such; the nearest was Julian, but he lJe
lieved less in himself than in the gods; the nearest after 
him was Belisarius-the fool of a courtesan. and he was 
but a good soldier-he was no teacher, no liberator, uo 
leader for the nations. John Vatices came too late. A 
man. must be ¥s own convert before he can convert athel'\S. 
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Zoroastel', Christ, Mahommed, Cromwell, Napoleon, be
lieved intensely in their own missions; hence their in
fluence on the peoples. How can we teil what Byzantium 
might have become under one mighty hand i' It was tom 
in pieces among courtesans, and parasites, and Christian 
fanatics, and Houmousians and Houmoiousians! I have 
the blood of the Commneni in me. 'I think of it wit): 
shame when I remember what they might have been.' 

• You come from the Roman Emperors i' ' 
• The Roman Emperors i" Bhe repeated. 'When the 

name was a travesty, an ignominy, a reproach! When 
Barbariaua thronged the Forum, and the representative of 
Galilee fishermen claimed power in the Capitol i' Yes; I 
descend, they say, from the Commneni; but I am far 
prouder that, on the other hand, I come from 'pure Athe
nians. I belong to two buried worlds. But the stone 
throne of the Areopagus waa greater than the gold one 
of Manuel' 

'You are the daughter of Emperors? Ypu are worthy 
an empire.' 

His were the words of no flattery of the hour, but of 
a homage as idolatrous as was ever offered in the fair 
shadowa of the Sacred Groves of Antioch to the goddesa 
from whom she too\: her ~e. And there was a great 
pang at his heart as he f!j>Oke of them; he thought of the 
only thing on earth he called his own, those crumbling 
ruins to the far westward, by the Clleviot range, where 
the acarlet creepers hid the jagged rents in the wa.lls, and 
owla roosted where princes once had banqueted. 

• An empire! I thought so once,' she answered with a 
low alight laugh. • I had dreama-of the aceptre of my 
anceators, of the crown of the Violet City, of Utopias 
here, where east and west meet one' another, and nature 
would give ua a paradise, if men did not make ua a hell. 
Dreams-dreams--youth is all a dream, and life too, some 
metaphysicians aay. Where shall we wake, I wonder, 
lDd how-for the betteri' It is to be hoped so, if we 
ever wake at all, which is more than doubtful.' 

There was an accent of Badness, in the opening wordi!, 
but the rest were apoken with that irony which. while it 
was never bitter, was more contemptuous than bitterness 
in ita half languid levity. He looked at her with. 

10 
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1'ague lind:· troubled pain-:-there· was so much in the com. 
plexity of hcrnature tlmtwallveiled from him; secing 
be'r'IiIe but dimly, there was so much of splendour, sa 
much of melancholy in it, tha,t exiled him from her, and 
that oppressed him; the more magnificent her lineage 
or ller fortunes,' the farther she was from-him. 

• Y0l:l have one empire already,' he sa.id almost abruptly, 
in. the tumult of, tho suppressed thoughts in him-' a 
w~(IE'r ~ne,th~n the Byzantine. • You ca,n do what y.on will 
with men s ,hves. I have nothlllg, I can lose nothing, ex
cept the life you gave me back (but if I had all thti 
kingd.oms' of the earth, I would throw them away for--:-' 

The eagerness in his voice dropped suddenly, leaving 
the words unfinished; he crushed them into silence with, 
a iiel'ce effort. She glanced at him . with that graceful 
negligcnce with which she silenced a.ll' she would not hear. 

" No kingdom would be a tithe so peaceful as your 
manhood and ~our honour. Never peril tholll for an! 
woman; there is not one worth the 10Ils.'- ' 

,The flash of a giddy, exultant, incredulous rapture ran 
like lightning through his veins for a moment. She had 
f!oftly repulsed, but she had not rebuked him; sbe bad. 
InloW'n at wbat his words pause.l, and the smile she had 
given him had a light in it that was almost tenderness. 
lIe did not ask, he did not think, where his hope began 
or ended; he did not weigh its meaning, he dared not 
IllJ,ve drawn it to the light, lest close !leen it should have 
faded j he only falt-

• So my eycs hold her I What is wortl:. 
The bost of heaven, the best of, earth p' 

~There it lies! ' she pursued dreamily, resting her eyes 
on the distant minarets and roofs of Consta.ntinople, ris. 
ing clear and, dark in the lustre of the moon, undimmed 
by even a floating cloud. • And all its glories are dead. 
The Porphyry-chamber and the Tyrian !!yes, the Pan. 
ileeta and the Labarum, the thunder of uhrysostom and 
l~~ violets ofchild-Protu8~they could not make the cit! 
bye that had dared to- dethrone Rome; ,The hordes of 
LheForest' imdthe Desert avenged the wrongs of the 
Scipii and the luw. It was but justP' -. 

,,' As ~he 801diel'l! of IslAm _ avengAd ~h" gl)dR -of Greee" 



PAtRY-GOLD. 

Aphrodite perished that Arians might rage, and the beau. 
tiful my thus was swept away that hell and the devil might 
be believed instead. When the Crescent glittered there, 
it half redressed the wrongs of your Olympus.' 

• And we reign still!' 
She turned, as she spoke, towards the western waters, 

where the sea-line of the JEgean lay, while in 'her eyes 
came the look of a royal pride and of a deathless love. 

• Greece cannot die. No matter what the land be now, 
Greece-oter Gree~e-must live for ever. Her language 
lives; the children of Europe learn it, even if they halt it 
in imp~rfect numbers. l'he greater the scholar, the 
humbler he still bends to learn the words of wisdom from 
her schools. The poet comes to her for all his fairest 
myths, his noblest mysteries, his greatest masters. The 
sculptor looks at the broken fragments of her statues, 
and throws aside his calliope in despair before those 
matchless wrecks. From her soldiers learn how to die, 
and nations how to conquer and to keep tlieir liberties. 
No deed of heroism is done but, to crown it, it is named 
parallel to hers. They write of love, and who forgets the 
Lesbian? They dream of freedom, and to reach it they 
remember Salamis. They talk of progress, and while 
they talk they sigh for all that they have 'lost in Acade· 
mus. TIlOY seck truth, and while they seek, wearily long, 
as little children, to hear the golden speech of ~ocrat~s, 
that slave, and fisherman, and sailor, and stonemason, and 
date-seller were all once free to hear in' her Agor~ ,:But 
for the light that shone from Greece in,the breaking of 
the Renaissance, Europe would have perished in its Gothie 
l1arkne8~. , They call her dead: she can never die while 
her life, her_soul, her gewus breathe fire into the new 
nations, and give the~ youth all of greatness ~d?f 
grace that they can claun. Greece dead! She' reIgns m 
every poem written, in every a.rt pursued, in every beauty 
treasured, in every liberty won, in every ~odlike life and 
godlike death, in your fresh lands, whic~ but for hor, 
would be barbarian now.' ' , 

Where she stood, with her eyes turned westward to 1lae 
far-off snows of Cithreron and Mount Ida, and the shor6<1 
\'thich the bronze spear of Pallas Athene once guarded 
through the night and day, the dark light; m h~r eyer 
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deepenedt and the flush of a superb pnde was on her brow 
-it seemed Aspasia who lived again, and who remembered 
Pericles. 

He looked on her, with the glow of passion on his face, 
made nobler by the poet's thoughts that were awakening 
in him. He was silent, for his heart was lulled with the 
oppression of his love, as the great forests are silenced 
before the storm. . 

She had forgotten his presence, standing there in the 
hush of the midnight, with the Byzantine city to the 
eastward, and to the west the land that had heard Plato j 
her thoughts were far away among the shadows of the 
past, the great past, when the 10 Triumphe had been 
echoed up to the dim majesty of the Acropolis, and the 
roses had drooped their fragrant heads on the gracious 
gold of Alcibiades' love-locks. 

He knew that he was forgotten, yet his heart did not 
reproach her; she was far above him, in his sight-far as 
the stars that shone now above Athens: and his love was 
....te that would take neglect and anguish silently, without 
swerving once from .his loyalty. He would have laid his 
life down to be pressed out in agony, so that it should 
have given her one passing ,moment of pleasure, as a rose 
is thrown under a woman's foot to be crushed as she 
steps, that; dying it may lend a breath of fragrance to the 
air she breathes. 

'You are .born with genius, you are made for sove. 
reignty, and 1 have nothing that is worthy to bring you, 
he said long after; while his voice sank very low. 'Only
only-remember, if ever you need it, one man's life will b0 
yours to be lost for you.' . 

She started slightly where she leaned, with her musing 
eyes resting on the west; she had forgotten his presence, 
and his words, though they told her no more than she 
knew, startled her still with their suddenness. The look 
of disdainful pain that he had Been before came on her 
face-the disdain was not for him-but the smile that 
already to him was the only aun the world held lingered 
on her lips a moment. 

• A year's pain to a true FJe-a day's pain, an hour's 
-were far more than mine were worth. The daughter 
of emperors you called me-the daughter of men whQ 
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gamed away their birthright, and played with diadems as 
idiot children play with olivo-stones! Is there much 
gt'eatnes8 there P Genius! if I have it, I have sold it, 
IIhamed it, polluted it. As for you, I have had so many 
die for me, I am tired of the shadow of the cypress!' 

Strange though the words were, no vanity of power 
spoke in them, but a fatal truth, a. mournful earnestness, 
tlDged by, deepened to, remorse; the shadow of the cypress 
Beemed to falf across the brilliancy of her face as she ut· 
tered them. 

'Then-will you let me live for you P' 
The words escaped him before he k.aew they were ut. 

tered, before he realised all they meant, before he was 
eonscious what he offered and pledged to a stranger who, 
for aught he knew or could tell, might be the head of 
an illustrious race, the wife of one of the royal chiefl! of 
the Levant or of the East, or-might be anything that 
Europe held of what was most evil, most fataJ, most -lan
geroul in her sex. 

She looked at him. with a long, earnest, unwavering 
look. . 

• It ia well for you that 1 will not take you at your 
word. No !"'-lour life is a noble, gallant thing; treasure 
its liberty, an never risk it in a woman's ha.D.ds,' . 

The calinness with which she put aside words that had 
oeen nothing less than a declaration of the love he bore her, 
the serenity with which her gaze had dwelt on him, were 
not those of a woman who did or who would give him 
answering tenderness; yet the tone, the glance with whioh 
she had spoken had not been those of one to whom he was 
wholly indifferent, or to whom his words had been repug
nant. It seemed as though she would never let him come 
to her .. a lover, 1et as though she would never let him 
free himself from the sway of her fascination; she refused 
his homage with 8&sy and delicate gt'&Ce, but she refused 
it ao that ahe showed that the man who had been saved by 
her in the depths of the Carpathian Pass had her interest 
and had her pity. . 

Noting-and for once having compassion for the deadly 
pain that ahe had dealt, she smiled- on him; abe talked 
to him of a thousand things with her rich and graphic 
eloquence, that charmed the ear like the flowing of muBic, 
~d one~ I~k to silence tllat onl,1ent i~ r~e!-' charm ~ 
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she sang the chants of Bach, of Pergoles~ of Mozar!; I 
she let him stay with her till night had closed over the 
distant mosques and courts of Constantinople, and she 
.bade him good-night, leaning again over the marble para
pet of the terrace, with the moonlight full upon her, as 
she gave him such a sign of adieu, just so proud, just 
so gentle, as Mary Stuart might have given to her Warden 
of the Marches while yet she knew his love and would not 
yield him hers. . , . . . 

CHAPTER XII. 

DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND. 

YET-ere many moments passed-another succeeded him ; 
a head cooler than his felt the charm of the scene and the 
hllur, a pulse slower than his beat time fast, under the chal-
lenge of Idalia's eyes. '.. ' 

His rival was alone with her. 
Erceldoune. set no . store on any single quality. he pos. 

IleI!sed; was ignorant iLdeed of much of his oll'n value; 
acted greatly not seldom, but never thought so by any hazard ; 
did straightly, instinctively, and without preface or ornament 
that which seemed to him the need of the hour, the due of 
hismanhoodj .held bi9 course boldly and carelessly. among 
men, caring nothing ~r their praise, as little for theircen
sure j had quick fiery blood in him that took flame rapidly, 
had, on the other hand, much earnestness, much tenacity 
much tenderness, mOl'e far than he knew; had kept through 
his wandering life a henrt singularly unworn, a mind singu. 
larly without gUile; was naturally prone to good faith in 
men and incapable of base suspicion, and was certain when
ever he did love to love to his own destruction, as such 
natures not seldem do. His rival was his reverse in every 
quality-cool. wary, impenetrable under an airy semblance 
of nonchalance, vain, with the pardonable if overweening 
vanity of unusual powers firmly conscious of. themselves, 
inordinately ambitious, but even that in a keen, critical, and 
studiously systematic manner, the Anglo. Venetian thought 
Erceldoune nothing more than a fine animal physjcalll' and 
~d.balf a fool mentally. underra.ting what was dissimdar to 
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himself' with an error not uncommon with minds of his 
stamp, when their disdainful egotistic measurement has not 
been corrected by the experiences of a long life. Yet widel, 
diverso though they were, and utterly contrasted in every 
iota, the one who never resisted his passion, and neve, 
thought of her save with such chiva~rous trust and absolute 
lIeU:'abandollmeut as were instinctive to his temperament, 
was scarcely more a prey to it than the other, who with his 
love, blended a thousand threads of policy, design, cOletous 
intrigue, and hated it for having stolen on him, hated it for 
halting on his lip~, hatod it for levelling him with the herd 
he had so contemptuously despised; hated it because, .fur 
the first time, he had found a talent strollger, a logic surer, 
a perception keener and subtlel', and a courage more daring 
and careless than his- own; because, in fine, he had 
found his master, and found it in a woman. 

This, a knowledge not easily to be pardoned by one like 
him, made n certain acrid Jealousy, a certain smartened 
bitterness, tinge even the passion into which she had sur
prised him, when the dark eyes of Idalia glanced over him 
and read thoughts he had fancied unbetrayed by speech or 
aigo, or when her ca.roless ironies smote him back with the 
polished, piercing wesr.ons of his own sceptic illdifft'r~nce, 
his own unyieldillg pllllosopbies, which were as real in her 
as they had been till late in him. 

For many years this woman had been but a name to him; 
only a name, through a succession of hazards, that had time 
after time kept tbeir "meeting deferred; but a nama that 
had given ber a personality to him, alld had been interwoven 
with many of the more critical essays and enterprises 0 4 

his career. 
Moving through the gore-stained. artillery-trodden maze 

of Lombardie fields, where in some unrewardedskirmisb 
young, eager. f4triotic lives had boon shot down bv the 
troops of Austna, g8$ping to their latest breath' Italia faro. 
cia se I' he had stood beside some shattered wreck of brightest 
manhood that hav~ fa.llen there, down head-first· into the 
fellowing wheat, and when he had thought all life was.dead 
\n that broken mass, above which the tnngledcom-stalks 
noddod and met in Bummer winds, he had caught a last sigh 
III which the name of Idalia was blent with the name of 
Itl'l11 ud died together with it d(}wu th~ l:.omblWi breeze. 
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Travelling once through Russian steppes of Bnow, In the de
cline of the year, when all nature was perishing, and the 
great bleak ",erets of whitened plain stretched out unbroken 
to Siberian desolation, he had found a prisoner working in 
fetters-a haggard, blear-eyed, srarcely human thing, livid 
with the hue of the lead-mines, disfigured with the ravages 
of frost-bite, idiotic, with a strange dull stupor, th!lt made 
him utter incessa.ntIy, as he toiled iu a gang, one word a.lone; 
and,Jle had known that in this wretched crea.ture was the 
wreck of what once had been the finest, the most fiery, the 
moet glittel'ing of all the aristocratic soldiery of Poland i 
and that the word he muttered ever as he laboured WIlS that 
which had been his ignis fatuus, his idol, his ruin-Idalia 
In his own Venice he had once seen a terrible struggle; it 
was when a mere lad of Venetin, a child of seventeen years, 
with the clear wild noble eyes of a young eastern colt, had 
been brought in, among others who were' rebels,' and given 
over to the rods that he might tell who his chiefs and his 
eomrades were; the boy was frail of make, and weakened 
with gunshot wounds, and he reeled and fell thrice under 
the rain of Austrian blows, but his teeth clinched on hit' 
tongue, and bit it through, so that no speech should pass it, 
and when the strokes told at last more mortally than those 
who lashed him knew, he smiled liS he murmured, though 
bis mouth was full of blood, ' Tell her I died silent! '-and 
he who had heard had sent the farewell messnge to Idalia, 
at whose bidding thnt silence was kept. Once on the brow 
of a stellp hill, looking over the Moravian highlands, with 
the wide wastes of barren grasslands, mingled with jagged 
piles of bare rock or stunted larches, with bere and there 
the sharp peaks of a pine-belt to break the outline, and tho 
angry lustre of a red evening fading out in the hot autumu 
skies, he had seen a Monarch, the centre of a little knot ot 
cuirassier officers, draw near, and look hardly Bud eagerly 
across to the westward, where, far as the eye could reacli. 
a dark shadow, like a hovering bird above the stony plains 
marked the place where the Uhlnna rode down on a fug'" 
tive'l wake I and when, reeking and breathless and spent, 
the troopers dragged their weary horses backward without 
the ;prize they had pursued, he had beard the Kaiser mut. 
ter In the gloaming of the night, ' I would give a province 
for that one WOOOllll!' pd thllt wom"ll hd b!!en ~dl\)ja. 
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8he hsd been long thus a name on his ear, and in his schemes, 
aud when al; last she had become known to him, he had 
learned to wonder no more al; the name's magic. 

To tell her this he had never ventured, really audacious 
as hil temper was: circumstances united them closely in 
lome things, but with all his tacl; and all his daring, he had 
never been able to seduce himself ihto the self-flattery of 
deeming that Ihe would heed his love-words. She heard 
80 many. the story had no attraction for her; and apart 
from his o\\"n sense of how contemptuously careless she was 
of how men suffered for her. was the reluctance of chafing 
pride to acknowledge that he also paid the life-coin of his 
lurrender to one who could tempt like Calypso. and remain 
cold as Casta Diva while her spells worked. 

Yet he could not restrain one mark of the passion
jealousy-as he sal; that night beside her in the dining-hall 
of the Turkish villa, and stretched himself from his pile of 
cushions to lift; from the carpet a white riding glove that 
caught his eye where il; lay. 

I A stray waif of our beggared laird's, is il; not. madame P 
He hilS been here to-day P' 

• If you mean Sir .Fulke Erceldoune. he only left an hour 
or 10 ago. I wonder you did not meet him.' 

I No j I law nothing of him. The Moldavian bullet did 
him good lervice. since it has won him so much of your 
interest. He should be vastly indebted to it I ' 

Sbe laughed a little. 
I Surely a ahot in the lungs is not so very pleasant a 

matter tbat a man need be grateful for it!' 
I Are tbere not many who rillked shots far more mortal 

than his in the mere hope to win what they never did, but 
he does-your/ity P • I 

She shrugge her ahouldera ever so slightly. 
• Why ahould you imagine I pity bini P Have you Dot' 

leeD him ""'1 " I 
The emphasis spoke more than volumes could have dOllO. 

Her comyanion bowed his head. 
• True The real mercy would have been-exclusion! 

Yet pity him ."ou do, miladi, ainee you bade me" harm him 
at my peril!' • . 

She looked at him such a curiously fixed regltrd, that had 
I h1)ndred mCllniQ;:1J ill it. 
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• Let UB make an end of this fencing,' she said quietly 
. 'There are. IlOna here to dupe. 'Ve· can speak frankly. 

We have dOl!e this man quite evil enough without bringing 
more upon hIm! ' -

-. We I I fail to apprehend you-' 
She gave a little gesture of impatience. 
'Monsieur, you have not known me very long, or you 

would know me too well to attempt thosd tactics. Evasion 
answers nothing with me, and why should we attempt it? 
Our cause is the same, and we both are equally aware that 
this brave-hearted gentleman was the prey ofits viler adhe
rents.' 

'But-' 
'Pardon me; I have Ilaid we both know it. I have 

grace enough to blush for it: and you-P' 
For the moment a faint flush -of shame kindled over his 

face; he- was for the moment Ililenced, embarrassed, un
certain how to reply; he had never dreamed that his share 
in the Carpathian attack-:-which his intelligence had directed 
. unseen, though his hand was not active nor hill complicity 
divulged in it-had been suspected by her, and he 'Was now 
almost, for the first time in his life, astray in the twilight 
of bewildered doubts, of intricate apprehensions. 

; She laughed slightly again. 
'.Ah !.. I told you you did not know me; you thought 

you had deceived me ! Well, never seek that again. A 
man once did: a man of Leghorn j he was clever and vain I 
he said to himself, II ..dUro, a woman! and they obey her? 
I, for one, I will not j I will blind her." And he thought 
he was Iltrong enough. lIe stole away,like the fox that he 
was, and carried his Ilcheme with him-his Ilcheme to treat 

- with Austria unknown to us j unknown, he thought, to the 
very walls of the room he slumbered in, to the very rivcr 
reeds he walked br,-he thought himself so strong. But I 
learnt it.' 

, And then? ' 
'Then I Why then I taught him what such an error 

cost.' -
r And that cost was P' 
She smiled a little j and in her eyes gathered a certain 

lIarkliitg, retrospective, scornful memory. 
, What he merited. It had bellll better for hml tbtt h. 

oad ll8.ver beeu borIl.' 
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A. chill of something tl..'\t wall' almost fear p3ssed over 
the listener's cold, keen, cou\"~geou8 nature.' He, too, held 
that which was concealed from ter, ifs::'e avcnged treacl1ery 
thus. 

• Vengeance, madame P , he snid, Ii~arcely caring what trio 
v1ll1it,Y of speech served to screen hi.:o thoughts. • Surely 
nothmg so barbarous lingers amid so ml.ch worldly wisdom, 
nothing 80 ferocious harbours amid so much divine witchery P' 

'Revengeful! No; I do -not think I am that, though one 
knows ill one's own errors. It is easy to forgive; we 
soorn where we pardon, but we pardon becaus8 we scorn.' 

She spoke musingly, wjth a grave and weary meditation, 
BI though memory, and not his words, usurped her; .then 
luddenly she shook away any darker remembrance that 
dwelt with her, and turned'full on hjni brilliant pe~e~r,l}ting 
eyes of ha]f-contemptuous questioning. 

• Some of you it was who wrought that glorious piece of 
honest work in the Carpathians. You see tbey were afraid 
that I should know their scheme; they stole out to dO,it in 
darkness; they thought that I should never learn it. But 
it all came to me, simply enough. I found their victim and 
laved him; Bnd when Marc,Lassla dragged himself half 
dying to my lodge in the mountains, alld gasped us out a 
lame history of a bear-play, telling us that young Vlistchnow 
lay dead in the woods from the brute's embrace, the whole 
wal clear enough to me. The dying man's and the delld 
one's injuries were both no bear's wounds, but the fruit of 
pistol bullets; and though Lassla breathed his last in an 
hour or so, saying no more, I knew well enough that they 
bad both been shot down by the Scot, and that the planned 
attack had been done by my people-by mine.' ' 

There was a deadly bitterness in the last words,"-an 
ominous meaning, such as might have run through Catherine 
of Russia's speech when she found a vassal faithless. 

• Your people I' 
His surprise was admirably feigned, but i~ did not 

deceive her. - , 
• Never trouble yourself to assume ignorance,' she said, 

with a certain amusement at his discomfiture. • You knew 
tery well of the plan.' 

, On my honour-' 
, Have we AIlV of that quality among us to Iwear by'· 
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, Nay I as a gentleman. as a man. I declare to you I know 
nothing of it.' -

She bowed her head; courteously, as one too highly bred 
to accuse him j carelessly. as one too worldly-wise to believe 
him. 

leN othing,' he averred, irritably mortified by that un
I spoken incredulity. • You may believe me, madame j from 
my polici~s, if not my vir.tu:s, I a';'1 totally.opposed to eve.ry 

I Bort of vlOlence;" deem It Ill-advised, unClvihsed, barbanc, 
, invariably give my veto against it. Force is the weapon of 

savages; learning has done little for UB if we cannot find a 
better, a surer. a more secret tool. To prevent the wild 
spirits that join us from following their brute instincts, aud 
blundering headlong into unwise action, would be impossible. 
You can do more than most; but 1 doubt very much if vou 
have not oftentimes rOllsed tigers whom even you could not 
tame when once they had tasted of slaughter. The evil of 

, every national movement is that thl! majority, once allowed 
to move at all, refuse to proceed by intellectual means, and 
loose themselves at once to physical violence, in which 
every good thing is XlSt, every temperate voice drowned. 
It is this sort of fatal misconception from which Buch 
criminal essays as that which attacked Sir Fulke Erceldoune 
proceed. It is impossible to avoid their appearing alike 
expedient and pardonable to a certain class of characters.' 

The explanation was given with graceful ease, with elo
quent address. She heard it with courtesy, also with in
credulity. 

'Yes; and that" class· serve as excellent weapons for 
brilliant intelligences which need to use them-excellent 
scapegoats for such intelligences whrn they do not care to 
appear in the intrigues they suggest.' 

He felt the thrust, yet he parred it with seeming tran-
quillity. • 

, That is but too true indeed, and the unscrupulousness is 
DOt, alas, on the side of the Dlere mauvaiG Bttjets. Apropos, 
madame, you know all things j who then was the leader of 
the Carpathian episode P • 

A stern impatience passed for an instant over the splen
dour of her face, mingled with something of more wounded 
pain. . 

• You must know too well whom I SUPP9sed to bp liP.' 
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Tho aoswer was very low ; there was a thrill of passionate 
,bame in it. 

I Ah I' There was a whole world of gentle sympathY" ot 
profound comprehension, in the deep breath he drew. "Vat 
be not then implicated P , 

She li£I;ed her bead, and looked at him long and ateadily. 
There was more than contemplation in the look. -

'You can better tell that than I.' 
'No; indeed you wrollg me, madame. May I hear what 

lOU think yourself now 11'11 are on the subject P , 
A scorn that she represaecl in utterance flashed with, 

weary darkness in ber eyes. 
'I would have sworn, Yel. lIe has sworn to me, by the 

only name I ever knew him to hold sacred, No.' 
, Why doubt him, then P' 
• Why' Ask me rather why even on his oath believe 

himl' . 
The im{>eluous disdain that burned through this retort 

had a terrihle scathing satire in it. He looked at her with 
an admiration thnt was the more vivid because he thought 
her intentionally deceiving him, and thought also the de
ception so maguificeutly wrought out. 

'Ab, ma belle Comtetlse,' be murmured, in bis liquid flow
ing French, that both habitually used, I that you should 
have to feel this! that you should have to give such passion 
of contempt to one ao near to you I It ia" Athene to a 
Satp.... How is it that, with auch an inspiration as you 
besiJe him, Conrad has never-' 

She interrupted him, with the ironical cold nonchalance 
Dr hcr common tOlle resumed. 

I Count Phnulcon is at least you,. friend, monsieur; ]"t 
I.1lnt suffice to dismiss bis llame. I Buspected him; I do 
(01 ill suspect bim. Did I think that be had beeD on the 
Turkitlh ahoN last night, I ahould have certainty in him 01 
suspicion; but in Baying this to you I say no more than J 
havII done, or shall do, to him himself.' 

, And to-Monsieur Erceldoune r ' 
I No.' The answer was rapid and peremptory. She 

turned her head to him with something of the goaded im
patience oC a stag at bay mingling with her careless dignity. 
'How can you ask P You have heard him Bay he will kill 
hi. assassiu if they ever meet. And he would be justiJied.· 
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• And his .. jus~ilication" wouldf'rce YOl1 not a little. 
Ab. where is there any l'Ophism that will curve rouml to ita 
own point so deftly 8S a woman's? ' thought her companion, 
while he bent forward with a gentle deference in his air, a 
hesitating sympathy in his tone. 

• Count Phaulcon is my very good friend, it is true, 
madame; and yet I scarcely think I deserved to be re· 
minded of that by a rebuke, because I cannot choose but 
regret that-' 

• Regret nothing at my score, monsieur.' 
,I W'hat I not even that which you yourself regret P' 
• When I tell you that there is such a thing j not before. 
-You are very cruel-' 
• Am I P Well, I have no great liking for sympathy, 

nnd not much need for it If one cannot stand alone, one 
deserves, I fancy, to fall. Poets have made an idol and a 
martyT of the sensitive plant; their use of it is an unwise 
allegory: to shrink at every touch, to droop at e\'ery stroke, 
to be at the mercy of,every hand, strange or familiar-an 
odd virtue that I It would Dot commend itself to me.' 

, True~ Is sensitiveness' much, after all, except vanity 
quick to be wounded, as the sea-dianthus that dies of a 
finger thrust at it P Believe me, I meant nQt to offer the 
insult of pity, scarcely dared to intend the familiarity of 
sympathy; I merely felt-forgive me if I sa.y it-I ha.ve 
long known Conrad, I have but of late known you. Can 
you not guess that the old and the recent friendship alike 
tell me that you, despite all your pride, indeed because of 
nIl rour pride, are bitterly galled, are shamefully com· 
pamoned by a life unworthy you jl ~ 

He paused j he had doubted in how far he might venture 
even thus much; for she was of a nature to whicb com
passion ill, unendurable-a thing to be shunned far more 
than pain' itself. He knew that already; had he never 
lu:!cwn, ,he would have seen it in the barely perceptible 
quiver with which she drew away, as a high-hearted and 
fearless hound will take its mortal wound, and refuse a sign 
ofsuffeting. , 

, • You say a fact too plain for me to give it denial,' she 
said chilly; • but it is also one that I must decline to discuss 
.. ith you. Let us talk of other matters.' 

, Bl'en her companion's long-trained Itudacitywas not bola 
• enough to force her on a theme she tbus refused. , 

-.. 



• UND lCH 1 lCH LlIlB. DICH NOCH I' 1.'59 

• Forgive me,' he murmured hurriedly; • it i~ hard some-
lime. not to Apeak ontone'li thoughts.' . . 

, I thought tbe hardship ra.ther lay in being sometimel 
compelled to do so.' 

• You will jestl· 
• Well, jests ore better than tragediel!l. Life is always 

jostling the two together.' 
• Weare like enough to llave one tragedy, madame, if that 

hotheaded courier's suspicions point the same way as yours 
d?.' 

He I!poke irritably, inconsequently; for he was both 
checked and incensed. 

, It is not likely they will ever do so.' 
• Why l' Suppose-merely suppose your fear aright, a'l1d 

that Phnulcon and your new' friend ever meet under your 
roof; what then 1" 

She did not reply for a moment,. while 8 shadow of many 
memories, tinged with sometbing of a smile,passed over 
her features. 

'Whnt then' Why then l should know- the truth of 
this matter, which Monsieur mon ami, here refnses to tell 
me.· . 

IIe felt the sting ; and he knell' that he had better pro
voke no more encounters with 8 woman's wit, And being 
l)iqued he wronged her, as pique commonly wrongs tbose 
who have provoked it, and thought that sbe knew jar more 
of thias thing than eveD he himselL 

CHAPTER nu, 
I J)1li: QUALBl' :":ICII ALB TYRANN; UN» leu P ICB: LIED 

nIeu NoeH!' 

W nEN be bad left her, slle lenned awllile over tbe terrace 
parapet, with her eyes musin~ly drol)peu on the sbelving 
mass of myrtle-blossoms; and as she slood tbere'in her 
lolitude, 8 step hurriedly crushed the fallen leaves of 
pomegranate Dowers', Before she saw bim,' a. man' had 
t~rown himself before ~er, pressing his lips on the trailing 
folds of her laces, kneehng t!lere a8' one kneels wbo .. n~s 
for life. -. 
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-. Idal\Il!' 
She started and looked down: and drawing henielf tram 

his clasp with the gl'sture of her habitual haughty grace 
turned from him without II. word. bending her head with a 
lIilent salutation. 

• Idalia, I have come only to look upon your face.' 
. The vibration of intense Buffering in his voice made Let 
Involuntarily paust'; but when she spoke it was with a calm 
indifference, a pointed meaning. 

• I do not receive this evening, monsieur; did not my 
people inform you 80 P , 

A quick shudder shook bim. He it was who had worn 
the badge of the Silver Ivy, and bad answered Victor Vane 
with three brief pregnant words-' To my cost!' To bis 
cost, bis most bitter cost, be had loved her, and he had 
forced his _ way to her. here in tho quiet of the night. He 
grasped again the hem of her dress, and held her there, 
looking upward to that fair and fatal face in the radiance of 
the full moon shining from the sea. 

She had destroyed him j but he could not look on her 
without growing drunk with his own idolatry, as men grow 
drunk with wine. 

, Idalia. have you no pity, no remorse P You know what 
you have made me. and you give me no mercy. Is your 
heart stone jI • 

No change came em nef lace; ilbe smiled \'lith a negligent 
disdain. . . 

• You have studied at the rorte St. Martin. That is not 
the way we speak nnywhere else in Paris.' 

There was a conl:emptuous languor in the words more 
cruel than the bitterest utterance in earnest would have 
been j with scenes and hours so vivid in his memory, in 
which his loye had been lavished at her feet and sunned in 
her smile and welcomed by her word, they struck on him as 
passing all that history had ever held of woman's traitorous 
heartle.ssness. 

Idalia was now wbat much evil done to her had made 
ber. 

His bands clenc1led on her dress in a convulsive wretched. 
ness . 
. 'Have you no heart, no Boul, no conscience P I laid 

. down all I had on earLh for you i I gave you my peace, mT 
honour, my abject slavery. And yet-' 
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Hil voice dicd inarticulate, while tho ligbt from the ooa 
rell on his upturned fjlCe-& face of fair and gallant cast, of 
anciont race and leonine blood, in the early prime of man
hood, yet now worn, haggard, drllwn, and darkened with the 
hopelcss pnssions thnt were loosening in him beyond all 
Btl'cngth to bold them. ' 

~he looked down on him, atill without change of glance 
or feature. It was a tale 80 often told to her. She drew 
hereelf from him with her coldest indolence. 

, You came here to tell me this P It was Bcnrcely worth 
while. Good-evening.' 

Like a deer stung by a shot he started to his feet, stand
ing between ber and the shafts of jasper that formed the 
portico into the building; the endurance that had laid him 
nt her mercy, Bufi'ering all things for her sake, living only 
in the light of her smile, and knowing no law but her desire, 
broke its bondage now, and tUl'Ded against her in fierce but 
just rebuke, incoherent in its misery. 

'It i. true, then, whnt they soy. You have a heart of 
bronze, a soul of marble! You have that glory of your 
loveliness only to draw men in your net and hurl them to 
perdition. It is true, then, in worshipping you we worship 
the fairest traitress, the most angehcal lie that the world 
ever sow. Have you ever thought what it is you do P Have 
you ever asked yourself what price WB pay for the power 
you hold P Have you ever thought that you may tempt us 
nnd betray us and destroy UII once too often, till your vel) 
.lavell may turn against you P , 

lIe stood alone with her in the lateness of the night, his 
words iucoherent and crushed between his teeth; and she 
knew that she had done him wrong which before now has 
turned men into fiends, and haa made them stamp out into 
itll grave the beauty that haa beguiled them and betrayed 
them. But she gave no signor fear; her dauntless nature 
knew fear no more than any Spartan knew it. Her con
Icience alone smote her, a pang of remorse wakened in her. 
She waa ailent, looking at him in the shadowy moonlight i 
abe knew that she had ruined his life-a high-souled 
patriotic life, full of brigh; promise and of fearless action i 
a life laid subject to her, and broken in her handa as the 
ehild breaks the .. ainted bULter8y. 

, Golil ' he cried, and it WIUI the involuutary cry of a great 
U 
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despair tbat broke bis force down "efore Lite woman by 
whom he had been fooled and forsaken, yet whom he I!till 
worshipped but the more the more that he condemned her, 
, that such beauty should only veil a heart of steel I If you 
had ever loved, if ever you could love, 'you could not do such 
treachery to lovo 8S this. I know you as you are now
now that it is too late; and yet-and yet-' 

A single sob choked his voice; he thre'w himself again at 
her feet in the sheer blindness of an utter misery, his handa . 
clutching the folds of her dress, his lips pressed in kisses on 
the BenselesB laces, conscious alone ot' the woman who now 
had no more thought, or need, or tenderness for him than 
the cold mnrhle that rose above him into the starry stillness 
oCthe Bosphorlls ni~hl;. . 

'And yet there l~ no crime I would not take on me at 
your word; there is no sin' I would not sin for you. I know 
you as you are; and yet, so utterly in 'spite of all, I love 
you. I came to-night to see your face once more. I go 
to die for Italy: Say one last gentle word to me j we shall 
never mect again on earth.' 

She stood there above him in the clear radiance shining 
from the waters; his words had struck deep to tbe core of 
the remorse that was slowly awaking in her j a profound 

, pity for. him, as profound a loathing of herself, arose j all 
the gentler, purer, nobler nature in her was touched, and 
aocused her more poignantly than the most bitter of his BC

cpsations. She stooped slightly; her proud instincts, ber 
habit of power, and her world of levity and mockery, made 
her yield with difficulty, made her pity with rarity; but 
when she did either; she did them as no other woman 
could. 
, She stooped slightly, and her eyes were heavy as ther 
~d~ooh~ . 

'I have but one word: forgive me." . 
And in that one word Idalia spoke more than could havs 

been 'uttered in the richest eloquence that could have con
fessed her error and his wrong. Yet while she said it she 
knew that both the sin and the injury were beyond 'all 
pardon. ' . .' 

He looked. up, hope against hope flashing iri on him one 
moment. It was quenched as Boon as born; her face had 
pain on it; but the light, that he had once seen there Wal 
gone. there was no' tcndl'rnCRS for l\im. 
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nia head BanK again. 
'Forgive! ,1 would have forgiven you death; 1 forgive 

f.ou more thnn death. But if you ever meet again one who 
.0\"e8 you as 1 ha\"e loved, remember me, and spare him.' 

The generous answCT died iJ;l his throat. Never again, lIe 
knew, would he look upon the lovelittess'that hnd betrayed 
him; be knew that he was going to his death as surely as 
though he Bank into the sea· depths glistening below,-and 
that when he should lie in the darkness and decay of .~ 
forgotten soldier's grave, there would be no pang of memory 
lor him in her heart; no thougllt that gave him pity or 
lament in the life to which his own was sacrificed. 

He looked yet once. lignin upward to her face, as dying 
men mny looi, their, last on what they treasure; then 
mlowly, ,'ery slowly, as though each moment were a separate 
pnng, he loosened his bold upon her, and turned and went 
through the shadows of the cypl'eSlI, downward to where tbe 
waveB were drearily breaking on the strand below. 

Where he had left ber she stood- silent, the moonlight 
falling on the white marble about her, till from tbe sen the 
lustre on her loo.ked bright as day;, In one thing alone had 
he wronged ber: 'she knewtbe weru;incss of remorse; IIhe 
knew tho tenderness of pity. . 

Though no sign had escaped bel', each word of his accusa-' 
tion bad quivered to her heart; he .did not feel its truth 
m,ore bitterly than she. That upbraiding, pciure~ out in the 
IlOlitude of the night, had stirred her tlenrt with its con
demnation; it showed her what it was that Elbe had done; 
it made her shudder from the fatal gift of her own dominion. 
How had she used it? 

Again and again, till they had passed by her no more 
noted than the winds that swept· the air about her, the 
anguish of men'. lives, the fire of their passions had been 
apent upon her, and been wasted for her; she bad won IOV6 

without scruple, embittered it without selr.reproach i but 
now her own heart for once was stirred. 

'What do I doP' she aSKed herself. 'Ruin their lives, 
destroy their peace, Bend them out to their deaths; and for 
what P A phantom, a fal.sehood" an unreality, that betraYEl 
them 118 utterly a8 I! The life I lead is, but 'cruelty on 
cruelty, Biu on 'sin. . I know its crime; and yet.l love its 
IOvereignty still. I am vile enough to feel tbe cbarm 01 



its p.:>wer, while I have conscience enougb to abllor ita 
work.' 

The thoughts floated through her mind where Bhe stood 
looking over to where the sea lay, the dark outline of Borne 
felucca alone gliding spirit-like across the moonlit surface. 

The last words ot" the mnn who had left her seemed to 
echo still upon the air; the summons of conscience, the 
reproach of the past, the duty and the demand of the pre-
aent, all were spoKen iu them. Even as he had uttered 
them she had thought of one wbose fate \'fould be the same 
with this which now upbraided her and pleaded with her. 
She knew that he should be spared. It might not be 'too 
late to save him; to save him from berself. 

He who had left her to go out and find a soldier's death 
on the blood-soaked plains of Lombardy stood between her 
and the other life which she had once Baved from such a 
grave, and which now was in the first flush of faith that 
held her rather angel than woman, and of love that had 
sprung up full grown in one short night, like a flower 
under tropical SUDS. 

Better oue pang for him at first than for a while the 
Ilweetness of a cheated hope to eud in lifelong dcsolation, 
like that \'fhich had to-night risen before her, aud arraigned 
her for its ruin. 

'Most men in their passion love but their own. indul
gence; but now and then there are those who love us for 
ourselves; they should be spared,' she thought, still standing, 
her face turned once more toward the sea. -

They called her unscrupulous; she had been 90. They 
called her heartlesR, merciless, remorseless, in all her poetic 
beauty. There had been too much truth in the charge; 
much error lay on her life, great ruin nt her door; but of 
what this woman really was her foes knew Ilothing; and her 
lovers knew as little. -With neither \'fas she ever wht she 
now WRS, looking on the white gleam of the surf wltere it 
broke up on the sands helow; now, when she was musing 

,how to save again from herself him whom she hnd-ollce 
Baved from the gra.ve. 

In the break of the morning Idalia rose, and, thrusting 
back the green lattice of her casement, glanced outwllId at; 
the east. The loose silken folds of a Turkish robe floated 
.roW1dh~J her face Wll' pnlll with a dark shadow beneath 
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tbe cyeil, and ber bair lay ill long luoee llIasses on ller 
Ihoulders, now and then lifted by the wind. She was 
thinking deeply and painfully, while her eyes followed 
mechanically the. flight of white-winged gulls, as they 
.wept in a bright cloud above the water. The reproaches 
that had been uttered to her a few hours before still had 
their sting for her; the truths with which they had been 
barbed still pierced her. 

Proud, fearless, negligent, superbly indifferent to the 
world's opinion, contemptuous of its censure as she was 
careless of its homage, she still was not steeled against the 
accusation oC her own heart and conscience. She was no 
lopbist, DO coward; she could look at her own acts and con
demn them with an unsparing truth; though haughtily dis
dainful oC all censure, she tore down the mask from her own 
errors, and looked at them fully, face to face, as they were, 
Erred she bad, gravely, passing on from the slighter to thB 
deeper, in that course which is almost inevitable, since no 
lingle false step ever yet could be taken alone. . 

The brightest chivalry, the noblest impulses, the most 
unquestioning self-sacrifice, the most headlong devotion
theBe had all been wakened by her, and lavished on her. 
What had she done with them P Accepted them to turn 
them to her tool; excited them to make them her slaves and 
her creatures; won them and wooed them with sorceress 
charm to weigh them with cold cruelty at their worth, and 
let them drift unpitied to their doom. 

Those who had loved her had been no more to her than 
~hi..: be~uiled for the value they werfl, betrayed to passion 
t.hat by It they might grow plastic to her purpose, bent to 
her command. She, who had all the superb, satiric, con
temptuoull disbelief in suffering of a woman of the world, 
ltill knew that, over and over again, the tide of grief had 
broken up vainly against the disdain of her delicate pitiless 
irony; knew that over and over again a life made desolate, 
a life driven out to recklessness and desperation, a life laid 
down In the early glory of ambitious manhood, had been 
sacrificed through her, ruined by her, all cruelly, as care
lessly 811 • young child destroy II the brightness of the 
butterfly, the fragrance of the cowslip, in its sport of 
lummer-day chase or spring-day blossom-ball. A.nd for 
what r i'or t4e lake of triumphs that hlld p~led iD their 
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gaining, ror the Bake of gains that were valueless now: to. 
the sake of a sovereignty that seemed to brand her forehead 
with its crown; for the sake of evil things that had worn a 
fair mask, of freedom that had grown into slavery, of daring 
that had said, 'Better to reign in hell than serve in heaven.' 

She had erred deeply; all that was noblest, tenderest, 
most generous in her nature-and there was much still, 
despite the accusers that could appeal against her--knew it, 
and did not seek 'to palliate it to herself. The career that 
closed her in, once entered, as the Jlet closes round the bird 
it ensnares, had wearied her, had revolted her, had made her 
pride contemn the part she played. her conscience pleail 
against the woe she worked. her nature, grand in its mould 
and fearless in its courage, revolt from much that she had 
once voluntarily sought and confessedly loved in the earlier 
years when it was fresh to her. And she was not hoppy; 
the simplicity of the aged recluse at Monastica had pierced 
to a truth that Paris Dnd the world and the men who 
glittered round her and adored her did not perceive. She 
was not happy. With her brilliance, her power, her enter
prise. the fineness of her intricate intrigues, the daring of 
her constant adventures. the excitement of her incessant 
changes, no morbid sentiment, no passive pensiveness couM 
havo hold on her or be known to her; blltsomething deeper 
than this WDS at her heart; it was the melancholy of a mute 
remorse, the unavailing and vainly-silenced . lament of one 
who finds that he has bartered his gold for stone&.; 

Her eyes wer!) weary in all their splendour, as they fol
towed the flight of the sea-gulls. She thought of what she 
bad been, when only sixteen seasons had warmed the lustre 
of her hair, yet had made ber Hellenio beauty in its early 
blush and sudden maturity almost, even then, the beauty of 
ber present womanhood; she thought of herself as she llall 
stood one evening at suuset leaning . down ovet: the. ivy
mantled ruins of an antique bridge in Greece, looking across 
to the ..Egean flashing in the light, and t.hinking of the cen
'uries far away in the distance of the past when those waves 
had broken against the prows of Miltiades' galleys, and been 
erowded with the fleets of Salamis; she .remembered the 
'hid 8!ld decorated eloquence that ba4 wooed her then to 
her present path, murmuring auch bright words of libert, 
Il!d triumph, whilo th.o waters in their melody and the 81m 
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let in itl splendour seemed filled with the grand dead namell 
of Gracchan Rome and of Socratic Athens; she remembered 
bow the proud imagination of her dawning life Lad leapt to 
those subtle temptings as an arrow leaps from the bow into 
the empyrean, and had seen in its ambitious and still child
like dreama the sovereignty of' Seoliramis, the sway of As
pasia, the empire of Maria Tl;leresa, waiting in the future 
for her. ' 

Eight learl had gone by since then, and sbe had known 
the worl deeply, widely, wisely; she had been sated with 
homage and ~'ith victory, she had wakened love almost 
wherever her glance fell; her hours had been filled with 
vivid colour and jncessant variety, with luxury and with 
pleasure, with tbe life, of au adventuress in its airy non
,cbalance min~led with all the grace and elegance of patrician 
tastes, and habits, and wealth. And yet she was 110t happy; 
for the fame she had was notoriety, the power sbe had Willi 

used unscrupulously, in the core ofthe rose there ~as always 
an asp, and In the depth of her heart there were disappoint
ment, remorse, and dishonour. 

• And yet 1. was JDore sinned against than sinning,' she 
mused. • I was so ,oung then, and I was allured with such 
glorious beguilement. The regeneration of nations, the revo
lution of empires. the striking off of the serf'S tetters; the 

, redressing of every unjust balance, the conquest of,empires 
aud liberties, the people's homage and" the monarchs' 
crowns-tIlOse were what tempted me. Itwas the·,old fable 
of Satan and Eve: .. Eat of this fruit, and ye shall have the 
knowledge of heaven and .ea."i;h;tt "Believe.in me, follow 
me, nud you shall have glory beside which, Paradise is poor, 
kingdoms beside which Eden is a. desert.", And I tooK the 
fruit. How could I tell then that it would be allalieP' 

Tho thouglltil floated through her mind. leanin'" there 
wearily ag:lill8t the lattice, while the early wind

o 
of the 

,warm dawn 6tirl'ed the half-opened scarlet blossoms of the 
japonil'1l twilling round ,it. But she \\"as too integrally 
prouu to ~eck refuge or exculpation. in self~excuses even in 
her solitary reverie. . . . 

• Yet thll~ iii but Lalt the 'truth,' sLe mused. while her 
eyes still uncol1scious!y fonowe~ the' Bweep of the sea-bir~8 
out to sea. • I was slI10ed IlglllDst then, In the first, but II 
bae been lDy ow .. nonc; .. ince, I have kept to error long 
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aince I have known it to be error; I have loved my power 
even while I despised its means and its ends; -I have felt 
the intoxication of hazard till I have let it entangle me be
yond recall; I have known the evil I did, yet I have not 
paused in it when I might; I have seen the fatal issue of so 
much, and I have gone on and on; I hl\"I"e bouna them, I 

'have blinded them, I have despoiled them, I have taken 
their strength and their manhood, their faith and their 
courage, their wea.lth and their genius, and ruined them all. 
I have spared' none of them; I have betrayed so many. 
Pilat has not been done in ignorance-that has not been 
palliated with the excuse of youth scarce conscious what it 
does,' 

Her thoughts travelled far over past years, while the sun 
rose higher, aud while the man whose existence she had 
given back dreamed of her with the waking of the day, as of 
one so far above his love. that 

'No head save some world.genius should real 
Above the treasures of that perfect breast.' 

She remained still and silent at the casement till the distant 
call of the drums, as the Soldan went up to the mosque for 
the sunrise prayers, cUed softly away on the air. 

, I will save him at least. One sharp blow, and perhaps 
he will forget. Pride will aid him: and if we never meet 
again. I'shall remain only a dream to him-a dream with
out pain,' she said half aloud. And for the moment a darker 
shadow swept over her face; she remembered loyal eyes 
that had gazed their eager passion into hf'rs j she remembered 
leonine strength that would have been felled into its tomb 
but for her; she remembered that the man who had sought 
her with such untiring patience on the clue of one frail me
mory would not forget in a day. in a year. But her resolve 
was not shaken. 

, I will save him if he will be saved; he, at least, shall 
have nothing to reproach me,' she thought, while she 
watched the gray sea flash between the scarlet blossoms 
of the japonica. tendrils. Then she turned away from the 
window, and rang a hand·bell that had once belonged to 
Catherina Medici: like the one whose long, slender palm 
b~ befofe touched t4e sriraJ. C;Qlu~ qf it, liap.dle,l!h 
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Mver hesitated in any course when her resolVe was taken, 
ahe never swerved when once she had decided. 

The Nubian slave, who attended her wherever she tra.
velled as her maid, answered the summons from where she 
stood in the ante-chamber. 

'Tell Paulus that I start for Naples this morning. He 
knows what to do. I leave by ten.' . 

The Nubian bowed to the ground, and withdrew. Her 
mistress stood beside the table where the bell was placed, 
thoughtful still, with the shadow that had gathered on her 
deepening in the purple light that fell through violet cur
tains near. She was not a woman to whom regret was 
familiar. Many would have said she was too heartless; it 
was rather because she had seen, and known, and pene
trated too much to be lightly touched; but a great tear
less pain gathered in her eyes, and her hand closed with 
a gesture of impatience on the sharp metal circle of the 
bell. 

'He will be stung to the hearl;-and yet, better one 
pang at once,' she said in her solitude. 'What could it 
avail him to know me more except to suffer longer P , 

Her resolve was not changed; vacillation was impos
lible to her; she had none of its weakness in her nature, 
but • regret poignant and almost remorseful was on 
her. She thought of the fearless fidelity with which he 
had refused ever again to become as a stranger to her, 
abe thought of the fealty that she knew so well he bore 
to her, that had looked out from the ardent worship of hit 
eyes in the calm of the Eastern Dight a few short hour. 
before. . 

And she was about t.o kill this at a blow, because the 
prayer of another had pierced her heart and pleaded with 
her to spare him, if it were Dot too late. 

A Dew life had dawned on Erceldoune. 
All his old habit. of 1I0ldier-like decision, of sports

manlike activity, were broken up ; he who had. used to find 
lUll greatest t>leasllres in the saddle and the rille, in wait
ing nigh up m a leafy nest for the liOllS to come down to 
the spring to drink, and in riding wild races with Arabs 
over amber Itretches of torrid sand, in spending whole 
tIaya alone among the ledge-pools of the Border fowl, 
1l\4 i{1 bivq~king through a .!!OfchiI!g night with Bra,. 
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zi.lia.JJ guanchesi had. now changed into the veriest dreamer 
that ever let the long hours steal away, 

• floating up bright forms ideal, 
Hall sense-aupplied awl hall unreal, 
Like music mingling with a dream: 

He lived. in a land of enchantment, whose Bole sunlight 
was a woman's glance; he gave himself up without -a 
struggle to the .only passion that had ever touched his 
life. Now and then forebodings swept over him; now 
and then his own utter ignorance of the woman to whom 
he was yielding up his destiny, smote him with a terrible 
pang, but very rarely: in· propertion to the length of 
his resistance to such a SUbjugation was the reckless, 
headlong force of his fall into its power. Moreover, his 
.nature wasesBentially uniluspecting ; and he had an old
world chivalry in him that would have made it seem to 
him the poorest poltroonery to cast doubt on the guardian
angel who had saved him from the very jaws of death 
His· mother, lost in- his earliest childhood, had been of 
Spaniiilh race;' neglected -by herf lord, she' had been left 
to break her spirit as she would against the gray walls 
of the King's Rest, longing for the perfume and the 
colour and the southern winds of her home in the Vega, 
while the Border moors stretched round her, and the 
Cheviots shut: her in until she died, like a tropic bird, 
caged in cold and in twilight. A softness, inherited frOUl 

the tenderness and the enthuS1:lsm of her southern blood, 
was latent A:a her son, little as he knew it; an un. 
worldlincss and trustfulness were in his nature, though he 
did not perceive them; and though his carecr had done 
much to _ strengthen the lion-like daring and athlete's hardi. 
hood of -his character, on the other hand the picturesque 
colouring and varied wandering in which his years had 
been spent had done much to preserve the vein of ro
mance within him, unworn while unsuspected. . N otlling 
had touched this side of his nature until now; and 110"', 

the stronger for its past Buppression, it conquered him in 
its turn, and ruled aJone. . 

When he left her that evening he could,. not sleep; he 
rode far and fast through the late night, dashing down 
into the interior, along Ban(ly plains, and through cypresa 
groves, aCrOB!! liltt'ctt:hes ot tall~letl vegetation, am<l oVeJ 
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the rocky beds of dried.up brooks, or the foam of tum. 
bling freshets. The swift rush through the cooled air 
soothed the fever in him; his thoughts and his passions 
kept Ulrobbing time with the beat of the hoofs, with the 
sweep of the gallop. He lovedhcr, he thought. 0 God, . 
how he loved her! . , ' 

So long ago loved his namesake the Rhymer, when 
under the tree of Erceldoune-'-the Tree of Grammaryc-:
the sorceress li)s touched his, and the' eyes brighter,than 
mortal bl·ightness looked into hil!l own; lips that wooed 
him across the dark Border, eves that dared bim to orave 
the Lake of Fire for aer salie. Those' old, old IcgendBt 
how they repeat themselves in every age, in every life! 

With the dawn he came upon a pool, lying land.locked, 
far and solitary, encircled with cedars and cypress and 
superb drooping boughs, now heavy with the white bIos. 
1I0ms of the sweet chestnut, and while his horse drank at 
the brink, he threw himself in to bathe, dippUig down into 
the clear brown watllrs, and striking out into .the depths 
of green blo~"oming Bhade, while the sweU of a torrent 
that poured into it lashed him with its foam, cold even 
in the East before sunrise, and hurled the mass of water 
against his limbs, firm.knit, sinewy, colossal a .. the polished 
limbs of a Roman bronze of Milo; As he shook the 
drenching spray from his hair, and swam against the cur. 
rent, looking upward at the sky where the dawn was just 
bl·caking, aU the beaut}' that life might know leemed' sud~ 
denly to rise on him In revelation .. There is an eastern 
fable that tells how, when Paradise faded from earth, a 
single rose was Baved,and ·treasured by'an angel, who 
gives to every mortal, sooner. or later in his life; ~ne breath 
of fragrance from the immortal flower-one: alone. . The 
legend came to his memory as the sunbeams deepened, 
slanting spear.like across the azure of the skies, and he 
dashed down into the shock of the waterll to still in him 
this fierce Iweetnes8 of lODging for aU that would never 
be his own. ' 

ODe woman alone could bring to him that perfume .Q~ 
Paradise; the rose of Eden could only breathe its divine 
fragrance on him from her lips. .And he would have 
given all the ,.ears of his life to UVII it come to hiw Oll~ 
bour. . 
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Whell t11e day was at noon he went to her, heeding no 
more the downpour of the scorching vertical rays than 
the Rhymer had heeded the leaping tongues of Harne 
while he rode, with the golden tresses sweeping his lips, 
down to the glories of Frerie. Distinct thought, distinct 
expectance, he had none; he had but one instinct, to seo 
her, to be with her, to lay down at her feet the knightliest 
service that ever man gave to woman. He knew nothing 
of her, knew not whether she were wedded. or unwedded, 
but he knew that the world had one meaning alone for 
him now-he loved her. Tbat she could ever answer it, 
he had barell the shadow of a hope. There was much 
humility in him; he held himself but at a lowly account; 
though a proud man with men, he would have felt, had 
he ever followed out his thoughts, that he had nothing 
with which to merit or to win the haughty and bl·illiant 
loveliness of Idalia; he would have felt that he had no 
title, and no charm, to gain her and gather her into arms 
that would be strong, imleed, to defend her until the last 
breath of life, as they had been strong to strangle the 
bear in the death grasp and to tame the young wild horse 
on the prairies, but that had no 'gold to clasp and fling 
down at her feet, no purples of state and of wealth to 
fold round her, bringing their equal royalty to hers. 
That he himself could attract her, he would have had. 
little belief; he did not see himself as others saw him; he 
did not know that his vigorous magnificence of form, his 
dauntless manhood, his generous unselfishness, his un
trammelled freedom of thought and deed, might charm a. 
woman who had been tired bl all, won by none; he was 
unconscious of any. of these In his own person, and he 
would have thought that he had nothing on earth which 
could give him the right ever to hope for her tenderness. But 
hope is always strong in us till despair is forced on us, 
however little we may know that hope's existence; and 
thought was the last tbing that was shaped in him
thought never grouped itself before him; he was still in' 
the opium-dream; neither future nor past existed for 
him; he was drunk with his present; his 10l'e blinded him. 
to any other memory than itself. It was too wholly in its 
el1l'ly freshness for it to f()recllst its fate. 

; HilJ eYeS eaJ:erly swept over the building as he roda u9 
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tbe avenue j the latticel were all closed; this was uaual in 
the noon, yet it gave him a vague disquietude and dread. 
The echo of his step resounded on the marble, as it had 
done when he bad forced his entrance into what be had 
believed the lair of his ass:I.Bsin j it was the only sound, 
and the atillnesl froze his heart lilie ice: the rolling bat 
of the hound had never before failed to challenge his 
arrival. 

Tbe first court was deserted; in the second he saw the 
Abyssinian. 

• The Countess Vassalis ? ' he asked rapidly 
• Is not here,' answered the negress. 
'Not here!' 
• No, most illustrious. Her excellency left atamboul 

this morning.' 
He staggered like a man who has received a blow. 
• Left-w here P-wh,. ?-for how long P' 
Tbe Abyssinian shook her head with a profound salaam; 

ahe knew nothing,.or would say nothing; her mistress had 
left Constantinople; where ahe intended to travel she could 
not tell; her excellency was always travelling, she believed; 
but a note had been given her to deliver to the English 
Effendi, perhaps that might tell more. 

He Belzed it from her as Bhe drew it from the yellow 
folds of her saah, and tore it open; a mist was before his 
aight, and his wrist shook while he held the paper as it had 
never done lifting the rifle to his shoulder, when one error 
in the bullet's flight would have been instant death to him
lelf. The letter brought him little solace; it was but a few 
words of graceful courtesy, giving him the adieu that a 
sudden departure rendered necessary, but added nothing of 
why or whither she 11'11 gone, and seeming, in their polisbed 
ceremol1ial, cold as ice to the storm of shattered bope and 
tempestuous pain tbat was rife in his own heart. Instinc
tively liS his hand closed on it he turned away from the 
Abyssinian, and went out of the court into the bot blaze of 
Aay alone; be could not bear tbe eyes of even that African 
upon him in the desolation that had Bwept down upon hi. 
life. He went out, where he did not Bee or know. p8Bfing 
into the Bcol't'bing air and into the cooler shade of the groves. 
with a blind dumb suffering on him like the suffering of a 
clog. For ber be bad no pride; against wounds from .be, 
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\)and hehad no shield; and 110thing with which ahe eould 
wring ~i9 heart,notlling with which ahe, could try his 
loyalty, 'coilld avail to turn his love' away. 'l'heyhad 
been no idle words with which he 'had said that his life 
WitS hers to do with it what she would; having made the 
'ow he would keep it, no matter what the test, or what the 
cost. ' 

He crllshed in h.is gra~p that pitiless letter. Her hand 
had touched it, her hand hnd written it; bitter as it was it 
was sacred' to 'hun. 'And' he stood in the vertical Bun, gazing 
blank!y dow~ on the ~aves below the terraces, tossing up
ward In the light at. hIS feet. The blow had, fallen on him 
with a crushing sickening force. Again l,e ,had lost her; 
again, ,when ,to t,he old bam~wearinest) with which he had 
80 long vainly Bought 'bel' was added the certainty that he, 
who. ha4. lavished his beart'sbest treasure on her, was nc 
more tdher than; the yellow sands ,that the seas kissed 

811d leff;. " ,'" , 
A few. hOlll'S, bcforeand her eyes ha~ smiled on him, her 

presence had be~n, witb him; ahe had listened to him, 
spol{enwitb him, let him linger beside her in all tho 
familiar communion of a welcome friendship. He could not 
realise'that he was forsaken by her without a 'word, without 
a, regret" witbout an j!/fort .for them ever to meet again, ITe 
had no cll\im on he~ remembrance, no title to her confidencl", 
it was true; hIS acquaiutance with her was 8light, as the 
worl~ would have considered ; but he could not realise that 
the tie between them ofa lif'e aaved, so powerful on him, so 
deathless in ,ts memory for him, could be as nothing to h,er. 
'l'he wanton c~'uelty of her desei,tion, seemed to him 80 
merciless that he had no remembrance of how little hold 
h~ had, in reason and in fact, upon her tenderness. The 
kno\Vledge' of her loss alone was ,on him, leaving him 
no consciousness save of the burning misery that possessed 
h·" , 1m. 

As he ,had never loved, so be bad never Buft'ered untiJ 
now; bis adventurous careel' in camps and cities and deserts 
lu\d never been touched by any grief. He had come there 
in the gladness of the morning, full of faith" of hope, or 
eager deh~bt, and of unquestioning expectation; and he 
.tood' in' tbo scorch of the noonday heat, stupefied, the
'glare o(eun' and ~ea unfelt in the fiery agony tbn" h~ 
lei zed him. 
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The little gilded caique was rocking at his feet, where it 
was moored to the landing-stairs. Trifles link thought to 
thought; and with the memory of that first enchanted hour 
",ben be had floated with her down tbe water he remembered 
the wanJing that she had given him"":"tbe warning • not to 
lie under the linden.' . 

The warning had been, sbe bad said, for' bis sake-not 
bel' own. Was it for his that she had left him now? She 
had implied that Bome Bort' of periJ, some threatening of 
dangt'r, must'await him with her friendship. Was it to save 
him from tbese that sbe had left him tbus? Then the hu
mility, that was integrally a part of his nature as hiidofty 

r.ride of race was toward men, subdlled the bitter' sense of 
IeI' cruelty. What was he more to her than any other to 

whom she gave ller gracious courtesies, that be should.look 
for I'ecollection from her P He owed her his life; but that 
debt lay on him; it left no claim to her. What was there 
in him that he could hope in their briefintercourse to have 
become any dearer to her than any other chance-met 
acquaintance of the hOllr? lIe could not upbraid her .with 
having smiled on him one hoUl' to forsake him as a stranger 
the next, for with the outset she had bade him leave her 
unknown. " 

Hot tears, the first that had ever cOme there since as a 
child he had Bobbed over his young mother's grave, rushed 
into his e,es, shutting out the stretch of the sparkling seas. 
lind the ncb colouring around bim, where' Cashmere roses 
and Turkillh lilica bloomed in untrained luxuriance. Tbe 
lea had no freedom, the flowers; no fragrance, the green 
eartb in its early 'summer no beauty for him; he only'felt 
that, let him spend loyalty, fidelity, life, and peace upon her 
all he would, he might never be one shadow nearer to her 
than be Wllljl now; he might never touch her to one breath 
of tenderness, never move her to one pang of pity. His 
etrength waa great: he IJsd wrestled with the gaunt 
northern bear in tbe cold of a Scandinnvian night; ho had 
fought \\"itb ocean and storm ~ in· the madIies8 of a tropical 
tempest; he had closed with the African lion in:' a fierce 
embrace, and wrenched the huge jan apart as they closed 
In their pl·ey. He had prevailed in these things by fearless' 
forco, by human might; but now, in his 'weakness and ,his: 
misery. heeould have flung himself down OD tbetawny 
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Bands and wept hke a woman for the hopea that were Bcat
tered, for the glory that was dead. 

Another moment, and he had crossed the labyrinth of the 
garden, thrown himself into saddle, and turned back toward 
the city. The Greeks idly lying under the shelter of their 
fishing or olive feluccaa drawn up on the shore, and the 
,Turks sitting on their cocoa·nut mats under the shadow 
of fig· tree or vine at the entrance of their huts, stared 
aghast at the brea.thless hOl'se, thundering along the sea.
road through the noontide heat, hia flanks covered with 
foam, anel the white burnous of his Giaour rider floating 
out upon the wind. Down the steep pathways, over the 
jagged rocks, across the flat burning levels of sand, and 
under the leaning grape-covered walls, Erceldoune rode. 
reckless of danger, unconscioull of the fierce aun-fire 
pouring on his head . 
. He had aworn to follow her, wheLher her route were 

lIeaward to Europe or eastward into.the wild heart of Asia. 
Pride, reason, wounded feeling, wavering faith, none of 
them availed to turn him from his course. He was true 
to his oath; and the madness was upon him that in the 
golden verse of his namesake the Rhymer makes Syr Tria
tam love better to go back to the risk of death and shame, 
to the land of his foe, to the old piercing pain and the old 
delicious sorcery, than to live in peace and hODour and 
royalty without the smile of King Marc's wife, without the 
light of Y sonde's eyes. Let come what would, he followed 
Idalia. 

In the feeling he bore her there was a strange mingling 
of. utter humility, of most reverential chivalry, with tha 
wildest pussion and in the most reckless daring; in it the 
two sides of his nature were blent. 

He rode to the Golden Horn, where the flags of every 
nation were streaming trom the crowded masts in the clear 
hot light. He knew that her departure by anyone of the 
vessels could easily be ascertained. 

To seek the guests whom be had met at her house, to 
inquire of her from the numerous acquaintance ho had 
Rmong the various chancelleries in Constantinople, nnd the 
military and naval men passing through or stoying off 
there; to ask who she was, wl,ence she came, how she WBS 

bela in Bocial estimation i all that might have been tho 
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aatunl eourtI8 or moat .... impossible to Ereeldoune. He 
eould Dot hue brought himaelt to apeak or her to others i 
lie Celt t.hat; if he heard her name lightly uttered h. 
abould atrike his hand ou the mouth that uttered it; i and 
intenll8 .. hie longing might; be to pierce the m1stery that; 
apparently ahrollded her, tbe quixotic code of his love and 
hll hODour would haft let him uk nothing througb strangers 
tbd abe withheld herself. He prosecuted hie search &lone; 
aDd tbe rapidityiu luch inveStigatioDI gained by habit; BOOB 
brought; him the knowledge he puraued. 

Before e.ening he had learned among the aailors in the 
port that a Iteam yacbt belonging to her, the 10, which had 
returned twenty-four houra prenously from Athens, had 
taken ita departure early in the DlOming, for Capri, the 
Greek crew had Mid. witb DO one ou board but herself, her 
Illite, and the Silesian dog. Tbe yacht waa probably by 
DOW through the Daroanellea. It was well boWD. ill the 
Golden Horn, tbe sailors told' him, tbat Ihe usually came 
from Enrope in it; i it; eould be recognised anywhere on the 
eeaa; for it; &lwaya carried the greeD, white. and 8C&rlet of 
t.be I talian national colours erossed on tbe Greek enligo.-
• fancy, it; W'&8 IUPpoI!ed, of her es:oelleucy'& 

ErceIdoune'l eyes Btrained aCl'08S tbe glittering eJ:p&D88 
of .. tar with a wistfnl longing aa he listened; every word 
he gathered plunged like a knife into bis beart. No 8teamer 
1n!flt; from the barbour thAt day to Naplea. Witb twelve or 
twice twelY8 hours between tbem, how eould he tell wt 
tbat a",roain abe migbt be loat to him P bow, or where. or 
.bcn be might; ever I'eClOter the clue abe had rent; asunder' 

• If that achooner were only mine I' be muttered uncOn 
acioualy &l01ld. .. his glance fell on • yacht; in the harbowt 
with her gold figure-head and her bl'3.... swivel guna glisten
ing in the BUn. His want; of wealth he had Deter felt; i hi. 
r.ature ... 1 too higb-toned. hi. habits too hardy, his temper 
too bold; but; DOW for the &rat; time the. pang of hil be~. 
gared fortunes atnlek heavily OIl him. Were wealth his 
own, how 800n the, aeaa that ee~ them might; be 
bridged I 

A Camiliar hand w.. .truck on his aboulder as he .tood 
looking acroaa at; the gray arc of tbe Bosphorua. 8training 
hia eyes into the om.n~ .. though he eoula pierce the di80 
taDee and follow her with hie gue. 

• 
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. I You want B yacht II Ta he Etoile. I am going inland 
p a special misslOn into Arabia j bring her back in a year's 
time; that will be soon enough for me.' 

Erceldollne turned and SIlW Ii man .he knew well; a true 
snd lried friend; one with whom h had gone on many a 
perilous expedition; adauntIess traveller, a pure Arabic 
8cholar, and a skillt'd negotiator with· Eastern, chiefs aud 
tribes. . 

The Etoile was at his service, with. her captain imd her 
crew, to take him where he, would j there remained but the 
duties of the Messenger . Service to detain him, and these, 
Dn application let him .looee. ' .. He had so habitually abo 
stained througbout the twenty years of his service from any 
effort to shirk or shift the most dangerous OF most irksome 
missions, that as nothing spccially rcquired him then, and 
.a courier_was daily eX{lected fi'om Russi:). who could take 
despatches home in hIS place, .he eRsily obtained bis fur. 
lough, and by sunset. he weighed anchor. . 

The yacht steered -out of.the varied fleot of merchantmen 
that crowded the Golden Horn, steeren out to the open SM, 
while the scarlet glory of the after-glow lingered in the 
skies, and dyed the waters blood-red in itl! light. -To what 
fale did he go P he asked himself. .. .' 

Safer,. wiser, better far, .he tt.ought, 'bbathe should turn 
back with 'his familiar comrade. and plunge down into the 
core of .Asia.,:inlo the old athletic. bracing, open-air life. 
into the pleasures that had never palled of forest and riBe, 
of lake and mountain, of the clear ringing shot and the 
wild day-dawn. gallop, into the pastimes that haduo taint 
in them, th'3' chase that had no pang in it. That old life 
had been so free,so elastic, so ulIshndowed, ,with all the 
libcrty of the desert, with all the Zl'st of hardihood in it. 
'with ,DO thought for the morrow, nnd no regret for the past. 
~th slcel), '!lound as a mountaineer's, with strength ex
bnustlesil ~ the 8i'B eagle'll~ .. He wall leaving it.' And for 
wbatP . For a .loN that already had COllt him a lear of 
llnin to a few short hourll of hope j for a 'Woman. 0 whom 
be knew nothing-not even whether she were the wife .or 

. the mistress of another; for the miserable fever of restlesl 
'O!lssion; for the haunting torment of unattainable joys, for 
the intoxication of tempest-tossed desires, for. the shadows 
tlf surrounding doubt and mysterv. Better far let. the 
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mange charm that had enthralled him be cut away a~ any 
cost, and go back to that old life while there was yet time. 
Tbe thought crossed him for 'the moment as he drifted from 
the quay of the Golden Horn; The next it' passed as 
swiftly; let him' pluuge into the recesscs or Asia or the 
green depths of 'Vestern wilds, he 'would carry with him 

. his passion aud her memory; and the 'fessel swept down 
beyond the Dardanelles in her pursuit, through the phos-

, phor crests of stsrlit waves as the night deepened, and the 
distance between them grew less and les8 with every dip 
ihe prow made down into the deep-gray glistening water, 
like a petrel that stoops to bathe in his passage, and 
shakes the spray froln his spread wings to take a freer 
flight. 

It was evening when she ran into Capri, that Eden hung 
beneath the Bea and sky. All its marvellous maze of colour 
was in its richest glow; the sun was sinking behind Solaro i 
the towering rocks of the SaIto ;l1nd the Faraglioni burneQ 
througb their sublimity' of gloom; a lustre of gold and 
purple streamed over mountainous Ischia down on the' brow 
of Epomeneo, 'and over the low bills of Procida; and the 
blue water lay dazzling in the light, with the white sails of 
Sorrento skiffs, scarce larger on its waves than the white 
wings of fluttering monachi, while over the sea came the 
odours of budding orange and citron gardens and a world 
of violets that filled the woods, sloping upward and upward 
into the clouds whel'e Anarapri lay. . 

Erceldoune Baw none of It, yet he felt it vaguely-feU., 
as hiB vessel stt'ered tbrough that flood of 8unlight, comjng, 
from the rich mllzzo 9iof'1l(J- of the Amalfi coast into the 
golden riot of this lavish loveliness, as though he floated 1<0 
R paradise. So had they thought' before him, who, sailing 
through those caressing seas toward the same: isles where 
the Sirens Bong, bad liBtened to the eJichllnt~d song, to find 
their graves ill tumult and in l!torm. . 

The sun sallk behind Ischia ali he went ashore, and the 
Budden twilight ft:lI. quenching all the blaze or ire, and 
bringing in its stead the tender night, with the chln~' of the 
Aye Maria ringing out from church bells over the sea. , 

He wlls known in Copri, and the men showed their· 
.. hite teeth with a bright smile. and the girls laughed aD 
qver thAi. "'l>Ild.som~ brow", fllces, as they welcomed him. 
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He bad little cioubt of soon learning what he sought ~' • 
few brief questions brought him loquacious answers. 

'Niursi, signore I' cried a marinaro, in the barbarous 
Capriote patois. 'L'illustrissima Contessa! she knows me 
well. Chiara, my wife, helped the African to carry the 
luggage up to her villa the day before yesterday-' 

• She is here still P • -
"The quick Capriote caught the tremulous excitement 

that ran through the question, and his heart warmed to the 
stranger, by whom his brother had once been brought up 
from the black churning waves under Tiberio I'n the dead of 
• tempestuous night. 

, She is here, signore mio; she has been often here. She 
ill at the Villa Santilla. in the Piccola Mariana. I -will 
show you the way willIngly. , 

, No! I can find it; I.know every foot of your island. 
But if you can get me a horse, do.' . 

The marinaro put back the gold held out to him with a 
loving gesture, and a smile. that glistened through his 
brown beard: _ 

• Not from !IOU, signore. We have not forgotten, in 
Capri, here, the night after San-Qastanza's Day.' 

Awhile later, and Erceldoune passed up the terraced 
heights, through the woods, where he crushed starry cyclo
men and late violets at every step, along hedges of prickly 
pea,r enclosing vineyards and fields of flax, and down rocky 
winding stairs shut in by walls, over which hung the white 
blossoms of orange boughs. -

Now and then he passed a village priest, or a _contadina 
that was like a study for Giorgone, or a tourist party 
whose mules were stumbling down some narrow gorge or 
dense arbutus thicket; these were all; the solitude was 
well-nigh!' imbroken. He knew Capri as well as he knew' 
the old .Scottish border at home; many a time, waiting 
_week after week at Naples for despatches, he had exploreil 
every creek, rock, and islet in that marvellous bay, from sunli t 
Amalfi to nestling Procida; and he made his way straight 
onward', to the Piccola Mariana, though slowly from the 
steepness and the vagaries. of the broken Roman roael:" 
overgrown with luxuriant vegetation, that his horse, II 
,stu.rdy mount9,in-trai~e4 ches~nut from Isohia, cli~beq 
cautiously. 
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A. Jato honr was sounding from some campanile aa he 
rode into that beautiful nook that lies turned toward Sicily. 
with its line of fisher-boats and white-walled cottages fring. 
ing the coast, and hidden among olives, cistus groves and 
orangeries. Here and there--where strangers had made 
their dwelling-lights were gleamiQg, but the Capriotes all 
Jay sleeping under their low rounded roofs; he almost de
spaired of finding any guide to tell him which villa was hers 
in that leafy nest among the sea-girt rocks. 

At last he overtook a contadina heavily laden with wood, 
doing the work of pack.horses, as is the common custom for 
women in the isles of the Sirens; she knew the name; the 
Contessa had bought some coral of her, for pity's sake, 
yesterday; the villa waa down there in that little gorge 
Just hanging over the sea, wbere the gray plumes of olive 
were thickest. 
If any had asked it, he could not have .answered with 

what definite purpose he went, whether to see her, whether 
to bresk on her privacy at such an hour, whether only to 
look on the place where she dwelt, and watch till the day 
!!hould dawn; fixed aim he had none; he was urged by an 
impulse aa vague as it was unconquerable, unregulated 
either by reason or by motive. He was in that mood in 
which chance does its best or its worst for a ~an; when he 
otr~ra no :resistance to it, and may even be hurried into guilt 
ue he knows what he does. 

The lights were, shining among the shades of olive and 
arbutus woods aa his horae stumbled down the narrow 
defile, cab:hing in the trailing vine tendrils at every step. 

The dwelling literally overhung the sea, nestled on & low 
ridge of rock, curved l¥ .and so that the whole arc of the 
~y, sweeping from east to west, was commanded by its 
irindows, that saw the sunrise over the beight of St. Angelo. 
fall in its noonday glory full on Naples, and Vesuvius, and 
Baim, where they lie m the depth of that wondrous bow. 
snd pass on to die in purple pomp behind wild Ischia. It 
Ifa8 surrounded with all the profuse growth of the island; 
Ilhicketa of cistns, wilderness of myrtle, budding fig.trees, 
~rangeries with their crowns of bridal blossom and theu 
'Dalls of amber fruit, while vast rocks rose above and shelved 
beneath it, with columns that towered to the clouds, and 
terraced led£e8 and broken 1:0000ges filled up with foliage. 
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Through th~ leaves he saw the gleam of open window8, and 
the indistinct outline of the roof in the deep shade ClJ.Bt from 
the rocks above; the road he had followed ended abruptly 
bn a narrow ·table of stone jutting out over a precipice 
whose depth he could not guess, and immediately fronting 
the easements from which the light streamed, divitledfrom 
the terrace and strip of garden running beneath them by a 
chasm perhaps so~e six feet wide. Thus from the rock he 
saw straight into the lighted chamber within, as he threw 
himself from his horse, and with his arm round a plane-tree 
to hold his footing, leaned over the edge and strained his 
eyes through the gloom to gaze into the interior that was 
before him .like a picture painted on the shadow of the 
night. ,His heart stood still with a sickening pang, a deadly 
burning jealousy that had never touched his life before. 
Through the draperies of the curtains he saw her, and ,saw 
her,""""not alone. ,She sat at: the head ·of her table,; that 
glittered . with. wax-lights and fruits, and· wines, and with 
her were some six or seven men, whose voices only reached 
him in a low inarticulate murmur, but whose laughter now 
and then echoed' on his ear in the silence. At ,tbe foot of 
the table sat one' whom he recognised at once; his back 
was to the windows, but the slight grace of his figure, and 
the. elegance of his throat and. head, with ita closely-cut 
blond hair. sufficed to iden~ify him to· Erceldoune. 'What 
tie could he have to her, this cold, smiling, silken politician, 
who seemed perpetually by her side P In the warm night 
he shook as with icy chillness through all his veins; a brute 
longing seized him to spring like a lion into that dainty 
group, and fell them down as men of Lis blood In Bothwelh 
.la,s had felled their foes in Border feuds, ' 

", "when th~ loud corynoch rang for war 
'~ough Lorne, Argyle, Monteith, and Braidalbane.' 

Her othe~ guests were all unknown to him, and lo~ked 
like gentlemen condottieri; moreover, all he saw was Idalia; 
she was leaning slightly forward, her face was lighted with 
impassioned warmth, while' her, eyes, fixed upon the' man 
nearest her. an Italian by the contour of his features, and of 
a careless princely bcal'ing, that gave him greater distinc
tion than the rest displayeq. adjured him more eloquently 
I,ItiU than by, the words with which her lips were moving. 
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The echo of ller . voice, though not the meaning of her 
.peech, came to Erceldoune where he swung forward over 
the chasm in the hushed night, sweet and. fatal as the Siren 
voices that had used to echo' over those eterno! seas that 
lapped tho bea.ch below.. ~nd as he heard it,a heart-sick 
Jnlsery seemed to make hlS life desolate j he had shaped no 
.definite hope, his thoughts had known no actual form, but 
his love unconsciously had coloured both hope and. thought: 
.he 80 utterly filled hi. own life. he could not at once realise 
that he was nothing, Dot even a remembrance, in, hers. 

He leaned nearer and nearer, regardless of.the unfathomed 
precipice that yawned beneath him. At that instant Victor 
.vane rose, pushed back his chair, and approached' the open 
glass doors; looking out from the brightly-lighted room, he 
could see the shadow of the man and horse upon .the oppo
lite ledge •. 
• • The Romans hung their wreaths of roses over the doors, 
'We in a more prosaic age must shutout windows,' he s'aid, 
with B li~ht laugh, as he closed the venetian: blinds, leaving 
only thelr -thread-like chinks open for the passage of light 
outward, and the passage of air within. . 

A great darkness fronted Erceldoune; the moon 'was 
ahining on all the silvered seas, and innumerable stars were 
out, but· for him the blackness and blindness of night had 
never so utterly fallen. 

Hours passed by uncounted, unheeded by him; .the 
chimes of the· campanile had chimed twelvej and one, Bnd 
two, unheard by him; he was still there before the darkened 
windows. The Ischian horse grazed quietly off the grasses 
and young shoots amollg' the rocks; ErceldounE! watched 
the villa which sheltered her, ail a lion watches the lair of 
bis foe. 

The night was absolute torture to him; intolerable sus
pense possessed him, and a reckless hatred of all those who 
were now within the chamber on which he was forbidden 
even to look. So near to her, and yet as far sundered as 
though seu divided them I His rivals with.her while he 
It.)od without! His imaginatiou was' filled, with. their 
looks, their words, the bold passion in their eyes, the lovely 
.mile upon her lips. What were they, what htle could they 
elaim to her, these men, who seemed so welcome to her' 
Something in the familiarity, the authority, of the English-
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man'. action, slight though it was, bore to bhn a terrible 
aingificance. Were her revelries such as those for which 
the rose was hung above the doors of Rome P were they the 
revelries of a Faustina P The thought passed over him, 
cold, gliding, poisonous as the coil of a snake; he flung it 
from him with fierce lonthing, true to the motto of his old .. 
race-' One loyalty, one faith:' he . had ghoen both to her. 
He heeded neither time nor place; purpose he had none in 
staying there; to watch her life ",ith su~picion or espionage 
was the last thought in' him, the last baseness possible to 
him; but he could not tenr himself from the plnce ; he W88 
fascinated to it, even by the very torment of his pain. How 
utterly she must have forgotten him! how' utterly careless 
must she be of what suffering she had dealt· him I As he 
thought of the look thnt he. bad seen :on her fnce,8s he 
thought of those men gathered about her while he was 
absent, he paced the narrow rocky ridge like a mnn chained 
to his cell, while his foes riot in all thnt he has loved and 
trell.8ured. And the closed casements faced him like an 
inexorable doom, while a faint glimmer of light that here 
and there streamed through them seemed to mock him with 
fugitive tormenting glimpse, only serving to make the 
darkness darker still. 
, At last, when the grayness of dnwn was breaking; there 
was a slight noise thnt stirred the stillnetls. The shutter 
unclosed, the glass. door opened: he saw her-alone. There 
1\oas no one now in the apartment, and she stood in the 
open window looking out on the Bea that ~tretched far 
belo,,", round the broken and jutting cliffs.' 

He leaned down, scarcel:r breathing, till he hung half
way over the chasm. Was It possible that ill this' solitude 
she tbought of him P Were those men anything to her P or 
W88 he more than they, or nothing-not even a regret P 

The moon. at. that moment strayed through on to the 
ledge, and she saw his shadow hanging midway down over 
the precipice, whose fatal depth'slauted straight into the 
Ilea, which had worn a narrow way through the fissure five 
hundred feet below. A cry of horror broke from her that 
had a greater tenderness in it than lies only in a mere fear 
for life imperilled. For all answer he swung himself one 
moment on the ledge, balanced the distance with an unerring 
eye. !,nd with a mountnineer'l\ leap that the glenaand billa 
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or the Border had taught him long before, cleared the space 
snd alighted at her feet. 

• Does it matter to you whether I live or die i' ' 
The brief prayer bore eloquence deeper than hes in orn~te 

words; a.ll the man'. heart was spent in it. Idalia stood 
motionless and silent, her eyes fixed. ,on him where he stood 
besiJe her, dropped as from the air upon the wild c1i1fo! in 
the dead of night, when she believed him far distant on 
those Eastern shores to which the sea beneath them ebbed 
away through league on league of starlight. 

• Does it malter to you whether I live or die P , 'he said 
afresh, while his voice quivered with a fiery piteous en.. 
treaty. 

• SurelT' It, mattered to. me when you. were but a 
stranger. 

A vivid joy thrilled through him; his eyes in the shadow 
burned down into hers with passionate .appeal, with pas-
sionate reproach. . 

• Ay, but it was only a divine pity tnon; is it that only 
now P And, with .but. pity in you for me, how could you 
deal me this last misery P , 

W hat stirred her heart he could not tell. 
, I bade you know no more of me,' she said at last, while 

her eyes looked away from him down· into the still and sil~ 
vered. seas. • I told you nothing but bittel'ness could come 
to you from my friendship; nothing else can. Why would 
you not believe me while it was time P , 

There was an . intense and weary mournfulness in the 
words. They carried a deadly meaning to him; he gave, 
them but one significance. . .. 

'You mean that even your memory is forbidden me
that even my worship of you dishonours you i' • 

She drew her hands from bim. 
• Your words are as strange as your presence here. Tbis 

is the time and place for neither.' . 
• My words are strange! God help me! I hardly know 

",hat I BaY. Answer me, in pity's sllke, what are they to 
rouP' 

'WhoP' 
And as she spoke, beneath the' unbent hauteur of her 

.oice and of her glance there was something as nearly 
kindred to anxiety and alarm as could approach Idalia'., 
nature. 
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'Those men who were with you! 
C Let me· pass, sir. These are not questions for which 

you have right, or to which I give submission.' . 
C I swear they shall be answered! What arB they to 

you P' . 
She glanced at him in haughty amaze, tingcd with some 

otber feeling that he could not translate. 
C Yon dare addI:ess me thus! .Are yon mad P , 
• I think so.' . 
'I think so also,' .sbe sllid coldly. . C And now, sir, there 

is an end of these unwarranted questions; which you have 
as little title to ask as' I have inclination to answer. Leava 
me, or let me pass.' 

Hestood.in her path, half mad as he said: . 
C I will know one thing. Are you any man's wife P , 
Utter surprise passed ove~ her· face, and something ot 

contemptuous annoyance. 
C I reply to nothing asked in such a manner,' she said 

briefly. C Let me pass, sir,' . 
. C No! Tell me this one thing for the love of pity!' 

The anguish· in his voice touched her. Sho paused a 
mOOIont. 

• It clln concern you in no way,' she answered him dis
tantly. C But since you ask it, know that Ieherish freedom 
too well to be wedded.' . . 

.' I thank God! I Dlay love you without sin.' 
His voice was verr low, and. his words had a greater ina' 

tensity, because theIr passion was restrained in obedience 
to her; there was grandeur in their very simplicity. She 
raised her head with her old stng-like gesture, lookillg to 
the sea, lind not to him. 

• Sir, you haVE! no title to speak BUchwords. You camlOt 
Bay that I have ever given you the faintest-" . 

~ HavCl I ever said it p, . No; YOll have given me no title, 
but I claim one.' . ' 

r Claim!.' 
. ~ I claim one. The title that every man has to love, 

though he go unloved-to love better than life, and only 
teSS thau h01l0ur.' _ .. 
. • He spoke steadily, undauntedly, as became his own self. 
-,aspect aud dignity; but his voice had an accent whieh told 
. ler that wo1'ld~wide as. the love had been that she had 
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IOUled, Done ever had loved her as this man· did. For a 
moment ahe turned and looked at him-a look Heeting, an~ 
,eiled from him by the Hickeringahadows. The look wal 
IOOD banished, ~nd her eyes strp.yed backward to the sea. 
Her face was very pale, but she moved away with her proud 
and languid grace. \ 

• These words are painful to us both: no more of them, 
air. Farewell.' 

The ..... ord struck him as a shot strikes one of his Border 
deer. In the impulse of his agony he caught her trailing 
dress, and held it as a sentenced. captive might hold ~the 
purple hem of his sovereign's robes. 

I Stay I A moment ago, youi said- YOll cared whether 1 
lived or died. As I live now, I. will die to-night, in 
that sea at yonI' feet, it" you tell·me to leave YOll for 
ever.' 
. A. shudder ran tbrough her. Looking down on him she 
law that fatigue, long fasting, the misery of the past hours; 
and the force of the feeling he bore her, had unloosed his 
passionl and unstrung his nerves till bis brain was giddy r 
and, his \!alm failing him, she saw that in every lik.elibood, 
al lurely as the stars ahone above tbem, he would keep his: 
word and Hing away his whole existence for her. 

Commonly she was too careless of men's lives as of their' 
peace; but here she could not be so. She had saved him r 
Ihe could not so soon again destroy him. 

• Hush!' she said more softly;. • the noblest womau 
would never be worth '''at. It would be better that wa' 
sbould part. W~en I tell you that it can. bring you no: 
hap~esl-' - .-

• Whatever it bring, I said before. I accept it. My life 
is youra to BaTe or throwaway, as you will. Answer me, 
wbichBbaU it be P' . 

There was a Buppressed violence. a . terrible suffering. in 
~iI voice, tbat moved bel' almo~1; with such shuddering paill 
1.11 though she witnessed his death before her sight. In the 
light falling from the opened windows she could see the 
burning gleam in his eyes, and. the red Hush that darkened 
\be brouze of bis face. 

• Liv\, ! ' she ans~ered him. while her own voice lost it, 
ehillness .. ' You do not know now wbat you flay; with 
c~~. bours 10~ ~ see how little worftl it I ·01' an1 
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woman could be. You may meet me again; bu.t you must 
speak no. more of 'such words aB you have spoken to-night. 
I have your promise P ',- - . 

'Till my Btrength shall fail me to keep it.' 
• When it does we shall meet no more.' 
TheD. she left him, and passed through the chamber thai 

was opened to the night, till, -in the distance, the clustered 
flowerB and statues veiled her among them, and the 
closing of a door echoed with a· dull sound through the 
stillness. 

He. stood alone OD the· terrace, the noise of the sea 
surging in hiB ear, hiB-pulse beating, hiB brain reeling; 
he -could not tell what to believe, what to trust,' what to 
think . 
. . The frank, loyal, Bingle-hearted nature of the man had 
too honeBt a mould, too masculine a cast, to follow or to 
divine the. complex intricacies of a' woman's -life, of a 
woman's impulses and :motives. He felt ,blinded, power
less, heart-sick, dizzy; now crushed with - reckless despair 
at the chill memory of her words, now touched wIth sweet 
wild hope, because he thought her free to be won if daring, 
fidelity, and devotion could avail to win her. ' 

To doubt her never--even now, even with all that he 
had Been and heard-occurred to him. He believed that 
Bhe might only pity him with proud cold pity; he believed 
that it was faintly, remotely possible that by force of his 
own ~i~hty love some tenderness might be at last wakened 
for hIm In her heart. But between 'these' he saw no path. 
He never thought that Bhemight be but fooling and de-
Btroying him. . 

He had :comparatively seen little of women; 'nothing of 
such a woman. as Idalia. His bold 'and' sanguine nature 
quickly grasped at hope; even in all the humility of his 
love it was not in him to surrender. 

Till-morning broke beyond the giant mass of St. Angelo 
he paced u~ and down the cliffs, with the waves beating' 
mu~ic at his feet. Then he flung himself down on the 
moss that covered a ledge of the rock, with his saddle 
beneath his head, as he had lain many a night under 
Asiatic stars"and on Andes slopes, and on yellow Libyan 
sand. Physical fatigue brought sleep, and sleep, WaI' 

gentler .to him than his waking life; it gave him dream .. ' 
~nd with his dreams Idalia. 
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CHAPTER nv. 
'IDB BUILEI THEM: DOWlf IHPEBULLY, AI VElilTS DID 

!'liB WAVES." 

All IIhe paBled from him through the embrasure of the 
myrtle-shrouded window, and croBBing her reception-room 
entered an inner chamber, at the fa.rther end stood Victor 
Vane-too far to have heard what had been spoken, yet 
near enough throngh the suite of apartments to have seen 
out on the terl'ace above the sea. A few minutes before he 
had lef'l; the villa with her other guests, whose boats were 
taking them across to Naples; now be had returned and 
awaited her, half with the familiarity of a man who shared 
her confidence, half with the hesitation of one who fears 
he may give offence. 

• You are here still! and so late! I suppose you bring 
newl of importance you could not give before them P , she 
laid, with a shade of annoyance in the languor· of her 
yoice. 

He had approached with a quick step. an eager warmth 
npon his face. He ,waa checked and chilled-vaguely yet 
irresistibly-as he met her glance. He was rarely to be 
daunted, still less rarely to· be shamed j yet he was both 
now. He paused involuntarily; his eyes fell, and words 
died on his lips as he bowed before her. 

• And your intelligence P' she asked. 
• Intelligence P Caffradali has deserted 1lB.' . 
Idalia li£I;ed her eyebrows. 
• He ia 88 wellioat as retained. What else P' 
• You know that the DucrGsCl will aend twenty thousand 

rifles into Poland, and that Falkenstiern goes to take com
mand of the Towariez P' 

She gave a gesture of impatience. 
• He will "command" them when they are organised

"1,,,.1 It W88 I who lent him. This can scarcely be your 
intelligence-your intelligence- that will Dot wait till to
morrowP' bi:e heaitated,'wit~ a strangely novel embarrassment UPOD 
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C I waited-to eongratulate you on your conquest of the 
Prince to the cause.' 

A light of triumph, gave its pride to her eyes, and its 
warmth to her brow; she smiled, as with the memory of 
victory. 

• Viana! Yes; it is something to have secured hi o. 
semi-Bourbon that he is! But I still remain at a 10s8 to 
imagine why you-reappear at this time of the night.', 

A Hush ,of anger heated the delicate coldness of her Ii ... 
tener's face, his silken and gentle courtesies were forgotten 
for the ·moment. 

'Such an hour, madame I It is not too late for that wild 
wanderer vonder to be favoured with an interview;' 

The moment the words escaped him' he repented them; 
he knew'how rash they were with the 'nature and disdainful 
dignity of. the woman to whom he spoke .. Idalia cast one 
glance on' him of superb indifference; but she' gave no b&
trayal of surprise, not 'even of disquiet, far les9 of em~ 
barrassment.' " ' . 

'If you only came to arraign my actions, I will be obliged 
to~to~~ ~ , ' 

, Wait! Hear me first! I can act iudifference no longer; 
I came back to-night for one thing'onlv-to tell you what 
you ~now. as well as you know that the stars shine yon del' 
-that I love you I" , , 

Sbeheard him· with that" snme royal indifierence, and 
ironic aniusement. ! 

'I think we aro too well acquainted with each other for 
this. I gave you more credit than to suppose you would talk 
in this fashion.' " .'" :' 

He looked up at her with a p~s~ionate pain; he had been 
heartless, and been proud 01' his. heartltlssness j he 'had 
Illocked aIr hia ·life through at 'what other men fl'lt' Mild 

suffered; "and passion or tendernE'ss bad been alike the 
subject of his most cutting sneer; bnt-for the moment, lit 
least-his creed had deserted him, his wisdom and his sar
casm had fa.iled him; for the moment he lo\'ed, as utterly as 
ever a lover did, and he felt powerless to make her credit it, 
But eloquence was always at his bidding, andeloquenc(I 
eame now; every honeyed flattery. every imploring eager.;. 

. ness. every impassioned pleading, that could, warm or shake 
the hearl of the, wom.nll who he~4 hlm. foured from hi, 
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lip.. PerslJasive always, he was a thousandfold more .0 
now that for the first time in his existence genuine passion 
bad broken up his callousness, and a sense of hopelesBn~ss 
shivered his self-reliance. He loved her, if it were ,but a 
mingling or-desire, of ambition, of senses intoxicated by her 
beauty, of pride piqu~.d by h~r disdain; aD? he felt impotent 
to make her even beheve th18-far more lmpotent'to JIlake 
her accept it. , 

She heard him without interruption,smiIing a. little as 
she heard; she was half wearied, half amused, as at a 
comedy known and stale from custom, yet amusing because 
!rell acted. , . 

• Monsieur, I gave you credit for better taste,' she said 
'quietly, as he paused. • I have had 80 much of this 80 often'; 
granted you are unusually eloquent, unusually graceful, .but 
even with those accessories the tale is very tiresol11e; and it 
hRS one great drawback, you sec-we neither of US believe 
it.!' , 

• Believe I how can I make you believe P J tell 'you tbat 
ever since I saw you. first I have been so ch:uigcd that I 
have wondered if llivt'd or dreamed; I have '~Jt all tQat onc~ 
I disdained as only fit for boys and fools I Wha/; more can 
I tell you P you mu~t lcnow that I speak truth.' 

• What a recantation I I am not B fitting hearer roritali 
all, nor likely to appreciate it. 1 will ,thank you far more :to 
amuse me with' your bon-mots, which are really good, than 
to entertain me wHh your efforts in Romeo's strain, which, 
t.hough very pretty, are very stale.' 

• Wait-for pity's sake I Doubt what you will, mock at 
what you will, but believe at least that I love you!' .. 

She laughed softly. . 
• We do not believe in 10ve-flouB azetres!' 
; A nd yet men have gone to their death on1.1 for love of 

youl' 
• No proof of wisdom if they did!' 
A little while before be had thougbt as sbe thOught; • a 

few mont~s earlier and hiB incredulity of every Buct.: ~adneB8 
and emotion was not more Bcornful than,lier 'OWJ;l; now, in. 
toxicated with the disdaiuful beauty of the pnly woman whq 
had ever cost him a moment's pang. he believed in all the 
wildest foUies of romance, and would have staked everything 
be owned. oJ.l earth, or wagered on tne future, to move he! 



'tga. IDALIA. 

Bnd to win her. For the.onlytime in his life he was baflled, 
for the only time powerless. His hands clenched where he 
stood before ber. . 

• Hear me at the least before you banish me. Listen! 
what i.s ther~ we might not co~pas~ togeth~rjl. l"ou adore 
sovereignty, It should go hard if I did not gIVe It you. You 
are ambitious, your ambition cannot overleap mine. We are 
both against the ,!orld, together we should subdue it. Empty 
thrones have fallen to hands bold enough to gr1l8p .them as 
they reel through revolutions; you and I might wear a crown 
if our a.ims and power were one. Love me, and there is no 
.height I will not raise you to, no ordeal I will not pass 
through for you, no living rilall who shall ba1B.e or outrun 
me. I have the genius that rules worlds; I would lay one 
.at your feet.' .. . . 

Every word that he uttered he meant; in the excitation 
of the instant, sweeping down all the suave and hardened 
coldness of his temperament, he felt the power in him to do 
and to dare greatly jhe felt that for her, through her, with 
her, there should be no limit to the ambition and the triumph 
of his life j he sppke wildly, blindly, exaggeratedly, but he 
spoke with ali exaltation that for the second made him a 
nobler and truer man than he had been in all the cool scorn 
ofbis wisdom and his mockery. Yet he did not move her, 
much less did he win her. 

She looked at him with a smile in her eyes,and a haughty 
languor in her attitude. She-merciless from knowing the 
world too well, and gifted with a. penetration far beyond the 
common range of women-saw that the gold offered her wa9 
adulterated; that the· springs of his speech were as much 
Ilelf-love as love. 

e I :understand you,' Ilhe iaid as he pRused. • I could 
advance· your ambitions well, and you would be glad that) 
should do so j your vanity, your policy, your schemes, and 
-perhaps a little, too-your admiration, are all excited and 
chime in with another one ; Bud that compound you call 
love. W"ell, it is as good a name for it as anything else. 
But as for thrones! I. thought we called ourselves Liberalists 
and Redressers jl Crowns scarcely hang in the air like roses., 

. aI you seem to think, for any ~asser-by t? gnther the~; but 
i: they do, how do gou reconclie the deSire for one With all 
tour professions of political faith jl I suppose then. like 
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most democrats, you only struggle against tyranny that you 
may have the right in turn to create yourself Tyrannis P' 

His hands closed on a cluster ()f rhododendrons in the 
window, and tore them down with an unconscious gesture. 
In a measure he was wronged; he loved her enough in that 
moment to have renounced every ambition and every social 
8uccess for her, and he could not make her even believe that 
any feeling was in him. In a. measure, too, her satire was 
right, and pierced him the more bitterly because it laid bare 
80 mercilessly all that was confused and unacknowledged to 
himself. In his pain in her contempt, he hated her almost 
&8 much as he loved her, and the old barbaric leave.n of 
jealousy, that he had nsed to ridicule as the last insanity of 
fools, broke out despite all self-respect that would have 
crushed it into silence. 

'You are very pitiless, madame,' he said in his teeth. 
'Do you deal as mockingly with that beggared courier whom 
you favour with interviews at an hour you think untimely 
for lovers less distinguished pi 

Her glance swept over him with the grand amazement ot 
one whom no living man ever arraigned. He could not tell 
whether his insult moved her one whit for sake of the man 
whom his jealousy seized as his rival; but he saw that it had 
for ever ruined all hope for himself. She looked at him 
wmly, with a contempt that cut him like a knife. 

• I did not know that my wines were so strong or your 
bead so weak. If you trangress the limits of courtesy, I 
must trangress those of hospitality, and-dismiss you.' 

He knew that it was as vain to seek to move or sway her 
from that serene indifference, as to dash himself against th'e 
Capri rocks in striving to uproot them; ;yet in his despera
tion he lost all the keen and subtle tact, the fine inscrutable 
ability, that had never failed him save with her. He laid 
his hands on the Bweeping folds of her dress, with the same 
gesture of entreaty that Erceldoune had used in the unoon
BcioUB vehemence of his prayer. 

• Idalia-etay I Take heed before you refuse· my love, 
for love it ill, God help me ! I 

She drew the laces from him, and moved away. 
• You have as much belief in the name you invoke, mon-

8ieur, as I have in the love for which you invoke it! Come I 
we alike know the world too well for this c:omedietta not to 
"earT both.. You must end it, or I~' . 9 
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• I,~ 0, hear me out! 'he said fiercc1y, almost savagely', for 
one w)lose impaasive gentlenes!J Ead. ~ommo1).ly been his 
choicest mask. and . we.'l.pon. .' Think twice before you 
refuse any toleration to Illy love. Take ll.Qt, a.nu you &ha.ll 
make me you~ slave; refuse it, and you will ne.'lerllflVo h:l.\ 
a foe such :as .. yOIl shall find in, roe. .1lemembor, you 
canno~ brave· me lightly, YOIl [cannot, undo, ilia fJ'l..ks that 
connect us, you; cannot wash out my knowledge of Iill that 
yo~ /lave held most secret. Remember whose thuughts 
and act$ and inti'igues' I have in my Itecping. I know 
what you would give all your loveliness in tribute to Ilie to 
bri,beme from uttering to the world-' , 

'You. try intimidation? I ,accredited you w:th better 
breeding and less mel()dr!,ma:, Baid Id:'.lia, her careless 
negligence unruffled, as with a bow lika' that with which 
queens dismiss their courts, she passed from the chamber 
ere he could follow 01' arrest hel'.· i-it . would have been a 
man bolder and more blinded s.till than he was. who should 
have dared to do either. , . 

He was left. there alone, in the midst of the white warm 
light and of the b'ur.\lished leaves swaying against the marble 
colllmns1 .tohiillips oaths never came, he was too finely 
polished, but, an imprecation -was hurled back upon his 
hear~ "thl\t cursed her with a' terrible bitterness, and ,R 
hatred great as was his bnflled .. passion. He ,hated ber for 
his own folly in bending to the, common weakness of men; 
be hated hel: for the disdainrul tru~ ,with which sho had 
penetrated the mixed motives in his healt; he hated her 
lor the. sbame she had put 1,lpon him of oflering her II. re
jected and :despised paasion1. he bated her for all the 
numberless sorceries of her fascination, of her brilliance, of 
her pl'ide,:which had made him weak aa water before their 
spell. ',To win her there was nothing he would have checked 
.a,t; ,shll )llld .become tb.e incarnation of his ambitions, \IS ~he 
.¥Iight. h~ve.P~en the, mean I! 'of their fruition; all that gave 
her danger to other men but gave her added .intoxioation. 
fQr.~him;she:wQuld have been to him, had she but loved 
him, what the geniuB and the beauty of sh~ whom they 
called Hellas Rediviva were to Tallieu. And more bitter 
tllan pl'idestung, or vanity pierC?ed,or ambition shattered. 
w~. the sense that love her as he had, love her as he would. 
OOl)sume his very heart f(,)r ~er tJl,'ke as he mi~ht. he woul4 
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Dever-plead, beseech; awear, or prove it aa ~ B$tW~n 
make her believe that one pulse of love beat in im. ~ I 

And all the by-gone ironies and contemp ous 11~ 1 
which he had uaed to cast on those who Bulfe fqp*", . 
loatamile of a woman's eyes came back upon ow~ . 
lau~hing in his enr and gibing at his weakness like fan . 
deVIls mocking at his fall. A woman had enthralled him, 
and his philosophics were dead-corpses that lay cold and 
powerless before him, incapable of rallying to hiarescue, 
things of clay without a shadow's value. 

CHAPTER XV. 

TO .A.LLBGOBY o:i !rHB POllBGBAlfATB. 

To early morning broke on Capri; with the rising of 
the Bun. the little fleet of boats all· down the .. shore 
began to Rutter. into· motion as the birds lluttered into 
Bong, the Angelus rang, the full daylight glittered over the 
white line of towns and villages that nestled far and wide 
in the bow.ofthe bay, in the transparent air a delicate 
feathery column of grayilmoke curled up from the cone of 
Vesuvius; the clilfsrose up in the sunlight, vine-covered, 
and standing like l?i1Iars out in the midst of the sea, while 
the mists were still hanging over that deep blue western 
depth, stretching out and on to the MediterraneaJ;l.,farther 
and farther toward the columns of Hercules !lnd .thegntell 
Df the African and Asian worlds. . . 

In her own chamber. a morning-room, wM!!e. windows, 
clustered round with· trained myrtle an~. clematis, loqked 
out down the shelvingclilf on "to the sea, Idalia stood; .her 
head was bent, her eyes were grave and . filled with tho!1gh t, 
and her lips had as much of disdain as of melancholy; she 
looked a woman to dare much, to reign widely, to /ilubmit 
rarely, to feir never. Yet she was in bondage 110W. 

At a breakfast- table,' a little distance from her, Bat 
Conrad, Count Pbaulcon. Hq ·was smoking, having finished 
with the coffee and claret, fruit 'and fish beside .. bim, and 
was looking at her. under his )ashes, a look half wary, halr 
,dmiring. baIr angered. half exultant, the look of. .. D1Q 
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foiled In holding her by intimidation, but BUccessful in 
holding her by power, yet not wholly at his ease with her. 
nor wholly so with himself. 

, If you would only hear reason,' be said impatiently: he 
had vanquished her in one sense,but in another she 11'&8 

still his victor, and he was restless under it. 
I I am happy to hear reason,' she. answered coldly; I but 

.of dishonour I a,m-a little tired! ' 
There was a certain listless satiric bitternesa In the last 

words. 
I Dishonour I' echoed Phaulcon, while the blood flushed 

over his forehead, and he moved irritably. 'How strangely 
you phrase things! What has changed you so? For a 
woman of the world, a woman of your acumen, of your ex
perience, of your brilliancy,-to pause and draw back for 
such puerile after-thoughts-I cannot in the least com· 
prehend it. What a sceptre you hold I Bah! stronger than 
IIny queen's. Queens are mere- fantoccini-marionettes 
crowned for. a puppet-show, and hung on wires that each 
minister pulls after his own fancy ; but you have a kingdom 
that is never limited, except at your own choice; an empire 
that is exhaustless, for when you shall have lost your beauty, 
you will still keep your power. You smile, and the poli
tician tells you his secret; you woo him, and the velvet 
churchman unlocks his intrigues; you use your silver 
eloquence, and you save a _ cause or free a country. It is 
supreme power, the power of a woman's loveliness, used, as 
you use it, with a statesman's skill' 

She smiled slightly, but the haughty carelessness and 
resistance of her attitude did not change. Those persuasive, 
vivacious, hyperbolic words,-she remembered how fatal a 
magic, how alluring a glamour such as they once had for 
her; they had no. charm now, they had long oeased to have 
any. : 

, A supreme power t' pursued Phaulc(ln. C In the rose
water of your hookahs you steep their minds in what colour 
you will. With the glance of your eyes you l.,merve their 
wills, and turn them which way you choose. In an opera 
Bupper . you enchant their allegiance to what roads you 
Ii ke; in the twilight of a boudoir 10U wind the delicate 
threads that agitate nations. You ale in the heart of con. 
spiracies, in the secrets of cabinets, iJJ. thedestiniel qf 
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eoalitions, and with fascination' conquer where reason would 
fail. It is the widest power in the world; it is thnt o! 
Antonina, of Marcia, of Olympia, of Pompadour I Wha* 
can be lacking in such a life P , 

I Only what was wanting in theirs-honour!' 
The words were spoken very calmly, but there wall not 

the le88 meaning in them. ,': 
I Honour I What makes you all in a moment so ,in love, ' 

with that word P Tber& was a time when you saw nothing
but what was triumph in your career.' 

• It is not for !Iou to reproach me with tbat.' 
Over his changing, handsome, eloquent features a certain, 

flush and shadow came. 
I Reproach I I would rather reproach you with the' 

change. And why should there be this continued estrange~ 
ment between us, Idalia P You loved me once.' 

Her eyes dwelt on his musingly, very mournfully, with 
that lustre of disdain that was in them, mingled with a mo~ 
fIlentary wistfulness of recollection. 

I Yes, I loved you once,' she answered, anel her voice.hnd 
an excessive gentleness in it; but he knew her meaning too 
well to ask wby it was that this was now solely and irreyo
eably of tbe past. 

He W88 silent lome moments; the dashing and reckless 
Free Lance felt an embarrassment and a sense of mortifi. 
cation in her presence. 'He could hold this haughty and ex
quisite woman in a grip of steel,. and feel a savage victory in 
forcing the proud neck that would not bend to lie beneath 
hi, beel; he could take a refined exultation of cruelty iJ;l 
Boeing ber pride rebel, her instincts recoil, her dignity Buffer 
mutely; he could amuse himself with all tbis' with a rich 
pleasure in it. N evertbeless, he owed her many and heavy 
debt.; he gave her an admiration tbat was tinged still with 
a strange tyrannou. wayward sort of love; he held her in 
an unwilling homage that made him halt· afraid' of herj 
and he shrank under the seuse of her aensure and of hill' 
rebuke. 

In one sense he was her master, but in another she wall 
far above him, in another she was hi. ruler, and escaped his 
power. , 

He 1'Ose restlessly j the glance he gave her was doubtful 
and embarra.ssed, and his tene waa half appealing, half im. 
periou •• 
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'Well,there is one thing, I want more money.l 
'You always want money!' 
There was a weary scorn in her words, the scorn of a 

proud woman forced into companionship with what has 
sunk too utterly in her eyes for any other feeling save that 
only of an almost compassionate contempt. 
. Phaulcon laughed; not because he was impervious to the 
contempt, but because the temper of the man was really 
lightly and idly insouciant, careless as any butterfly, except 
in hate. 

'Of course! who doesn't? Is there anything money 
won't buy, from a woman's love to a priest's absolution? 
Tell me that! A man without money is like a man born. 
into the world without his eyes or his legs; he exists, h~ 
doesn't live; he hibernates miserably, he never knows what 
it is to enjoy! Who are the kings of the earth? 'l.'he 
Hopes, the Pereires, the Rothschilds, the Barings. War 
could not be begun, imperial crowns would never come out 
of pawn, nations would collapse in bankruptcies, thrones 
would crash down t-o the dust, and nobles turn crossing
~weeperfl. :without them. Who rule Europe ? king,s, min
Isters, cabmets, troops P Faugh' not one whIt of It-the 
CAPITALISTS' Which was the potentate, the great Em
peror who owed the bond, or the. great Fugger who could 
afford to put it in the fire? Yes, I do want money. Can 
you let me have any? ' 

Het' lips moved slightly, she restrained whatever words 
might rise to them, but she did not repress the disgust that 
was spoken silently on them. 

, You wish to ruin my fortune now? ' 
, Far from it,' laughed Phaulcon. 'I am not like the boy 

who killed his goose of the golden eggs. I would not ruin 
, you on any account j but even if I did, you know very well 
that anyone of your frienas would willingly make up any 
breaches I caused in your wealth.' 

'Vhere she stood, with one hand leaning idly on tho 
carved ivory of a chess-king, she turned with a sudden
gesture; He had broken down her haughty silence, hel 
studied contemptuous tranquillity at last. A flush rose over 
her brow, her lips quivered, not with fear but with loathing; 
her eyes flashed fire. All the gentleness that in her mo. 
ments of ~bandonment characterised her, and 011 ".he 
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languor that at other hOurB made her' '80 indolently and 
ironically indifferent, changed into a fearless defiance, the 
more intense from ita force of contrast with the restrained 
serenity of her past self-control. 

• One other word like that and you never enter nly pre
lence again, if to De free from YOIl 1 close the gates of a 
coment on my own life. What I are you so vile lUI that? 
Is all shame lost in YOIl P , 

If it were not, there were moments w]}(jn he \\'as ali bad 
a man as the world 'held, when the devil ,in bim was 
alone victOl'iollS, and all conscience that had ever lingered 
WIlS crushed out and forgotten. Her words, -and yet far 
more her loolt, lashed all that was evil in his oatureto its 
height. 

lIe laughed aloud. 
III A world of scorn looks beautiful" in you, that I 

grant, Eccellenlta, At the slime time, your title to 'it is not 
quito clear. It is for the women wbo go to courts to smile 
with that superb disdain, to answer with that proD.d defiance, 
not for the COllntess Vassalis.' -

There was not much in the words . themselve~, bllt in 
thdr tones there was an intolerable insolence, an intolerablo 
insult. The fire in her eyes burned deeper still, her-breath 
cnmil rapidly, her whole form ,was instinct with a 'passion 
held in rein. rather for sake of her own dignity than· for anl' 
more timorous thing. Standing in that haughtywratl;, 
that self-enforced restraint, she looked ·like somesupero 
stag, Bome delicate antelope at bay, and panting to 'Bprin~ 
on ita foes. .. , 

• Do you think such taunts as tha~your taunts-hay(, 
power to wound :me for' one iustantPWhere is YOl'lr 
boasted wisdom P It bas forsaken you strangely, II.S strangely 
DB your memory I Whatever I have lost, the los8 is·d-ue to 
YOIl j whatever I have erred in, the error lies with you; 
whatever wreck my life has made, is wrecked througH: you j 
whatever taint'is on my nnme was brought there'fi.rst' by 
you. 'You have tried my patience .long ~nd'oftexi.; you 
have: tried it CI:.ce too much. You haTe trusted t& the tie 
that is between us j it is broken for cveras if it .. had not 

- been. Insultthrough you I have continually borne. ,What 
the world has $aid haa been as nothing to me; my life- ill 
not ruled by it. p''Thonour is not touched by it.' But insult 
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from you I will never bear. :Be my destroyer F.,I yo. 
choose i but your accomplice again YOll !lhall never make 
mo, noll' your dupe. Stand aside, sir i I will hear no more 
warda: 

Ho had laid his hand upon her arm ; ahe sbook him off 
with an acti!>n as intense in its gesture of contempt aa he. 

l"ords had betm. intense in their concentrated paRsion, and 
swept beyond hi~ towards the doorway of her chamber.· 

I Phaulcon Iprang before her, and stood between her and 
'the closed doors; there wal a taint of cowardice in his na- I 

ture, and he had forgotten all policy when he had let malice 
and vengeance hurry him into an open rupture with one 
who 11'88 beyond all others needflll to him, and who, what. 
ever her foes, whatever her faults, atill never feared 

• Idalia, wait! ' 
• Let me pass, sir.' 
• No, by Heaven, not in sucb a mood! • 
• You wish to compel me to summon my household' • 
• I wish to induce you to hear reaaon: 
• Your euphuistic synonym for some new villany' I have 

answered you already.' 
• Softly, softly. It will not do for VI to quarrel. You 

know the terms on which alo.ne you can make such 8JI 
answer final! 

• Your persecution' I am mditFerent to ~t. Allow me 
to pass! 

'Pardon me, no. The terms I meant were-the breaking 
of your oath.' 

He spoke very gently, yet at the words sbe turned pale 
for the first time in their interview, as though he nad 
pierced her where sbe was without shield i she did not reply, 
and he pursued his advantage. 

• Tell me, will your new and eccentric fancy for" honour .. 
be greatly gratified by the deliberate rupture of your sworn 
word, When men and women talk much of their bonour, 
to be sure they are always conscious of having ll)st it, or 
being just about to lose it with a more flagrant bankruptcy 
than common; but still, your newly-adopted vrinciple will 
be ill commenced by the repudiation of your pledged oath, 
of your bound engagement.' 

Still Bhe said nothing, only in her eyes suppressed pa.;,. 
liOD gl~ed, and her hand clenched &8 though, but for he. 
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dignity'l lake, it would have found force to strike him 
where he stood. 

Conrad Phaulcon smiled. 
, I am no tyrant, no harsh task. master, my most beautiful 

Countess; and I frankly admit that I admire you more in 
your haughty rebellion than I do in the softest smile with 
which you enchant all our good friends. I exact nothing. 
I command nothing. I merely remind you-you cannot 
bre&k from me without also breaking your promise, and 
more than your promise-your oath. However, a woman's 
word, I supPoBe-even when it is sworn, even when it is 
the word of Inch a woman as yourself, who .have none of 
your sex'i weaknesses-is only given to be broken. Is it 
so P' 

She an.wered nothing still; a slight quick shudder of 
hatred or of contempt passed over her one moment; she 
was tom inwardly with such a conflict as the prisoner on 
parole feels when he might break his fetters away, and 
strive, at least, for the sweet chance of liberty, were he not 
held back by one torturing memory-his word. 

Suddenly she turned and bent rapidly towards bim, her 
eyea looking into his with so full and brilliant a lustre of 
unuttered scorn, that he started and drew back. 

'You sell everything-yotlr body and your soul. What 
bribe would you take to give me my release 11 ' 

'What bribe P None. You are much more to me, n..y 
exquisite Idalia, tban any gold, well as I love the little god 
"Bribe I .. What an ugly word! Bribes are like medicines 
-every one takes them, but no one talks about them. 
Your" release," too, when you live as free as air! ' 

She said no more, but stood aloof from him again in 
baughty and enforced composure. 

'Leave my presence, or let me pass out,' she said briefly. 
• One or the other.' 

'Either, with pleasure, if you will give me two answers. 
First, will you break your oath P , . 

The look that gave so much of heroism and of grandeur 
to her beauty passed across it; to stoop to supplication 
to him would have been as utterly impossible to her as to 
have put down her neck beneath his heel; and though ahe 
could not break his bonds, she was not vanquished by him. 
I:Ihe anawered with a calm endurance that obeyed not him,. 
but the law of her own nature: 
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'No. 
, Ah, that is well and "lfise, ma "belle. Now for the othel 

q~;~~.~. , YOIl wiP. give me the money? ' 

The reply was precisely the. BaUle &ll it had been before: 
the ttiumph in his eyes felL . 

'A.nd why not? ' . 
'Because everY.Bum I gave you now would seem given 

llecause I teared you. Fall as low 88 that, you know well 
enough tha.t I shall never do. A.a far as· you hold me 
by my 'oath,' so far I will hold myself bound, DO farther; 
for the rest.I have said-all is cancelled henceforward be
tween mi.' 

• What I do, you mean that you deny my title to my 
power on you? Do you mean that it can eyer be possible 
for yOUl' mere will to cancel such a tie as there is between 
us? Do you mean that, if you pretend to forget the past, 
and all my claims on you, I I!hall ever allow them to be 
forgotten? ' 

• Forgotten! No j it is not so easy to forget. . Bu' 
trade on. them "longer, I have said; you shall never do. I 
have endured your exactions too many years already.' . 

. • But, by Heaven, then Iinsist-' 
'You cannat insis!;" It you need money, you know the 

price of it: my release from you, as far as you bave the 
power to bestolV it. On bLher terms, you. will neve! again 
live on my gold .. The choic~will be for you.' 

• But 1 demand~' 
• Youcnn demaud nothing, sir.' '.. . 
And "lfith a movement that even now dId not stoop to 

be hllrried, or lose iu any sort its diguity, she swept by him 
before he could arrest her, passed through the door, and 
closed it." . 
. He knew Idal~ well enough to knolV that to force him
self on her; o~ seeK to intimidate ber into compliance with 
his will, would be as utterly vain as to seek to quarry with 
a razor the great black heights of Tiberio towering yonder 
in the light. Half the victory was in his hands, hal( ~n 
hers. To gain the rest, he knew that be must wait. . 

He left her, and went out ·across the gardens, and down 
the winding way that led along the rocks to the shore. He 
was not wholly satisfied with his morning's work j he fel. 
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the mute resistance of' a proud na.ture against a powel' of 
which he was tyrannously and inexorably jealous, and he. 
knew that this power did not extend over her money, of 
which he baa. often i'ecei"ea. mucb, of which he was al
ways wanting to receive more. 'Besides, with 8011 his 6"n 
triumph in galling and goading her to his uttermost in
genuity, a certain shame was always on him before Idalia, 
and a certain love for her always survived in his hea,rt-
love that was always strangely blent with something of 
unwilling homage, of reluctant awe, and now and then of 
absolute repentance. 

He would not have undone one of the links of the fetters 
he had made her wear under the purple-hemmed and gold
broidered robes of ber beauty, freedom, aDd supremacy; 
but at the same time, in her presence or freshly from it, he 
felt ashamed of having forged them. Long habit had 
killed almost everything in him that had once been a little 
better; but Oonrad Phaulcon had still here and there cer
tain flashes of conscience left. 

As he went" towards the beach, round a sharp point of 
rock abruptly jutting out with its hanging screen of ivy and 
myrtle, ere he looked where he went, his foot was almost 
against the arm of a man lying there, in the shadow 
asleep. 

Erceldoune lay on the grass, the horse standing motion
Jess beside him; his limbs were stretched O)1t ill all their 
careless magnificence of strength, his head had fallen slightly 
back, his chest rose and fell with the calm breathings of iI. 
deep repose, alJd .lI:s ~he mornin~ ligi-t ~nted throug~ a 
fissure of the, clBs, It ~~s ~U"; uP~!l Jus ~ace, from which 
in rep088 too do.untless· ligbt~:tb~ eagTe fire, had gone, and 
only had left now a profound an4 serene melancholy. _ 

It was yet early; sleep had only come to him as the sun 
bad risen, after hours of intense excitement, and a night of 
extreme bodily fatigue. There was nothing to awaken him 
here, and lulled by the pleasant murmur of the sel\..s and 
the warmth of the young day, he dreamt on still. The 
Greek started violently, and a fierce panther-like longing 
was· the first thing that seized him, mirlgled with supreme 
amazement; a ferocious vindictiv~u(;s8 darkened and flushed 
the glory of his face; he paused,nis lips a -little parted, 
hit teeth ground, his' whole form quiverin,g with t1!~ ~onging 
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to spring; bis temperament was in~ensely vivacious, and 
years bad done nothing to chill, if they haudone much to 
harden bim, and little by little be had so gathered up 
his hatred towards the man he bad injured, that it was as 
great as though that injury had been received, instead of 
given by him. . 

He stooped over the sleeper, noting the unarmed power. 
leemes. of that Illumber, while bis teeth clencbed, hi. 
glance wandered by sheer instinct towards a loose, weight.r, 
mallet-like mass of' granite lying near bim. One blow from 
it in a sure band, and the life would be still before it could 
waken for a struggle, a shout, a sigh. 

'I might crush out bis brains as easily all a ft.y, and, by 
God, I could do it too! ' he thought in a fierce bliudness of 
hatred that remembered only that night-ride through the 
pomegranates, and forgot all the vileness of his own bru. 
tality towards this man who lay sleeping at his feet. 

Without waking, Erceldoun8 stirred slightly, his right 
hand that lay open clenched; he turned with a restless sigh 
-he. was. dreaming of Idalia still. At the movement his 
foe cowered, aild drew back involuntarily; pusillanimity 
ran in his blood, nnd be had a keen dread of this • Border 
Eagle,' wbo had been invuluerable under so many shots, 
and had had a resurrection almost from the grave-a dread 
nearly as strong as his bate for him. Mort-over, wi.th 
that acti.on he remembered many things. policy before all. ~ 
which forbade him to attempt a-:lY risk of reckoning with 
the man he had left for dead in the Carpathians. He took 
one long glance at hi~-theglauce of hatred is as linger. 
ing as that of love, and of still BUler recollection.,.-then 

. hastily and noiselessly turned aside over the thick grasses, 
and went his way down to the beach. 

Itw8snot through any sense of shame or of humamty 
that be left the sleeping man unharmed; it was not even 
that he would have shrunk from crushing the life out of , 
him as mercilessly as out of a cicada; it was only that he 
remembered the danger and unwisdom of such self-indul. 
gence; and also. in some faint emotion, he felt a sense that. 
Idalia was near them both-too near for him to sink into 
such a crime as this. In his own way he loved her, in his 
own way revered her, though he cared nothing how he tor
tured, almost all little how be ruined her. While undef 
her influence be could not be his wor\lt. 
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An hour later he had crossed the bay, and approached. 
,.wetlo Imothered in orange.treea, whose terraces ovt'r. 
lung the lea, odorous, and shaded deeJl with myrtle. lIe 
made his way unannounced, and PIl.8SlDg through Bt'veral 
chamberl entered one in which he found the temporary 
owner of the house, who looked up 'wearily and listlesllly
the owner was Victor Vane. 

I Well P , he asked, as the door closed. 
I That Scot I That courier I' panted Phaulcon, • he is in 

Capri. I p&llsed him lying asleop on the grass j I could 
have killed him like a dog. Does he know Idalia P Is it 
possible he can have learnt that it W88 abe who saved 
him P' 

• Know Idalia' Yes, beyond doubt, he knows her.' 
I He does P She never- Wlmed him to me I ' 
I Very possibly j but you remember how ahe saved him, 

and miladi has her capricesl-ahe bad him with her day 
aner day in the East.' . 

Tbe worda were languid· It ill j there waa no irritation 
expressed in them, but there was a significance for which, 
hnd Erceldoune been there, the speaker would have been 
hurled out on to his terrace with as little ceremony as 
though he had been dend Border grouse. 

Even his comrade and sworn ally darted a look on him 
lavnge, plUlsionate, but withal tha.t better than any look he 
had given, for a hot and frank wrath was in it, with Bome
thing of generous challenge. 

• What do you mean by that P , 
• I mean what I Boy-no more. This gentleman-your 

Carpathian friend-found her out while he was chasing 
what he very absurdly calls his .. assassin If down the Bos
pborull shore j he dined with her when we were there, and 
the Countesl appeared to .take a very flattering interest in 
the lnndlesa laird. He is a handsome giant, you know, and 
I have often noticed that your womon of intellect have a 
wonderful eye for physical perfection II I' 

With every quiet word he plunged a. atab of ateel into 
his listener's heart, with everyone he veiled more closely 
the passions that were moviug in hill own. The colour 
changed in Phau)cou', face, he writhed under every Byl. 
lable, but he could resist none i the saIDe merciless tyrannl 
u h. had elercised over Idalia wa, used over him 110W, and. 
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he had not the fearless and haugbLy lltrength which was i» 
bers that could have enabled him to defy or to disd",in it. 

'In the East-in the East P , h~ muttered. ' With her 1 
-and she 'never told me ! " . 

'Caro /. Did you imagine you bad your fair C01!llte~S'1! 
confidence P I can assu;r~ you you are excesllively mis-
taken.' . 

Phaulcon shoo~ in all his limbs with restrain.cd passion. 
Well as he knew the art of word-torturing, ha was Bcarce 
so perfect an adept in it as his friend. 
. • D'o you mean-' he began impetuously, and pa.used. 
Van~ laughed, rose, and sauntered a little way from the 

table. . 
'Have vou breakfasted P Do I mean wbat P Just taste 

one' of 'these citrons; they are. the first ripe this season. 
Do I mean that your friend, the Border Chief, has lost his 
bead' after the .COllntess 'Vassalis P Yes, I do mean it. 
He is wildly in love with her, and he has eyes that say BO re
markably well, considering that he had loved nothing but 
tiger-shooting' and hard riding till that charming piece of 
romance in theCarpnthlans.'.. . 

The' words were easy, indifferent, t\ little ~ppant and 
contemptuous; they stung .the, Greek. lik~ so many scor
pions, He flung himself out of his seat, and paced to and 
fro the apartment with fierce breathless oaths ground out 
on his lips. Vane looked at him with an' admirable affecta-
tion of amused astonishment. . . 

'Pace, pace, carol' he said softly. 'Why will you always 
be so impetuous P Vesuvius' yonder, who looks rather 
dangerous to-day by the bye, was never more impulsive! 
What annoys you so much in ~his colossal courier being in 
love with Miladi Idalia P He' is ,not. the first by many a 
Bcore" ~. ., . 

Conra~ Pbaulcon swung round and strode up: to hill: 
tormentor... .' .. 
. ~By Heaven, if you taunt me, or 8coff at her with that-' 

'Gently, gently, Ires chM' / We do' not quarI:6L Be-. 
sidt'S, there is rea,llr no object in assuming all that with me.: 
Just recollect how long I bave known you-and how well!' 

Phaulcon was silenced, and lashed into obedience: hill 
bead dropped; he turned ag~ and t>aced the chaml}el' 
with fast uneven atepIJ, 
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'Thi¥ idea annoys yoo,' pursued his countlellor lei~urely. 
'I grant his presence is troublesome, awkward inc1eccl for 
you; and Scotch patienee with Spanish fire is a disagreeable 
com binatioll. Besides your own excessive impemosity made 
that little affair very notorious; if he were to recognize 
you, I fear, do what you would, something extremely un
pleusant would result. Still, with due caution this might 
not happen, and no danger need occur from It if Idalia do 
not betray you, and that she probably will not do, unless-.
unless-' Victor paused a moment, and let his: eyes drop 
,on his companion.' He is a magnificent man to look at, 
and adores her in all good faith, which might have the 
charm of novelty,' he added in a musing whjsper. 

• Damnation I 'I would lay her dead at my feet if I 
thought-" -

Vane raised bis hand in deprecation. , 
• Pray do not be so very excessive! That language was 

all very well in the middle ages; both yoo and Sir Fulke 
Erceldoune have dropped in on us by mistake, out of the 
Crusades. - But your brilliant Idalia is not a woma,~, to 'be • 
murdered. In the first place, she is too beautiful j in the 
aeoond, she is too notorious; in the third, a glance. of her 
ayes would Beud any,assassin back again unnerved and un
strung. No; you must neither kill him, nor kill her. 'The 
idea I What barbarism, and what blundering r It is only 
-excuse me--ruadmen who use force; is it not their own 
necks that pay the penalty? ' . '. 

• But do you mean that. she has any Bort of fe!lling for 
this accursed Scot? • . . .. 

The otber amiled. 
• Dear friend, is it for me to aay what new.caprice· your 

fair Couutess's will may indulg~. ill? Certainly, ,if one 
might attribute such a provinciality t{) the most. &Ccom
plishecl woman of her time; I should have said, by the little 
I law in Constantinople, that shli! did feel som6so~t, of 

. tenderness to your Titan of an enemy.."A t least, she made 
him,win at baccarat, bade. me ~Bl"II?- him" at my ~eri]," and 
spent the hours alone Wlth him. m a very poetic manner, 
Though ,eally I cannot imagine why she' should smile o~ a 
penniless Queen'. messenger, except "y the feminine rule 
of contradictionl' . ' 
Lashin~ him. Hke the, leparate cor~ C!! a icourge. elloCh 
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wurd fell on his listener's ears. Vane watched his fury 
with grntiJied amusement; this thing had been bitter be
yond all conception to him, lightly and idly as he purposely 
spoke of it, and it rejoiced him with a compensating satis
faction to turn its bitterness elsewhere. Furious oaths in 
half the tongues of Europe chased themselves one after 
another off the ~reek'slips. Vane let this galled and 
futile passion spend itself in its 'fain wrath some momenta, 
then he spoke again: . 

I The idea annoys you? Well, certainly he is an incon
venient person to be on the list of her lovers. But what 
can you do P As for shooting him, or doing anything of 
the kind, that would create afraclU, it is not to be thought 
of. If you let him see you, all he will do will be to knock 
you down, and give you into arrest. Besides this, Idalia is 
in a great measure independent of you; over her wealth 
you have no legal control, and all moral claim to coerce her 
you have yourself forfeited.. True, IOU have a hold on her 
by many things; but that hold coul not prevent this beau 
,eigneur of the barren moors fi-om being her lover, if she 
choose to break her vows for him, especially if she be quite 
frank with him and let him know all. Really, on my ho
nour, placed as you are through that terrible impulsiveness 
which you never will aband.on, I do not see how you are to 
step between Madame de V Msalis and this modern Both
well, if they choose to play at Love for a little while with 
each other.' 

And Vane softly finished his citron, having spoken the 
most stinging words he could have strung together with the 
gentle persuasive accent of a woman coaxing her best 
friend. Phaulcon swung round and strode up to him as he 
had done before, his eyes glittering with fire, his face 
darkly :flushed. 

I Perdition seize you! if you dare to make a jest of-' 
I Okut I' said Vane, with the suavest hush that ever fell 

from any lips. I Caro mio, if I speak a little lightly of your 
lovely Idalia., whose fault is it p_U is it not thine, 0 my 
friend P OJ .t1ltro I keep· that style for men who have not 
worn the b.adge o.f silver. ivy wit~ yo~ at an op~ra ball. As 
regards thlB aff8ll'-he 18 certainl)' In love With her; sh(' 
possibly encourages it. Unlikely, I know, but still-I re

. peat--possible. He is an excessively fine manl Thereforel 
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!llnca you cannot appear· in the matter, owing to varioUi 
Jittle intricacies, what steps will you take? It is a delicate 
question, cher Conrad j the Countess Idalia is not a woman 
to brook open interference :-even with your title to give 
it. She is very proud! I am wholly with you, and I am 
not inclined to be very .impaticl1 to that Arab-looking 
courier j but you must really be cautious how you touch 
him j that matter would look very ugly if it turned up 
against 10u. The idea of firing at him at all I-and thenar 
not hittmg him when you did fire! Will YOIl nQt believe 
me how V81'!1 mistaken all impulsiveness is P , 

Phaulcon writhed under the negligent, gently-uttered 
phrases j all the pent passion in 'him was tenfold hotter and 
darker, because it was in so great a measure powerless j 
but he was blinded to all that Victor chose him to be blind 
to-namely, his own love for her of whom they spoke-and 
he dreamed of nothing in his words beyond their mutual 
antagonism for the man they had mutually injured. An 
hour went by before they parted j left alone, the master of 
the dainty palazetto overhanging the Neapolitan waves 
seither peeled a citron, nor toyed lightly with this thought 
of Ereeldoune's presence in Capri. On the contrary, admi. 
rably though he had veiled them, passions fiercer than the 
Greek's had lightened in bim with the intelligence: the 
delicate colourles8ness of his face flusbed with a faint hot 
hue, hill blue smiling eyes gleamed like steel, he set hia 
teeth with a snarl like a greyhound'lI. 

• She lovell him, or she wiUlove bim ;--how soft her eyea 
~w for him in the East! There is no assa8sinating him~ 
only fools kill. There is no challenging him-that is long 
out of date, and besides he ia as good a shot as any of 11S, or 
better. Thero is no ruining him-his fortunes are ruined 
already, and he is too world-wise to attempt any lics to her 
with a chance of success. If she choose to allow hia love, 
who can prevent thatP-Conrad cannot exert his title while 
the lIoldavian affair bangs over his head. Tbere is only 
one chance j-if he be Buch a fool as to take bis passion Iile· 
riously, if he be ignorant of her 'history, and give her head. 
long filith. But that is such a hazard I-he ia in love with 
her beauty, what "QuId he care though one proved to hiIQ. 
tbat abe were vile as Messalina P Ah, Idalia I belliBsima. 
Idalial you are haughty .. a queen,and beautiful as a god-

~ 
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daS, and dangerous as a velvet-voiced cardinal, and brightly 
keen as the wisest statesman, but-'· - .' 

And while these thoughts strayed through Ilia mind, he 
thrust tIle knife he held up to ita haft in a pome. 
granate among the citrons; and while the red Juice welled 
out, and the purple pulp seemed to shrink as though 
wounded, he plunged the blade, down and down, again and 
again, into the heart of the fruit, as though the action 
were a relief to him, as though the stab to the pome-
granate were an allegory. . . 

Yet with it a nobler feeling, a melancholy that was for 
tll~ ~oment too deep to be able to .replace !egret by reo , 
.tah:thon, .came on him.. . 

. 'She could have made me what. she would!' he thought •. 
• I could have won a throne for her. Greece swings in the 
air for any bold ·hand to seize;· a turn of the wheel, and 
Hungary m:ty be thrown in the lottery; free Venetia, and 
sh,e would give the sceptre to her deliverer. Such things 

'have been; they will be again.. . Valerian was a common ' 
Boldier; Themisto.cles 1\'''8 a bastard, Bonaparte an artillery 
officer-what has been may be again. They were once far 
iarther off power than I. For myself, r could do all that 
.jspossibl~withher, I would do the impossible!' 
, A smile crossed)1is face at the dreaming wildness of his 
;own thoughts; his profound. acumen could never so wholly 
. desert him that he could be the prey to any emotion with
'out some sense of ridiculE(arid disdain even for himself; 
but there was no more of p,ain at . his. heart than of self. 
contempt; he felt, even amld the jealous bitterness that was 
turning his love into hatred, tbat he should bave become 
a better and a. truer mau h:td Idalia returned his passior 
. ' I dream like a boy, or a madman!' he thought, while 
,his hand crushed with a fierce gesture an odorous CI·OWn. . 

'of orange-flowers, and flung the bruised petals out to the \ 
sea .. , 'And y~t-with her-1 could have had force in me 
to make even ~uch' dreams real. If she had loved me, I 
would h:tve slaved for her, dared for her, conquered for her. 
If she bad loved nie, there is nothing I would not have 
compassed.' . , 

Even where he stood in !,olitude, his lips quivered and 
hie forehtad contracted, as under Bome unbearable ph]. 
~ical. pain. 'Hardly thi~t.f years were over his head, all th.· 
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maturity of life lay before him; he felt t.1ia:thehitd. the 
~eniuB ill him to rule men and tp carve hlmself a memory 
ill history; he hll:d the ability tha~ would have made hiIq 
.. supreme and triumphant statesman; he would have been 
this, he would not have failed to be it; had' opportunity 
been his. As it was he saw the portals 'of fame clOsed: to 
him through the disadvantages of position, and the exer
cise of power denied to him because he had not the priinary 
power of money. Impatient and' bitter at his exile from 
legitimate fields, he had thI:own himself into bas"iiard poli~ 
tics, and adventured hilS fate with the secret and unce~ 
gambling of intri~e and conspiracy. ' , ,.' , 
, He hated Austria, and would have schemed mght and day 
~o humble her; beyond this feeling he had'as little umsor' 
as might be "ithhis associates; for the grarideur of theoretic 
republicanism, for the regeneration of Italy, for the free
dom of Hungary or Poland, for the advance of 'the' high
flown 9.uixotism 'of Gal'ibaldians, or for ,such poetic par
tisanshlp as breathed in 'Casa Guidi Windows,"he had riel'S' 
a single throb, of sympathy. But he, loved the power that 
it seemed to Mm lie might obtain through them; ,he loved 
the machinations that in their work hewo~e SQ' 'Wiselrai1d 
so' well; he foresaw what had not then' cnnie,' the certaIn 
downfall of the Neapolitan Bourbons'; he 'had the spirit 
of the 'ga¥lester, and was happiest 'in theie~1dessnesii 
of chance; he haa the ambition of a statesinan, and: he 
aspired, in the revival of nationalities and in the turmpil' of 
new 'liberties, to seize the moment to advance himself' to , 
tllo prominence and the predomiriance which: he' cbvet~d', 
Thel·e.fore be ~ad embrae?d a p~rty wi~h,!hich ~s'~empel' 
11:1.1 hltle akill, whose VIews hIS own mmd dlsdamea~ as 
chimerical, and whose, cause only his thwarted ~ambitions 
induced llim to embi'aee. As yet; though he held it great 
1l0WC1" in his hands o'\"er the lives of men :whose' l)rojects 
and whose aS1)irations were aU 'confided to hismercY,'no 
l'l,ubatantia.l p0'Yer had aec,l"!1ed t~ 'him; 'he had reaped but 
little, he haa rlsked much; and hIS accumulated debts were 
very heavy. As he saw himself now-although in general, 
,,·hen in the full excitement of his life, the full eomplexity 
.f his intrigues, he thought otherwise-he saw'the truth: 
that in the ,flower 'of 'his ma.nhood' he' waif without ,a, 
career, without a fUture i that with lin hi!! talent!!,; gi-a<'ev. 

, , ,. 
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and fashion, he was no more than an adventurer j that 
bankruptcy, pecuniary and social, might any hour fall oli 
lIim ; that-stripped of the brilliance of his elegant world, 
And of the euphuisms of a political profession-he was 
neither more nor les9 in literal fact than a gamester, a 
spy, and a beggared speculator in the great hazards of 
European destinies. In such a mood he hated himself, he 
hated all he wall allied with, he hated the world that he had 
the genius and the tact ,to rule, yet in which he absolutely 
owned not even a sum enough to save him from hopeless 
ruin' whenever the fate that hung over him should fall. 
And a greater bitterness than even this came on him: for 
once he loved; for once he felt that greater, better, truer 
things might have been possible for him; for once a pang, 
almost as sharp as agony, seized him in dreaming of what 
he might have been. ' 
. For once he suffered. 
Every disdainful word, every -contemptuous glance, 

every cold rebuke, of the woman he coveted with the 
passion of ambition, as well as with the passion of 
love,seemed burned into his memory and perpetually 
before him. He could not even make her believe that 
he loved her I-that was the deadliest pang of all. 
Hate, crnel, fierce, remorseless, the most insatiate hate of 
all, the hate which springs from baflled love, wound its 
way into his thoughts again. Before now he had been a 
cold tactician, an unscrupulous intriguer, a man who cared 
nothing at what cost his ends were gained, but still one 
who, from innate gentleness of temper and instinctive reo 
finement of nature, had felt no Bort of temptation toward 
grosser and darker evil j had, indeed, ridiculed it as the 
clumsy weapon of the iguorant Rnd the fool; now he was 
in that mood when the heart of the man possessed by it 
cries thirstily, ,'Evil, be thou my good.' 

, I have all their cards in my hands,' he thought, where 
he leaned, musingly flinging the buds of the gum-cistm 
into the water below. ' A word from me-and her haughty 
head would lie on the stone floor, of a dungeon.' 
" The thought grew on him, strangely changing thH cha
racter of his features as it worked out its serpent's undu. 
lations through his mind. His clear and sunny eyes grew 
eruel; his delicate lips hardened into a straight 'acrid line; 
his smooth brow darkened and contracted; this man, who 
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lad had before but the Bubtle, ,gracefaJ HWOOP, the bright 
uncrring kcennesl of the falcon, now stooped lower, and 
had the mercilcBI craft, the 'lUBt to devour and to deBtroy, 
of the fox. 

lie drew out of hil pocket a letter in "miniaturo It.n.Jian 
hand; luch • hand as a Machiavelli, a John de' Medici, or 

. an Acquaviva, might have written. Ho read it alowly, 
weighing every line, then put it back into its resting-place, 
with a certain disdain and Bneer upon his face :-there 
was not the brain in Europe, he thought, that could out
wit his. 

I Austria will bid higher than that,' he mused, I and the 
young wretch here will fall a. Bourbons always fell. Six 
months and he will be driven out of Naples-it would be 
nlUch to be his II Count d'Avalto" and his II Lord Chamber
lain" tIm' I Fool. I do they think such a bribe nR that 
would take P If I make terms, it shall be with the Haps
burgh; they.hall pay me in propol·tion to my hate. They 
know what my enmity has meant !' 

He leaned mU8ingly over the marble parapet of his ter
race, the linea of cruelty and of craft SInking deeper into 
hia fair, unworn face; even °to him, free from all such 
weaknessea al an unprofitable honour, and not unwilling to 
lell hi. hate, aa he would have sold his intellect for power, 
even to him there was Bomething bitter and shameful in 
the thought of treason-something that made him recoil 
from the desertion of thOle who had been allied to him 
10 long, and acceptance of those who had ao lonlf. had hi. 
deepest hatred; something that made the very sllence of 
the Italian no~, the very melody of the Itahan leas, the 
very cadence of a boat-song, that echoed dreamily ovel' 
the wavel from a distance, that onl,! let its cloBing cadence, 0 

• Liberta I 0 Liberta I' come upon his ear, Beem like a re 
proach to him by whom ahe-tbil Italy in chains, thi
Italy ruined through her own fatal dower of a too great. 
beauty-wal about to be betrayed. 

There Devel' yet waa the man 80 }Iardened that he could 
play the part and tub the wage of an lacariot without 
this pang. 

I She doel it,' he la.id in his teeth, with a BOI>hilm that 
,I'e now he would have disdained. I She might hav. made 
m, what Ihe wpulll; IIhe ~hoo.eI to Dla~ ~' 



114 . IDALIA. 

, A traitor' was not uttered even clearly in his thoughts; 
who tbinks out clearly such thoughts as these to the last 
iota of their own damnable meaning? A shiver, too, ran 
through him as he recalled a risk that even his fertile state
craft could not avail to ward off from' him" the step he 
meditated once being taken-the risk of the stab.thrust in 
the back from the poignardof the 'Brotherhood: which 
even in this day, eoven in the streets of polished Europea,n 
capitals, strikes soon or late, howsoever, high they stand in 
• traitor's guilty purples, those who have broken, the oath 
of those secret bonds. ' ' 

,Then he L'mghed-a smile in which tntl last instinct of 
his better nature died. 
, 'Faugh! my good Italians shall believe.that I join the 

White Coats to serve Venetia; my blind Viennese shall 
think I wear a fair face to Italy to entrap her confidence 
for them, It is so easy to dupe: both.: ',And8ke-Naples 
will suffice for that. A whisper of mine to Monsignore 
Giulio, and scorn, and wit, and statemanship, and wealth, 
and all the cozenries of her loveliness, all the resonrces of 
her art, will avail her nothing. There in the Vicaria, what 
will she do with her beauty, and her kingdom, and her 
!o¥ers and .the insolence of her pride, then f Better have, 
shared a crown with me.' 

As his thoughts shaped themselvesfnto ruthless shape 
that dulled remorse, and stole swiftly and surely on the 
evil path which tempted him, the whole man in him 
changed; the gentleness 'of his nature grew into fierce 
!ust, the unscruJ;>ulous subtleo/ ~f his intellect was merged 
mto a deadly thirst for retaliation. On the woman who 
had scornfully repelled him he could have dealt a hundred 
deaths. 

Yet for one moment more the love he had borne her van
quished him again, and he remembered nothing but its pain, 
its wrong, and its rejection; for one moment more'be gave 
himself up to the misery, the weakness,the shame, as he 
held it, of this fool's idolatry; ·It was the one thing alone, 
loathingly as he contemned it, that could have made him a 
better and a truer man. 

His head· dropped till it sank down on to his arms, that. 
were folded on the mnrble ledge, and Ii sharp quiver like Ii 
woman's weeping shook him from head to foot. ' .' 
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'I would bave forgiven her all-moen her Bcorn, h8 
tllOught, • if only sbe would have believed lhat I loved 
her l' 

CHAPTER XVI 

KONSIGNOB.E.' 

IN one of the fairest nook~ of the Bay of Naples stood. 
.. palace in the perfection of taste; from the frescoes on its 
walls within to·the delicate harebell-like campanile, that 
threw its sliin shaft aloft, looking towards Amalfi. Front
ing the sea a small oval.sbaped pier ran out into the water, 
with a broad flight of steps terminating it; above this, the 
natural growth of the country had hung a self-woven 
.creen of orange IUld myrtle bougbs; a place of embarlta
tion, or disembarkation, lonely, secure, and unlooked-on by 
anything save by lofty Anaearpi far above, hanging like an 
eaglo'd Dest among the clouds. In the shadow of the el'ell
ing a· boat .topped there, a' mall alighted, dismissed the 
rowers, and went on along tbe lengtb of the little quay to 
o arched door of curious cinque-eento work; it was the 
private entrance of the palazetlo, which despite the humi
lity of the diminutive it was given; stretched up aud around 
in wing on wing -in stately architecture, and numbered 
ninety chambers. 

He was admitted, and entered the house, lighted with a 
Aood of light, crowded with a glittering suite of attend
ants of all grades, and seemingly endless in its vastness 
with cbamber and corridor, opening out _one on another in 
wearying succession of splendour, relieved from monotony, 
however, by the exquisite pieces of sculpture and of paint
iD~ that studded the wbole like a second Pitti. Some 
thirty of these corridors and reception-rooms ended in a 
little chamber, small at least by compnrison, hung with 
llUrple velvet, its furniture of silver and of ebony, its only 
painting a superb Ecce Homo of Leonardo'", its windows 
narrow and lancet-sbaped j the whole now illumined with a 
loft; amber light. This was the sanctuary of Monsignore 
Villaflor. - . 

MOIlBignore r06~ with atfabilit1~h!! wu ev~\'" nfl'llble-
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and advanced with courtly grace. 1\Ionsignore was a hand
~ome and portly man, with the beautiful Neapolitan eye. 
and the beautiful Neapolitan face; a little losing the sym
metryof his figure 'now, and over his fiftieth year, but a 
very noble person still. He wore the violet robes of a 
bishop, and -on his hand sparkled the bishop's amethyst 
ring. Looking at him, it was hard to believe that the race 
of Frince.bishops bad died out, for he was a very princely 
person. He was not like St. Philip Neri, he was not like 
Reginald de. III. Pole, he was not like Acacius, or Franc;ois 
Xavier, or the great martyred man who looked across to 
England with those sublime words: 'TerramAnglicre video, 
et favente Domino terram intrabo, sciens tamen certiesime 
quod mihi immineat passio ; , and kept his oath and. went. 
Monsignore was not like any of these; but he was exces
sively like Cardinal Bcmbo, he was excessively like Cardinal 
Mazarin.. .. 

Victor Vane bowed before him with the grace of a cour
tier and the reverence of a son of the Church; with the 
Paris litterati ·he was a Cartesian, with the Germans a 
Spinozian, with the English men of science a Rationalist, a 
Pantheist, a Monotheist, or a Darwinian; with the Moun. 
tain an Atheist, as best suited; but with the Monsignori he 
was always deferential to the Faith. They met as those 
who have often met for the advancement of mutual aims; 
but they met also as those who have to playa delicate 
game with each other, in which the cards must be studio 
ously ,concealed. Both were perfect diplomatists. The 
game op-ened gracefully, courteously, cautiously, with a 
little trIfling on either side; but they approached their 
respective points in it more qui<1kly, less warily than usual; 
for he who before had but played into the handl! of Mon. 
signore to betray him, now came to play into hill handll 
with sincerity. . 

This was 110t the first by many audiences the brilliant 
13ishop, the favourite of the Vatican, had given to one who 
had been until the night before this the deadliest foe of 
his Church, of his king, of his projects, of his policies; for 
Giulio VillaHor had been duped despite all his finesses, and 
hlld believed the gentle and adroit Englishman his tool, 
while he was, in truth, the tool himself. Monsignore had 
bill silk.!lll wpp.s OVE'r ltBl'y, lII!d :francjl, IIJld 4ustri~ .!l~ 
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Spain; Monsignore had his secret ,bir" of the ablest; 
Monsignore kreov everything; was the lover of great ladiE'ft 
who played the spy in palaces, nevIlr gave a Benedicite 
without some diplomatic touch, never administered the 
Viaticum but what the Ohurch was the richer for a legacy, 
never yet was compromised by a lie, yet nel'er yet was 
driven to the vulgarity of the truth; but even :Monsig. 
nore had been trepanned by Victor Vane, The 8er.ret of 
the defeat W8S this: Giulio Villaflor loved power well, but 
he loved other thin$S as well; the pleasures of the table, 
the 8ccnt of pure WlUe8, and the glcam of almond eyes and 
anowy bosoms, His oppouent had loved nothing but 
power; uutil now, for the first time, he loved a woman and 
loved a revenge. Hence, now for the first time, also, he 
played into Villatlor's hauds. 

A dusky red tinged the pale clear brown cheek of the 
Bishop, and in his eyes was the gleam that those who knew 
him had learned to tremble sorely at when too few were 
found for the dungeono of the Vicari&, or out of the crowds 
of Easter-day one face dared look a frank defiance at him 
while the ailver trum]?eta sounded. 

• All the revolutiolllsts ha,"e not menaced us and braved 
us as thi8 ,one woman has done,' he muttered. C All the 
rebels of Sardinia and Sicily have not the danger in them. 
that Idalia haa. The man is bad enough, but 8he-' 

• Conrad can be bought,' put in Vane gently; there was, 
indeed, an overstrained quietude in bis face and in his tone. 
• Name the price your Grace will give j I will purchase him 
for :rou to-morrow.' 
Monsi~ore bent his head with a slight amile. " 
C Promise what you will, I can confide perfectly in your 

discretion,' he said, with his suave dignity of grace; he re
ae"ed to himself the right to refuse rati6cation of the pro
miscs when the fish should be fairly baited and hooked. 
C o. is but a secondary matter. Can ,1. be bought P • I 

C No I' Into the wm immutability of her betrayer's 
voice there glided a half sullen, half bitter, yet withal ad
miring Bavageness j he was recalling to memory the imperial 
disdain with which ahe bad ewept from bim the night be
fore, the indifference with which she bad disregarded alike 
hi, entreaties and his threats. • What eould be offered her 
that eould eclipBe what ahe has P She baa' wealth. aho has 
dominioll. ahe has a power wider tbap lOur. I • 
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The last w~rJswere almost bluntly uttered; for the mo
ment he fclt a. thrill of triumph in Hinging the ·splendour 
aud the influence of the woman bv whom he had been re
jected in the teeth of even the ptirples and the pompa of 
Eternal Rome; " ," 

The duaky red glowed slightly brighter in Monsignore'a 
cheek, a fiush of anger; be waved his delicate white hand 
with an expressiye actiou. ' 

'While they last! But if she had choice between retain
Ing these-under our pleasure-and losing them-say in the 
~ematea of the Capuano yonder; what then, my son P She 
would yield P' . 

I She would never yield." 
He answered Qalmly, .still with that restrained and im

passive, serenity on him; by the tone he said, as though he 
had spoken it, that, DO menace, no pang, no death, would mal,e 
Idalia what he was now-a renegade. 

'Altro !she is n woman P' said Monsignore; with"the 
mockery' of the Neapolitan' laugh in the protrusion of his 
~nndsome under lip., 

I We waste words, Monsignore,' aaid Victor Vane abruptly . 
• She is not like other women.' ' 

I ContumaciouB ! Then she must feel the arm of the 
ChlU'ch.' The words were spoken without any ruHle of that 
silken and unctuous tone in which Giulio Yillallor whillpered 
softest trillj31l iJl thecal' of Austrian and Parisian beauty, 'but 
in t,he lustrous eyes gleamed a: glance cold as ice. fierce as 
,lust"dangerous as ,steel. I My son; tell us all that you know 
once more.' 

, All that I know!' There. was a smile that flickered 
across his features one moment, though it passed too instanta
neously for it to be even caught by Villallor. ',I That would 
take hours.> I can give you heads, and bring you proofs as 
you J.'Cquire them. I know that sho arranged the escape of 
the two, Ronaldeschi from the galleys; I know that she has 
effected the flight of Carradino from his prison; I know that 
through her twenty thousand muskets will find their way to 
p.oland, and the same into Tuscany, by routes that all your 
BbWri will never discover; I know that it was at her salona 
in Paris that the war of Sicily was first organised; I know 
that she is the life, the, soul, the core, the prophetess ot 
every natiouallIlovemout. 1 know thp,t aho holds the thread, 
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Oreyery in~tionary movement from the Apennines to the 
Caucasus: 

Monsignore made a slight gesture of impatience; while 
shading his eyes with tho hand on which the episcopal ame
thyst glittered, he narrowly watched tho immut/,lblecounte-
Ilance of his companion. ' 

• We know all these, and much more,' he said, with an 
accent of disappointed irritation. • If we can once secure 
her person, we have witness, enough against her to consign 
her twenty times over to the peine forte et dure, to the prison 
or the convent cell for her lifetime. Idalia-slle is Sa-tanas ! 
-you bave more to teU than these stol'ies,jiglio mio l 

• Or I would not bave wearied your Grace to-nigbt,' as
lented Vane, still with tbat calm and undeviating air as of 
one wbo, baving learnt a recitation by heart, mechanically, 
yet unwaveringly, repeats it out. • Yes, I ,know more i I 
know that she is here.' 

'Here l' .' 
Despite the perfect self-comma~d and the. trained immov

ability oftbe courtly Churchman, surprise and exultation for 
once escaped him, uncontrolled and unconcealed; his eyes 
ligbtened, his hand grasped the ivory and ebon elbow of his 
Itate chair, his lips moved rapidly. ' 

• Here I She has the dal-iug of a Cmsar!' 
And there was in the words an . accent of compelled ad" 

miration that was, perhaps, from such a' foe as this great 
priest of Rome, the higbest homage that Idalia had ever yet 
extorted i for it was homage W1-"\lDg out in unwilling venera
tion from the hatred and the cunning of an implacable an •. 
tag~nist. ' 

Vane Btarted as though Bmng, and turned his face toward 
the grand dark canvas of the Ecce Homo, away from tbe fall 
of the light. When the astute Churchman, who had been 
his own hated enemy and duped tool so long, and whom he 
now used as the weapon of his vengeance-when the haughty, 
Catholic, who pursued her with the rancour of his creed; and 
with the unpardQning bitterness of,. mighty and unscrupu
lous priesthood against those who dare to defy and to disdain 
it-when, from the unwilling admiration of Giulio Villaflor, 
this tribute waa wrung to the lofty and unconquerable 
courage of the woman. whom he had come hither to betray 
&Uta the unsparing handa oC her Coes, h(t-the trait.or-fillt 
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for' one moment Hunk into deptlls of shame, felt for one 
moment the full depravity and vileness of that abyss into 
which thwarted ambition and covetous revenge had drawn 
him. 

Yet if he would have repented and retracted, he could 
~ot i and would not have done so if he could. The word 
'Was spoken; he had delivered her over into the power of 

. ber adversaries, had delivered over her beautiful neck to the 
brand, her proud head to ~he cord, her wealth to the coffers 
of the Bourbon; her loveliness to the mercv of Rome, her 
life to the hell of the dungeon. It was done; and still as 
he turned to the dark shadow of the Leonardo with that 
loathing of the light which murderers feel when every ray 
that touches them seems to them as though seeking out 
their crime, he would not have undone it if he could. For 
he had loved her, and now hated her with a great insatiate 
hate; so near these passions lie together. 

• Here I 'echoed VilIaHor once more, while' his large eyes 
lighted with the fire of the tiger, though that fire was sub
dued. under the droop of his velvet lashes. • In N aplesl 
and I not to know it I ' 

In that single sentence was t{)ld a terrible reckoning that 
waited for those of his people-of his spies-who had been 
thus treacherous, or for the carelessness which had withheld 
from him the near presence of the woma.n whom he had 
watched, waited, plotted, bribed, schemed to entrap with all 
the intricacies and resources ot' his astute intellect and far-
spread meshes, for so long. . 

• In Capri-and without disguise: answered Vane, turn
ing his head from a soamingly negligent glance at the Leo~ 
nardo j his eyes were quite clear, his countenance quite 
frank, his smile gentle and delicately satirical DS usual. 
He was now attuned to his part again, and the evil in him 
gaining the sole mastery upon him, made him take a Bor
gian pleasure in thus preparing drop on drop, with the pre
cision and the genius of science, the poison that was to con
sume and wither the brilliant life of the woman he had 
vainly loved. • Remember! first, she is unaware that you 
know all your Grace could alone have known through me 
-she is unaware that there are any proofs against her i" 
the possession of the Neapolitan COUl't; secondly, she i 
ope to whom ~4e m~anin~ of fea~ an\l sqbmissio~ ill ~1; 



• MONSIGNORE.' III 

known; she c]li.lms the Greek blood of Artemesia-she haa 
Artemesian daring; thirdly, she has so attached the mari
nari to her that, good subjects and brainless beasts though 
these Capriotes be, she could scarce be touched on their 
ahore with impunity; fourthly and chiefly, so many awords 
would leap out of their scabbards fur Idalia, despite the 
many dead men who have, dying, cursed her, so world-wide 

'and so well known is the dominion of her beauty, that I 
believe she think. that none of the governments dare touch 

I her. She relies on this: that Sicily is in revolt, Naples in 
ferment; one public act, such as these poor, blind, con
tumacious mules call tyranny, done to a woman whose love
liness could excite the populace, and whose genius couM 
commad it like Idalia's, and the crisis which is, as even you 
confess, often so near, might come, despite you Bnd the 
Palace, with a thunder you could not still by the thunder 
of the Vatican, holy father.' 

There was a bitter irony hidden under the gentle court
liness ot' the words, and of the apologetic softness of the 
amile with which tbey were uttered. lIe had been a foe 
and a traitor to Giulio Villallor so long, that he could not 
at once abandon the refined pleasure of thrusting silken 
taunts against that silken Churchman. The words lashed 
the passionl of the N eapolitanas was purposed; that dusky 
scarlet glow came again into his cheek, his nostrils dilated, 
his fiue lips quivered haughtily; for the inst8llt he lost the 
unctuousness of the Palace priest, and had the grnnd arro
gance of a W o]sey, a Richelieu, 01' a Granvel1a. 

He moved al though to rise from his ivory chair-aa 
though to go into the van of combat for the Church aod for' 
the Nobles, like the warrior bishops of the past. 

• Do you think I feaJ: the people P-a beast that crouches 
to the whip, and kicks the fallen, that cringes ""hen its I 
paunch is empty, and bullie. when it is boM with a full -
feed! I fear the peoJ.>le ! By the Mother of' God, I would a 
teach them such obedience tbat they IIhould Dever breathe,' 
but by my willi' 

For the moment there flasbed out tbe old suirit of the 
Colonna and the Est~ in tbe unusual outbreak of proud 
pallSlon; arrogant, cruel, and iron thougb the words were, 
Giulio Villallor, as he'spoke them, I\'as a grander and a 
better man, because a truer and .. bolder, than in the veIL 
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. vet.sw~etnel!is; -the courtly msskings of his patatialssnctit-ies
J 

of his episcopal voluptuousness, of his blending OfCoul·tier. 
statesman, saint,and roue.: "He. who heard I!miled tht 
delicate smile that meant 1\ m:i.lice and ,an irony' EO infinitl?, 
yet never betrayed this unless it were desired to be betrayed. 

'Then,' he asked softly, 'you would ·dare arresliher· i.u,. 
CapriP" , . " • 

The' eyes of Monsignore flashed upon him. ' 
, Dare, is not a word to use to Rome I' 
n was' the haughty defiance, and self.deification of ihe 

Pontifical Power :roused, as it : had roused. of: old: against. 
Emperors and. Kings, rebels. in the, Cloisters and rebels in ' 
the.Courts, against the sceptre of Barbaross8 as against the 
science of Abelard~f the Power which refuses to see that 
this day is nQt'ss that, which denies that the dawn haa 
llhonebecause jts ,nat haa gone forth for ·darkness to 
endure. . '. 

'Your. Grace Cannot think 'tbat I'used the word save'u 
suggestiv.e of what is" expedient. ,your object is to make 
the. Countess Vl\BsaIis a political prisoner. Is it advisable 
to allow her the halo of political martyrdom PDo you wish 
to give t,he enemies )0£ ,the Church and King the power to 
compare you to a Becond Cyril, and her to a Becond Hy-
pathiaP'" . ' . ' , " ' 

. Giulio Villafior Bmiled a ,very' expressive, a very devilish 
smile, mellow though it; was~:' 

"No~ I haveno.desire to deify another Greek courtesan.' 
,\Vas the wort.! as foul slander to the living Athenian as 

it W8s'tO the dead Alexandrian P, ' '. 
His smile was answered in his'iistener's eyes; ;n that in

fltnut Victor almost forga.ve ·hini the alllmosities of lengthened 
years, in that instant almost loved ~im and admired him i 
t.heil' natw'es were so kindred, they could .stab' so well with 
'thesnme weapon. ' ' 

• Pl'CCitWly l' he said, with tha~ persuasive ,tact ,,'hicb, 
\lnve ouce, .llnder the contempt of Idalia. had never deserted 
him. • Then pardou me, Monsignore; but win it not· be 
well to conduct this matter with as little publicity 89 may 
be P 'Where there .is danger for her, there will she remain; 
I know what she is. She has alL the finesse of a Greek, but 
she has none of a ~ I'e~k's cowardice.· Moreover it is to 
e,ecure V~ th~t she is here (we will come to his affair 
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afterwards)· he Us all but gained to her, and he. is rash and 
.. eckles15 to foolhardiness. At his villa of Antinain the in
telior, there is, the day after to-morrow, a l'eunion of the 
.. Alpe al Mar" confederates, and, under cover of a -masque. 
rade, its politicalpUTpose lias been kept strictly secret. 
Had <lven IOU ~o~ known of it ~hrou~h me, you 'would n~v~r 
have hear of It m any other light than as one ~f CarlO s 
splendid eccentricities and- extravagant ""entertainments. 
Tbere is a password which, also, but through me, your 
Grace's choicest experts would not have been able to 8111" 

prise. Ah, Monsignore, there is mine under mine; govern
ment spies are too often content to believe that when they 
have explored the topmost one they know all! There; at 
Antina, will be tbe Countess Vassalis, and not she alone; 
Caffradali,. Aldino, Villari, Laldeschi, all the Neapolitans 
who, are written in your Livre ·Rouge will meet. ,You 
may strike a great stroke at on~. blow;. by ilay-dawn Vian" 
and his glittering maskers .may fill the Castel:Capuano~if 
you will. Ask for what proofs against them you choose, 
you can have sufficient to justify ,the galleys for life against 
one and all of them; out of their own words shall YOll con· 
vict them j and, once yours, how. shall this lawless empresSr, 
this queenly Democrat, this patrician with the "Marseil. 
laise" on her lips, this liberator with the pride 'of all th& 
empir!:"s in her heart, ever escape again to mille your thrones 
with her arts, to sap your creeds with her ironies, to arm 
your enemies with her riches, to overthrow your policies 
with her genius, to dare, to mock, to schelIle, to revolution
ize, to rule-to be, in one word, Idalia P Where 'will her 
power be when the same fetters as Poerio's hang on hc.~ 
WriHts P where her lovelincss when, dny and night the skies 
alone look on it frolll , chink in a dungeon wall P where 
her triumphs and her VIctories when the felon's brandiu"
jron eats its hot road into Lei' breast P She will be dead:" 
as dead as in her grave.' . 

The persuasive eloquence with which nature had endowed 
him left his tongue with a silllen stealing sound,like the 
gliding movement of somcscrpeutinc thing, made more or
nate in its eloquence by the richness of the Italian words 
be used. But there was beneath it the hiss of hatred, the 
rav.enous thirst of desired vengean~e, the lus~ that pai~ted 
to Itself her doom, and gloated on lt~ .own pictures wIth. 
bellish plelPollUle. . ' . 
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Giuiio VillEJlor callght that accent, and thought, with his 
ac:l~ tnm.eIi wisdom, 

! B:. !1<.E loved her-Jv~ will be true to UB, then. There 
if :l>.O hte 10 11!l'a-fooled and so relentless as that hate.' 

(_!Hgiitl mio,' h.e \I~.d, with hiB mellowest smile, restin"" hia 
gl'l!~r.~ lIO «lIel If;". ~o f'-B!'essing on the man who h~nce
r.NWs.rd. "Would he &0 longer his master, but his instrument, I 
OBce havir:.g let -him glean his secret, • you should have been. 
in our Church; you have an orator's powers. How many,' 
lIouls you would have won!' . 

, Pardon me, your Emiuence! it is more amusing work, I 

more to my taste at least-to lose them.' 
Monsignore smiled a gentle reproof. . 
, " Your Eminence! " You give me too high a title, my 

lion/-
• Forgive me a mistake the wo~ld will soon ratify! I onl" 

anticipate the future by a month or two.': -
Giulio ViUaflor was flattered j courted though he was, he 

was not above the bait to his vanity and his ambition. The 
Cardinal's hat was the goal of bis daring yet wary desires, 
and in his own mind he foresaw himself soon or late a second 
Leo X.; Pontifex Maximua in all the ancient power of the 
Papal tiara. 

He let his eyes rest for a long moment on those of his 
companion; they were the deep, soft, full Italian eyes, like 
the brown, gentle luminous eyes of the oxen of the A pen
nines; they could be tender in love as those of Venus Pan
demos, they could be ilpiritual in religion as those of Leo
nardo's John, but also they could be impenetrable liS those ot 
Talleyrand, they could be piercing in meaning and in dii/
covery as those of Aquaviva, when, instead of the smile of 
the lover or the benignity of n priest, he wore the mask of 
the diplomatist nnd the politician. -

• We understand each other, jiglio mio P' he said gently, 
l\ hile the violet gem of the episco)?al ring glit~el'ed like the 
glance of a basilisk. 

'We do.' . 
They understood each other: and thus silently; while the' 

aromatic light shone on the Vinci Passion, and without the 
melody of the water/! beat sweet measure against the swaying 
orange-boughs, the seal was set to the unholy barter tha~ . 
betrnye!\ a woman,. and played the Iscariot to Liberty. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

• A. 'tEMPLE NOT KA.DE WITH RA.l!lDS.' 

Tn day on which Conrad Phaulcon left her was just ill 
the mellow heat of noon, yet not ol'pressive where the great 
overhanging rocks with drooping masses of entwined 
foliage shut out the lIun j and where in the privacy of her 
villa-gardens Idalia came, ~eaving ~er per$ecutor to his half
triumphant and half mortified solitude. 

Alone, she sank down on the stone bench that overloo}red 
the eea, while the hound Sulla was crouched at her feet; 
alone, a J?rofound weariness and dejection broke down the 
pride which had never drooped "efore her foe, while a pas
lIionate hatred quivered over the fairness of her face. 

'0 God!' she uid half aloud in the unconscious utterance 
oC her thoughts, • and I once believed in that man as simple 
women believe in their religion! }'ool-fool-fool! And 
yet I was 80 young then j how could I know what I worked 
tor myselfP-how could I know what depths of vileness 
were in him P I 

The dog before her, lying like a lion at rest, with his 
muzzle down, lifted his head with a loud bay of wrath, and 
a snarling growl or menace and defiance: he heard the foot
step. of Count Conrad passing downward on the other side 
oC the villa toward the beach, and he hated him with all a 
hound'. unforgiving intensity; once, months before, PhauI
COD had been so incautious in a fit of passion, as to strike 
the stately Servian monarch, and, but for Idalia, would have 
been torn in pieces for the indignity. Sulla had never 
pardoned it. 

His mistress laid her ~and upon his neck, and her teeth 
eet slightly, while her splendid hend was lifted with • 
haughty action that followed the colour of her thoughts. 

• Let him be, SuUa. The man who is fa14t1 is beneath 
rebuke or revenge I' . 

And to those who .honld have known her rightly that 
proud contempt would have been more than any vengeance 
ahe could have given. She sat there many momenta-mo
ments that rolled on till they grew more than hours; her 
eyes watching the boats that passed and repassed below in 
the Capriote waters, her thoughts far from the scene around , 
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her. Her life had been changeful, vllried, spent in mliny 
countries, and conversant with many things; its memories 
were as numerous as the sands, but what was written on 
them was not to be effa.ced as it could be -effaced on the 
shore. The reverse of Eugenie de Guerin, who was 'always 
hoping to live, and never lived,' she had lived only too much, 
,only too vividly. She had had pleasure in it, power in it, 
triumph in it; but now the perfume and the effervescence 
of the wine were much evaporated, a.nd there was bitterness 
in the cup, and a canker in the roses that had crowned its 
-brim •. For-she was not free. 

LikE! the Palmyrail. queen she felt the fetters underneath 
the purples, and the jewelled .links of gold she wore were 
symbols of captivity; moreover, conscience had wakened 
in her, and woultl not sleep. . 

She rose at last; she knew many would visit her during 
the day, Dnd she was; besides, no lover of idle dreams or 
futile regrets; brilliant as Aspasia; and classically cultured 
dS Heloise, she was not a woman to let her hours drift on 
in inaction -or in fruitless reverie; no days' were long for· 
her even now 'that she rebelled -against the tenor and the 
ilurpose of her life. . 

With the hound beside her she left the cliff, and moved . 
slowly,.fqr, the heat :was at its height, backward toward her 
house t a ste'p ,rapidly crushed the cyclamen, the Ieavt>s were 
swept quickly nside, and in her path stood Erceldoune.· 
The meeting was Budden to both. It was impossible that 
either could for the moment have any memory save that of 
the words with which they bad so lately parted; over the 
bronze of his face the blood, Hushed.botly, from the fair
ness of hers it faded; she paused, and for the momE'nt her 
worldly grace forsook her, she Btoo~ silent while he bowed 
before her. ' 

" Madame. I bad your promise that you would rerei\'e 
lIle; not. I hope, in "ain P , . 

The words were slight, were ceremonious, she had for. 
bidden him all others; but in his voice were the feverish 
entreaty, the idolatrous slavery to her, which, repressed in 
speech, were so intense in his own heart. 

, I do not break my promises,' she said g<'ntIy,' nnd
and you will not do so. either. Are you f\blying in Capri, 
that rou arc hero 110 early l' ' 
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. lIil eyes Idokedinto: 'here with a mute imploring suffer
ing', thall touched ,her more deeply than' any words' could 
have done. 

I While I have IItrength to keep my word, I will j I can
not Bay my strength will endure long-you put it to a hard 
test. How hard, God only knowlIl',', ' 
, She Itood silent & moment i tbeu."he,·moved oil with a 
negligent dignity. 

'Pardon me-I :put .it ,M nO test. I but ,told, youthe 
terms on which our friendship can contillue. I told 
you, too, that. it were .better ended. (at OOC8;, ,~, la,'so 
now.' 

There wai far more of melancholy than 'of coldness in 
the answer, chill though it might be; one long step brought 
birn to her side as ahe passed onward" and: his voice was 
low in her ear. ' . ' :', ' , 

, We said enough of thnt last night 1 ,I: *ill keep my 
word while I mnyi :tilll 'break it, T cilairayours. Make 
my misery if you must, 'but let' me' cheat myself oufof it 
one little hour more.' ' ' 

She turned her head lllightly 1 and he 'law that; unpity. 
ing though her wordll were, her eyes were humid. 

'Ii I could .pare you: a.n y pain, I would t~believe me, 
believe that at least,'sbe said, with an intonation'that was 
almost' passionate, : almost appealing ; she: could not: have 
this man, whose life she had rescued from ,the grave, and 
over whose agony she had watched in the Carpathian soli
tudes, think that she could wanton with hie wretchedness, 
or ve careless of bis sorrow. 

''l'hen-do what else you will with my life, but do not 
bid ine leave you.',· , 

She Will silent, and she shook her head with a gesture of 
dissent; she knew that he prepared hiniself but added pain, . 
but more enduring suffering, thd longe~ bedec.eived him
lelf with the tbought Or the simulation· of" happiness. Yet; 
Bhe asked herself bitterly, why was she ,bound to send'him 
from her as though she were plague-stricken '-why, since 
it was' his will to linger in her 'presence, she: should be 
compelled to drive him out of it r 

Her hODour, her pity, her conscience;ber reason saief, 
Why delude him witb a 'passing' ar'ld:'treilcllerous' hour of 
hope P Her heart pleaded for him, perhaps pl~ed fol' 
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herself. Her mood changed swif'l;ly, though her ch&,acter 
never; a natural nonchalance was combined in her with the 
diunity and depth of her nature. She was at all times too 
ePicurean not to let liCit take ita cou..--se, and heed but little 
of the morrow. 

She gave a half impatient., half weary sigh. 
I Well, be it ao, if you will; for to.day, a~ the least.,'lIhe 

said with the accent of one who thron thought away, and 
resigns the reins to chance. I You stay in Capri. Have 
you breakfasted l' ' 

• I thank you, yes; ia • fishing-hut OIl the beach 
yonder.' 

That must have been but a poor meal. I know wbat 
Capriote fare is; some smoked tunny and some dried 
onions. Come within.' 

He obeyed her, and forgot all els<t in the ('.harm of that 
sweet present hour. . 

She had repulsed his love; sbewould bave done so again 
had it been uttered. She had told herself that this man's 
gallant life "must not be cheated into union with bers, this 
fearless heart must not be broken beneath her foot; though 
she should have spared no other, she vowed to spare him 
ner whose perils she had watched while her band held the 
living water to his dying lips. In what she now did, there. 
fore, she erred greatly; but it WlIS very hard for her not to 
err. She was used to reign, and was accust()med to follow 
her own pleasure, ans~ering to none; she had known the 
world till she was satiated with It; she was in thi8 moment 
utterly weary of her associates, weary almost of herself. 
There W8S a certain repose, a certain lnlling pence, in the 
"chivalrous and ennobling adoration she received frOIQ 

Erceldoune. She kuew him to be a high-spirited gentle
man, frank to a fault, loyal to rashness i with brave lion's 
blood in his veios, and a noble knightly. faith in his love; 
beyond all cowardice of suspicion, and true uoto death to 
his word.. It was as strange to her as it was sweet to find 
such a nature as tbis; stranger and sweeter than any can 
know who have not also known life as she knew it. It 
was like a sweep of free, fresh, sea-scented Appeonine air, 
Blirreb by the bold west wind, after the heat, the press, the 
don-mots, the equivoques. and the gas glitter of a }'loren
tine Veglione. 
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It is difficult for any Wll0 sur\"ey mankind deeply and 
widely to retain their belief ill the existence of an honest 
man i but if they meet one, they valne him rar more than 
they who affect to imagine honesty 88 natural among men 
.. beards. 

The hock, the chocolate, the fish,' tbe fruit, were scarce 
tasted as he took them that morning; he knew nothing but 
the ahaded repose of the quiet chamber, the dream-like 
enchantment of the hour, the form before hiin, whereJ 

through the green tracery of the climbing vine, the goldem 
aun ft:ll across her brow and at her feet. He was almost 
aileot i his love had a great humility, and made it seem to 
him hopeless that his hand could ever have title even to 
wander among the richness of her hair. 

To have right to win her lips to close on his, it seemed 
to him that a man ahould have done such great and glorious 
thingl .. ahould have made his life 

• A tale of high and passionate thought. 
To their own musio chanted.' 

The full heat of the noon' was just passed, the bells ul 
afternoon vespers were sounding from a little campanile 
that rose above a jumbled mass of rock and foliage, gray 
jutting wall. and pale-green olive woods i through a break 
In the foliage the precipitous road was just seen, and a 
group of weather-browned peasant women with the silver 
-z'adelltJ in their hair, going upward to the chapel of S. 
Maria del Mare. Idalia rose, and followed them with her 
eyea. Ii1 an ~ormed wi~h, born. of weary impatience, 
she almost enVIed them their ~'o.le-like round of life, their 
simple, dogged, childish faith, .lbeir nurtured indifference 
alike to pleasure and to pain, i~" 

• That animnl life is to b,ienvied, perhaps,' she said 
rather to herself than to himl .'. Their pride is centred i~ 
a silver hair-pin i their conscience is committed to ,. priest· 
their credulity is contented with tradition; their days ar; 
all the same, from the rising of one sun to another i they 
do not love, they do not hate i they are like the ass that 
,hey drive, follow on8 patient routine, and only take ea~(' 
for their food. Perhaps they are to be envied.' 

He roee also, and came beside her. 
t Do not belie 10unelt rOil would be the last to SlIY 10. 
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You would not lose If ~hose thoughts that wander through 
eternity," to gain in exchange the peace from ignorance 
.of the peasant or the dullard.' '.. .. . ' 

She turned her fa.ce to him, with its mqst ,beautiful smile 
on her lips and in bel' eyes.. ' 

'No,.l would ;Doh you are right. Better tokoo,," the 
secrets of .. the. gods,even' though with .paiu, th,m to lead 
the' dull, bruh.1ife,' though' painless. It .i!J only in .our 
dark .hours that \Ve: ,~ouldscll. ourlloqjs for ,a dreamlesl 
ease.' . 
. 'Parkb.ours!, YOII ~bould not know them. Ah, if yon 
would but trust me WIth some confidence! if there wer6 
but Bome way in which I could serve you I ' 

Her eyes met his with gratitude, even' while she gave 
him a gesture ofsilence~ She thought how little could 
the bold, straight stroke of this man's frank chivalry cut 
through the innumerable .and intricate chains that en
tangled her own life. The knightly Excalibur could do 
nothing to sever the filmy but insoluble meshes of secret 
intrigues. '. 

'It is a saint's day: I had forgotten it,' she said to 
turn his words from }terself, :wl.Jile the· bell of the cam
panilestill swung through theair~ • I am a' pagaD, you 
see; I do not'timcy that you care much for creeds your
.self.' 
. I Creeds PI wish there were no such word. It has only 
been a rallying-cry for war, an excuse for the bigot to bum 
his neighbour: . 

• No. Long ago, under ,he Andes, N ezahua1coytl held 
the same 'faith that Socrates had vainly taught in the 
Agora; and Zengis Khan knew the truth of theism like 
Plato; yet the world has never generally learnt it; It 
is the religion of nature-of l·eason. But the faith is too 
simple. and too sublime for the multitude. 1he mass of 
minds needs a religion of mythics, legend, lIymbolism, and 
fear. What ill. impalpable escapes it; and it must give 
an outward and visible shape to its belitlf~ as it gives in 
its art a human form to ils deity. Come, Bince we agree 
in our creed, I will take you to my temple-a j;emple 
Dot made by hands.' . . 

She smiled on him 8S she spoke, and a dIay. 8weetness 
Wed hi" lif\!o Se !lid not wsk. if Iilbe hac! fqr~ott40Q her 
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words oC the past night; he did not ask whetner in this 
lull of dreamY' joy and passionate hope there might be 
but 8 keener deadliness oC disappointment. He was with 
her; that sufficed. She went with him out into the 
brightness oC the day, down the rocky paths, under shining 
walls of glossy ilex-leaves and drooping orange clusters 
oC scented blossom. In the fair wild beauty of Capri, 
the tranquillity unbroken except by the lapping of the 
waves far down below and the distant echo of some sea-
Bong, the sunlight that Hooded land and water, the shadows 
Bleeping lazily here and there where the lemon and citron. 
boughs were netted into closest 'luxuriance, the world 
lOOmed formed for love alone. 

Since she had bidden his passion die in silence, why did 
she let him linger here P 

He did not ask ; he only gave himself to tAe magic of 
the present' hour, to the Bound of her voice as it thrilled 
in hiS ear, to the touch of her hair as he lifted from it 
Borne low hanging oJ;'lUlge, branch, to the sorcery of her 
presence. 

The' cool sea lay, 8 serene world of waters, scarcel, 
ruHled by a breeze, and glancing with.all. the marvellous 
brilliance of colouring that northern. air never :eali know. 
The boat waited iu a creek, Hoating there under so dark a 
shadow from the droop'ing boughs of lemon and acaci", that 
it was almost in . tWilight. A few strokes of the oars, 
and it swept out of the brown ripples Hinging up their 
surf against the rocks into the deep blue of. the sunlit 
bay; below, above, around en every side" colour in all 
its glory, all its Jariety, all its harmony and contrast, 
melting into ona paradise in the warmth of the summer 
day. . 

• I love the Bea more dearly than any land. It is incar· 
Date freedom,' Bhe Baid, rather to herself than him, &If she 
leant Blightly over the boat. filliog her hand with the ·water 
till it. drops .sparkled like the sapphires in' her ·rings. 
There was. a certain aching tone, in her. worda that sent a 
pang to his heart: it was the .e#Vf/ or freedom. Wa~.l!he 
not. then. free P • 

• That i. the charm my own moors hav~the mere sense 
of liberty they give. Barren though they be, if you wer& 
to lee them--' 
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His voice was unsteady over the last sentence. He 
thought .of the dead glories of his race, of the squandered 
wealth and the fallen power that once would have beeu his 
by right; his to lay at her feet, his to make his fortunes 
equal with his name. 

'You love liberty P' she said suddenly, almost abruptly, 
. save that all in her was too exquisitely harmonised, too full 
: of languor and repose, ever to become abrupt. • Tell me, 
would you not think' any sin justified to obtain it P , 

'Justified P' . 
'Yes, justified.,' she said impatiently, while her eyes 

flashed on him under their drooped lids. ' What! do you 
know the world so well, and yet do not know that there 
have been crimes' before now glorious as the 'morning, 
and virtues base as tho selfish chillness that they sprang 
fromP What was Oorday's crime P what was Robes
pierre's virtue P Answer me. WoUld you think it iusti6.ed 
or notP' . . 

A flush rose over his face quickly; ,thou,ght, he felt, 
that it was of her own liberty she spoke. 

'Do not ask me,' he said hurriedly, passionately. 'You 
would make me a sophist in your cause. Evil is never justi

- . fied., though done that good may come j but to serve you, to 
succour you, I fear that I should scorn no sin, nor turn from 
any.' . . 

The words were almost wild, but they were terribly true. 
Though perhaps the less likely thus to fall because he knew 
his own weakness, he felt that the inflexible justice, the 
honesty of purpose, the unerring loyalty to knightly creeds, 
which were so ingrained in him that they were scarce so 
much principle as instinct, might reel and break and be for
gotten if once this woman whispered: 

C Sin j and sin for me.' 
He thought he could deny her nothing-not even hiB sole 

heritage of honour-if she coUld bend to woo it from him. 
A look of pain passed for one moment over her face. She 
thought of him as he had lain in his extremity, while her 
hand had swept back the dark luxuriance of his hair, and his 
('yes had looked upward into hers without seuse or sight. 
Was it possible that she had saved him then ouly to deal 
him worse hereafter P She shook the sea-drops from her 
ha!l4 \Vlth " Clertain imperiou~ im,f?atient ~Qyemep.t, otld 



' .. TEMPLE Nor IlJfDIl WITH HANDS.' 231 

I't'plied to him with the hanghty negligence oIher occasional 
manner. 

• I asked you an impersonal question-no more j and if 
you cannot frame a sophiBm contentedly, you are terribly be
hind your age. We have rhetoric that proves fratricide only 
a droit tI' aiMlltr, and logic that demonstrates a lie the natural 
right of man.' 

He answered her nothing. She saw a look come on his 
face, mortified, wounded, incredulous. There was something 
in her words, and in the accent of their utterance, that 
leamed to cbill him to the bone, and freeze his very heart. 
The atately simplicity of his own eharaeter could not follow 
the manifold phases of hers. Moreover, he had spoken in 
the fervour of passion! ahe had answered him with what, if 
it were not half scorn, half eruelty, trenched close on both. 

A certain pitying light glowed in her eyes as they read 
thit; the languid and ironic.smile passed from her lips j she 
tigbed llightly. though iii was half with a laugh that Ihe 
spoke. • 

, "Cuo ell, BOD ange1aa.'~ 

Do you not remember the line in the Imitatiolltr 1 Be lure 
that you may say it to any human life you meet ; above all, , 
to a woman's. Tbere is no angel among us ; BOme faint ray~ 
of purer light; here !rnd there-tbat is the uttermost, and 
tbat 10 often darkened I I will give you the surest guard 
against the calamity of disappointment. Learn to say and 
realise, of all you tilDCY fairest or noblest, this only-" Caro ... '" 

He looked at her wistfully ltill ; the temper of the man 
lIad too mueh directness, too much singleness. to be able to 
divine the niled meanings oI her varying words, the seduc
tive changes of her altered tones; be only knew that he felt 
for her as he had felt for DO other lI"oman. 

• Caro ee P' be repeated. • Well, might I Dot also be an- . 
Iwered with ita companion line, II Homo es, Don e8 Deus" P 
I am DO sophist; you bave reproached me with it. Sophism 
is to me the sbameful refuge of cowards who dare not own 
themselves criminals j bUli-but-even while I condemned 
wbd I loved. my love would not change; though she erred. 
Iwould Doli fonake her. .. Caro es" 11 What knell to love 
is there there P It i. but to admit; a common b9nd or wel&k-
~esa and mort~itr: . . 



His VOIce was.1ow and unsteady os he' spoke, bll~ it had 
a great sweetness in it j the love he was forbidden to declare 
for her he uttered to her in them. 
'. She stooped and.leant her hand over the side !lgain, toy
ing with tbe coolness of the water, His wordl hlld touched 
her keenly, and their loyalty ,Ilank deep into her 4eart. She 
shook her head with a slight smile-a smile of great sadness, 
,of great compassion. 
- , 'Yoll' will be still in,error. While you say the" Caro 

6S," in !IOIW meaning, you will still expect more divinity than 
.yoll will ever find on earth... It is not that we are not angels 
-.-that oDly idiots dream-::-:it is tl;1at we are-' 

'Whllt~' , . 
'W orae than the worst of men too often. H~sh! we will 

talk no more., , We shall soon be Dear my cathedral: ' 
She Jeant back 'iuBilence, while. the vessel swept with a 

free bird-like motioll through the water, the boat-song oCthe 
Capriote rowers rising aud fall iug with the even beat oC 
their -sculls; while behind them they left the rock of Capri. 
orange-crowned in the sunlight, with the soft gray hue of the 
olives melting down into the many: coloured sell. 

A -low and darkling arch fronted them-the porch of the 
.temple:-.where the broad bay lay coolest and darkest, al\d 
the waters deepened into deeper blue. They bowed their 
heads jtbe boat shot dpwn into the gloom, passing under 
the narrow passage-way, clos6 and contracted as a cell; 
then out of its darkness the skiff. glided, without sound, 

,into the silent and azure vault ofthe cathedral to which she 
brought him. 

It was the Grotto.Azzuro.' 
The sea. 'lay calm as a lake beneath, the blue and misty 

light poured.through the silence, the Gothic aisles of ;rock 
rose arch upon arch in awful .beauty j ~here.was no echo 
but of the melody of the waves chanting ever their own 

. eternal hy-mll in a temple not built of men. It was bellutful, 
. terrible. divine in its majesty. awfulin its serenity. appalling 
yet godlike in its calm j while through the stillness swept 
the ebb and How of the sea, a.nd all the sunless shadow was 
steeped in that deep, ethereal, unearthlike, azure mist 
which haa no likeness in all the wide width of the world. 
The boat rested there alone ~ and high above the arched 
rocks, rose, closing in on every side, like the roof of a twi· 
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Jight chancel; lost in vague and limitless, immensity ;, while 
through the calm there echoed only one grand and mournful 
Klrie Eleison, chanted by the choi~ of. waves. ,Perfect 
'tillness, perfect peace, filled only with'that low and; ¥lur
muring voice of many waters I a beauty not of landl D9~ of 
sea, 8ublime and spiritual 8S. that' ;r:1arvoilous, an~: a1jure 
Jight that IllelJl~d to. still and c.hll-nge all hU6, ,aU 'p:ullle of 
liIe itself; a sepulchre, and yet a paradise, w hel/~ the "orId 
was dead, but the spirit of ,God moved on the waters." ' 

Passion was stilled here; love was silenced; the chast
ened solemnity, the purity of its mysterious divinity, had 
no affinity with the feverep dreams and sensuous swcetJ.ess 
of mortal <lesires. The warm poetic voluptuous light aud 
colour olthe land that they had left were the associat"S,of 
passion; here it was hushed, and cast back in mute and 
nameless pain on its own knowledge of its own mortality; 
here there were rather felt· the pain of finite heartll that 
yearn' for things dreamt of and never fOl\nd, the vagueness 
of far-renching futile Promethean. thirst, the impulse and 
the de~pair of immortality. -

The boat paused in the midst of the still violet lake.like 
water. Where he lay at her feet he looked upwards to her 
through the ethereal light that floated round them,and 
leemed to lever them from earth. 

• Would to God I could die now 1'- , 
The words broke unconsciousl! from him ~ther in 'the 

instinct of the moment than in cODscious utterance. Her 
eyes met his, ill them that dreamy aod beautiful light that 
leemed to tloat in unshed tears. She laid her hand one 
moment on his forehead with 11 touch so soft that it :was a 
clu'css • 

• Hush I for wha~ il worth life, ,il) !II thele will be no 
death I' . 

And the boat Iwept slowly and noiselessly through the 
.Jrystal clearness oftlie waters, tbrough the cold and solemn 
loveliness, through the twilight of the blue sea·mists, down 
into the narrow darkened archway of the farther distnnce, 
and out once more into the golden splendour of the Jiving 
day-even 118 a human life, if men's dreams be true, may 
pasl through the twilight shadows of earth down, into the 
darkness of the valley of death, thence only to soar onward 
iuto tile glo17 pf other worlds, the radianco of otheiday •. 
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She Itooped to him sli~btly as the YeBsel swept away 
into the breadth and brightness of the bay. 

• Is not my temple nobler than those that are built by 
menP' 

He looked upwards at her with a look in his eyea that 
had never been there before. 

• You have taught me to-day what I never learned in all 
the years of my life P • 

And the boat passed softly, silently out of the sea-built 
temples that the waves had worn, out of the stillness and 
solemnity of that aerial light, onward through the heavy 
perfumes wafted from the shore, flnward to where the Siren 
Isles laughed in their' smiling loveline$s upon the waters. 
half of eart~ and half of heaven. 

CHAPTER XVIII. 

C CRA. TEn I"HOlf .&.BeADY P BOLD II THY CBA. TIlm. :I SULI. 

1'1'01' (lOHUl! IT.' 

- THE day had s1ll1k away into evening before the boat re
turned j the splendour "f the Capri moonlight was on sea 
and land, on the gray terraces of olives, with their silvery 
plumes of foliage, and on the green vines, clustering in the 
early summer over the steep stairs of rock and the stones 
of high monastic walls. 

AJJ they passed up the winding ascent, an old peasant 
sitting watching for the boat under the orange-boughs, a 
nut-brown, withered Capriote woman, of full seventy yeari\ 
started from the shadow in Idalia's path, and fell on ;het
knees belbre her, pouring out on her gratitUde and bene
dictions. Idalia stooped and raised her. 

e Do not kneel to me, old friend j you owe me nothing.' 
C lowe you my children's life, my children's souls! • cried 

the Italian in the patoill of the bay, lifting her brown stern 
face, all bathed in tears. 'To whom should I kneel, if noli 
to you P Day and night I prayed to S. Theresa t-o Ba\"e 
tbe~, and she never heard my words j you heard them. 
The" ~tll in glory never had more fairness than yOIU" filC~ 
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U1ustria8iml; they never had the pity of your heart, the 
charity of your hand. They let UB pray on, pray 01\ and 
never apeak; you heard and saved us.' 

The one she blessed raised her once more with a. gentle' 
yeneration for age in the action. 

I You have thanked me too mueb, madre mia; far too 
much. The little anyone of us can do to relieve sorro,", 
is but such lllight payment of so great a human debt. 
When Fanciulla is old enough to Dlarry. tell her I will give 
her her silver wreath and her dower. No, no more thanks 
-you shame me I You, who have led so long a life of 
goodness, to bless me l' , 

She stooped lowerlltill towards the old peasant, to drop 
lome gold into her .kerchief unperceived, and, passed on, 
while the praises and prayers of the Capriote were poured 
out, with tears staining weather-beaten, age-worn cheeks, 
that in youth had never known so sweet a rain of joy and 
pellce. 

• Ah I' munnured Erceldouna to her, 'you cannot ask 
me "OW to believe you, when you say, .. Non angelus I ,., 

She tumed her eyes on him with a sudden weary wistful. 
ness. 8 Budden ironic scorn, intricately commingled_ 

• I do Bay it. Repeat it till you believe it ; it is a terrible
truth. Here and there we do a little good-save. as r 
Baved to that poor Capriote. the life of starving infants, a, 
legacy that hel' dead son left to drag her into the grave i' 
children all bright as the morning dying for want ot' theo 
bread we throwaway as we eat guinea peaches and two-, 
thousand-franc pine-apples. What is the worth of it r 117 
is a grain against a mOllntain of evil I ' 

He looked at her with appealing pain; he felt vaguely 
that Ihe, who to him was stainless as the morning, 'had the 
darknesl of Borne remorse upon her, and yet he could, 
neither follow the, veiled intlicacies of her nature, nor 
divest her of that divinity with which, to-day yet more thaD 
ever. he had clothed her. She glanced up at him and 
taughed. 

• Do not look 10 grave; I never murdered anyone in poi
loned wines or medicated roses; it is a good deal to lay in 
theBe daYB of artistic Blaughter I Believe me-a woman. 
n you rightly understand all those words say, you will, 
never attribute me too much divinity. or ask me to oblige 
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yoU; ;ifitu, consistency.; lIfephistopbeles-,a1wIlYs' :takes 11 
woman's guise now ~ be hns fOllnd he can change his 11laska 
10 much morc quickly: W'ill you dine with me P Dress P 
0, I will 'pardon yo~ costum<r.-il di, velvet, picturesque, 
rather Spanish.' . '. '. .' 

. She motioned him to bke Jus way into the deserted li
brary, Bnd went from him down the corridors' of the .Yilla· 
Santilla, that they had reatlhed while,she spoke. , 

Bad, -she 'arty Joye for him P He had no belief that she 
could have. Anq yet, ifthere were. none in her .heart, .was, 
it not rankest cruelty to .toy with him thus P. No, he could 
not reproach her that it was; she !;tad bidden him .over and 
over, again .le-ave ~ber ; '.habad.refused tit hear wordaof 
love from him; she had ouly acceded t9his remaining neal' 
her at his O\vn persisting prayer; tbere was no blame bere. 
He_had no ,thought that she could-eare in any way forhia 
fate_; -the caprice ,ofJler. maImer, the mockery of her satire, 
the pro~ound p~thos that had ~inged h~r ~or~:i, the ~trenuoU8 
force 'nth ,·whlch ) I\hl;t. rh.ad . bIdden hun, thmk evil of her : 
these :were not the ways of. women to. one ·they loved ; they 
were the .inconstancies .o£a heart ill at.eas&, of a spirit with
out rest, (and not· without. regret; but, they ,were not -thl: 
wayl\ :~f II< wolil\lJl. who. loved. And yet an ',agonyof pasSion 
was on him; • he:only.felt.. lived, thought, breathed. for. her ; 
and,th_e .. P\l~it~,ofthesea.-temple 'in, which he had lOb~ed 
npon her: face IIi the past day shed on bel' Its .own sanctity, 
its own exaltation. Nothing loftier, purer, more superb 
ever rose in a poet's vision of idea.lised love than he had 
incnrnated in his worship of her-worship whose grandest 
element was faith, sublime in its very blindness. 

At her villa that night there .were a score of guestll; all 
men, and all unknown to him; among them the Italian, Carlo' 
of Viana, whose subjugation to her sway had been so proud 
a triumph; Men ofthe world though they-might be, there 
was not one of them,. not even the bravej' bright, cordilll 
soutllern prince, \\,ho could wholly conceal the surprise and 
the dislike, almost the offence with which they saw a stranger; 
their glances ranged over him curiously in ajealou9 challenge, 
and he felt 88 little amity to them. . ... .' 

• Count Phaulcon is Dot hereP' asked the Prince of Viana 
efher. 

• N a. I regret to have to make ,lis dP(J~ogles f he is un-
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happily prevente(} the lIono'lr of meeting your Hi:,;hness, 
Ibe answered him, as they l.tssed into th~ dining-chamber. 

• And this foreigner, has he your pass~ 'madameP' .asked 
Viana, loftly bending his head; 

• lIe is not one of UB, but he is m:t fricnd.' 
• Your friend, madame!' said Viana, with a ce.rtain smile' 

that Erceldoune caught, and for which, though be could hear 
no wordll accompanying it, he could have tosseu tbe Tuscan 
prince into the Ilea sounding below tbe cliffs. ' A fair title,
·ruly: but one wiLh which none, I think, ever rest content.' 

Viana said no more on the subject; but Erccldoune saw. 
that, 8S in Turkey, 10 also in: this larger gathering; his pre. 
lence wa.s unwelcome, and imposed a restraint on her guests, 
though not apparently on her. He was a curb put on them j 
oDd they bore it with chafing impatience, deepened in many 
of them by a jealouB surpri!1ed intolerance of this foreigner 
with whom their hostess had entered the salons .. -

He himself sat in -almost unbroken silence, eating: little, 
drinking unconsciously much' more than his wont. His 
thoughts whirled j he felt a flercs reasonless lJatred for all 
the men by whom he was Burrounded; He saw her through 
the haze of light and perfume and wine·odours and incense; 
he felt giddy; maddened, reckless; the fiercestjealoutly was 
at riot in him, and the spiritual beauty of the earlier day 
was gone for the while from him, as it was gone from ber. 

He saw her now as she was in all the val'ied scenes of her 
daz~ling -and careless career. She took little heed of him, 
rarely addressed him, rarely looked at him. Her silver wit, 
barbed and .ironic, Bcathed· all ·it touchegj her delicate 
laughter rang its mockingch~e at things human and 
divine j the diamonds: on ,'the rose. hues and black laces of 
her costly dresa glittered . like the dews on a p'omegranate j 
her reliatlels coquetries enslaved whomever she would, and 
cast thoir golden net, now on one aud 'liow on another, the 
hC'artlessnes8 of a heartless code,' the' caprices of a world. 
\\ isa imperious \fOmal), used to be adored, and to tread the 
adoration at fal1cybeneath her foot, the recldcssness of one 
accustomed todtlfy the world, and to stake great- stakes on 
fortune, ruling her 8S utterly as a (ew hours before in the 
Grotto Azzuro high thoughts and noble regrets had reigned 
~~~ , -

Which waa truly herself of thOle characters 80 dissimilar t 
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It wouM have been hard to tell. He would best have com
prehended her who had judged both. But to the man who 
10,ved her, let her be what she should, let her treat him as she 
would, the Protean changes in ·ber tortured him as with so 
many masks that slll'ouded her benuty fl'om him; the frank 
sing!eness o£his nature was without key to the intricate com- , 
'plenty of hers. Had he seen her first aud solely as she was 
to-night-Iying back in her ,chair, toying with her exotics 
glowing with rose and purple, touching the golden Lebanon 
wine or the luscious Lachryma,letting,her eyes dwell with 
their 'lustrous languor now on' one, now 011 another, and 
holding aU those about her with a ,silver chain, surer than 
steel in its hold on them, ductile, to her hand as silk-he 
would have dreaded her power, he would have doubted her 
mercy, he would perhaps never have loved her. 
, Erceldoune listened to the words around him, but insen
sibly and uncertninly; his thoughts were on her alone j but 
when they reached his senses .he heard the most advanced 
opinions of Europe, with, the politics of the extreme Left;, 
form. the staple, of all deeper discuBsion, and the basis of a 
thousand intricate intrigues and abortive projects that were 
circulated, often to be passed current with the seal of Idalia's 
approbation, much more often to be broken in two by Bome 
hint of later intelligence than theirs, or some satirically sug
gested. ~omment languidly let .fall by her on their excited 
warrrAl1like the fall of an icy spray. And yet there were 
momenta, when she was not thus, when she' was more 
sl,duc.tive in ~er eloquent expositions, her sudden and then 
impassioned earnestness, than in her nonchalance; moments 
when she spoke low, swiftly, brilliantly, with a picturesque 
oratory, persuasive, vivid, irresistible, till her guests' bold 
eyes glowed with admi.ration as they listened, and they were 
ready to lend themselves to her hands, to be moulded like 
wax at her will, without a will of their own. Then, as oft;en, 
when she had roused them or wooed them to the height or 
the enthusiasm, the rashness,'or the sacrifice she had Bought 
to win from them, she dropped ·the topic as suddenly, with 
a languid indifference or a sarcastic jest, sinking back among 
her cushions, playing half wearily with the scarlet blossoml 
of her bouquet or the velvet ears of the hound, with hardly 
a sign that i1:.cj remembered the presence of her numeroUi 
,omradei 
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Varied and glittering though the conversation that wenl; 
on round him was, infectious and free as ita gaiety of tone 
was also, marked as might seem her confidence in him to in. 
troduce him there, and intoxicating to every Bense as the 
entertamment to which she had brought him might be, Ercel. 
doune was wretched in it; he could comprehend nothing i 
he was jealous of every man at her table i everything he 
heard related to a party, but to which he referred, however 
indefinitely, his seizure in Moldavia. She scarcely looked 
at, rarely addressed, him. In nothing, save her personal 
loveliness, could he recognise the woman with whom he 
had floated through the azure air of her Ilea-temple before 
the lun had Bet. 

n wos late when they rose from the table. Cards were 
begun, while the windows stood open to the midnight, where 
the BOuthern moon flooded the Mediterranean. Idalia threw 
herself into the hazard with the eagernellB of a gamester; she 
played with the utmost reckleBSnellB, a hectic excitement 
ahone in her eyes, the insouciant defiance of her wit rose 
with the riska of chance j ahe staked heavy sums, lost them, 
and onl1 played the more eagerly atilL Impair her charm 
even this Inllatiate passion could not do, distasteful though 
it be in women, and even abhorrent in women who are in 
their youth, as aed uctive aa she was; but there were danger, 
levity, heartlessness in the charm. She was now at her worst. 

Once abe glanced at the solitary form of Erceldoune. 
Btanding out against the flood of moonlight j his face was 
pale, and very grave, while his eyes had a pathetic wonder. 
rebuke, and pain in them: She never looked at him 8~ 

• The hours went on, and the play with them, only broken by 
Intervals when hookahs and cool drinks were brought round, 
and the homage offered to hazard was offered to its beautiful 
empress.. She IOBt very considerably for a while i but the 
more ahe IOBt the more extravagantlf ahe staked upon the 
earda j and fortune changed, pouring m on her ita BUccesiles 
at length as lavishly as it had previously squandered her gold. 
So the ahort sweet night pallsed away, over the scattered 
hamlets that crowned the piles of rocks or nestled in Bea
gray olive-woods; pllS8ed away in the whirl of gambling an4 
the bitterness of jealous heart-burning and the Btir of restlesa 
passions. Without. where the watera lapped the shore .., . 
IOftl1, and the islanda hung in the Btarlit air like aea-birda' 

• 



nests brooding above the waves, the aged, dying peacefully 
dream~ of immortality, and. children slept with smiles upoc. 
their lipi! under the low. brown eaves of cabin roofs, and the 
eyes of poetll, wakeful and. laden with voluptuous thoughts, 
dwelt, never weary, on tbe silent sailing clouds, warm with 
the .flush of earliest dawn; but here, within, there was but 
the fever of unworthy things. . 

Erceldoune, :w'here he stood apart, glanced ,{)nce or twice 
at . that Jair tranquil neglected mght with an impatient sigh. 
as though to flake relief from its balmy freshness and cool 
serenity amid the glittering martyrdom of the scene before 
bim and the tumult of passion at work in him. . . 

In the intensity of his pain he could have believed him
self like the men in the old legends whom a sorceress be
witched; it was anguish alike to stay odo go; every moment 
he spent there was suffering as intense as when.he had lain 
prostrate with the vultures wheeling above his eyes in the 
sickly light of the sun. yet he could not ,tear himself from 
its terrible fascination any more than he could then have t{)rn 
himself from .the power of the carrion birds .. He believed in 
her; yes, not less utterly than when a few hours before he 
had heard her lofty andspiritualised thoughts unfold all 
(Hriner things, and lead him through the dim and glorious 
mysteries of a poet's BJ?ecull!otionB of eternal worlds. But he 
felt like a man in delirium tremens, who struggles with a 
thousand hideou's and revolting shapes, that rise again as fasli 
as . he overthrows them. . The atmosphere about her, the 
glances 'that dwelt on her, the profane mocking .wit that 
woke her laughter, the eyes that met her own in such bold 
language, the gaming passion that, while, it possessed at 
least, ~nslaved her--all these were so much del!ecration and 
profanation to' his Jdol, BO much . blasphemy against the 
woman wh~ had b~en witl). him, in. the pure stillness of 
the Grott~I.,Azzuro ... The sun above the eastward circle 
of bay' rose, breaking over the sea, while the stars were 
still. seen. through its golden: haze, in which they would 
with another moment die. Idalia looked at the SUD, then 
l!3ft the gaming-table ... ' . . . . 

'There is the day rehuking us. Good-nighi!' '. 
As she spoke. she paused one moment, the full fresh light _ 

. .,f the broken morning falling upon her, while aroWld wal 
still. the wax-glare of the chandeliers j the pnr~ light ,la, 
before .her, the impure glitter was behmd_ 
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She paused one moment. lookingeeaward, then turnea 
negligently to her guests, and dismissed them with much 
carelesl!lness, little ceremonial. 

Viana pursued her with eager whispered words ishe put 
ilim aBide with .'coquette's amusement and a graceful ges
ture of denial and passed out;: while 'the N ubianappeared 

) and followed her. ' 

) The prince, with stormy petulant anger on Ills face, left 
.the room with his equerry. The others went out one' by 
one. . 

Erceldoune remained silent and motionless; he neither', 
saw nor heard what passed before him; he had bowed his, 
farewell instinctively -; but all that he knew were the smiles 
he had seen cast on others, and the .bold look with which 
Viana had followed her, and for which he could ha.ve struck 
him down al men of his race struck their foes when a back
bandeil .weepof a. hea~y 'iron gauntlet. dashed down all 
rivalry and washed out all.insult. Each ,of her ,guests, as 
they passed out; cast a look of suppressed 'a.nd envious, 
dislike at him where he stood;' as though he had a right tc 
remain thus behind them. He noticed nothing, was con
scious of nothing; an intolerable agony,'a;burning bdund,.. 
lesl!l jealousy, alone were.on him. He stood, there, like a 
man stunned, 'looking blankly out 8t the lllinlit sweep' of, 
waters. Evil pnssionswere not natural ,to 'hini; .but the 
life he had led had left the free untamable strength or the 
gld Border chiefs unaltered in him. , , 

He stood there with no remembrance of howl little:righi 
he had to remain, scarcely any remembrance even of whe1'6 
he was. All at once he .sta.rted andlturned.; ..As a dog 
feels, long before human eyes can' see. or hli.lnan' ears, can 
hear it, the approaching presence, that ,he .lov~s, so: he· ,felt 
hers before she was near him. Through tbe ,inner chain bers, 
dark in twilight, wbere the lights were extinguished and the 
dawn could ill penetrate, Idalia returned. Her step' waa 
weary, and her face, as the illumination from the chaudelier 
ltill burning in the window where he. stood fell on it; wall 
pale, even to the lips, on which,. aa sOIp,e poet/has it,.,',,. 
ligh leemed set '-unuttered. " . 

'You have remained after the resH How-: JsthatP 
It ia BI well, though, 88.it is. I. wish to speak to. 1011 
tWone.' " , 
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The words themselves might have fed many a wild hope. 
many a nin thought, in anr man less single-hearted ana 
less incapable of misconstruing her meaning than he was. 
With him all the light died ont from his face as he heard. 
He knew that if she would have listened to his passion she 
'Would not have returned to him now j she would not have 
addressed him thu8. • 

He bowed gravely, and stood waiting for her pleasure. 
The forbearance was not lost on her. . Idalia; more than any 
.~her woman, could appreciate this deference which gave 
her untainted comprehension, this delicacy which took no 
advantage of her return to him in solitude. She moved on 
toward one of the windows, and stood there, between the 
gray light· of the rising day and the radiance of her own 
caTd-room. 

• You have offered me many pledges of your service,' she 
said gravely; • nor do I doubt their sincerity: I am now 
about to test it; not on any ground that, as you think, my 

i aBt slight aid to you gives me any claim npon your life
have none whatever-but rather simply because I trust 

you as a gallant gentleman, as a chivalrous nature, as a 
true-hearted friend.' 

He bent his head in silence; he offered her no protesta
tion of his faith; he knew that none was needed. 

• I am about to ask you much,' she resumed; • to ask you 
to undertake a service of BOme danger, of immediate action, 
and of imperative secrecy; it may involve you in some peril, 
and it can bring you no reward. Knowing this, are you 
prepared to listen to it P' 

His face grew a shade paler beneath its warm sea-bronze; 
.he divined well what her meaning was in those rew words, 
, it can bring you no reward.' But he anSwered without a 
•• eond's hesitation. , 
. • Do with me what you will,' he said simply; • I am 

ready! . 
There. were no asseverations, no eager vows, no ornate 

eloquence; but she knew better than they could teU her 
that he was hers, to send out to life or to death at her 
choice. 

She put out her hand to him with royal grace to thank 
IUm as sovereigns thank their subjects. She let his lips 
lin~er 01;1 it m\l,tell' then, with no more emotion than quee~ 
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ahow at that act of homage. she sank into a couch and hent 
alightly forward. 

• Listen I I want no political controversy, but it leemt 
to me unutterably IItrange that you, with lOur bold high 
spirit, your passion for liberty, your gran contempt for 
conventionalities and station, should have no sympathy with 
a party whose cause is essentially that of freedom.' 

He looked at her wearily. W hat were creeds and caUI.1I 
to him now P 

• I am no politician,' he said briefly. C I have ntver 
mingled in those matters. I am neither a student nor a 
statesman. I hate tyranny. I would stamp it out wherever 
1 saw it; but the codes of my race were always Conser
vative. I may unconsciously have imbibed them.' 

She smiled with ironio disdain. He had touched the 
qualities in her with which she could rule men like ohildren, 
and could have swayed a kingdom with the sceptre of 
Russian Catherine or of Maria Theresa. 

• .. Conservative I" To reverence the divinity of rust 
and of corruption-to rivet afresh the chains of tradition 
and of superstition-to bind the free limbs of living men in 
the fetters of the past-to turn blind eyes from the light, 
and deny to thirs!y lips the waters of truth-to say to the 
crowned fool, .. You are God's elect," and to the poor 
.. You are beasts of burden, onl~ not, like other beasts, 
worthy shelter or fodder"-to chng to falsehood, and to 
loathe reason ;-thi@ is what it is to be .. Conservative I" 
Do you, who love freedom like any son of the desert, sub. 
scribe to such a creed as that P' 

Now he saw her as those saw her who were subdued to 
her will, till no sense WRS left them save to think as she 
thought, and to do as she bade. The magic of the voice, 
the charm of the eloquence, the spell of the fearless truths, 
uttered with an imperial command, wrought on him as they 
had alwayi done OD others-as they could not fail to do on 
IWY man with a heart to thrill and a soul to be moved. 

i I will believe wbat you believe I' he cried passionately. 
• You are my creed; I have forgotten all others.' 

The lirilliant fire which had been upon her face as sha 
.poke faded. 

• Too many have made me their creed i-do you take 
loma Burer light to guide you. I do not leek II convert Ua 
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you., Youi~1l happier, perhaps, if YOll can live thin~g 01 
none of these thmgs.What I Beek of you now 18 your 
lIervice, DotYllur adhesion .. 1 want little else except YOUI 
high courage"and I know that ",illne.ver fail either you 01 
others . .' . - . . . 

. ' Try,jt as you will.'..'· .. : 
There was a curious conflict of feelings in bim as he heard 

her. He was moved to strong pleasure by the mere thought 
that she placed confidence, of whatever sort, in him, and he 
knew byher words that she held bis honour, his faith, and 
his courage in full esteem ;,yetas strong a 'Pain smote him 
hearily. He felt that the~.p. g-rent purposes of her life, 
vaguely. as he could imagine .them, were dearer' to Idalia 
than any individual love 'could become and he felt also that 
in her manner to him which le'emed to place, him farther 
off from her than he had ever been.' . 

She bowed her head in thanks to him. 
• What I need is told in few phrases,' she resumed. 

'The Conservative faction, that you favour, is in the full 
exercise of its iniquity in Naples-for a little while longer; 
a very little. There are to-night ·in my house-concealed· 
here, I do not shirk the word-two of its greatest victims, 
an old man and a young, father. and son. The elder· is as 
noble a patnot and scholar as Boetblus, with no other crime 
t.han this-hE! wishes . the freedom of his Italy. King . 
Francis plays the part of Theodoric. Once arrested, tho 
fare ilf Boethius' will· be bili. Less severity, perhaps, but 
the galleys,at best, await his only SOD, fresh from the cam~ 
paigns of Sicily. By intelligence I have of the government'a 
mtentions, I know they will not be safe here three hours 
longer. 1 left my own yacht at Trieste; besides, it could 
not approach Naples without being searched, or probably 
brought to by a broadside. Yours is here; will you sav( 
these men; take them secretly on board, and land them on 
the coast of Southern France P I give you my word that 
they have no olher sin than ODe that is the darkest, perhaps, 
in the world's sight-to love truth and Uberty too danger
ously well ~how much they have suffered for these you 
will know. when I ~en you: that they are' Filippo and 
Cesario Fiesoli.' . 

An eager light flashed into his eyes, a noble indignation 
Slushed his face; he knew the names well-the names 01 
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men who, for the choicest virtues of the patriot's and 
thinker's and soldier's characters, had endured the worst 
persecutions of the Neapolitan Boul"bons. Whatever he 

. thought of creeds and causes, he loatheu. tyranny and 
oppression with nIl his heart and Iloul. 

• Save them P Yes, if I Jose my own'life to do it.' 
Sbe lookcd at him with a smile; how often she had seeD 

that lion spirit, that eagle daring, lighten in temperaments 
the most diverse at her bidding I 
. • Ah! I thought your sympathies mus.t always rise with 

liberty, and-your hatred Wlth 0iprellslon, or you would 
have belied your whole nature. would make you .. with 
111l" in an hour's reasoning.' 

His eyes met hers with something pathetit: in their 
wistful gaze, as though they besought her not to triHe with 
rum. 

• You never need to reason with me. You have ouly to 
8/\,., "1 will it." , 

:A!1 absolute obedience this, an utter ~nquestioniDg Ilub. 
m1llS10n, vrostrate as any that ever laId :Marc Antony at 
Cleopatra s mercy, or Heloise at Abelard's'; yet he 'did not 
lose his dignity in it; it was lofty even while it was subject. 
It touched her, yet it pained her; it brought home to her 
the intensity and trutli of thill man's devotion;. she would 
not, or could not, retum it or repay it; she had no right, 
she bethought her, with. pang, to use it as she had used it 
with so many, to the furtherance of her own aima, however 
generous or just those aims might in this instance be. 
Moreover, she had come to say other and more bitter things 
to him than this. ' . 

Sbe WIIB silent a moment, looking at. him where his 
~allftntheight rose against the clear subdued light of the 
breaking day: her future task was more painful than she, 
consummate mistress of every toil and art, and used to 
control every mood and every passion,of men, had ever 
known one yet to be. 

", Weigh tne peril well,' she said after'a pause, with some
thiDg of restraint upon her. I It must begrea~I mean • 
.r JOu are discovered. Discovery may be guarded against. 
but it cannot be positively averted at all channels. It you 
will risk the danger oC detection. your yacht can weigh 
anchor at once. She is, of course, in readiness P '[he 
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Fiesoli, father and son, disguised as Capriote fishermen, eaa 
row YOll to the vessel among. others.< They are ready to 
take the alarm at any instant, and sleep dressed in their 
disguises. They will probably pass< in safety; the ma.>inari 
<here are dull and unsuspicious, nor would they harm what 
I shelter for a thousand ducats each. But should detec
tIon OCCllJ,', . remember, the Bourbon government will not 
spare you even ~or your country's sake. You will have 
rendered yourself liable to the law for assisting the 
escape of condemned "conspirators" and "insurgents," 
as the Court .terms them, ~nd you will share the fate the, 
sutrer.' <. < .. <. < 

The words were almost cold, but uttered with a. visibl& 
< effort.i in the instant, even though the urgency of peril for 
those she Bought to save, and the motive for which she bade 
hini expose himself to this risk at her command, excused it 
to her, she loathed herself for sending him out to chance 
the slightest danger in fealty to a.. love that would never 
bring him anything except its pain. Indeed, his life was 
dearer to her than IIhe, disdainful of all such weakness, yet 
would know. 

He raised himself erect. -
, I have given you 'my word; I am not used to weigh the 

hazards of any dangers that. may accrue to me through 
keeping it.' 
< She answered him nothing; the implicit obediert:e this 

man was ready to render her, el"en to the rendering IIp of 
his life or liberty at her word, moved her the more deeply 
beside the bold honour and .the "fearless independence of hiS 
carriage toward men, such as now Hashed out even to her 
in his reply. Once again, unseen by him as she leaned her 
brow upon her hand, there came upon her face the warmth$ 
and in her eyes the look,with which she had gazed uponJ 
him in the previous night. It passed; she rose and stood 
again iIi the shadow of the myrtle-covered casement, look-' 
iug from him out toward the sea. 

I When will you be ready, then P , 
, I am so now. Your fnends can row <me on hoard wheJ. 

you will, and the yacht can weigh anchor with thelll at 
• • < 

once. < < 
'And you take no more thought than that of periq 

your life for strangers i' • < 
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• I have never taken much thought for my life that I can 
recollect. Besides, what need is there of thought P You 
wish it.' 

He spoke only in the singleness of his fidelity, in the 
earnestness of his devotion to her; but the most refined 
subtlety of art and purpose could not have taught him a 
better means to win his way toward the tenderness of 
Idalia'i nature, and an infinite tenderness there was, let her 
lovers aud her foes Bay what they would. . 

Her cheek lost the warmth it had regained, her face bad 
the lame sadness on it which it had worn as she had entered 
the chamber, the intense melancholy which now and then 
fell on her at rare intervals gathered in her eyes. She 
\litied him, she honoured him; she would willingly, at all 
cost to herself, have effaced every thought which bound him 
to her, and saved him from every pang that came to him 
through her; but she was too proud and too world-worn to 
recognise that there might be a feeling even beyond this in 
her heart for him. Even had she recognised it, it would 
not have changed her purpose-the purpose which had made 
her let him see her as he had done through the past evening 
-l1.e purpose to toy with him no more, but to put from him 
now and for ever, the vainness of hopes which could but 
fatally beguile, onlT to as fatally betray him. 

She could do thiS as no other woman could have done; 
ahe had dealt with men in all the force of their enmities, all 
the height of their follies, in their most dangerous hours as 
in their most various moods; thrpugh paths no other of her 
lell: could have approached Idalia passed unhesitating and 
with impunity, and one of the secrets of· her great power 
!ay in her perfect and unerring knowledge of human nature. 
With the first hour in which she had seen the man who 
now stood with her she had known his character as pro
foundly as she knew it now. She turned to him and spoke 
softly yet with a cert81n grave and haughty grace. . 

• I do not pretend to misunderstand you; to do so would 
be but to imitate the mock humility of foolish women. 
You would do this thing for my sake; if done at all, it must 
be done for the pure sake of justice aud compassion, not 
for mine. You gave me Jour promise that no other words 
like these should pass between us, and I told you if it were 
broken we could meet no longer.' . , 
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H~ looked at her bewildered; she seemed to him to to, 
with him most recklessly; it was a deadly trial to .his fait" 
not to believe most mercilessly also. .... . 

• ,That promise .r must break" then. His .the' only onto 
broken i!liny life. My God L why do, you play witll me 
so? . You know what my love is I' ' . , . . 

, Hili voice sank to a breathless fe?'V9ur; he stooped, for. 
ward, his lipstreplbling, his eyes seeking bers with an an
~ish of entreaty. .That look almost broke down her re
Bolve; it was so easy to soothe this mao's loyal heart with 
a smile,witli iI. glance; it was so hard to put an end for 
ever to that imploring prayer. , Hard, to, her at least now, 
'when for the first time some portion of the heavy blow she 
had so often dealt fell on her, som~ scorch oCihe fiery pain 
she had so often "aused touched, herself, if it ,were but by 
sympathy and pity. Yet she was unmoved from her resolve; 
she was unflinching' in a' course :once chosen, and she was 
resolute, to fool him ori .no more, witl~ empty hope, to let 
hlm blind himself no longer. • She wished to save hUD; so far 
as she could still effect this, from herself, and to do, so she 
sacri6cedhis fai~h in her with a ruthless and unaparing 
hand. ., , '" " " .. 
"l do knowit,-' she answered him,; and her 1"0icfI had DO 

tremor in it, ber face DO warmth, her eyes, dwelL on him. 
with a melancholy in which DO softer or weaker conscious
mingled, I And becallse I know.it, and know its strength' 
and its nobility, I will not dupe it or dupe you. What 
avai~ to lead you on after a mirage, to let you· cheat your~ 
self with fond delusions P Better you should know the 
truth at' 9nce--::-that what you feel for me can only bring 
you pain; strive against it for your manhood's sake.'. ' 

He. staggered ,slightly, and bent ,I,is head like a man who. 
receives a Budden sickening blow; despite the ,revulsion of 
thii.1ast lew ,hours, it fell on him with the greater sbock 
after the pea~e and beauty of the day they, bad passed to .. 
gether on the sea. ' 

She looked at him, and a shadow of his own suffering fell 
OD her; sbe c9uld not strike him thus without herself ba
ing wounded-without a pang in her own heart. ,Yet what 
ehe had deterDlined to do as she saw him standing aloof 
that night with the rack of wondering grief, of incredulous 
reproach upon his face, she carried out now, coat her in it. 
tIoss-even to her fair fame-whatever it should. 
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Sbe turned to him with a sudden impulsiveness most lare 
witb her, and in her eyes something of the defiance with 
which she had fronted Conrad Phaulcon mingled with an 
iofinitely softer and more mournful thing. 

• Listen! .As you have seen mo to-night, I am. That 
nigher, holier light you view me through is in your own 
eyea, not ill me. Ask-those whom you saw with me; they 
will tell you I am without mercy-believe them; they will 
tell yon I have ruined many lives, blessed none-believe 
them; they wm tell you· you had better have died in the 
Carpathian woods thau have fallen beneath my illfl.uenc8-'
believe them. Take the worse that you can learn,und 
credit it to its uttermost. Tell yourself till you score its 
truth into your heart, that I have never heen, thnt I shall 
never be, such as :rou imagine me. Your love can be no
thing to me ; but I would save it from its worst bitterness by 
changing it into. bate. I would· not even forbid you to 
change into it scorn.' 

Her eyes were prouder than they -had ever been as She 
fbus· bade the man, who bad centred in her his purest and 
most exalted faith, give to her the shame of -his disdain. 
As she spoke, with her resistless beauty touched to a yet 
Dobler dignity as she uttered this attainder against her own 
.ife, he must have loved ber-less, or. have believed evil 
swifter than the one who heard her now, who could bave 
followed out her -bidding; and stamped, the warning down 
into hi. soul, till all love of her was dead. 

He l(l()ked at her in silence; and in the heart-stricken 
pathos of thah look she saw bow utterly she laid life desolate 
l'or him; she felt the recoil of the living death she dealt, as 
.. ow Dnd then the hunter feels it when he meets the upward
dying gaze of the stag his shot has pierced. 

In that instant, while his faith was heaten down for ·the 
first moment under the scourges of her words, and-the 
chivalrous idolatry he bore ber was bent and blinded under· 
the dead 1I"eigbt of her own self-accusation,' the baser alloy 
of passion alone was on him-he was only conscious of thal 
)ladness in which men are ready 811 to yield themselves to: 
11 eternity of Bhame and torture, -

• 80 that thiI 'WOJllllJl' mB.r be min8I' 

She lAW that ill Jilin; .he knew its force, its meaning; 
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she knew that in this instant of his anguish her lovelineaa 
was all he felt or sought. 

C No matter what you are,' he muttered breathlessly; 'no. 
matter what you bring me-I love you, 0 God! as no man 
ever" I think, loved before. -Have you no pity on that 1 
Be what you will, if-if-' . 

His voice' sank, leaving the words unfinished; he felt 
powerless to plead with her; he felt hopeless to touch, or 
sway, or implore her ; and also, beyond all, he could not 
even, on the acceptance of her own testimony, dethrone her 
from his stainless faith, any more than a man can at a word 
tear out from him as worthless 8 religion that he has che
rished as divine through a long lifetime. 

The darkest passions had no terror for her; . she had 
known them over and ,over· again at their worst, and had 
ruled them and ruled by them. :(lut. deepest pity ,was in 
her heart for him; she sought to save hi~ even at all sa.
crifice to herself, and she saw that it was too late; she knew, 
as his eyes burned down into hers, that, though they bhould 
part.now and for ever, this longing she had wakened woul. 
consume him to his grave. 

A woman weaker and more pliant would have yielded to 
that impulse, and have given him tenderness; to the pride 
and to the truth of Idalia's nature to have stooped so far 
had not been possible. 

, Love is no word for me,' she said with calmness, under
neath which a vibration of deeper feeling ran. C I am 
weary of it; and I have none to give. I have played with 
it, bribed with it. ruled by it, bought by it, worked on it, 
and worked through it-evilly. I cannot do that with you; 
I must give you suffering; I will not also give you danger. 
Take your promise back; I absolve you from it.' . 

Her eyes were turned toward the sea, and not to him, as 
she spoke; she could not watch the misery she dealt. Sbe 
knew as though she saw it the look that came upon his face 
-darker and deadlier than the physical anguish that had 
been upon.it when she had found him dying in the Carpa
thian pass. She had stricken him strengthless ; she had re
fused his love; she had refused even his belief in her, even 
his homage to her; she had condemned herself for the evil 
that she wrought, and she stood aloof from him, imperial, 
w9rld-weary, rich in the world's wealth, witholit • rival ill 
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the IOvereignty of her beauty and her will. Rich himself in 
those accidents of power and possession which she owned, he 
might have pleaded still, on the ground of his wretchedness, 
~ainst her Hat; but in the pride of his beggared fortunes 
hla lips were sealed to silence; he c~uld not force his love 
having no treasure upon earth save that to give, upon the 
empress of those brilliant revels on which the dawn had 
lately broken, UpOD the mistress of those high a~bitions 
which seemed aloDe to reach her heart; upon a woman so 
proud, BO peerless, so throned in every luxury and every 
splendour aa this woman was. She was not haughtier in her 
magnificent command than he in his ruined poverty i and in. 
that moment he had not force, nor memory, nor conscious-, 
ness left to him. He only suffered dumbly and blindly, like 
a dog struck cruelly by the hand he loves, the hand he would 
have died in striving to obey. , 

She looked at him once-only once-and' a quick sigh 
ran through her. Had she Baved him from the fangs of th~ 
::arrion beasts and the talons of the mountain birds merel, 
to deal him thiB P Better, she thought, have left him to his 
fate, to perish in a nameless grave, under the eternal shelter 
of the watching pines. Yet she did not yield. Without a 
glance or a sign she moved slowly away across the chamber; 
their interview was over, its work was done., ' 

His step arrested her. He moved forward with a faint. 
slow effort, like one who staggers from the weakness of long 
illness. . 

.' Send those you spoke of to me; I do no~ take my pro. 
mise back.' 

She turned her eyes full on him with a Budden light of 
wonder, of admiration, of amaze. . 

'You would do that---now t 
'I have said-I will' . 
She looked at him one iingering moment longer; aU ihat 

was great, and high, and fearless in her nature answering the 
royalty in his; then she bent her head silently. 

'I thank you; be it so.' 
And with thoBe wordB onl1, she left him. 
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,;mAPTER XIX. 

• THE LIGHT IN THE DUST .LIES DEAD.' . 

b. a distant apartmentoftb'e villa a youthi~y sleepIng, 
his 'richly-tinted face. with the black curl!! falling back from 
the bold brow; like one of ,the beautilul boys who loved, and 
laughed, and danced, and Bung in one long carnival, from 
sunset to sunrise, in the glad Venice of Goldoni He slept 
soundly, as only youth sleep!!, dressed in a Capriote fishing 
suit; and on his chest, as the striped shirt fell back from it, 
there were the scars, ot'deep wounds just.healed-no more
over the strong fearless beatings of his young hcart •. , ,A little 
distance from him Bat his father, all old man, with the grand. 
head ofa noble, of Tintoretto's or Bassano's canvas-the head 
of the great 'medilllval signori who filled the porphyry p&
laces, and swept through th~ J:'iazza San. Marco. in. the red 
gold of glo~'ingsummer evenings, when the fear of revel wa3 
held in Venice for the Foscari's accession. and the. City 0 ' 
the Waters was in her glorious reign. The elder man will 
not sleeping;' his eyes were on his Bon. . He had lost three 
Buch as that sleeping boy . for lt~ly--:-three,trampled down 
under the tread of ,Austrian arlDies. or of Pontifical 
mercenaries;, th~ onelert was the last of his. name. But 
he would have' Bent out a hundred more, had he had them •. 
to bring back thedead grandeur to Rome, to see the ancient 
liberties revive, and the banner of the free republiofloat in 
spring-tide air above the fresh lagoons and over .the green
wreathed arches of hIS beloved Venezia. 

They had su1fered much, both of them. for liberty; but 
they were both willing to sufier more-the ,boy in the dawn 
ot' his, manhood. a.nd the elder in the, wE'llriness oO\is' ~ge 
Th~re' was no souud in the chamber j food and w~e stoOll 
near; the shutters were closed.;, through a small oval apar- . 
ture the glowing 8Ul'1 in the hour of its sunrise' alone pene~ 
trated, flooding the floor with seven-coloured light." From 
the dawn without there came a faint delicious odour ot carna
tions, of late violets, of innumerable leaves. The door opened 
noiselessly; through it came Idalia. The old man started 
and rose, took her hand and pressed it to his lips, then stoq4 
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m eHence. She glanced at the sleeping youth, lying there in 
eo profound a rest with a smile on his arched full lips. 

'Poor boyl' Bhe said !!oftly; 'it is a cruelty to waken 
him. Dreams are the mercies oC life. Yet there iB no time 
to be lost. You may be saved still.' . . . . 

, What I your friend will serve us 10 well a9 that P' asked 
the Italian wonderingly. 'But it is not strange; the 
English are a bold people: they never refuso to resist 
oppression. ' 

Over Idalia's face swept an. unspoken. contempt. . 
'The individual English. no! But the nation would. let 

Iny freedom be strangled like a hanged dog, rather than risk 
Its trade or lose a Carthing.' . 

'But it ,is,a great risk for him. We 'llave nQ right. to 
expose him to it.' 

, No; we have DO rigbt,' she ansU"er~d almost bitte.rly~ 
• Not a shado\v of right I-still be accepts it: he does Dot 
heed peril. 'Vhat brave man does P' . , . 

'For yon.' , 
The words were softly added; the old. Venetian looked 

It her with a mournC,ll fixity, an unuttered interrogation. 
She turned slightly {l'om his gaze; . she knew what was in. 
his thonghts; she knew that he remindcd her of the many 
who had gone out to peril, and fallen beneath it. for her 
lake. 

'We enn waste no time, caro amico,' IIhesaid rapidly, 
tn his own liquid, caressing Venetian tongue. '.The earlier 
JOu leave. the less likelihood of detection. He will wait for 
rou on the shore i you, will row him to his vessel among 
others; nothing can be simpler. Yon will be' safe .with 
him.' . 

Something that was almost the wenhesB or tears rose in, 
her eyes IS Bhe BpOke; she thought how entirely her trust 
would be preserved; how sumIy, at risk of very life, .he 
whom she recompensed with cold words and bitter neglect 
would redeem his promise. . . . 

Over the browned, stem, noble face or Filippo Fiesoli the 
A"nrmtb of his lost youth stole; a loo~ Came moo his glance 
that onll was not love because chastened by so utter a hope-
lessuess, and purified from all touch or passion.. . 

• A.b !' he murmured, in his anow-white beard, • I can give 
fOil nothing, eave. an exile'B gratitude and. the bleBBing o.f, ~ 
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old man nea.r his grave. You noblest among women !-what 
you have risked for us !' . .' . 

Idalia's eyes softened with a mellow wistful tenderness, 
with an unspeakable regret.' ' .. 

'Ah, Fiesoli! if . all patriots were. pure, all .liberators 
true as you are, my best friend, I would count every lOBS my 
highest, holiest gain! But there iSBo much dross amid the 
little gold, there are such coward villanies masKed under free
dom's name. I, too, "noblest among women I" 0 God, 
sometimes I think myself the .vilest !' . 

He Bighed; he knew her meaning; the grand pure heart 
of the old patriot would not take on itself the falsehood of 
flattering disguise. . . 

'You are noblest in much,' he Baid BOftly j • something 
too pitiless, something too alluring, it may be, to the many 
who love you; but your errors are the errors of others, your 
nobility is your own.' . 

She shook her head. . 
, Gentle Bophisms and full of charity, but not true. My 

errors are my own, woven close in my nature and my mind; 
such nobility as you Bpeak of-if I can claim it-comes rather 
from the recklessness of courage; the passion for liberty, tht> 
hatred 'of tyranny, than anything better in me. But I am 
not here to speak of myself; there is not an instant to be 
lost j wake Cesario, poor child, and then leave me. We are 
too used to life and partings to feel this sudden or strange; 
but, my dear friend, my honoured friend, peace be with you. 
if we never meet again.' .. . 

She held out both her liands to him: with a look on her 
face that her lovers had never seen there, so gentle, so soft
ened, so full of reverent Bweetness. Filippo }'iesoli stooped 
over thelli in Bilence, pressing them in his own; he was an 
old man, very near his last years, as he bad said, but perbaps 
in all tbe homage tbat bad been . lavished on her, she had 
never had one heart more nobly and more purely herB than 
was that of the great age-worn patriot's. His voice was un
steady as his farewell was spoken. 

e Death will take me, most likely, before I can ever look 
upon your face again;. but my dying breath will be a 
prayer for YOll.'· . . 

There was an infinite dignity, a. sublime pathos, that 
were beyond all pity in the benediction; age had Bet its • 
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barrier of ice betwixt them, and the grave alone waited for 
him, but the love wherewith he loved her was very rare on 
earth. 

Without another word he turned from her, and awoke 
his Ion. The young soldier sprang up alert, and ready on 
the instant: he had often wakened thus with the Sicilian 
legions. As he saw Idalia, his beautiful Titian face Hushed, 
his eyelids fell shyly as a girl's, he sank before her on one 
knee with tbe old grace of Venice, and toucbed tbe hem of 
her dress with his lips. She smiled at him, an indulgent, 
gentle smile, such as she would have given a caressing 
animal. _ 

• There is no time to spare in courtesies, Cesario. The 
moment is come. You are ready P , 

The boy's lips trembled. 
I A soldier is always ready, but-if you would rather let 

me die nearlou, than send me out to exile jI , 
She passe her hand lightly, half-rebukingly, over the silk 

of his dark curls. . 
I Foolish child! you talk idly. To stay here were to be 

locked in the dungeons of tbe Capuano. Go with your 
father, Cesario mio; your first duty is to him, your second 
to Italy and to liberty.' 

The youth's eyes gleamed with the fire of the South and 
the fire of the soldier-the fire that her words could light 
as fiame lights the resiuous pine-wood. 

I My first is-to you.' 
She smiled on him; sbe knew the romantic adoration. 

that he bore her would harm him little, might lead him far 
on noble roads. 

I Scarcely 1-but if you think so, then obey me', Cesario. 
Give your thought, beyond all, first to your father; give 
the life that remains through all trial and all temptation to 
Italy and to freedom.' 

The boy's earnest, impassioned gaze looked upward at 
her through a mist of tears. 

I I will! ' he murmured fervently-I I will." 
She drew ber hand from him with a. slight gesture ot 

pain; sbe had seen that gaze from so many eyes, she bad 
heard tbat vow taken by so many voices. Eyes that were 
fightleBII; voices now for ever stilled.' 

• farewell,' she said gently, to both.. I l will 'send my 

• 
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Albanian to you-he can be trusled; and you must go 
~own alone to the shore. Give this to my friend, and he· 
lill know you. He will be in waIting.' 

She took. from her hand one of her rings, a lapis-lazuli 
stone of ancient workmanship, and held it out to the elder 
Fiesoli; then, without longer pause, she passed from their 
presence. The. boy Cesario Hung himself down on the 
couch she bad just risen frolli, and with his head bowed on 
his arms sobbed like a woman-he was a bold and ga.lIant 
soldier, but he was but a youth; his fa.ther stoodmotionless, 
the morning sunlight, as it strayed through the oval in the 
casement, falling with a golden hue upon bis grand bronzed 
brow and the white sweep of his patriarch's benrd. Dif· 
ferently they both loved her, equally they alike knew their 
love hopeless. . 

Idalia. passed on to her own apartments. These were 
not the first lives she had saved by many; at personal cost, 
personal peril; saved with courage, and daring, aud fertile 
expedient; but they were as nothing to her in this moment 
beside the many more that through her had been lost. She 
had not yet slept or rested for a inoment, but she felt no 
lIf')lse of fatigue, no willingness to sleep. Alone, the proud 
upphire-crowned head of the coquette, the lionne, the 
lIorceress, the brow that would bave borne so royally tbe 
J3yzantine diadem of her ancestral Commneni, drooped 
wearily, yet not from physical .weariness; the Hush upon 
her cheeks had faded, and her form, with its trailing rICh. 
hued skirts, and jewels Hashing in an Eastern splendour 
was in strange contrast with the melancholy of her attitudo 
and of her thoughts as she stood there iu solitude at last, 
with the dawning light of the young day shut out. by 
-dra.peries of falling silk, and a single Etruscan .lamp only 
.burning near.. . 

, Now he has Been me as I am,' she. thought-' as I am I ' 
A:BmiIe crOssed her lips, but it was a emile more Bad th!lIl 
tears-there was in it so much hatred of herself. • It was 
but just to him. No cruelty from me would kill his love, 
but his own scorn may. They 10\'e me for my beauty, 
becausG I chnrm their sight and their senses, because they 
are fools, and I know how to make them madmen I So 
tllat a woman were lovely, they ,vould care not how vile 
sbe might be I But he-he has tho old knigbtlyfaith, th~ 
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.U gallaDt bouour! be ginw hia bean wUb his pui!ion; be 
mud J'e"l'er8 ,..ha, be adorea. He has seen me as I :un ~ 
Di~hl; the pain ,.. .. deadly to him ; yet, if i' rend me out 
.c his memory, he may1i.-e to be grateful for ito' 

The wvmtb of the wmbE'r aeemed rli11ing to her, the 
perfamed oil of the lamp oppn:iWli.-e; the room itaelf, with 
.ta hanging-. ita cabinets. ita deeontioIlll, its eountleu 
bsgatellea or art and .. ealth, of extranganc:e and of efl"emi
DKY, atnek on her IOdh20mely. 

• A.h! bo,..like my lite ! ' abe thought, with an impetuoUl 
ICOr1L • The plUe day i.I a!1ui out, and all that i.I heated, un
real, 11lDlrioue. IIlfl'etriciona. worthleoa, i.I eh<k!ell instead! 
A. diamond-studded, gu-lit., dangaroUl lie, inate3d of the 
GDlighl of truth! ' 

She puahed the hea-ry Cold. of _ C1Irlain back. and opened 
tbe cuetDeD' beyond it; .. the rilla OTerhllDg the sea, EO 

the windo,.. jutting ou' o.-mung the rock, and gue t.l 
rie1r in ('De grand ... eep the .. hole bo,.. of ~ bay • .-iih the 
.. hite mat. ()f ear-liesi day Iftting etill midwray between 
arlb. and heaTeIL Sound ther" wu none. Dye cl088 aii 
hand the Joy muic of _ monaco'a .-ing, and from af'al: the 
mf1ging adeDce of_ ehiming A.ngelUl. 

She atood ailent, looking long ouward through the 
fragran' eoila of oraJIge-bloeaom and of climbing i'J' tbU 
hllDg in their ~ ahado .. before the onJ. of the .-indo ... 
towvd the .-.king world thU ami1ed belo,... To her. ,..bose 
heart had DeYeI' beaten for ODe of thoee ,..hieh had throbbed. 
Cor her, then came aii last iOID8 recoil of the lALfiering 
,..laida abe had 80 often dealt, IIOID8 toucla of that; f'utile pai..q 
which far hft' and tluoagh ber had been 80 often bome. 
She u,.. etill, ill JDeIDOI'1. the ,..ondering and grieTed Ie

pnl6Ch of the eyes .. hich had haunted bel' tluou.,ohoU all 
the put houn. 

• 1>0 I Im'e !-I ! ' abe tbooght, .. bile_laugh half haughty. 
half ironit; and Id more moomful than either, came on her 
lip&. ADd abe turned back ..,~ fro. the brightDeu of 
the day wit!t _ pture of her old imperioua disd.ain. She 
.... too proocl, too eceptical. too uaed to eommand, too 
uueci to .. eaheaa. Dot to be lotJa to admit aw:b fielding 
folll in her, DO' to be eont.emptuou of her cnr1l eofter 
~ht. and teDd.erer impw- Loon! -to liar it 1rU & 

tor. paradise. & PJ aU ~ 1D8IICJ1IIer'aode. & IICeptn 
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with which to sway a court of madmen, a weapon with 
which to reap the harvests of gold and power, a passion 
that men got drunk with 8S with l'aki,and through which, 
as they pampered or inflamed it, women could indirectly 
rule the world. Her contempt for it had been as great as 
the sovereignty with which she had used it. 

It was bitter'to her to think that she could have so much 
weakness in' hel'-Bo much living still beneath all that she 
bad, seen, known, done, to slay it by the roots. Somet.hing 
of the warmth of passion, something of its tenderness, were 
on her j and she flung them away, she would not have them. 
The unquestioning fealty which was ready to do her will at 
all and any cost, the devotion to her which, without any re
compense, any hope, any self-interest, accepted the peril 
from which she had' offered to free him, and with a simple 
grandeur claimed the right to be true to his word: these 
moved her as nothing else could have dono. Tempests had 
swept over her,leaving ber utterly unswayed by them i the 
tarity which touched her as something strange and un· 
familiar was the unselfishness of the love he bore her. 
Many had loved her as well i none so generously. 

She could see the shore far below-down through a 
wreathing, shimmering interspace of green leaves. She 
had resllued men at far keener closer danger than there was 
in this; She had gone to Bussian mask balls, ignorant 
whether at any moment the hand of an Imperial officer might 
not be laid on her domino, and her fettered limbs be borne 
away without warning, through the frozen. night, over 
leagues on leagues,and steppes on steppes of snow, to the Si. 
berian doom which awaits tlie defenders of Poland. She had 
swept at a .wild gallop through the purple gloom of the mid. 
night Campagna with her courage only rising the higher, 
her eyes only gleaming tbe darker. She had glided in her 
gondola through balmy spring sunsets, when all Venice was 
wreathed and perfumed with flowers in Borne Austrianfosta, 
lind had laughed, aud coquetted, and stirred her fan, and 
listened languidly to the mUSIC, while hidden beneath her 
awning was one whom the casemates of the Quadrilateral 
\vould enclose only to let him Issue to his death, unless her ' 
IIkill could save him. She had passed through many hours 
,Jf supreme peril, personal and for others, and the die-
'luietude had not been on her that was on her now ' 



• tHE LIGHT IN THE DUST LIES DEA.D.' 2Cit 

She leaned there against the casement watching the 
bench beneath, where it IItretched out along the glittering 
l8a. It was still only the daybreak, but the fisher-folk 
were astir, in different groups, spreading out their nots iII 
the warmth of the rising SUD, or putting oot in their boats 
from the shore. There was glowing colour, picturesque 
movement, life, healthful, active, innocent, along tho gray 
line of the sllnd l she sighed half impatiently as she watched 
it. Was it good to have no thought, save of a few fish P
no fear, save of the black swooE of the mistral P-no care 
in life, save for those striped salls, and those brown keels, 
and those SUD-browned, half-naked children tumbling in 
the surfP 

No l she did not so belie herself as to cheat her 1houghts 
into the lie; she would not have relinquished the power, 
the genius, the vitality, the knowledge of her life, for a 
thousand years of the supreme passionless calm that looks 
out from the eyes of Egyptian statues, far less for the dull 
brute routine of peasant ignorance and common joys. 

On the sands Erceldoune waited, leaning against a ledge 
orrock,with his eyes fixed absently on the waters. Even 
at the distance he was from her she could see the profound 
weariness that had altered his bold and soldier-like bearing, 
the hopeless melancholy that darkened his face as the light 
of the dawn fell upon it. She was not a woman to wish 
things done undone. or to know the vacillations of regret: 
yet, in the moment, she almost wished the words unspoken 
which had been uttered by her in a sudden impulse and re
Bolve to let him blind himself no longer. 

• It is useless to'try and save him now,' she thought i 'All 
will never forget.' 

There was something which touched her infinitely in that 
guard he kept there i patient as the Pompeian soldier stand
ing at his post, while the dark cloud of the ashes and the 
liquid torrent of lava-flame poured down, certain as he that 
no reward could come to him for his unrecompensed obe-
dience, save perhaps one--death. . 

The Venetians left her garden. She saw them approach, 
and address him; she saw him Btart BS the elder man 
handed him the ring, and, as he took it, give one upward 
glance at the eyrie of the villa 1\"here she leaned. Then he 
signed t9 him the sailor whom he had first spoken with OJW 
the night or his arrival at Capri. 
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There was an instant's terrible suspense as the Capriote 
stood curiously eyeing these two unknown sailors, whose 
presence, on his. shore he felt odd and unwelcome, since 
Uving was poor in the Piccol!, Marina, and strangers likely 
to take a share of it w.erecommonly roughly handled: then 
he gave good-humoured assent to whatever. had been asked 
of him, and launched his boat into the breakers with the 
single lorce of his broad breast and brawny arms. He 
motioned the unknown fishermen to take the. oars, with 
somewhat of a sullen ~ce, as though their advent still 
annoyed him; he took the helm himself; Erceldonne flung 
his limbs down across the benches; the little ski1f put out 
to sea. Thus far the work was done. 

As the boat left the shore he turned, rose slightly, and 
looked back at Capri; that mute farewell, that speechless 
witness of how his promise- had been redeemed, smote her 
keenly. 

She watched the movement of the boat through the 
waves, with the daybreak light upon the stripes of its 
orange awning-watched it as it receded farther and farther, 
the tall figul'e of the Capriote standing at the prow, in his 
loose white shirt and his brown brigand-like Italian beauty 
-watched it till it swept out unarrested, unobserved, to 
where the yacht rocked at anchor. 

The boat reached the vessel's side; a while longer, and 
the nnchor weighed in the qniet of the dawn, while the 
only things that stirred on the whole width of the bay were 
a few scattered fishing-craft. She,leaning there against the 
gray of the s~one, looldng out thro:ugh the wreaths of the 
leaves, never left her watch, never relaxed her gaze. She 
knew the tigers who slept yonder where Naples lay; she 
lmew the cannon that would boom out through the sunny 
air if the errand of the Etoile was dreamed of; she knew 
the dungeons that yawned in the Vicaria for those who 
lied. She could not tell how much, how. little, of the 
escape that. she had organised was known to the Bourbon 
fourt; she could not tell that the government of Francis· 
),ight not be only seeming to slumber, that it might crouch 
ake a jungle-beast tbe surer to seize. She could not tell . 
even though to no living being bad a word been whispered 
of her intent i she could not tell, for walls have ears where 
tyranny rules and priest-craft listenll. 
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Any moment while the anchor wall .lowly wound up
ward, nnd the rigging of the yacht swarmed with eager 
sailors, the alarm-gun might boom from Naples, and the 
pursuit run down the schooner, boarding and swamping 
her in the midst of the smiling seas' of the tranquil 
da~. . 

At last she moved; her white sails. filled with a fair 
wind, ber helm was turned straight westward, her ensign of 
St. George fluttered in the favouring breeze. With an 
fORSY gliding motion, like a swan's, she passed through, the 
sunlit waters, unnoticed, unpursued. Against her raila 
one figure leaned motionless; his eyes were turnedtowar4 
the rock, llanging so far above, where the villa was sus
pended like a falcon's nest; turned there always while the 
yacht passed onward, out beyond Capri, beyond Ischia, 
beyond the range of Neapolitan guns and the purlluitof 
N ellpolitan ships, outward to round the snow peaks 'of the 
eyrie of the Bonaparte eaglets, and to steer on towlli'd the 
southern cOMt of -France, in safety. 

As it receded, slowly, surely, till its sails looked no 
larger than the sea-gulls that flew past her, and the busy 
day of the young summer awoke all around the semicircle 
of the bay, then, only then, Idalia moved and left the ivy~ 
sheltered casement. From the glittering stretch of the 
azure sens, as from the thoughts newl,. arisen in her, she 
turned, with a pang of pain, with a throe of regret, the 
iJitterness of pride repelling weakness, the bitterness of 
pride warring with remorse. 

CHAPTER xx. 
• MORB GRBAT III lU.UTYRDO:M: THAll THRONED AS C4S,lB'. 

llATE.' 

AT the Prince of Viana's villa in the interior there was 
• masquerade; brilliant, gorgeous, like the splendid feBttJ 
or medililval Italy, of Venice in its Dandolo glory, when 
the galleys swept home with the ricb Byzantine spoils; of 
Florence while Isabel Orsini was in her loveliness, and the 
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Capello beamed her SUDDY ratal smile, and even grave Ma
chiavel sauntered well amused through tbe restive Gardena 
If Delight, when tbe Embassies of the Ten came in their 
purple pomp. or the City oC Flowers laughed through end
less mirth and music. The rete was very magnificent at 

,the palace oC Antma, given by lavish :princely hands that 
scattered their gold right and left, and ned with the Gram
mont and the Doria brilliance away yonder in old Rome. 
That at it other masks were worn than those bl&<'k Vene
tian ones of pleasure, that beneath the swell oC the music 
words of menace and danger were exchanged, th:lt the 
domino was only donned that the sword might be surely 
drawn hereafter, that under the dewy orange-boughs, and 
beside the starlit waters, and on tbe marble stairs, and 
under the light excbange oC frivolous wit, intrigues were 
woven and dark plans made perfect,-tbese no more dis
turbed the gaiety and the glory oC the Antina masquerade 
than such had disturbed the laughing tide oC festivities in 
Venice, or the garden !etes of the Tuscans in the Cinque 
Cento. Rather they suited and enhanced it; it was in 
Italy, and they made it but the more Italian. It was the 
dagger oC Sfona glancing beneath the Arlecchino spangles 
and colours of Goldoni. Whoso cannot understand this 
mingling-the laugh and the harlequinade as really joyous 
as the atee} and the stroke are surely subtl&-ean never 
understand the Italy oC the Past: perhaps not the Italy of 
the Present. 

Around one the masquers gathered with passing homage, 
around one the groups were more eager, more sedulous. 
more vivacious in their wit, more earnest in their under
current of political discussion tban round any other; Cor 
on the elegance of the azure domino was the well-knowD 
badge oC the Silver Ivy, that rallying symbol which 
brought to her all the lovers and the vassals oC Idalia. 
She reigned tbere, IS she had reigned wherever her Co::1; 
fell, amce the day, eight years before, when she had left 
the leafy shadows and the yellow corn-Innds of Sparta to 
come out to this world of mystery, intrigue, romance, 
danger, and pleasure, which she had made so wholly her 
awn. 
, It has been said, • Every wom:1U IS at heart a bohemum. 
Idalia was one to the core, aU llroud and patriciai' tl.iougla 
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,lie 11'''. The excitement and the peril of her life, witb 
ite vivid colour and it, challging cll/Ulctl, she would not 
bave t'xohanged for the eternal Dl0110tO»y of the most per
fitct calm j not even when ahe most utterly lonthcd, moot 
IItterly rebelled agninst the bOlldnge which bnd entered in 
'"ith the life ahe pursued. She WIIS we:lry with herself 
.. flen for the evil that ahe hnd done, she hnted with an in
knee hntred the chains that hRd wound tlll'lIlseh"es round 
her freedom-loving, liberty-craving nntu!"e; but all the 
'amt', once plunged into the whirlpool of the dangl'rB ahe 
directed, of the excitations she enjoyed, Idali:\ would not 
have laid them down and ll,ft them-leO; her sceptro and 
her peril-without a pIIng bitter as that which tears life 
out, without a lingering and unbearable regl"et. It is fllise 
philosophy to eay that those wbo have beeu once launched 
011 a career which boors them now ill the sunlight, now ill 
the atom-shadow, now high 011 langhing waves of plt-asure, 
DOW low aunk down nndcr block biUQl' waters. vRrring 
ever, yet ever full of a teDl~estuous dc1i~ht, of a hcadlong 
risk, of an abundant luxurlUnt glow lind intensity of lila, 
will eyer willingly return to the dull flow of tideless aud 
uncheckered atreama. The~' mlly in Dloments of exhaus
tion fancy that they would williugly tllke the plltieuce and 
the monotony of serene unnllted lives-human nature will 
ever at times, be it in king or l)en8ant) turn fl'ODl what it 
haa to sigb for what it has uotj-but it is only fnncy, and 
a pR8sing one-tlll'Y would never for a secoud make it a 
reality. 

Thus it "'liS with Idalia now; remOl'SO baunted ht'r, cap
tivity in a l'ense gnllcd her "'ith terrible fetters; often she 
hated heJ'!lelf and hated those around her; yet ou~e in tho 
fortex of the intrigues aDd the ambitioDs whicb had so 
long posse8sed her, Ihe forgot all else. Thus ahe forgot 
all Bave t.hem here at tbe Antina masquerade. It was 
not that ahe was changed I it was not that her other 
impulses were not vib\lly and deeply true; it "'as simply 
that tIle domiuant side of her character now came into 
play, and the JON of power that was in her usurped it. 
ancient away. . 

Moreoyer, here, thongh she Bcorned and abhorred many 
If the compnnions and tools that the cause necessitated 
and employed, the canso itself was a pure and lofty one i 
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one for which her will could never slacken, her love never 
grow cold i-it was the freedom and the indivisibility of 
Italy. . 

This was in the hearts, often on the lips, of all those to
night at Antina; amid the music, the laughter, the wit, 
the balmy air breathed over a million flowers, with tbe 
melodies of nightingales'tender throats, and the flash of 
fire-flies among the groves of myrtle, and in the endless 
re<::eption-chil.lnbers, with. their jasper and their onyx, 
their malachite and their . porphyry, stretching on
ward till the eye was lost in the colonnades of pillars, in th e 
flood of light, in the Bello of colour. It was a scene from 
the Italy of the Renaissance, from the Italy of the Cinqu( 
Cento, from the Italy of Goldoni, of Boccaccio, of Tullia 
d'Arrngona, of Bembo, of Borgia;-'-bu~ beneath it ran a 
vein of thought, a stream of revolution, a throb of daring' 
that gave it also a memory of Dantesque grandeur, of 
Gracchan aspirations, of Julian force: 'One Italy for the 
Italians! ' vibrated through it; an echo, though a faint and 
distant one, of the ancient challenge, 'The whole earth for 
the Romans.' 

Suddenly through the glittering gaiety of the m'asque 
radu, the magnificence of the princely banquet, the mirtb 
of theN eapolitan revelries, an icy whisper ran; it waS 
vagne, unformed; it died .half spoken upon every lip, yet 
it blanched the boldest blood; it was but one sickening, 
shameful, accursed word-' betrayed! ' 

The music ceased, the laughs hushed, there was a strange 
instantaneous pauso in all the vivacious life,. mling the 
palace and the gardens with its colour and its mirth; 
there was such il. lull as comes over sea and land before 
the breaking of the storm. Men looked in each other's 
faces with a terrible dread responsive in each other's eyes; 
glance met ~lance in a mute inquiry; friend gazed at 
friend in a wild search for truth, a bitter breathless thought 
of unmeasured suspicion; there was a chill, black, deadly 
horror over all-none knew whom to trust. On the still
ness that had succeeded the mnsic, the laughter, and the 
festivity, sounded dully the iron tread of heavily-armed 
men; where the golden fire-flies glistened among the leavelt 
glistened instead the shint> of steel; on the terraces an4, 
far down the gardens gleamed the blades of bayonets, the 
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barrela of musket1'Y; the earth seemed in a moment to 
grow alive with swarming meo, and bristling with levelled 
"'capons; gendarmes filled the piazza and the courts; the 
lIoldiers of }<'rancis were upon them. There was an instant's 
ailence so intense that the murmur of the bubbling fountains 
alone reigned in it; then with a shock like thunder the bold 
blood of tbe. sons of liberty, growing desperate, thew them 
:u bead-long violence unarmed upon their foes. Little avail; 
the solid line of steel was drawn around, with Dot an 
inch unfilled; they were hemmed in and caught in the 
'oils. 

Carlo of Viana, with his careless eyes alight like a lion's 
iu its wrath, tore down from where it hung a keen Da
mascus sword. placed amid a stand of curiously wrought 
aDd anti9.ue arms, and strode over the mosaic pavement to 
oue of h1S guests, whose azure domino was broidered and 
fastened with wreaths of silver ivy. 

His voice shook as he stooped to her ear. 
• Madame--Idalia-this is more for you than us. Fol. 

low me at once; tbere is a secret passage that 110 living 
creature knows besides myself; lean save you-l will save 
you I ' 

• I thank you deeply. But-Isliall Dot fly from 
them I' 

'My God I Not fly P Do you Dot know that if you 
are taken-' 

Her lips might be a shade whiter, but her voice had no 
hesitation AS she answered him: 

'My fate will DO~ be worse than others'; whatever iii 
theirs, I share,' 

Carlo of Viana drew the broad blade with a ringing echo 
from the shel1th : 

• Mother of Christ I then we will defend you while life is 
in usl' 

At that very moment the storm broke. the tumult 
began; the gay masquers fled ill from the terrace.s and 
gardens like sheep driven wild by a wolf-dog; the ban
queters seized the antique weapons, the weighty cande
J8bra, the bronzes, the toy daggers~all and anything that 
would crash through like iron, or be hurled like atones· 
the double lines of steel drew closer, . and filled in every 
aperture, blocked every door of egress; an officer ad. 
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va need to the centre of the great arch that spanned the 
entrance of the first reception-room, and addressed the 
Prince himself. 

'Eccellenza, in the King's name I demand your unquali. 
fied submission, and your surrender to me of all suspected 
persons-notably, ..first, of the notorious revolutionist 
known by the title of the Countess Vassalis.' 

For all answer ,with" mighty oath that rang through all 
his banqueting-chambers, Viana lifted his arm, and whirled 
in a flashing arc above his head the bright blade of the 
Persian steel. 

, Idalia bent forward with a swift gesture, which caught 
his wrist, and arrested the sabre in its downward course. 
Then, turning to, the King's officer, she removed her 
Venetian mask, and looked at him calmly. 

, IT it will spare the shedding of innocent hlood, you 
know me now.' 

For one moment there was a dead silence-the hU$h 
of speechless Burprise, of speechless admiration; the emo. 
tion of a passionate love, of a passionate pride in and 
'for-her, filled the hearts of her own people with an agony 
of homage and of grief. The soldiers of the Bourbons 
were arrested for the instant, paralysed and confounded as 
they looked on her, fronting them with a proud serenity. ' 
a dauntless, tranquil contempt, with the light on her 
diamond-bound hair. Then, as, the officer of the palace 
troops advanced to arrest her, his soldiers drawn closer and 
firmer ronnd the banqueting-hall, the shouts of • VivlI 
l'Italia I' 'Viva la libertal • shook the walls with the roll 
of thunder; a hundred who would have died at her feet 
to save a dog of hers from injury threw themselves round 
her as in a guard of honour. Driven to bay, the lovers of 
freedom, the haters of tyranny, were ready to perish, shot 
down like hunted beasts, rather than ever yield. Carlo of 
Viana'flung himself in the van, his sabre flashing above his 
head; the gay and splendid dresses of the maskers, glit
tering in the light, seemed to heave and toss like a sea of 
colour; they circled her like garde, du corps; their im. 
provised weapons, torn from the tables, from the cabinets, 
from the walls, whirled in the radiance that burned from 
lnnumerable lamps. Idalia's eyes gleamed with such fire 
as might have been -in the eyes of Artemesia when sh, 
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bore her prow down ou the Persian; of Antonina when 
ahe lierced the armies of the Goths, holding watch . and 
war to sack Imperial Rome; of Boadicea when she led 
the Iceni on to the fasces and the standards of the con
quering legions. She would have given herself to save 
them j but since they, with or withOut· her, must be doomed 
her whole soul rose reRponsive to the challenge of danger, 
to the defiance of submission. 

Her glance beamed on them with a superb light; sign of 
fear, thought of terror, there were none on her; she stood 
unmoved, the centre of that tossing ocean of colour, of 
8tee1, of floating dominoes, of levelled l>istols, and glanced 
at Viana with a glance that thrilled him like flame, and 
mnde him drunk like wine. 

, Right. If they must take us, let us be dead first!' 
All touch\( ood to the flash of fire, their blood and their 

. wills answered her bidding. With a single sweep of his 
arm, Viana felled down the commander who faced him, in 
a stroke that cleft straight through bone and brain; it was 
the signal of a life and death resistance. With Ii. yell of 
fury the soldiers closed in; Ii single voice from one unseen 
rose clear above the din. 

I Reserve your fire; cut those carrion down like straw, 
and capture her alive! ' 

The voice was the voice of supreme command; officers 
and troops alike obeyed it. It was the mellow clarion tone 
of Giulio Villaflor, it'the Priest of Peace could be the chief 
of such an errand. With bayonets fixed, in ranks three deep, 
pressing steadily through the courts and chambers, the 
soldiers of lfrancis bore down 01'1 the band of the maskers. 
Not a man wavered as the pointed file of steel pressed to
wards them. Their masks flung aside, lest in that "moment 
of supreme danger any should deem them guilty of the 
wish to hide beneath disguise, their right arms lifted, their 
brave faces set, the Revolutionists waited the approach of 
the Royaliste--waited till there was scarce a foot's breadth 
between their circle and the naked blades levelled against 
them. Then, with a marvellous unison, as she raised het 
band, they launched themselves forward, Viana in their van; 
and the weapons with which the haste of extremity had 
armed them fell with furious strength and lightning speed 
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erash down on the ranks of the soldiers. Strange weapons 
-the embossed barrels of old Florentine arquebuses, the 
butt·ends of toy ivory pistols, the bronzed weight of lifted. 
IItatuettes, the gold.handled knives of the banquet.tables, 
the massive metal of Cellini vases, the arabesqued steel of 
medireval rapiers-anything, everything that could have 
been torn' down in the moment, from the art·treasures 
round, were hurled--as stones are hurled from a barricade 
down 1>n the advancing troops of the King with mighty 
force, with tremendous issue. The Bourbon legionaries 
reeled nnd wl10vered under that pitiless storm, that fell like 
thunder·bolts upon them. More than one swayed back 
Btone dead, as the bronze or gold missile of some statuary 
or amphora felled him to the ground. Forbidden to fire, 
they· fiesitated, dismayed, before that terrible band of revel
lers turned to' warriors, of maskers cho.ngedto foemen, of 
idle laughing wits and dancers grown desperate, as men who 
fought· for more than life. The Boyalists recoiled; they 
were chiefly mercenaries of various nations; they could not 
front the blazing glance, the tiger swoop, the proud. passion
heated scorn, the fearless menace of Italian nobles and 
Italian patriots. From the gloom of the night without, the 
Bame clarion voice rolled, clear. as a bell's, merciless as a 
Nero's. 

'Cowards, perdition seize you I Advance. and fire on 
them.' . . 

It was a Btrange battle-field-the beautiful ball. room and 
banqueting.halls of Antina I It was a strange battle-scene! 
The circle of the dominoes, like a ring_of many colours, 
were belted round the form of Idalia like guards around 
their menaced queen j the dead men were lying with their 
blood. slowly welling out over the rich mosaics and the 
velvet. carpets; the soldiers of the throne had halted in a 
broken line; the light that had been lit for the gaieties of 
the masquerade was shining on carnage and on combat; tho 
splcndours of the palace were stretching out and away 
beyond aisle on aisle of porphyry columns, through circle 
on circle of rose· wreathed arches j while without, through 
the marble pillars of the· piazza, were the silver silence of 
the night and the shadows of innumerable forms gathering 
closer and closer to seal all hope from those who fought for 
liberty. 
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There W88 a sharp, sudden, ringing clash as the bayonets. 
were withdrawn and the rifles levelled; not one 10 the 
r.ircle swerved or gr~w the paler; their eyes, steady but 
full of tlame like a lion's at tiay, looked down the mouths 
of the musketry. Idalia stood tranquil; and as they eaw 
the serene disdain in that royal glance, the unwavering 
courage on that rich and haughty loveliness, the troops 01 
the King paused involuntarily. They dared not fire at 
her. 

The voice from the gardens rang imperiously through 
the stillness. . 

• Dastards, you shan be shot down with them! Fire!" 
The last word was not for the halting and paralysed 

soldiers of the front; it reached farther, to where unseen 
and massed in countless numbers, the picked men of 
Francis's Guard had marched noiselessly through the oppo
site doors of the banqueting-room, and circled the band of 
patriots in the re.a.r with an impassable barrier, meshing 
them in one net beyond escape. They had not heard, they 
had not seen, they knew nothing of the ambusl'ade behind 
them, w here they stood gathered around Idalia, facing their 
foes and holding them back by the menace of their eyes, as 
men hold back wild beasts, in gallant and dauntless chivalry, 
willing each one of them to lay down their lives that night 
rather than yield her up in passive cowardice to her foes. 
They never saw, they never heard: behind them stole the 
murderous tread, filling up the rear of the lofty hall with 
rank on rank of soldiers. Then suddenly, as the word to 
fire rang in its merciless command from the outer court, 
the line of rifles belched forth its flame; the sullen roar of 
the sbots echoed through the chamber, raking the glittering 
colours of the maaquerade robes as the driviug hail rakes 
the wheat and the flowers of a full cornfield. Shot down 
from the rear in that craven murder, they fell, the balls in 
their breasts or their temples-a fourth of them levelled 
low; yet not a moan, not a cry escaped one of them; not 
a prayer for pity broke from the lips wet with their life
blood i not a sigh of agony escaped tliose whose ne"es were 
rent, whose bone \\"88 shattered, whose lungs were pierced 
by that dastardly masked attack. Not a cry, Dot a 8uppli-· 
ClItion, broke even from Idalia, as the crash of the firing 
rolled over the devoted band that guarded her. Not for 
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the first time did she look on bloodshed, nor for the 
,first time meet the likeness of her death; but as they 
fell downward at her feet, stricken like felled trees, a 
mortal anguish came into her fearless eyes; she stretched 
her arms out less with entreaty than command. 

, Spare them! To save them I will surrender.' 
'By Christ, not for ten thousand lives!' cried Carlo of 

Viana, where he stood out of the deadly press, his reeking 
sword held aloft before her. 'Surrender you! They shall 
only take you when we all lie dead around you.' 

She grasped his arm and looked up in his face. There 
was no more of fear, no more of shrinking, than there were 
on his own; only in her eyes a superb heroism, on her lips 
a passionate entreaty. 

, Serve me better still, my noble friend. Turn your sword 
Aere.' 

The tumult was at its height; emboldened by the fate 
of those 'I!Ilot down from the rear, the Royalists of the front 
pressed in. Woo.ged between two barriers, the patriots 
fought with mad despair; with lion courage. Where Viana 

- ,tood, pausing one instant as she turned and made her 
prayer to him, he looked down into her eyes with an agony 
far greater than her own. He· knew that death were 
sweeter far to ·her than the fate that would await her 
from her' foes; he knew that she had in her the 
courage of Lucretia, the force of the wife of PlIltus; 
blit to slay with his own hand that perfect loveliness, to 
destroy with his own steel the pulse of that splendid 
and gracious life! He dropped his head with a shudder
C I cannot!' 

Scarcely had the words left his lips, when the blade of a 
bayonet pierced his lungs. He fell like a mighty cedar 
lightning-stricken; not dead, but dying fast. The roar of 
the combat; the ring of the shots, the tumult of the conflict, 
as the; betrayed were. pressed between the wedge of the 
Royalist van and rear, were filling his palace chambers 
with their riot and their anguish; he knew no more of 
sight, or Bound, or Jre. He only looked up with blind eyes, 
~hat, through their mists, vainly and solely sought for one. 

: His lips parted with a murmur: 'Idalia !-Italy I' Then, 
with those names his latest thought, a shiver shook him as 
the red blood streamed through all the laces and the silke 
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·the violet and the silver and the jewels of hil tll'ess; and, 
with one deep"drawn lingering sigh, he died. 

She sank beside him on her knees, and her own danger, 
and the conOict of the night that raged in its fiery struggle, 
its mortal misery, around, died from her memory, and 
grew dull npon her sense. She only,remembered the man 
who lay her", at her feet dead-dead through the love 
he bore her; dead through the creeds she had breathed 
in him; dead for her and by her, liS though her hand had 
.Iain him. 

The fearless grandeur faded from her face that had been 
there throughout all chance of. her own death; it grew 
white and cold and fixed; a tearless grief, a burning re
morse, were in her eyes, which only saw that crimsoli!. 
stream of flowing bloou staining the tesselated floor, and. 
thot brave, bold, serene face turned upward to the light of 
million lamps, studding like stars the vault of the dome 
above. 

I Let them take me: she thought; 'it is just. What am 
1 better than a murderess? ' 

}'rom the gloom of the outer court rang once more the 
.oice of commaud. 

'Seize herl You can choke the dogs of rebels at your 
leisure.' 

She never heard the pitiless clarion of those clear tones; 
she never felt the hiss of the balls past her; . she Dever saw 
the ghastly conflict that filled the palace festive chambers 
with ita clamour and ita cornage, .as men armed strong 
with the weight of tyranny and law pressed down on men 
who fought for liberty, for conscience, for their land, and 
for their lives. She thollght only of the dead who lay 
around her. 

Two oillcera of the guard, obedient, . stooped and laid 
their grasp upon her. The action roused her from the 
unconscious stupor with which she knelt beside the lifelesl 
limbs; she shook them off and rose facing them, still with 
that remorse in her tearless eyes, though on her face were 
a 8com and a daring which beld those· whom she threw 
off at bay al surely as the most desperate resistance of 
ahot or Bteel 

She glanced down the hall, under the dome of the light
Itudded ceiling that stretched over BO vast an area, of aU 

'" 



:74 IDALIA. 

"'hich had been'a few brief moments before fllled. witb mume 
and mirth and. the murmur of laughing voices. She took no 
hee~_ of those wbo had sought to seize her; but her eycllI 
gnzed with an infinite yearning out on her delimders holdmg 
~ha.t unequal life and death struggle between the closing 
barriers of bayonets, and ber voice ecboed, clear and elo
quent, yet with & music tbat thrilled the hearts even of her 
enemies. 

• My friends-my fl'iends! lose no more for me. Death 
is liberty, but it cannot be mine; give me no other murdl'red . 
lives to lie heavy on my own. Save yourselves by sur
render, by flight, how you can, and think no more of me. 
The future will yet avenge us all.' 

The voice of the chief in command rang down again from 
the dusky shndows of the piazza. 

• Soldiers I seize and silence her. She spenks sedition." , 
The officers, gentler tban be who had hounded them on 

to their work, stooped, besitating, to her. 
• You surrender P " 
She lool,cd at them with • look that for the moment 

Rashed back all the pi'oud contemptuous ,light upon her 
lac!', and lit in her deep eyes the glow ofthe old heroism • 
. • If the carnage cease.' 

1'he voice from the outer courts ansv.-ered her, imperioul 
and unyielding:· ' 

• We malte no terms with revolutionists and rebels.' 
• I make no peace with tyrants antl assassins." 
Her return-defiance ,eha'lIengl'd her unseen foe with a 

('aim grandeur; . she stood abo,'e the fallen dl'ad as some 
prophetess of Israel, some goddess in the Homeric age, 
might have Btood above ·tbe slain, and ca.lled down ven. 
ge:mce. 

From tIle darkness of the piazza a hot and heavy oath~ 
broke through the clamour. - ~ 

• Yield! or 1I'e will deal with you as we deal with men.· , 
A smile of utter unspeakable scorn passed over her lips 

-Bcorn for the cowardice that could threaten her thus
Fearn for the craven temper that could deem death so vic. 
torious a ml'nace. . 

She looked down tranquilly on the gleaming barrels of 
the rifles, and as her lover, in the far Carpathian .Pass, had 
g~ ven the wurd for his own death.shot, so she gave hera now. 
Her eyes reRteci Bteadily on the ROIalist&. 
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'Fire.' 
The 101dierl of the King gazed at her, then dropped the 

muzzlel oCtheir muskets slowl, downward and downward; 
tbey hung their heads, and theU' eyes fell, while from one 
to another ran a sullen rebellioUi murmur. 

• Non po.liamo /' 
There waa an instant'l intense stillness once more; the 

tumult ceased, tbe clamour died away, the uplifted steel 
lank, the iron grip relaxed; aggressors and defenders, reo 
volutionists and royalists, alike were mute and awed before 
tbe courage of one woma.n. 'Then, with the fury of a 
mighty oatb, a fresb command was hissed in its ferocity from 
tbe garden gloom, where the chiefs looked on into the 
courtl and chambers. 

, lIake her captive dead or living " 
There were ruffians in that Royal Guard, brigands ot the 

Abruzzi, mountaineers of Ca.labrla, who had imbrued their 
handa in innocent bloo:!, and knew no check upon their 
crimes, though ther would mutter Aves for their black and 
poisonous soul1 like any nUB before her crucifix. 'J'hese 
heard but to obey. They launched themselves upon her; 
they flun~ themselves through the press to seize her j their 
Iword. flashed naked above her head, their ravenous eyes 
led gloatingly upon her jewel. and her beauty; their brutal 
ha.nda Itretched ruthlessly to grasp and crush the gold of 
the Ibinin~ hair, tbe mould of the delicate limbs, the 
fairnesl of tbe transparent skin j their gripe was on her 
lboulder, their breath was on her bosom. With the horror 
and the grace of outraged dignity, Idalia. shook their hold 
Irom her, and drew herself from the loathsome insult 01 
their nllainoUi contact; her eyes sbone with the lustre of 
a plUlsionate lCOm, her voice mellow, imperious, unshaken, 
mng outwa.rd to tbe terrace where her tyrants herded. 

'I lurrender I-not to escape death, but to eerape the 
pollutioa of your touch.' 

CHAPTER XXI. 

'os D&TIL TEllPTED )fE, AND I DID EAT.' 

II' tbe Nnpolit&n palllzelto, which waa the residence of 
. Victor VADe, tb. light of tbe sllmmer morning made it. 
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way through half·clolled blinds, the odours of orange Ilnd 
myrtle were heavy to oppression on the air, the waters beat 
a lulling measure below, at the foot of the little pier; it 
was still, soft, indolently charming, slumberously restful in 
the noontide hush; yet he himself-commonly so cnlm, so 
languid, so supreme an artist in the science of lazy plea
sures~had no repose in it or in his own life. He was pac
ing up and -down the chamber that opened on the terrace 
with a restless impatience, a feverish irritation with all 

; things that were about him. He drank down some claret 
fresh from the ice; it seemed to have no coolness in it; he 
twisted Bome grapes asunder, and they seemed to parch his 
mouth; he smoked an opium-filled narghile, and flung the 
tube away with a curse; the nicotine had lost its charm. 
dnd irritated whereit was wont to Boothe; then he flung 
himself -down on a couch. with his head dropped on his 
hands, and Bat there immovable many moments, with a 
quick shudder running through his limbs, and the silence 
about him like a dead intolerable weight. For now that 
his work was done he loathed it; now that he had betrayed 
her, he could have killed himself; now that he had given 
her over to captivity and torture, he was haunted, and 
wrung, and maddened with the thoughts that for ever pur
sued him. Yet he would not have undone it if he could; 
he would not have foregone his revenge had it been in his 
power; since she was denied to him, he loved to know that 
she suffered, that she had pain, and fetters, and shame, that 
she would live to wish she had listened to his love. and to 
feel the cost of having mocked him and repulsed him. 

She had refused him 1II11 the 8weetne~s of passion; he 
~ would not have loosened his hand on its vengeance. Since 
she could never be his, Ie t her lose all likeness of herself. 
llnd perish as she might t· .There was fierceness enough in 
him to feel that ruthlessly; there was sufficient savageness 
in hini beneath the polish of the wodd and the serenity of 
his' egotism to be eager-thirstily and brutally eager-to 
know that what was beyond his reach, what he sought 
vainly, what he' desired unavailingly, would be scourged. 
and defaced. and insulted, and shut out from all place on 
the earth. And yet, though he had given her up to her 
Buffering, aud would not, bad he owned the power now, 
have released her from one pang of it, he Buffered himself 
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-suffered a torture not less than that to which he had de. 
livered ber. He knew the doom that would be hers under 
the revenge of a Church and State. so bitterly incensed 
against her; he knew that the net which had enclosed her 
would never unloose to let her issue with her life; he knew 
that if sbe ever came forth from the captivity into which he 
!lad betrayed her, it would only be when bondage, and 
atripes, and the companionship of infamy, and the approach 
of age, would leave no trace on her of all which she once 
had been; he knew-for against them all his hatred had 
been borne and his skill arrayed-the full meaning of the 
tyrannies of Bourbon and of Rome; and there were times 
when his passion endured agonies at the memory of the 
scourge that would cut the fairness of her skin, of the 
rough bands that would unveil her beauty, of the jail-ruffians 
who would strip the delicate raiment off her limbs, of the 
villainous glances tbat would gloat unchecked on her fallen 
loveliness. Mercy he had none; such love as he had bornf,) 
her was of the character to change into a relentless and en
venomed hate; but it was passion still, and there were 
times when the thought of her yielded up to her adversary's 
will, and buried for ever beneath the stones of a dungeon
vault, drove his own revenge back into his heart, and tor
tured him not less than that revenge could her. Moreover, 
he had betrayed ber; he had sold her into the hands of her 
foeB, and though the subtle art of silken treachery had long 
been a science in whose proficiency he took the highest 
pride, there was manhood and there was dignity enough in 
him to make his forehead burr. with a red flush of shame 
when there rose in remembrance before him the haughty 
radiant challenge of her eyes, and to make him long to 
know her dead in her youth, 80 that those eyes should never 
be turned on him in accusation and rebuke. 

• Great heaven! ' he muttered in his teeth, where he lay 
with his head sunk on hia arms, 'if she would only have 
lielieIJea I loved her! ' 

That was the oile misery which had goaded him on to his 
mme. For once in his life he had been in earnest; for the 
801e time. from his hoyhood up, an emotion genuine, how
ever alloyed, had risen in him. In what he had felt for 
Idalia he had been true, with a truth he had never known 
before j for her he would have become B.lIything that sh, 



IDALIA. 

had bidden hini.; to Win her he WO"Illd have endured and 
achieved all tasks she could have pointed out; and in the 
single hour in which this sincerity and this reality had POB-' 

sessed him, his own sceptical mockery had recoiled on him 
hi hers; he had been powerless to induce her to hear one 
beat save that of egotism in his heart; he had been power-· 
less to make her ~redit one tbrob of love or loyalty in him. 
That she should have rejected him he would have pardoned 
her; that she· disbelielJed him was the iron which went so' 
far down into his soul, and changed every desire in him into 
one cruel thirst-the thirst for his vengeance and foi' her 
destruction. She had contemptuously doubted the force of 
his love. Well! he had said in bis te'llth that she should 
feel that force';""feel it in the weight of fetters, in the bur
den of ignominy, in the oppression of dungeon solitude
feel it. till she cursed the day that ever IIhe braved it and 
mocked at it. . 

A while ago, and he would have laughed in the beard of 
any man who should have told him tbat such barbaric folly, 
such desert passions as these, could ever blind and rule him. 
Now he never resisted their sway, but let them burn out 
his strength and consnme his intellect as tbey would. 
There were times when he shook opiates into his wines with' 
A hand that reeked little whether it shook too little or too' 
much, and would have poured out a death-dose without a 
tremor; times when ambition seemed worthless as autumn 
leaves, and he loathed life because life could never yield to 
him the beauty of one woman. All who once loved Idalia 
drank of a-madragora that left them little of their natnres, 
nothing of their wisdom. Even he had no antidote against 
it, but let it steal away his brain and pour its fire through 
his limbs till the soft courtier grew a brute, till the Bublle 
politician became a fool, till the gentleman turned a traitor. 

A Bound, in one of the many chambers leading oft' from 
the terrace-room in which he was, roused him. He was still 
too much governed by long habit and discipline not to re-' 
cover himself instantly. Whatever he felt was only given 
way to in loneliness; no looker-on could see any change in' 
his delicate immutable face, in his soft calm smile, in hi. 
easy velvet indolence; he would bave profited little by his 
long study of the world if he could not have held his own ill 
finesse to the last. 
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Into the apartment, with little ceremony and Il..O apology, 
Conrad Phaulcon came. His disguise W88 perfect. He was 
IIled to assume one at any hour and for any need; and in 
the drels of a melon-seller, with his fair skin stained and 
his auburn beard dyed black, his closest friend might have 
pused him by, his sworn foe failed to challenge him. He 
neithcr pansed to watch nor ask if his host penetrated the 
mask 88 he swept up towards Vane, his mobile mouth wqrk-. 
ing'. and hia large brown eyes aflame. 

• Is this true P , 
Victor had known Mm before he had heard his voice, and 

wal on his guard. He shrugged his shoulders where he 
leaned against the aide of the vine-shadowed window. 

• You incarnate volcano, you will destroy us all some day! 
An ostensible melon-seller forcing his way in to me in this 
fashion! Have rou ever Itopped to remember what the 
houpehold can thInk P , 

• }'elix admitted me, and I gave him the password. But, 
anlwer me, for God'a sake, what of Idalia? ' 

• What of her P Why,this of her, caro, that she is the 
lubject for a tragic study by that eminent artist, 111 Pllsignore 
Giulio Villnftor, to whieh you will forOl acompa.nioll picturo 
if you trust to a basket of melons to pass you unnoticed 
through Naples.' 

The words were quite cool, quite uustudied, with just 
enough of regret in their half-languid banter to keep them 
from being mockery. Phaulcon's fine frame shook passion
ately aahe heard; under the olive dye his cheek grew ashen; 
he threw himself down and sobbed liked a child, wept as if 
'Jis heart would break, in uncontrolled emotion. 

Hia friend atood looking at him some moments in silence, 
with a certain impatient disdain. This Greek, handsome 
as an Apollo, cruel at times as a Nero, and stained deep 
with many a crime, was yet as a child in the sight of the 
more controlled and astute Englishman; a child in cowar-. 
dice, in impulsiveness, in caprice, in tyranny, in emotion, 
with all a child'i unguardedness, recklessness, mobility. and 
love of torture. 

• Naturally, you regret,' he said at last very softly. • You 
nave not even killed your goose with the golden eggs your-
881f, my poor Conrad, but lee bird aud gold bothstoleQ a& 
• blow I Very naturally, you regret.' 
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The silken irony, the mockery of pity. stung Ph-aulcon 
like a sbot. He started up, dashing the waves of his hair 
out of his eyes, Vi hile great drops· of dew stood on his fore
head. 

, Can you credit me nothing better than that P , 
, Caro mio, how can I credit you with anything bettel 

than caring for money? . It is the one prudential virtue 
which the worhl does crown.' 

The Greek's teeth ·crushed his silken beard, while his 
features quivered with the viVId uncontrolled emotion of 
his changing temperament. 

, I am not thinking of her wealth; I think of her : of my 
own sins to her, of her beauty, of her genius, of her life.' 

His voice sank in a deep Bob; he spoke but the truth for 
the moment; he thought for the instant not of himself, but 
of Idalia r not of his own danger, not of his own loss; but of 
her torture. He loved her in his wayward tyrannous way; 
and for·a while the love alone remained with him. 

'She is in the power of Villaflor,' he said fiercely-. 
Remorse was in him ; and remorse made him long to wreak 
some savage vengeance somewhere; he would have little 
cared how or 011 whom. 

'They say so. You know as much as I do. It has been 
a terrible blow to us; to keep quiet and cover as much as 
we CM is all we shall be able to do. There was great carnage 
at Antina, and the arrests swept off all the musketry spared 
-a.mong them your Countess. Indeed, she was uoubtless 
the chief object of alI.' 

, Where have they taken her P • 
He spoke in his throat. At that moment he would 'have 

rather had a hundred balls fired into his own breast than 
have heard this of the woman he had so pitilessly chained 
and tormented. 

I Puv61'ino I how can we tell' It is not the fashion of the 
court to disclose its secrets, nor of Monsiguore to let profaoB 
eyes see where his oets are spread.' 

His voice was unmoved, and almost careless, though it 
wore a natural gravity of regret; but in his heart he endured 
an agony greater than that of the man before him; the 
thought crossed him-to what fate would the prince-bisborl 
devote a captive of the sex and the years and thl!! Qh_~ fit 
tbe prisoner he h~C! betrayed to him' . 
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Pbaulcon's lland clenched j the muscl(l$ of his throat and 
eheet, ,. he~ the loose shirt of the eoAtaJirw lefl; them to 
Yiew, Iwelled to bursting. Idalia was his treasury, his 
lOt'ereignty, his world, bis sceptre; witbout her he was 
nothing; of her he had made, with a twisted mixture in 
him of fu.r and homage, of tynnny and weakness, of hate 
and lo\"e. an empress who to him alone out of all the earth 
W&8 a II aye, an enchanted wand with which he BummoneJ 
what he would, an idol that he treated u hunters treated 
tbeir Btatue of Pan when tbey ret'i1ed him because they 
needed more wealth than he gat'e. alld yet feared him with 
• atrange mingling of dread, of reverence, and of jealoua 
loye. 

I ViIla80r P' he repeated hoarsely; I that Satan of the 
Church P BeUer ahe had gone at once to her death. Are 
you lure P How ('aD you know P • 

Vane had let alip in a momentary incaution the name 01 
hia great priestly confederate; he yeiled the indiscretion 
with his linest tact. 

• How can I doubt P' he 88id, with an acrid impatience 
tbat passed well enougb for aversion to a mutual and om
nipotent foe. I Waa Giulio Villafior et'er absent from luch 
errands a8 tbose P Did his brain ever fail to hatch auch 
pl\lta al tbose by which the maskers of Antina were en
trapped, however little Ilia band might be seen, or hi. will 
be guelU!ed in them PUis special hatred alwaYI bore down 
on tbe Countesa Vassalis. There is no more doubt that he 
works bl'neat h t bia, if be do not wholly originate and govern 
it, th:m there is no doubt that the sun is abining out 
yonder.' 

Phaulcon awore. mighty oath in hi. teeth •• his lips 
.book, aod hi. face flushed purple. 

I If he ha.rm her, I will find my way into hi. palace and 
. drh'c a da:;;;er down his throat, though he stand at the altar 
'itBel!!' -

• o,rn'!fII.. 1I'nat would that .nul, except to have you 
banged. or diPp<*" of in • stiUlesa humane fasbion P Be 
ft'allOllable. TrageJy will .\"ail nothing. If you killed 
YillaOor there would remain a score of monsi .. oori to> take 
bis plaee Dod play hi. t"ard:t. The arres' of Madame de 
Vll888lis is a tl'rrible Itroke for us i \\"0 coulJ better havet 
.lfcrctl \01".: fiftv ~':4 ll~ \0 lose fOur irresilltihlet IJalia. 
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At the same time, we shall not better her, and we shall BUrel] 
imperil ourselves and all our projects, if we go like lDen in, 
a melodrama slaying priests and calling on, the gods for 
vengeance.' . 

, What! You would have us stand calmly by in inaction 
wllile she may bf:-lDay be-' 

, The words choked him; he knew what the powerof Giulio 
Villaflor meant to ]lll, meant above all to a woman. 

, Inaction! What action can you suggest P • 
'rhe Greek was silent; l)is swift thoughts swept far over 

a thollsanci schemes, that roea only to bear with them the 
sentence of impossIbility. " 

'1, as eagerly as yourself, would be the first to try all 
things, and to risk much in the service of the Countess 
Vassalis,'i>ursued Vanc with the soft, even, almost unnatural 
calm which he had held throughout his intervie\v with the 
Homan prelate; 'but, frankly, I see nothing that is to be 
done with any sort of benefit. To penetrate the secrets of, 
the 'government will take time, and, what we have very 
little of, money; to avow ourselves her partisans will be only 
at once to share her imprisonment and be lodged in Hnl 
casemates yonder; to attempt a rescue requires the one 
thing we do not possess-knowledge of where she has been 
taken. What remains? We are' as helpless, so far as I' 
can see, asif their chains were already about our limbs. There 
is nothing for it-yet, at least-except to wait and watch.' 

Phnulcon Bank down again, with bis head drooped aud 
his hands locked savagely one in another. 

, You are right, I daresav,' he said bitterly; • and Tery 
cautious I But you never 'loved her.' 

There was not even the flicker of an emotion, not the 
fnintestflush on his companion~s face; but a smile pns,sed 
for a second over his listener's lips. He had not loved her! 
-he whose thwarted love had betrayed her to her fute I 
The Greek's utter ignorance was almost ludicrous to him. 

'Your heart and your conscience have come into sudden 
play, Conrad mio,' he said indolently. ' I never knew before 
that you kept such old. world weakuesses; no one would 
have accused .you of them.' . 

'Well, I have been guilty enough to ber,' he answered 
Bullenly, with a dark red flushiug his cheek; he was ashamed 
of this better emotion, as the mall he was with now had 
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always made him aBhamed of any purer or highertoll~h that 
\.iDgered in him. 

, It is rather late in the day to think of that.' 
• Too late I-my God! ' 
A terrible remorse waB on him. passing. fitful, evanescer-t, 

but very ardent, very contrite, whilll\it was in ita first poig
nancy, while he thought of the ghastly doom in which hnd 
closed the splendid life that he had made and marred, the 
career to which he had wooed and to which he had enchained 
the youth and the power and the genius of Idalia-a remorse 
in which he Buffered acutely; in which the uncertainty and 
the peril of her unknown fate were tortureB to him j in 
which he seemed very vile, very accursed in his own sight. 

HiB friend looked on impatiently; it incensed him to see 
this callous, thoughtless, tyrannous, unscrupulous Greek 
moved by her danger thus; it made his own traitor-shame 
weigh heavier on his heart. He did not lose his self-com
mand; but he spoke almost insolently on the spur of the 
misery that he choked down out of sight. 

• Your beautiful Countess is too fair for the scour~e and 
the cell-there is no doubt of that. I daresay she will never 
be condemned to them. Giulio VillaHor has too good a taste 
Cor Buch dainty paintings to shut them in solitude j he will 
not be likely to let so rare a Hower wither in a prison-court. 
Miladi Idalia has better coin to buy indulgence with than 
nIl the gold of Europe.'. . 

In his own wretchedness it was a crnel relief to bim to 
fling dishonour at the woman he had betrayed, and to tor
ment the man whose self-accusing contrition made him feel 
more sharply his own baseness. 

Conrad 1'haulcon started up impetuously. with deadly 
bl: aphemies muttered under his breath, as he paced the 
chamber like a leopard lashed to fury. 

• You do not know Idalia.,' he said savagely. • She would 
die aooner-' 

Vane laughed a flippant, nonchalant, silvery laugh. 
• O. believe me, fair women are not so enamoured <U the 

ugliness of death j and, as for the rest, she has gone very 
far for the aake of public liberty. She will searce grudge 
a good price for Fersonal freedom. Not know Idalia P 
Altro I I don't think, with all your title to her confidence, 
that you know her very thoroughly yourself. Perhaps she 
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will treat with Villaflor de couronnli Ii couronnli. We are 
playing a losing game; she will have the tact of her sex, 
and go over to the stronger side. She is far more fit for 
courts than for conspiracies. She could make good terms, 
I have little doubt; and I would back her to Illatch the 
bishop in subtlety-I could scarcely give as much praise 

, to anyone else in Europe.' . 
! ' You mean that-' 

, That she will fon:a1re us and coalesce with the royalties. 
J All women are rakes. at heart, as Pope says; and he should 
. have given an alliterative line to it-all women are royalists. 

They may talk liberalism; but they are Optimates to the 
core, and adore a despot, public or private. Madame de 
Vassalis will see herself in imminent dan gel' ; she will barter 
herself an d her know ledge and her power to buy her emanci. 
pation. Not a doubt of it. She is a republican j she is of 
the advanced school; she is" of us." 0 yes; but she is 8 

woman of the world-a wonderfully clever one, too-and 
she will do what is expedient, and never die for 8 chimera.' 

He more than half believed what he had said; he saw 
flU' into Idalia's character, but not far enough to fully gauge 
its depth. He had, moreover, a natural disbelief ill the 
existence of any nature proof against a bribe, or capable of 
preferring 8 creed to a sovereignty. The Greek looked at 
him with fiery scorn. 

I You think tbat? I tell you that, rather than play for 
one hour into the llands of King or Church, Idalia would -
Buffer a hundred deaths. Her word is her bond, and treachery 
hall no place with her; she will never buy liberty by a rene· 
gade's cowardice-' 

I Sublimely virtuous, hut Bcarcdy truo, I fancy. Miladi 
is too world-wise to be an idealist.' 

He spoke carelessly; but such conscience as was in him, 
and all manliness that had not been polished away by the 
plane of sophism and of expediency, were pierced to the 
quick by theworda that unwittingly stung him 80 closely. 

'By the way,' he went on carelessly, 'I daresay tbat the 
court, having snared her, would' be willing to treat with 
you. What do you say, arnico mio P You bave nit made 
a very good thing ofLibernlism. Would you try Absolutism 
for a time, and challg~ the Phrygian bO!lllet for a N eapolitau 
corop.~U· . 
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'1,1 
, Well, yoo. IC they do not take you prisoner too you 

may conclude very good terms just now, in all probability. 
Our party is bruised, but not killed. We bave danger 
enough in us to render us worth bribing, though not strength 
enough to give ua a atraw'a weight of success. Under the 
circumstances, you might make a very lucrative bargain. 
Tbere is no reason on earth why a democratic contlottiero like 
you, my good Conrad, should not be metamorphosed into a 
courtier and a SOD of the Church. What do you think of it 11 ' 

Phaulcoo'a eyes bad fastened on him throughout his 
speech with a glistening light that he-he who bad told the 
prince-bishop that he could buy this mao at a moment'" 
notiee-bad construed 88 the eagerness for change. for 
eecurity, aod for a costly bribe. of 110 avaricious and reckless 
adventurer. As be ceased, the Greek'. rich voice broke 
acraBB bis final words like thonder. 

• By beaven, if I thought you spoke in earnest I would 
kill you wbere you sit I If I did auch villainy as you bint 
at, I should dese"e the abot or tbe steel that would find 
its way to me 88 sorely 88 night followa day. Yoll tempt 
me to such aha me-you I ' 

Victor raised bis band with • alight warniog gesture; 
the gesture that controlled his companion's tumultuous 
passiona like a spell. 

• Wby notP-to try gOIl 11 Frankly, I scarce gave you 
credit for Inch aublimated idealogy and self-devotion. Do 
you lI1ean to BAy that you would rather swing or be shot 
by the Bourbous to-morrow than get a court place aud an 
1 talian title 11 ' 

He spoke with. contemptuous, incredulous insolence; 
he would .. lOOn have expected Vesuvius to vomit gold and, 
diamonds 88 to find anything like loyalty and probity in the; 
man be dealt with-a man who checked nt no crime, and' 
knew no contrition. . 

The Greek flushed restlessly and painfully under the 
brown dye of his skin . 

• Sneer .. you will,' he aaid sullenly,' I Lave 10 much 
conaeience in me, whetber you believe it or not. I am vile 
enough,! daresay, but I am not 10 vile as 'nat. There are 
rew sina I havo not plonged into, there is not one that I 
fear; but a renegade I never was yet, and never will be. 
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" By heavens! if I felt myself turning traitor, if I thonglit 
that my strength would fail to keep me true, I would set 
the mouth of a. pistol against my own head before my lips 
had time to dishonour me!' 

In the moment he was true; in the' moment the one 
higher thing in his nature asserted its domination; with 
all his falsity, his guilt, his ruthlessness, hiB baseness-and 
these were very· black-he was loyal to an idea, he waa 
faithful'to a bond. He would betray others without a 

. scruple, but he would not turn a: traitor' toms cause; he 
had so much' still left of affinity with the codes and the 
freedom that he ostensibly served. It went far to redeem 
him, all warped and erri:ag though it was-went far to raise 
him above the higher intelligence and the finer subtlety of 
the man who tempted him. . 

Yane heard him with an acrid wrath; this madman, this 
tool, this wax in his hands, this guilt-stained adventurer, 
whom he thought no more of than he' thought of any pistol 
that he coul<J use as he would, full of danger to others, but 
to him a mere toy of wood and of steel, shamed him, stung 
him, escaped fl'om him. What Conrad' Phaulcon shrank 
from as too foul to stoop to must be foul indeed! 

, I congratulate :c:u on your new nobility, mon cher,' he 
said indolently, wiLl! that covert sneer which the Greek 
had learned to dread as a. hound dr(;ads the . lash, ' I did 
het know there was anything you had scruples about, but 
I am glad there should be i-it is a. new experience I I 
take your assurances, however, cum ,qrano salill I-YOU ·are 
quite wise to make them so fervently, seeing that, as you 
observed, a shot 01' a stab would follow your :descrtion as 
surely as night follows day. And now, you will allow me 
to remark that you are very imperfectly disguised, that you 
,,,ill involve nle very disagreeably if you are discovered here, 
and that I shall thank you to remove yourselffrom Naples_ 
at once.' -

, But Idalia P 
I You can serve Idalia in nothing by putting yourself 

i\nd everyone else ,in jeopardy •. The Church bas her; the 
Church does not lightly let go lts prey. -All that call be 
'rlone, you are Bure, will be done-' 

, But.-..1 
Victor lifted his band again j a very slight gel!tle movo 
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mcnt, but before it the fiery impetuosity, the mutinolls ~
pa.tience, of the Greek fell into a soldier's submissivenesBt 
a sp:miel'8 docility. In their armies there were many ronks, 
but there was only one disciplin&-implicit obedience and 
8ilence unto deuth. Ifhis chief had bidden him throw Lim
Belf from the heights of Tiberio, Ph3.ulcon would have cast 
himllelf headlong down without a question, when once they 
Btood on the ground wbich tbat slight gesture warned bim 
they were on now-the ground of authority on one side, of 
obedience on the other. 

• Leave all to me. A nd for tIle present quit Naples wbila 
yon can-if you can. Go to the old quarters at Paris im
mediately, and there await instructions. Adieu!' 

Phaulcon's eyes looked at him with a piteous entreaty; 
be did not speak, hut the great muscles of his tbroat swelled 
and throbbed, and his nervous hands clenched; the mute 
appeal spoke better than any words his prayer against that 
merciles!f dismissal. 

• Go, c/Jro,' said his tyrant gently; but tbe gentleness was 
immutable and cold. ' If you feel such tenderness for your 
fair Countess, you should not have drawn her into such 
dangerous paths. Make yourself easy; sbe cnn take care 
of berself; tbere are few men:"-'and I doubt if GiuHo Villa
tlor be one of the few-who can match the wit and the 
_cicnce of La Vassalis. Now, go; your prcst'nce is em
barrassing, and your melons are a blunder; but you· always 
would be 110 impetuous I Bora fJ0!lage; and if the Bour
bonists ahould atop you on the way, remember-and die 
mute. An unple:lsnnt and discourteous allusion, I eonless j 
but one must face possible contingencies.' 

Canrad Phaulcon looked at him one moment with a fierce 
glare undt!r hi:! curling lashes; but for the bond tbat bound 
and the authority that fettered him, be would have tossed 
up the Northcrller's slender frame in his strong li.the arma, 
alld dashed on the marble without those subtle astute brains 
that batRed and that ruled llim. Then he dropped his 
.be:\d as a cl.idden houud drops his-and went. 

Alone, his chief sat motionless, his eyes fixed, hiB arml 
testing on the table before bim, his face white aud rigid al 
tbough its profile were the profile of a marble bust. He hlld 
heen bitterly stunj{, though he bad ne\'er shown it; be had 
1,;,eu deeply moved. though he bad given DO sign of it. . This 
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lawless tigel', tbis veh"et-skinned wild brnte, this worlhlHS 
adV"l'nturer, tbis mountain-thier, who I>ho~ men as willingly 
as hc shot sea-birds, had flung otT treachery as a villainy too 
black for him; and h_a scbolar, a gentleman, a wit, a man 
who ridiculed the barbaric errors of crime, and who knew 
that he had in him intellect to compass the statectan of halt 
a world-had found no issue for his ambitions, no enl\\"Jl to I 
Ilis career. no end for his attainments, except a traitor·.·. 
shame! No nbuke from pure or lony lives would huel 
made him feel his own degradation so Jeeply .. the revolt I 
of the man whose hardened guilt he had kno\\"Jl 10 long. 
and whose scrnples he had neyer before fonnd ~heck at any 
basen~d that was otTered him; the man in whom he had 
himself killed all remnrult of better instincts, aud whom he 
had looked on as a mercenary. to be hired at will for any 
infamy by whichever sidc could bid the highest. Nu SCOrD 

from those of stainless honour or of blameless decds could 
have cut him so unendurably as the contempt fvr his .niT 
lin of :renegade betrayal which had tbshed from thc glance 
and lashed him in the words of the Greek, whom he had 
known steeled to all :remorse and careless of all disgrace. 

• Fangh !' he thought, with a disdainful bitterneol3 that 
ayailed little to reconcile him to himself; 'his is ju:;t; sucb. 
bastard honour, such childish folly. as we see a tbousand 
timel oyer in the most shameless scoundrels of Europe_ Th. 
brigand murders at his fancy, and renreoces a leaden saint 
in his hat; the brutes of the Abrnzzi flay their prisoners, 
and pray to the Madonna; the soldiers or the Pope kill 
women and childrt'n as they would cuL the throats of pigs. 
and tremble lrhl'n their master blesses them on East<'r-day; 
-it is allover the world, that trash of superstitIOn, that fit 
or spurious :rept'ntance, that ague-attack of poltroonery 
which men, because they are IIshamed of it, dignify into 
conscience or creed! . He would lell his soul to the devil 

,if there were such a thing as _ devil. and yet he pridea 
himself on ~lill;;iog to an idea which he has never rollowed 
except for the .ake or adventure and sl'lf-interest, aod to a 
I'ause which he has never embraceu e.tcept as a Tent for his 
own listlessnes8 and discontent I And men call that king 
or straw, that random {oily, that weaknes8 cloaked ill 
Inrrowed purples, lotaour!' 

:!Jut ~be ironies that he wove to himself. the con tem 
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which he stro'fe to steep and still the pangs of shame that 
Conrad Phaulcon's single virtue bad awakened, had little 
potency. He lr&9 a gentlem:m, and the disgrace of his sin 
lras aa gall to him. ~omething of that humiliation and un
endurable hatred for hit> O\Tn act which made lacariot slay 
himself, finding no value in the silver pieces for whose glitter 
t-e had wrecked his peace and sold the guiltless, smo\e even 
throngh the ice-mail of his graceful callousness, the steel 
cuirass of his worldly policies. 

And-though cowardice had no place in him, &9 it had 
in the fiery but mobile temper of Phaulcon-a shiver ran 
through him as he thought of those worda-' the shot or thi 
IIteel that follows the renegade, aa the night follows the day! 
He knew that they were no hyperbole, no metaphor j he 
knew that men lrho were false to the political Order of which 
they lrere sworn, died so by that Order's 'fengeance, almosi 
IS surelyaa darkness falls on the sun's settiug-died with a 
dagger-stroke in the winter nights of Rome, a pistol-shot in 
the ~y chambers of Paris, a blow from behind in the riotous 
carmval times of Venice j died wherever they were, struck 
by unerring handa, and knowing that it waa but wild justice 
for their own J udall sin, though the world saw in their fall 
but some common street scwne, some murder of continental 
lalrlessnesB, some thiers assassination for a few gold coins. 

He knew it, and a chill tremor passed over him as he 
mused. But a few montha before, a sculptor had been found 
at the door of his studio in Rome with a great lround slaahed 
across his breast, and the blood choking his 'foice, so that he 
died speechless. The talk of the day had drafted that death 
in among the deeds ofriolence that Roman thieves will deal 
in, and babbled of the insecurity of life under the Papal 
tenure, and of the sad fate of the young genillB struck down 
for a few bajocchi on his own threshold. Victor Vane had 
been aware, as many like him also, that no Roman tdiefhad 
\lecn the dealer of that stroke home to the lungs as the 
fCulptor felt his way up the dark winding staircase, lrhoae 
blackness the oil flicker of a single lamp only rendered 
i~per gloom; but that it had been a pitiless vengeance for 
an oath taken in boyhood, and in manhood broken. 

lIe knew it i lrherever .he lrent, whatever he did, how
IOever high he rose in eminence, lrhatsoever fruitage h. 
gathered from tbp !leed of treachery, the posEibilityof that 

11" 



2g0 IDALIA. 

doom wouldpursu'e hilll, the dread of it would haunt him
a worse fate than the stroke itself, sharply and swiftly dealt. 
The sword would ever hang, above his head wherever his 
banquet should be spread, whatever nobles and princes 
should be summoned to it. Let him dupe his early com· 
rades, or reign in his new sovereignties as be would, he 
could never dismiss this from him-this chance, that soon 
or late the vengeance for his desertion would search hirn 
out, and strike him in the hour of his surest security, of his 
nroudest triumph. '- , -. --

, Y~t the step was taken; tIlere was no receding now, and 
he knew that he had in him to rule empires if once he could 
grasp but the hem of power. He ground his teeth where 
he gazed down on the mosaic on which his arms rested, 
with thesharply.defined delicacy of his felltllr~s death
white in the golden sun~glow that' fell through the broad 
leaves of vines. ' , 

.. I was ",rong to say tllere is 'no devlI,' he thought; 
• there. is one that cripples the strongest and tempts the 
wisest, and sets the fool above the sage, and' kicks genius 
into a hoyeI to die, and gives diadems to idiots, and makes 
great liv'esplod wearily for daily bread round the ass's mill, 
and in the ass's' shafts; there is a devil that runs riot in tIle 
,¥,orld, liingi~g ~Il, the prizes to the dullards who let them 
rust, and tossingilll the blanks to the men who only want 
1\ chance to prove their mettle; there is adevi! that leaves' 
thrones to brainless dullards; and scratches out the winning 
blood f,'oni every race becanse it has no pedigree, that fills 
swine's troughs with pearls, and seals lips that drop elo. 
quence; .there is a devil that flings the wheat to the flames, 
aud calls the chaft' blessed bread, that lames the boldest ere 
they can start, and curses the new-born child in his cradle j 
there is a' devil'-tlle devil of Caste I' . 
. ' When the failings of Democracy are llOoted against her, 
me fair thing in her should be remembered-that in ller 
.ioovereignties this one deadly bitterness, this passionate, poig
Dant regret for all he mig7tt have been, had not Position 
warped, and cramped, and proscribed, and starved him, can 
come unto no man. 

And there is no evil worse than this; for by it the man 
lasts back on accident (and often with a terrible justice) all 
the errors, the failures, the sins, lmc1 the disgraces of his life. 
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IJ never had a fl&ir field '"-it may be sometimes a coward'. 
apology; but it is many 110 time the epitome of a great; 
cramped, tortured, wasted life, which strove like a caged 
cagle to get free, and never could beat down the bars of the 
den that circumstances and prejudice had forged. The world 
BeeB the few who do reach freeElom, and, watching 'their bold 
upward flight says rashly, • Will can work all things.' But. 
they who perish by the thousand, the fettered eagles who 
never Bee the BUD; who pant in darkness, and wear their 
brenBts bue beating on the iron that will. never yield ; who 
know their strength, yet cannot break their prison'; who feel 
their wingB, yet never can Boar up to meet the sweet wild 
western winds of liberty; who lie at last beaten, and hope
les8, and blind, with only strength enough to long for death 
to come and quencll all sense and thought in its annihilation, 
-who" thinks of them-who counts them P 

Where be sat with his teeth clenched, and the nerve of 
I.is lips twitching, the finished tactician cursed his fate as 
lonl'sionately as ally Gilbert on his,death-bed, any Mirabeau 
In his dungeon. A consuming passion was upon him, and 
under it his philosophies mocked and his worldly wisdom 
forsook him. It had made him & traitor; it made him now 
weak as any woman. While he had lightly laughed with 
11 Bcolf of her Borcery over the Prelate, his heart had been 
sick with jealousy and dread. He had remembered too late 
what manner of man Giulio Villaflor was; what manner or 
ransolD the voluptuous Churchman was likely to exact from 
IItlch a captive as he possessed IIOW. He had thought too late 
that, in yielding her up to her foe, he was deli¥ering the 
womaD he lovcd to one who would feel tile spell of her beauty 
811 ntterly as he, and would be armed with the power to do 
with that heauty honoe,'er he would. So that he were re
vcnged on her, he had never heeded bow that vengeance 
might recoil. It 'smote him keenly now, as he nllised on the 
amorous, ruthless, unscrupulous priest to whom he had sur. 
f{·ndered her. 

I n the power of Giulio Villaflor' "He tU1"l1eJ hot and 
coid as the melDory passed over him. He had ddi"t'I'ed ber 
into bondage, that she might be shut away from all CVCB

that her smile might be seen of none-that what could not 
lie his should be no other's-tbat the empire of her sorcery 
ahould end for ever in a life of ignominy, of suffering, and of 
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1lI1avery. But DOW he shuddered where he sat immoTe&ble 
with tbe yellow light streaming down through the vine; he 
had given her over to one who Dever spared i to one who 
would look on her loveliness at once with the admiration of 
a voluptuary and the sway of a tyrant; to one who could 
offer her release from lifelong misery as the purchase-coin 
of her love, or could take it, if denied, with the mailed grasp 
of an irresistible and irresponsible dominion. 

It fascinated. him with its very horror, it enchained him 
with its very torture, this thought which he hlld flnng at the 
name of Idalia, to insult her and to taunt his companion, 
and which grew into a phantom that he could Dot exorcise. 
• vision that he could not drive away. Every second was 
horrible to him; he saw the sovereign grace, the proud glance 

. of the woman he had betmyed; he saw the full lustrous eyes 
of the IIrrogant priest as they would be bent upon her j aud 
he ground his teeth as under Bome bodily agony-he had 
dealt himself a sharper torment than any he had condemned 
her to endure. He had given her to bondage-yes, but he 
had given her also to Giulio Villaflor! 

There are women who rouse a passion far more intense 
than can be held in the word love. which makes the man 
who fel'ls it lose all semblance of himself...,.which sweeps 
away his memory, his honour, his reason, llis ambitions, his 
Vl'ry nature, and leaves him no sense of anything save itself. 
This was the passion which made her traitor now-cold, 
aud keen, aud Bubtle, and world-worn, lind scepticnl as he 
had been-choke down the great sobs in his throat, as he 
thought: 

• Only to know:j)er dead, so that no otller can ever look 
on her-Only to knl5w that! Dead, dead, dead-she would 
Sl'em mine then! Alld yet, I should rille her grave, like the 
madman in legends, for one sight of her fac,? for one touch 
"If her lips I' 

DB CAPrITB OF !rHE ClIliRCIt. 

IN the interior stood a small castellated building, flanked 
with towers of a singular solidity and strength, and case-
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lDenta ·built deep into the solid masonry, the nlU'row slits 
and dw-arfed arehes of the early centuries. The country 
round was dreary; marsh and osier bed, with the rushes 
turning from Ipring green to autumn hues as the season 
nried, and to the left interminable olive-fields, bounded in 
the distance with a sombre liue of cypress, had little benutv, 
even when the southern IUD set gave them its glow; and tl~e 
place where the building stood-a black and broken pile 01 
irregular rock, with a lake below, hemmed in by dark and 
Itunted tree_lent ouly a deeper gloom and loneliness to 
the landscape. In the middle ages, the tow-ers had been a 
robber·s stronghold, called the Vulture's Ages, and sorely 
feared by travellers; now it was Church property: a few 
Cistercians held it as their convent, and if it were ever used 
for other purposes, the slow sw-inging of the matin's bel!, 
which dully droned over the desolate lands around, stilled 
all rumour of the fact. 

A tempestuous sun was setting in the west; intense fire 
lighted for the moment alI the rugged and monotonous ex
paose, flamed in the salt and sluggish waters of the tarn, and 
reddened all the arid desert of the parching turf. Through 
• lancet w-indow it shone into a darkened barren room; the 
gr:ty stone floor uncovered, the pine-wood walls as bare, and 
the meagre furniture of a convent-cell, the only thillgs thai 
garnished it. To and fro in the narrow limits paced, as a 
lioness may race her den, Idalia. She was a prisoner of a 
King and 0 a Church-two jailers thaI; never in any age 
bave loosed their prey. 

The honr had come thaI; she had long foreseen must 
looner or later be her fate. She was in the hands of foes 
whom but a tithe of alI that she had done would have sufficed 
to hound to their worst fury. Fear was not in her now; the 
blood of Artemeaia and of Manuel was in her veins, and the 
fire of the Sea Queen and of the Imperial Soldier flamed too 
hotly and too proudly there to leI; dread enter. But a 
terrible chafing sense of ntter impotence-a longing to dare, 
to defy, to vanquish, while she W88 here a captive---. fearful 
know-ledge, a passionate regret for alI that she had lost, for 
all she might have been. made the slow moments' torturing 
passa.,ue unendurable-made her hands clench, her eyes flash, 
her 1!hole frame 'lpiYer ~d re1;lel in ~i~ht11onl5inl?' in fear
ful bltterne ... 
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She knew that sbe had in her what would have founa 
power to rule an empire; and she was here the prisoner 01 
a priesthood! 

But a more intense and a more poignant pang tban that 
of her own adversity, of her own peril, was in her for other 
lives lost through her-for the mauhood that had reeled 
and fallen at her feet, for the sightless eyes that had looked 
up to hers, for the dead, slaughtered through a too true 
adherence to her will, a too obedient rendering of her word. 
True, the liberty for which they had conspired was the just 
heritage of man, and the noblest canse for which humau 
life can e\"er be laid down l true it was for their country, 
and, that country's welfare and fceedom, that they had 
fallen j but this was no opia.te to still the remorse that 
pierced and pursued her. She knew that the caUBe had 
been far less to those who had died before her than the 
Bmile of her own eyes; she knew that with her beauty, and 
her power, and her sorcery, she had 'wooed them to passion 
only to drive them there, by their fealty to her, to perish 
like uetted stags. Sbe knew that it had been through the 

-~eguilement of her own unsparing temptation, her own 
ruthless witchery of fascination, tha.t those who had been 
murdered in the night just gone had entered on a career 
which, without her, they might never have embraced. 

The very masked banquet at which they had been trapped 
and slain had been given through her, given Jor her, and 
turned by her to that end for which the soldiers of the king 
had shot them down as rebels. She knew that but for her 
they would be living now in the fulness of their freedom 
and their manhood; and tbe remorse of an assassin seemed 
to weigh on her and haunt her, with the blood-red 'glow of 
that dying sun,in which the uplifted eyes of Viana, as they 
had sought hers through the mists of his last agony, seemed 
ever togaz~on her. 

She was proud, she was daring, she was unscrupulous,' 
sbe was self-controlled to a marvel, she was, as men counted, 
cruelly heartless; but in that nlOment Idalill could have 
doomed herself to the curse of au eternal trayail of expiation 
-in that moment she could have rent out her living heart 
\Vhere it beat, and have flung it to the kites that hovered in 
the dusky glow of twilight as the vilest, darkest, most 
accursed thing that ever ballot with life. She had the cold. 
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neS8 of the world, lind the pitileas serenity of one long used 
to atudy strong emotions ouly BS tools to power; but 
beneath her acquired calm and cynic indifference the 
fervency of Bouthern nntions still slept in her, and she 
loathed herself with the fierce unsparing hatred with which 
men hate their direst foe. 

She did herself injustice in much, lind loaded herself witli 
heavier reproach than that which had a right to rest on her; 
but it is ever thuB with natures strong, bold, imperial, and 
used to command, when from the exercise of unmerciful 
dominion they change to the lash of self-rebuke and self
detestation; as kings in monastic days laid down the 
.ccptre and took up the scourgo. 

Of her own fate she scarce took a thought; she knew 
well enough that little mercy would mingle with it; but 
all hor henrt, all her mind, all her longing were with those 
dead lDen who had perished for her. those noble and daunt. 
less lives which had been struck down around her as though 
they had been murrained sheep. In her youth, in her 
beauty, in her wealth, in her supremncy she was flung into 
captivity, and knew thnt endless imprisonment, if not the 
Rhame and labour of some still more humiliating torture, 
would be her doom, but no throb of pity was in her for 
herself; the only thought upon her was the thought of 
those whom she told herself that she had murdered. 

The bolts of the cell were undrawn with a slow grating 
Bound; ahe tUl'ned and faced the door; it opened. and 
Giulio Villnflor entered the chamber. The ruddy flame-like 
light just fading in the west was shed full UpOIl her; the 
mask dress she had worn had not been changed, and the 
dinmonds 011 it flashed amid its scarlet, its black, and its 
gold; in her weary musings she had thrust back from her 
temples tIle masses of' her diamond-crowned hair; ane) 
though her face was very colourless, and her eyes heavily 
ciroled, she had never looked mOl'e magnificent than she 
looked now, as she turned with an empress's challenge. 

Yillnl1or, cntering with the soft and courtlr step of hi, 
habitual grace, started and paused, with a Romau oath 
Illurmured iuvoluntarily in his surprise and his admiration. 
He had seen her in Paris, in Spain, in Vienna, but in that 
instant her lovelinesl literally struck him blind j he came 
to arraign a captive, and a queen faoed him in haughty and 
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silent disdain. Fluent, facile, a statesman and a church. 
man, a libertine and a courtier, he had for the moment no 
\'fords; he was held in check by his own rebel prisoner. 

She looked at him, an~ a slight smile of contempt passed 
over her face. 

< Ah, I thought so I' she said calmly. • So !lour Iambs 
were the wolves, holy father?' 

Tho Prince.Bishop changed colour ever so faintly; the 
sarcasm of the accent, rather than of the words, pierced his 
armour of omnipotence and self-love; he understood why 
men had dreaded the lasll and the steel less than they had 
dreaded the lightest touch of this woman's scorn. But he 
was a powerful and accomplished personage, to whom defeat 
or ·opposition were heresies unknown; he recovered his 
momentary discomfiture, and came nearer to her, the warm 
afterglow on his stately nature and his handsome majestic 
Corm, while his lustrous eyes smiled geutly. 

'My daughter. it has grieved us sorely that you should 
have been so long in rebellion against the Anointed of God; 
and believe me the harshness of coercion· has only been 
resorted to in the last extremity, and with the deepest 
reluctance and regret.' 

Idalia where she stood turned her hend, and let her eyes 
rest full on his, with a meaning more than any words could 
ever have expressed. 

'Monsignore, it will be as well for us to lay aside these' 
euphuisms. Neither of us believes tllem, and they weary 
both. Let us suppose them already uttered, and speak 
more truly-if a priest can speak so. I am your captive; 
it has long been one of the supreme ambitions of your life, 
and one of the most relentless efforts of your Church. I 
have baflled you long; you have trapped me at last. There 
is no more to be said.' . 

Monslgnore, the silken and astute diplomatist who wove 
the finest meshes. of Court and Vatican intrigue, and was 
to be embarrassed by no living antagonist's skill, felt the 
blood bum under his olive skin, and felt the weakness of a 
bitter anger rise in him beneath the brief, tranquil, ironic 
words of his captive. Monsignore was never angllred; the 
dulcet sweetness of his bland repose was never stirred by 
so provincial and unwis. e a p.asB. ion; and he knew he~owe. r 
by that fulse of wr~th ehe ooqid stir 4!.~. ¥ Il~ ho 
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reltrained it perfectly; he bowed with the grace fol' which 
lie was renowned at St. Cloud and Compiegne. 

• Pardon me,jigliuolfJ mi_' 
• Pardon me, Monlignore I I am not of yoUI' communion; 

raIl me limply Madame de V 85salis·.' 
The Prince-Bishop made a gentle deprecatory gesture 

with his white and elegant hands. 
• Even those who have strayed from us we still hope to 

reclaim j and I speak as beseems me in the name of the 
Church. You have though~ .. there is no more to be said," 
lince by force you have been brought within our authority. 
You err greatly; there are many things.' 

Her old superb; disdainful smile came on Idalia's face j 

the entrance of the churchman had roused in her a.ll her 
native pride, all her worldly brilliance, all her royal defiance; 
.he knew well enough with whom she had to de.."ll, and the 
assumption of authority awoke in hel' all her dignity and 
dauntlessness. 

• Man:y things P' she repeated tranquilly. C Possibly I You 
would WlBh to know from m&-your c~ptive-the secrets of 
my party, the names of my associates. the securities of my 
wealth, many other matters that you consider have become 
youra by rigbt throngh my conquest P' 

Giulio Villaflol' looked at her curiously, a little 
bewildered. 

• It is so, my daughter,' he said blandly. C We would 
rather. you will be lure. receive thes&-our rights, as you 
justly say-voluntarily from you than be compelled t? 
extract them by harshel' means.' 

She laughed a little; a soft. mocking, ironic laugh. 
• I imagined BO. Well-it is as I said; there is nothing 

to be discussed between us; for all the weight of your 
Church. all the Iteel of your Swiss, will not force one word 
(rom me.' 

Monsignore Ituted. and the purple blood flushed under 
the olive of his cheek and brow i his lips quivered. his teeth 
clenched on the full scarlet under lip. It WDS so utterly 
new to Giulio Villaflor to be mocked and bearded-and by 
• woman too! 

His dulcet c:ourtlinesl! gave way. bis mellow and honeyed 
8weetnesl curdled. the fire flashed into his eyes that had 
u~cl to bum Ut the darkling glance of the men of ~ gred 
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nierarchy when Savonarola braved them or Kings defied 
their legate. 

'" Will not" is never said to Rome!' he answered, 
with the haughty grandeur of the mighty days of the 
Papacy. . 

She faced him with a lovereignly not lesa disdainful and 
lupreme • 

• Indeed! I think many who have said it have been Slllin 
by Romo, silent unto deatb " 

His face darkened more and more; 'contumacy' was tbe 
deadliest sin in his eyes; he would have stricken it out 
with the iron heel of Torquemada or Ximenes. 

I Some crave death, and are forbidden it; they must lir. 
to do our bidding.' 

The words were uttered low, aud the· menace, though 
vague, was pregnant. For the moment there was intense 
silence, but ner eyes never shrank, only in them deeper and 
deeper gathered the mute and fiery ·scom. 

I Yon threaten me P' sh~ said with cool contemptuous 
carelessness, re~kless how she provoked, so that she stabbed 
him. ' It is scarcely worth while to so st.ain your manhood 
and yonr calling, Monsignore. I am in your power. Then 
is littJe dignity in menace to a prisoner.' 

The kingly potent-l!.te, the silken churchman, the absolute 
tyrant, the tortuous courtier, shook in all his limbs with 
rage. She took his 11"enpOns from him, she rent his PIl!!OPly, 
she silenced his eloquence, she pierced his nets, and au 
insidious passion crept in on him. She looked so beautiful 
there, in the fading russet light, with her Greek grace and 
her ironic pride. and her fettered, untamed. deathless 
royalty! . 

• She is a Semiramis! She is a sorceress!' he muttered 
in his threat, as he turned and paced the cell a moment, to 
still the feverish, angered, impatient bitterness rising in him 
and unnerving him. He felt to ber as in the days of tbp 
Middle Age Dlen felt to those women whom they sent to 
~he staKe for the dangerous sorcery, the white magic, d 
their too great charms. 

She waited there, serene, unmoved, her eyes looking OU. 
\Yard at the desolate and barren marshes, her hair slightl,. 
pushed back from her brows, the richness and the glitter <4 
her mosk-dress the sole poiut of colour in the gray gloom 
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.1 the cell. She looked like a picture burnt in on the 
hrkneaa of the naked prison wall. 

His glance, licentious and ruthless under tbe velvet 
gentleness of his long-studied regard, devoured ber love
liness with thirsty, astonished admiration. He had said of 
her tbat she had tbe daring of the C~sarll, but he thought 
now that ahe had Lhe intoxication of a Cleopatra. He had 
heard of her power, he had heard of her witchery, he had 
heard of the insanity of men who loved her and thought a 
world well lost for her; he felt and understood the mean
ing of those stories now. And a proud, eager, cruel light 
dawned on his fa-;:e. I Altro!' he murmured to hiD1se~ 
with the mocking smile of his full lips. What mattered it
her dt-fiance, her beauty? Sbe was his capti ve! N ominall y 
the king'l captive. virtually his. What mattereJ 
resistance P 

He paused before her, subduing the glow of his tboughts 
beneath the faU of his silken lashes, long and soft as the 
Llshe. of women; and his voice had its sweetest melody. 

I Madame de Vassal is, hear me. You have said justly 
you are a pris(luer; in the power of a sovoreign you have 
conspired against, of a government you ha\'e sought to 
undermine. To underrate your power for rebellion and for 
evil would be absurd; it has been vast, and wrought by 
the surest spclls that subjugate tbe heart and tbe soul of 
man-' 

Her delicate, mercile98 lmile arrested the words OD hi. 
lips. 

, mat do YOII know of those spells. boly father P' 
Though her lire W88 in tbis man's power, to use as he 

would, she could not restrain the irony that gave her, the 
captive, 10 keen a weapon against her tyrant. A smile for 
wbich she could have killed him gleamed under his drooped 
lidl. 

I Had I never known thew until now, thil moment had 
sufficed to teach them!' 

A. haughty impatience swep!; over Idalia's face. 
o Sir I I have had mYlurfeit of such compliments. Froln 

• priest I may lurely look for immunity from their wean. 
neaL' 

The tiger-glitter glistened more darkly in his lOft; brown 
Yelled e)'et. How could be deal with thie woman P Menace 
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had no terror for her, homage no charm! Unconscious1, 
his voice hardened and grew more imperious j she was the 
first who had ever braved or bafHed him • 

. 'Madame,' he pursued, disregarding her words, 'you 
\now tbat you are liable to the full rigour of the law p' 

'I know that I am in the power of tbose who never failed 
to. use that rigour with or without right I' 

'Tbe Church cannot err,' he said, with the certain fiery 
majesty which, tyrannous and blind in its own belief of· 
infallibility as it was, was yet tbe truest and greatest thin;; 
in him. 'You fall within the pale of its most severe JUIl
tice j yet the Church, as you know well, will not deal with 
you j your sins will be left to the Secular Arm. Your 
wealth will be confiscated, your power crushed., your life 
passed in a felon's cell. You must know this.' 

I My wealth cannot be confiscated,' sbe answered negli
gently, , for there is none of it lodged in Italy; you could 
scarcely imagine me so incautious t That you will give me 
no liberty while I have life I perfectly understand, and that 
King Francis. and tbe Pontifical States alike trea.t the .love 
of freedom and of justice as a convict's crime, all Europe is 
well aware. If you allude to my riches, imagining that I 
will purchase my safety, you err; I will not swcll a tyrant's 
trcasuries to gain a personal indulgence.' 

Rage, hot and lowerin~. fhsbed Giulio Villuflor's brow as 
he heard; yet something or that unwilling homage which 
had been wrung from him when he had said, • She bas the 
daring of the Cmsars!' was wrested from him now in all 
admiration tbat was half amaze, half intolerance; wholly 
sudden and very ferocious passion was controlled beneath 
the suave mellow hypocrIsies which by long usage had 
become to him as second nature. 

e Madame,' he said, with a wave of his long delicate hand, 
'there are enormities and conspiracies of such magnitude 
that the wealth of the world could not purchase condona
tion or escape for them. Those of the Countess Idalia must 
be expiated; they cannot buy absolution eitber from the 
Church she has blasphemed or the throne she bas shaken. 
Captivity awaits you-captivity till death. Has it no 
terrors for you-for !IOU, in your beauty, your youth, yQIU 
lIlagnificence, your reign of Jove and of vleas\lre P' 

She looked him full in the eyes. 
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• Monsignore, you use strange language for a priest. 
Whatever my fate be, I merit it; not for the things which 
JOu quote a"'a.inst me as crime, but for luring to their graves 
the Jives yo~ and your murderers slew last night.' 

The ne"es of Iiis cheeks quivered with agitated wrath; 
not for bis bishopric would he have had it known that he 
had looked on at the slaughter, and given the death-word 
at the Villa Antina. She laughed, in the aching bitterness 
of her heart, and in her dauntless scorn for the foes who 
had netted her iu like a wired bird. 

, Ah, that wa.s a noble exploit, beau ai,./J; a gentle and 
holy duty of an anointed of Christ! The cross has led the 
nn of tbe Blaughterers of life and of liberty mllny a time; 
you but followed the mission of priests in all ages-to BOW 
broadcast war and desolation, and to pile dead bodies by 
firo or by steel for the glory of God in the mission of peace I 
Go and kneel with Viana's blood on your head I-go and 
fill the throne of St. Peter with the murder of patriots 
heavy on ;your Boul! Go-you have done no more than 
the mpn ot your office have ever done Bince Hypatia. was 
.lain by Cecil, and the early Christians tore and fought for 
rivalry in Alexandria, and Rome, and Byzantium I' 

The light of the Bun had died out, there was onll the. 
lilvery gleam of a lamp Giulio Villaflor had brought In in 
his hand, and set down OD the narrow Btone table; in the 
mingled radiance ond .hadow she stood before the omnipo
tent churchman, in whose hands her destiny was· held, as 
though she were a feudal monarch who lashed a disobedient 
vassal with her displeasure and disdain. He stood, doubt
ing his own senses; he the Buperb priest, he who aspired to 
the triple tiara, he the friend of emperors and the. ruler of 
palace consciences, to be arraigned by 0 revolutionist, by au 
adventuress, whom his will could consign to the Vicari&, to 
linger there for life I He was convulsed BCarce less with 
amaze than with wrath; and yet through all something of 
homage was wrung to the majestic courage which thus 
ielied him. 

• Per fede I' cried. the prelate, the fury and the amaze
Ilent in bim breaking through the ever-impenetrable mask-
109 of hiS dulcet graciousness. 'Per fede! roc;. are bold 
Indeed I' 

• I leave cowlU'chce to ecclesiastics, who net brave m. 
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like foxes, and who menace a captive when sbe ean no 
'longer revenge. II 

A l1ush of shame lind irritation came on his cheek; h. 
was intolerant, cruel, cunning, an intriguer, a liar, a maq 
of unscrupulous ambition, of int.ense and overweening prida 
and vanity; but he was withal a gentll'man, and he felt the 
sting of the rebuke. 

• I came-not to menace, but to persuade.' he said, re
straiuing the ardour she had roused iu him, and bendin ... on 
ber the full lustre of his soft eyes. • My daughter, "you 
cannot suppose but that it is with the utmost repugnancc, 
and only at the last extremity, that force will. be resorted 
to by those you have 80 justly aroused against you. Your 
years, your sex, your brilliance, all render the task or chas
tisement, the exercise of severity toward you, a most pain
ful duty.' 

She smiled. 
• Neither royalty nor priesthood is likely to liIufi'er much 

from compunction; and as for tIle things JOU name, I take 
no refuge in the shield of my sex's weakuess. I believe 
few men have merited your hatred and your rigour, or the 
vengeance of any tyranny, more than I Imve done.' 

Again she broke his patience, again she rent aside the 
courteous, polished suavity which never until now had 
railed him. 

• You ~eak -idly,' be said, with. jarring anger and inso
lencc in IllS voice. e You toy with words you know not the 
nl(,:lllill!l' of; YOI1 little dre.1m what our" rigour," what OlU 

.. veng~ .. ;nce" can be to those who brave us !' 
Her eyes rested calmly and contemptuously on bis. 
e Do . I not? When -my best-beloved frieud, Virginia 

von Evon, was scourged in the streets of Pesth because ahe 
would not yield up an Hungarian" rebel" who had trusted 
bis rue to her keeping; "'hen Pauline LasIa perished under 
the ice and tbeiroDs of Siberia because she had carried 
despatches· for· a Polish liberator; when the Counte:i!s 
Rossellio, at eighty years of age, was thrown into a dun
~eon by your ol'tier because she had lost her two noble sons 
tl the cause of her Italy; when the wife of Manuel CaIIBrO 
h8 shot down before his eyes by the soldiers of the Pope 
ilr no ain save that of loving liberty and him too -well i 
Irhen I bave seen those and a BCOre more martyrs like them. 
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do YOll think I know nothing of how your hierarchy and 
your monarchy can revenge themselves on women P It is 
you, Monsignore, who speak idly; I am well aware that 
lOll will eS53Y captivi~ first, and if that do not break IDS 
mto betraying my friends to YOll and assigning you my 
wealth, why, then, that vou will try-torture! It mny bo 
All well to spare you the probation, and to let you know 
that, though you have fettered me, you have not yet '·:1n
quished me, and never will. Others have died silent, lIud 
ao can I.' 

The worda were spoken tranquilly, with no ll:u!te, with 
no excitement in them; only beneath their repose of utter
ance was that fine, keen inft.iction of scorn, that proud, un
yicl,ling patience of resolve, which goaded and incensed 
him as no torrent of reproaches or of lament.'l.tions could 
hl-e done. And yet, e,'en in his wrath, even in his amaze, 
e,·en in his outraged majesty as priest and autocrat, he 
could not but yield her admiration- admiration that stung 
aud fanned the passion in him to fire. He stood before 
her, as a Papal Legate mIgbt have stootl. before an Empress 
,,-bo defied bis mission and the might of Rome, rather than 
as before .. helpless Dnd rebel captive. 

• True!' he said, with that grandeur of dominance which 
made the iron priests of .. dead age the scourge and terror 
of empires. • True! the Church must cut oil' and root up, 
e,-en with Ilteel Dnd ft.lI.me, the unworthy and the accursed 
who deny ber supremacy. Pity can have no place where 
lew holiness is menaced, where her kingdom is denied, 
where her reign is outraged. True I-even your sex can
not spare you from the chastening that she must, in the 
fulness DC lier divine love, bestow on you for the purifiea
lion of your heresies and your rebellion-' 

She stayed him with a gesture. 
'Nay, Monsigore I we are DOt in the Cinque Cento, and 

you canuot burn me, though you can slay me more slowly 
and more cruelly, perhaps. .\ truce to this melodrame I 
Weare both of the world; let us speak without tragedy. 

YOll8&Y the Secular Arm will deal with me for my" crimeS;" 
11 by then are you here P' 

The direct question staggered him Rlightly; but Giulio 
VilIaRor wu Tery rarely at fault; he bowed with grace. 

, Because I 1fould fain save you, were it possible, froUl 
.he fruita of TOur own misguided recklessne;:;s.' 
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, I thought so,' she said calmly, while his eyes fel1 beneath 
her smile. 'I have said, I betray no one; and I give no 
bribes.' 

I In gold-no. And I seek none.' 
He leaned nearer to her, and his voice sank very low; 

tIle :flush burnt darker in his olive cheek, and his eyes gazed 
on her beauty with a boldness that gleamed out under their 
veiled and velvet softness with a tiger-like ferocity, that 
those knew well as their death-doom who dared cross the 
will of Monsignore. 

I In gold-no!' she echoed.. • You seek my political 
'secrets. Well, you will never have them.' 

, What!' His voice was very low still, and vibrated 
with the intensity of restained passion through the silence 
of the celL 'You will renounce your pomp, your wealth, 
your pleasures, your ambitions, your freedom, for the toil 
of a convict, the chains of a felon, the solitude of a dun
geon, the slOW, festering~ hopeless, endless existence of a 
prisoner whom no power can release save the warrant of 
death!' 

Her face was still, Bet colourless as mnrble, and. .a 
firm. 

'Yes, if liberty be only to be bought by the shame of 
treachery.' , 

He looked at her; forced out of himself, as it were, by 
the tribute sIle wrung from him. 

'Mother of God I What a man yoU: would have been!
you would have ruled the world! ' 

, She smiled with a disaainful weariness. 
'Who knows P I might have been a court ecclesiastic, 

anu sold my soul for power to a sacerdotal lie I' 
The satire pierced bim to the quick, and all the darker 

and more cruel impulses returned on him. He stooped 
nud laid his hand, with the amethyst ring that glittered 
like Ii. basilisk'B,eyes, down upon hers; his voice stole very 
.ow on her ear. 

, Idalia! women of your he!luty can bribe more potently 
tllan by gold or state-lore. You shall buy your freedom if 
fOU will-from me.' 

She understood him; the blood Hashed back into the 
tolourless weariness of her face; she flung his touch 
.1r as though it had pollution i she faced him there in the 
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dimness of the lamp-light with a look in her eyes before 
which he, all fearless, steeled, and omnipotent though he 
was, cowed like a lashed hound. Even Giulio Villaflor 
lacked the boldness which should dare twice tempt her 
with that alternative to purchase back her liberty. 

• Monsignore,' Ihe said briefly, and each word cut like 
ice, • if I refUl!e to be a. traitress, I shall Bearce consent tr. 
be your mi~tress. It ;were a poor choice of dishonour 1 '. 

He could have killed her in her haughty beauty, in her 
unsparing answer that laid bare the shame and evil of his 
own heart, that spoke out so mercilessly the meaning of 
his veiled words, of his hinted tempting! She had dared 
him, sbe had refuscd him, she had unmasked him-well, 
ahe should know of what fashion was the vengeance of Ro
man blood, of ecclesiastical dominion! He bent to her, 
his lips close to her bair, his eyes looking into hers, his 
brown smooth cheek darkly stained with the purple flush 
of passions which nothing but that calm scorn of her fixed 
gaze, which never left him, which never drooped beneath 
the fierce menace of his own, hehl in any check. 

I Madame de Va~salis, you might have given your beauty 
for your freedom aud your wealth; you have refused. .So 
be it! It is in my power without terms or concession. 
You might have reigned n1y mistress. You shall be now, 
instead, my toy for an hour, and languish, later, till the 
grave, in the Kmg's prisons or the gailey'S shame. You 
were unwise, my brilliant revolutionist, to make a foe of 
mei you are mine, body and soul, iu life and in death
mine to take when I will, to give where I choose I' 

And, with these worc1i, he flung his violet robe closer 
about him, and, without a. glance at her where she stood, 
swept across the stone Hoor or the convent cell aLld left her 
presence; his keen ear- had heard the footfall of a monk 
without. 

• I come, my son-I come!' he said gently, in his SWeEot 
lingering voice. • The captive is contumacious still, but 
with discipline and persuasion, she may still be reclaimed 
to t.he august faith. Draw the bolts well-so I 80 I-and 
deal gently with her; she will see her error.' 

4lone where the Bilver lamp shed its lambent flickering 
light, Idalia. thrust her hand within the folds of the rich 
.carlet and weighty broideriCi and .weeping lace of the 

% 
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masquerade dress she still wore," and drew half out from its 
resting-place in her bosom. a delicate gold-sheathed Vene
tian stiletto, a jewel-studded toy slung by a chain round 
her throat. She looked. at the slender, glittering, lithe 
blade, aud smiled as she put it back. 

e His !-while that steel will release me the moment his 
lips dare touch mine: 

For she had in,her the temper of LucretIa! 

. CHAPTER XXIIL 

'RIEN QUE TOI.' 

IN the warm . light of the summer morning the yacht 
steamed her way once more into the harbour of Capri. 
The Venetians were snfe, and Erceldoune returned-to 
suffer, as he knew, and lIuffer hopelessly, yet no more able 
to hold himself baek frOlll it than the mariners were able 
to turn tlleir'llrows from the magic music' of yonder'Siren 
Isles.. Groups of fisher-folk were talking toget4er gravely 
and with an Wlwonted sadness on then' ruddy sunburnt 
faces; aa ha waded througll tho knee-deep surf he noticed 
it-his thoughts leapt to ller in an iustant-he asked the 
sailor neareNt him what ailed them. The sailor was the 
man ",11080 bI'otller he had once rescued from the churning 
Beas below 1'ibcrio. . . . . 

e It is tho Coutessa Idalia, Signore.' 
'What of her?' 
'They have arrested her! ' 
, Arrestell her P , . 

'He stagg-cl'oJ against the broWn timbers of a boa,t rest. 
ing on the s:wds, and clenched them hrd to keep himself 
from'reeling like n. drunken man. For the moment old 
usage ill nlany COlulb:ies gave the. word no meaning on his 
ear save ill its c'rimiual sense. . 

! So' they say, Signore,' .answered the, sailor, while his 
strong tecth set l1lnl1tiff-like. 'If I had been there, they 
sllOuld not IIlwe .touched the hem of her .skirts! It was 
done at theVilla,Alltina, in the interior i the soldiers shot 
many. I've been told.' , 
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'Many! Whor' . 
'Conspirators, Signore-so they say,' replied the Capri

ote, who scarcely knew the meaning of the phrase, and 
thought the world governed to perfection if it proved a 
good fishing season, and many visitors came to the coast. 
, Some tell that his highness of Viana. was killed. I don't 
Imow about that; but Miladi Idalia is a prisoner of the 
King's.' 

• With an oath, mighty as ever rang over the marches 
from the fierce lips of Bothwell, Erceldounestrode from 
him wellnigh ere the words were ended, and plunged down 
into the thicket of vegetation that led.. to the beetling cliff 

. C?n wbich her villa stood. The sun was scorcbing, the 
ascent on the slope that faced the sea perilous to life and 
limb; there was no more than a perpendicular granite slab 
towering many feet above the water, covered with foliage 
and rock-flowers. But he was a trained mountaineer j he 
knew the ice-slope of the Alps as well as he knew the 
Border.land; he was up it with the swiftness of thought, 
8Wingiqg himself in mid-air from the tough coils of the 
tangled creepers till he reached the summit, and forced 
his way, without pause or ceremonial, into the court of the 
forsaken dwelling. 

, Noone passes! ' . 
A soldier on guard stood within the arched entrance. 

Then he knew that it was true, and that she. was lost to 
him, lost to the fangs of the Church, to the dungeons of the 
:Bourbons. 

'By whose order' are you here i' ' 
The words were hoarse and faint; he felt his lips parched 

with a dry white heat. 
'Thll order of the King.' ._ 
'The King's? Stand off! ' cried Erceldoune,M .though 

the very name of her tyrant maddened him. ' 'Vhat right 
have you, for all the despots who curse Europe, to invade 
her privacy, to violate her home i' ' 

The sentinel said nothing, but lowered his bayonet till 
the blade was levelled against the intruder's breast. At 
tbllt instant the deep howl of the hound moaned down the 
silence. Erceldoune shook with rage as he heard it. Was 
not her dumb beast even spared! He wrenched the wea
Fan by the gunbarrel from the soldier's hand, flung .himself 
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on the sright frail form of the Neapolitan, and, tossing him 
aside lightly as a broken bough, dashed across the court to 
where the dog was chained. It was the work of a second 
to unloose and free him. Ere even that was wholly done, 
however, the three soldiers left on guard Qf the villa which 
had been rifled by governmental ord.er of all papers, plate, 
jewels, and articles of value, roused by their comrade's cry, 
poured into the square court, and levelled their bayonets 
at him. 

• Stir, and you are a dead man" said the oorporal in 
command. 

A laugh was the only answer Erceldoune gave. His 
blood was up, and in his misery and his fiery rage he 
cared nothing, and almost knew nothing, of whiLt he did 
or said. 

, At them, Sulla' 'he cried in Servian lifting his hand. 
With a bound the giant hound sprang on the soldier of 

Francis, and hurled him down as- if he had been a dead 
boar. Erceldoune with the single blow of his left hand 
levelled another to the ground; and before the last sentinel 
could take aim or l'aise his fallen fellows, he sprang through 
the gateway, and, with the dog at his side, dashed headlong_ 
through the gardens and down the mountain road, without 
pause, without heed, well-nigh without sense. 

The glow and colour of the world of summer blossom, 
the fragrant stillness of the morning, the swinging of 
matin-bells from a chapel far above, the golden fruit that 
he tossed aside or trampled out as he rushed down the 
steep incline, all seemed dizzy, unreal, intangible: only 
.:Ine remembrance stood out clear before him-she needed 
him. He felt giddy and blind; a sickening oppression was 
on him; the intense odours of the myrtle and orange
flowers were intolerable to him; he felt maddened and 
senseless with pain; but he was not a man to yield to 
misery or drcad while action was possible, while daring and. 
"kill could a.vail aught. Fire burned in his eyes, his lips 
shook, his teeth clenched like a vice; he grasped the wolf
hound's mighty mane in a gesture that Sulla understood 
as though volumes had been said in it. 

'We will save her, or kill tkem.' 
Thl' dog seemed instinctively to know that in hit! 

liberp.tor was the avenB:er of hi~ tp.istress. ~e accepte4 



~ RIEN QUB TOI.' Jog 

"the load, and {ollowed pa.sslvely~ Repeated peru ano. 
dangerous emergencies, often met and vanc;tuished by 
hiDlllelf alone, had given Erceldoune the energetic vigilance. 
the knowledge, and the patience of a soldier; his own 
nature-rash, impulsive, and hotly impetuous, the habit of 
long and arduous service-had. taught him the value of 
eoolness and of self-restraint. His passions and his fiery 
chivalry of temper eould ha.ve led him now to any madness, 
could have led him to .seek out Francis in his own pala.ce. 
and Btrike him down before aU his nobles and aU his guards, 
as her tyra.nt and her abductor. He had the blood in him 
of Border chief~ who bad. fought for Mary Stuart, and 
Scottish soldiers who had. served with Gordon's archers, of 
ha.ughty Castilians, who had died for a point of honour, and 
ateel-crad. SIlaniards who had conquered with the Great 
Captain; and a vein of the old dauntless, reckless, fearless, 
roml.ntic knight-errantry- of a dead. day was in him, little 
a8 he had. known it. HlS rival had not erred when he said 
that the' Border Ea~le' should ha.ve lived in the Crusades. 
But not the less did he know now that discretion and self
control were needed to serve her j not the less did he .bend 
to their curb the violent longings of his own wretchedness. 

He paused a moment where a deep leafy nest of rock 
and foliage screened him from aU sight, and tried to still 
the throbbing misery of his thoughts; and search out the 
nearest clue to find her. She was in the power of her 
foes; royal soldier. held her villa; that she was deeply 
compromised in political matters was evident; where she 
might now be taken the jailers who held her al"ne knew. 
He shuddered as he remembered aU the histories he had 
heard of the vengeance of the monarchists on those wllo 
ha.d defied them. Her dog waa with him; the uClltineIs 
would tell the story of his onslaucYht on them; ifnoticed, 
he would be luspeeted and watched; possibly even arrested. 
To go to Naples was to risk arousing suspicious that might 
rendl'r every effort to save her useless. He must bo un
known, untracked, or he could do nothiuO'; ret he must 
kerp the hound wiLh him, for nil aid could he ISO sure to 
t~a.ck her as Sulla's scc~t an~ unerring instinrta of fidelity. 
'tIlS dog stood no"," beside him, the fiue nostrils quivering, 
the ears pointed, every nerve on the stretch, and every 
,.0'111 .nd tJ.. .. n a piteolU anguish in the broWll .~~S+ro~' 
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eyes as they were turned on him with a low heartbroken 
moan. 

He stood and thought Borne moments; then 1'IIpidly, and 
keeping ever under the deep shelter of the leaves, he mads 
his way by winding paths to the hut of the sailor whose Ii rtf 
he had saved long before on San Con stanza's day. It 
atood near the beach, hid under a great ledge of rock, like 
a sea.guU's nest.' As it chanced; the fisherman sat without 
in the Bun, singing and meDding his nets: he was only just 
-back from a long sail to Calabria. Erceldoune went up to 
him, and held out his hand. '. 

• Nicolo, do iOU remember the night under Tiberio P , 
The nets felon the sand in a heap, all sea-stained and 

clogged with weed. The marinaro, wjth tears of delight in 
his bright black eyes, and a thousand cries to the Madonna 
dell' Mare, tbanked him and blessed him and worshipped 
him, and would have .knelt down at his feet had he been 
allowed. Lire surely was' no great matter there in the 
Piccolo Marina, getting scant bread from the de'pths of the 
waters, spreading the nets 00 the low flat shingle-hut roor 
to dry, and going put in peril of storms for sake of a piece 
of dry fish for hungry mouths to eat; yet it must have had 
its pleasures too, for the fisher Nitol;) was grateful for 
saving of it as though he bad been crOWDed with gold. 

C You ""ill do a thing for me, Colo P' asked Erceldoune, 
as he arrested the torrent of gratitude. 

• I will risk body and soul for you. Signore P , 
C I believe you would. I only want Y01,1 to sell me a 

fishing-suit such as you wear, and some of your fishing-nets 
lind lines.' 

'c I will .elZ you nothing, 'lustrissimo,' said the sailor 
doggedly, and with a certa.in wounded pride. C I will give 
you everything my poor hut holds.' 

C And I will take it as willingly. Forgive me for using 
the word of barter.' 

The Capriote's eyes bramed with delight at the CJ)DcessiuD 
and the comprehension. 

C Come v.ithin, eccellcnza. .. · 
Erceldoune bent his lofty hl'nd and entered the low, 

square, sea-scented hut, with the half-nnlted children, 
handsome as young seraphs, running wild, and the yellow 
{:onrds, and dried herb~, aud onion· ropes ha.nging from t.be 
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," .. iI.,N. A. it chanrc,l, the-re WlS • luit, unworn exCf'pt OD 
taint.' cLaY" &nd of full liu, for the mll.rinaro ns of high 
,tature and powf'rfully built. In a few moments his own 
white yaclating dl't'lll wu ('banged for it; he let the acarlet
taaaellcd t'!lP on bit he-ad, wore nothing o,-er the loos, 
ItripeJ shirt that len his arms 10 freo. and flun~ lIome netl 
Ofer hi, abouMel'S. 'Vith the bronle hue of his skin and 
the '1ft't'ping dllrkn881 of hi, beard, no ('asual g13l1C'e would 
hafe dctN"tro him to be other thaD a CapriOle. 

• Shall I pall aa a marinaro P , he asked the sailor. 
Nicolo ,miled.. 
• You look more lib. king in disguise.' 
'I am eorry for it. Now, w:lile I wait heN', ,,"ill you pull 

out to tbe yacbt, gi1'e the ('aptain this ring from me as (,I"e

dcnti::l5, aud bid him eend me, b1You, all th" gold an,l cir
cular notH I ba1'e on board, m1 plstol..('llS('!, powder-flASk, 
eartriJt!'o-t"3.ge, and abot-bdt, aud • pocket-Oaslt of bra.ndy P 
Say nothing of my disguise, and be as quick as rou can. for 
Goo'IIII"e.' 

The Cnpriote obeyed. got bie little boat out I'Ilpidlv, and 
pushed oll' from the Ibore with hesrty good will. 'Ercel
doune eat at the hut-door with tbe hound c:roucht'd at his 
f.'('to. anJ his tYH fixed on the waate of uIN'S. .0\11 the 
glorice or the ba,. were .prcad before him; but it might 
hue bt-en • eand-dt'llCrt for lugllt that be knew or saw. 
The fiahing-akill' ftew light and Iwin as • bird over the au; 
but to him it seemed acarcely to nlove: eTe-r, moment W81 

a pang, every minute appeared eternity. 'While he waiiN 
here in the noontide glare, how might abe Dot be tortured ! 
wbile the hoUri r.e. on, bo. might not he-r foes be mnging 
her proud heart !Time 11'&1 passing III) fiUlt,-three dap. 
thr1 eaid, had gone by ainee tbe &r'l't'st at Antina i he-aven 
olnl,. knew how manyleaguH abe mi~llt la.'e been borne 
linee thf'n; to what remote, inaCC't'sllIble ~es or Alps 
or Ap<'nuinea, monastio prisou or mountain-sbut morass. 
Ihe nli~ht not hue bef'n taken l':'e no\\,! 1'1. .. fever of an 
intolenble &,,<'Ony po88E'$aed bin., While! he 1"'S in aeLioa 
he could bf'ar it ; it 1r&8 ItOUlt'1.oi'lg. at kut. tu bu in 8f'&rch 
lOr ber, to be in bel' et'm,,"e, to be ot. lte, tl'lld[; but to .it 
bere ,.hil. those ~te-rn.a: ltl.tU~1 tolled u,(o 1'6S$ing eeconJa 
away, &nd the fi.!ling-b.," 't'l'mf'd tu ~lio1e "na,I-like 01'eJ' 
the width or the It'al Tb.. Iwinging monotolle or th. 
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cbapel-bell, the measured dips of the oarl\ seemed to beat 
into his brain and drive him senseless. What was it to him 
that she had told him his passion was hopeless? If he 
could give her back her freedom and her happiness, be feUi 
that be could die in peace. 

Nicolo returned very rapidly, laggard as the time had ap
peared, bringing all for which he had been sent. The 
1I10ney was the whole, or very nearly, of his three months' 
pay just drawn-some two hundred pounds or less ot 
circular notes in a chamois-leather pouch. He left, unseen, 
several gold pieces of it in a wooden bowl, from whil"h the 
fisherman was used to drink his onion soup; then slipped 
the pistols in his sash and the pOllCh in his shirt, and turned 
again to Nicolo. 

'Now take me across, some way off Naples, if you can, 
and let me land ulmoticed in the nearest l'IJute for Antina.' 

The marinara, with all the alacrity of hiS craft, had ready 
his sniling-boat-a small lugger, awkward but sea-worthy
in very little time, and, with his eldest son at the helm, 
pushed off once more into deep water. Erceldoune sat 
silent and deep in thought, the hound at his feet, couched 
on the bottom-of the vessel, watching him ever with deep, 
keen, mournful eyes. The day was beautifully stili; the 
bay alive with innumerable craft, and gay with sails of 
tawny s_tripes and flags of all nations' hues. Naples lay -
white and matchless in her sunlit grace; he saw no more of 
the glory about him than though he were bliud. HII 
thought they sailed slowly as a death barge; in truth, the 
lugger danced over the light curled waves and through the 
snowy surf as brightly as a monacco on thl} wing. 

Nicolo knew every inch of the coast, and landed at length. 
in a sma11 lonely creek, hidden in profuse vegetation, where 
there·wasjust depth enough to steer the vessel in, and le5 
the beach be reached by wading. 

'Yonder lies Antina, Signore,' said the fisherman; • a 
league to the left by that road where the cypresses are. 
You see P' 

Erceldoune took the man's brown hand in his and wrung 
~t htlrd. 

• I see: I cannot thank you now, Nicolo. Later on, if 1 
llve-' 
. The Capriote.fixed hiillarse black eyes tend09rly and wist;. 
full,y on him. 
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Eccellenza, you go lnto Bome danger, Let me be with 
1°u.' 

Erceldoune abook bis head.. 
'Why not, Signore P' pleaded Nicolo entreatingly. 

• When I wall in peril, you came to me, down into the 
churning Beall, at risk of your own life. The bOVII can take 
the boat back. Let me come.' 

Erceldoune put him gently back. 
• Not now, Colo, though I could wish for no better com

rade. But what I do, 1 must do alone.' 
He broke from the man's entreat.ies and conjurations, and 

went up throu",h the tangled thickets of arbutus and 
through the fields of millet rapidly, and nerer looking back, 
every moment was 10 precious. The fi~herman stood 
watching llim sadly. 

• It is 811e,' he sRid. • It is so with tbem nIl. She is a 
l!orCereS8. I am glad I crossed myself whenever I met her, 
though old Bice calls her an angel, because she promised 
liunciulla. n dower. I am glad I crossed mysell:' 

A league brought him to Antina-a league that lay 
througb olive grounds, and green fields of ma.ize, and vine
yards, nnd sunburnt grass.land, which hi~ s1.tshjng stride. 
that was the walk of the mountaineer, covered rapidly. To 
anything like fatigue he was insensible. Sinee the hour 
when she had found him in the pine woods his life had been 
spent in one vain pursuit-the search for Idalia; yet never 
had he sought ller liS be sought her now. 

He passed into the villa grounds: nearer tIle building he' 
dnred not venture; it would be occupied, in all likelihood, 
also by soldiers, nnd the sight of a fishermau loitering so 
far inland would of itself excite suspicion. But toward the 
entrance the hound pausl'd, tore the earth up in mad haste, 
.nuffed the ground, ran round and round agllin, threw his 
hend in tlte air. then gave a deep.mouthed bay of joy, and 
looked back for a sign to Erceldoune. He stooped and laid 
his hand on the dog's mane; his own heart was beating so 
thickly that be felt sick and reeling. Here his one liope 
had centred, that Sulla would find her trail. 

• Seek her,' he said simply. 
The hound needed no other command; with his muzzle 

to the earth he tore it up by handfuls, searching hither and 
thither; t!ien settled to his wor~ as the pack settle to line-
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hunting, and dashed off-not inward toward the gardenll, 
but out to the open country. Stooping an instant ere he 
followed him, Erceldoune, whose eye and ear were well
nigh as trained as an I ndian's-for. they were those of one 
of the first deer-stalkers of Scotland-saw the mark of 
wheels, very faint on the parched arid turf that was dry and 
bare as bone, but still there. Hope rose in him-if he 
w('re not too late I 

Onward he went In the burning sun-glare, with the 
weight of the nets on his shoulder, and the heat pouring 
down into the scarlet wool of the fishing-cap; onward, 
where the dog led through the long heat of the day, through 
the shades of evening, through the stilly silver starlight, liS 

one succeeded the other. It was tedious, arduous, wearying 
work; bringing so little recompense, needing lIuch endless 
patience. Often the hound lost scent, and had to try back 
to where he had lost the sign of the wheels, 8S though it 
were the slot of a stag; often the -dry crisp grasses or the 
baked white dust of the roads bore no Bcent at all, or the 
crossing and recrossing of other trllcks blurred the marks 
and confused the trail; often the impress ofa mule's hoofs, 
or t~e heavy footprints of 1\ contadina had struck out or 
overlaid the faint traces which only guided the dog. Often 
also for a priest, or a peasant party going to an injiorata, or, 
worse yet, for a set of soldiers scouring the country, he had 
to seek shelter in some dank dell of woodland, on some 
sandy pine-knoll, under the gray twisted olives, or beneath 
n tumble-down shed, and hide, as though he were himself 
the prisoner hunted, forcing Sulla to lie still beside him. 
But he had spent many a long day in the patient toil ot 
deer-stalking in the Highlands at home, and he brought 
the same wariness and the same long endurance here. If 
he had once abandoned himself to the misery of' thought, to 
the fierceness of vengeance, he could never hav", borne tile 
intolerable Blow-dragging bitterness ofthis endless ,,<:~reh ; 
but he would not give VllIy to them, and he would not Jet 
them urge him into the madness which. could h"ve made 
him dash down into Naples and demand her at the hands 
of the Bourbon. He knew that if it werd po~si1le t<> save 
her, thus only could it be dont! i hnd h" gavebim",elfto thQ 
toil without pause, anc,l. with a self-restraint that cOBti him 
111 ore th~ alL 
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Three claya and three nights were spent thus ;' he began 
to think in his agony that he should only find her.;-if ever 
he found her-dead. His search was chielly made after the 
lun was down; the day, when he had not to seCl'ete himself 
and the hound from those who might have. thought their 
IIApect auspicious, and from vilL1ge authorities ,who might 
have challenged bis appearance away from a seaport, he 
Bpent in questioning the country people, as far as he could, 
without exciting wonder or counter inquiry. Happily, he 
could speak the Neapolitan patois to a,miracle, and he 8Up~ 
ported his character of a fisherman well enough with most; 
lome thought, like Nicolo, that he looked more like iI. prince 
in disguise, but he waa frank and' comrade-like with them, 
drank with them, lite their, own Coarse food, and could give 
them a hand in mending their' roof after a storm, in. digging 
a trench round, their' olives, or in 'feaping their maize, and 
he lived so like one of themselves, that he soon conciliated 
them, and persuaded them that he was a 'paid-off mariner 
who had sailed to far distant places. and liked' now to 
wander at will over the country. 

}'rom them he gleaned various news; notlling that told 
Mm, however. the one great thing-where Idalia had been 
taken; When the sun sat each day, and he was free from 
observation, he put Sulla on the track again, from, the spot 
where they had last left it, and worked on thc line unweary
ingly throngh the nights. The hound had been perfectly 
trained, Dnd understood what was needed of him to a mar
vel; he had attached himself to Erceldoune with a strange 
sagacity of instinct, seeming to lay Bside the jealousy he 
had hitnerto shown him for the sake of their mutualloye 
and I!enice to tbe one both had lost. Such sleep Dil he was 
obliged to take htl took in tbe hottest hours of the "day 
under the SCfeen of millet-sheaves, or in the cool shade at" 
deep ravines filled with chestnuts or cypresses; with the, 
fall of evening he resumed the searcb, and through the clear 
lambent light of the Italian moon, or in the gloom of 
frowning hills and woods, the two shadows of the man Dnd 
dog glided unceasingly, bending down and seeking' hither 
and thither i-some who saw them crossed themseLves, and 
took them for the shades of some ghastly huntsman and Ilia 
.phantom hound; others, more practical, took them for 
truflle BeekerB, dl}spite the gigantic size ~ the animal. Not 
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line-ever -ventured to stop them, a rough muleteer once 
tried a parley in the midnight on a lonely hillside path, 
and said something, with a menace, of his fancy for tbs 
brandy-flask, whose silver head he saw under the folds of 
Lhe waist-sash; but a blow with the butt-end of one of the 
pistols soon silenced him by levelling him with the brown
burnt mOBS, and Erceldoune WRS molested no more. Slowly, 
very slowly,and with an infinite t{)il and patience, he 
worked his way by the guidance of the hound's lead, till 
';he dawn of the fourth day brought him into the rugged, 
desolate, morass-intersected country, where, dark and sullen 
above. the miasma-haunted lake at its foot, the square 
castellated building of the isolated monastery stood among 
its stunted trees, with the bare gray cliff towering at its 
back. It was a. red, s~rmr., misty, oppressive morning, 
very hot and pOIsonous m Its heat as the steam rose up 
from the black still waters and the. wastes of swamp, while 
beyond stretched the gray of the monotonous olive and the 
still more distant black peaks of cypress-topped hills, as the 
hollow booming ve~per-bel!. of ~he monks swung wearily 
through the heavy alf. ~ I.rliere IS no fortress here; is the 
dog-in error?' he thoug\i!, as he entered on the dreary 
desert of the level !,!arshy land, with no sound in it except 
the echo of the tollirig bell and the noise of the moor-fowls 
startled from their rest among the reeds and sedges. But 
the hound held on, growing keener and hotter as tbe scent 
grew stronger and the wheel-marks plainer in the damp 
sodden ground than tbey had been on the dusty roads and 
the traversed highways. 'Vith his muzzle to the ground, 
10 dashed onward mile on mile across -the country at .. 
speed that taxed the Border fleetness of his companion. 
!I.'here were fJuagmires, morass, hidden pools, sponges of 
mud, small lagullcs hidden under treacherous grasses or 
rusLes, unseen pools where the water-birds brooued by 
llundreds, swamps where a single false step would be deatll 
for Ilny sinker uuder t4e yielding, soaking, nau.eous mass; 
but the hound never mis~ed his footing or erreJ in his 
~oiDg, and ~celdoune followed hitn through the gray of 
the morning; his heart beat to suffocation, the brown 
lonely waste reeled before his eyes, the hot noxious air 
.eemed to weigh down his breath and stifle him, but a 
Jelirium of hor~_ c'l~e ou him-:the dog must ~Ie n~l;U' at 
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last I Straight in his level chase, Itraight as though he 
were running down a stag across an open plateau, fleet as 
the wind, and with his mighty crest bristling and his eye
balls red with flame, Sulla led on, across the marshes, across 
the ahallow ponds, over the trembling mals of water-sodden 
earth, through the steaming vapour rising from the lakes
led on till he .tood under the brriken granite crags on 
'Which the monastery was raised above the sull, black, 
reedy surface of the lake. 

Then, with one rolling bay like thunder, he woke all the 
achoea of the lonely silent dawn. Afar from on high, 
through the gloom of an arched oasement, through the 
Iwaying flicker of dank leaves, through the transverse linea 
of iron bara, eyes dark as night, weary as pain, looked down 
OD him-they were the eyes of Idalia. 

She Bat in the monastio cell which was her .prison-cham
her, with the bare hot glare of the sunlight, that burnt all 
l1ature black and barren, and made the disease-laden vapours 
rise up from the awampa below, scarcely entering through 
tbe nRrrow lancet-chink that was the 60le casement of this 
cold .tone cage, in which they had shut tbeir brilliant 
plumaged bird. Her bands rested on the slab of granite 
that Will her only table; links of steel beld the wrists 
together: they haa allowed her no change of raiment, and 
the lustrous colours and gold broideries of the mask dress 
ltill awept the damp flags of the floor, tbough all jewels bad 
been taken from ber. She bad been here six days and six 
nightl a captive of the Bourbons; what was yet worse, a 
captive of the Church. 

Food of the coarsest and the scantiest wall all that bad 
heen allotted ber, and once-' for contumacy '-her priestly 
jailer's handa had been stretcbed to tear down the silka and 
lace from her ahoulders, and bruise and lacerate them with 
tbe Icourge; once, when the dignity that they were about' 
to outrage so foully had made the monk, wbo was bidden to 
the office, droj) the lash, agbast and trembling, and bis 
luperior, wbo had directed the infamy, feel too much abame 
in the moment to hound bim· on to his work. They bad 
deBilted for twenty-four houra more. ' By then,' they bad 
muttered, • the- rebellious Bubject might have broken her 
lilence, and become les8 obdurate to the due demand. of 
tho ClJurch and King.' 
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The twent.,.four hours had well.nighgone by, but Idalia 
had giyen no·sign of yielding; she had scarcely spoken since 
the' day that. Giulio' Villaflor had quitted her. presence, 
fShe knew that the lightest word might be construed into 
confession, or used 8<1 evidence agaiust those whom they 
wanted her t,o betray; and she .had strength in her to endure 
torture'1Jllflinchingly, without breathing one syllable that 
should ~ou~d ~ an entreaty foz:. Y1ercy, or be translatecl 
i11to a hmt agaInst her comrades In adversity. .She knew 
well what she.had to anticipate; she did not seek to palliate 
tQ her pwn, thoughts the,horror of the doom that awaited 
her; she knew .that only by ,death, self.dealt, could she 
escape the passion- of the libertine who held her in his gripe; 
shekn~w that when that had had its way, and grown sated 
of its own violence, ,she wpuld, it: she .lived, drag out 
existence in agony, in shame, in' felon companionship, in 
hopeless bondage; .she never veiled from herself the depth 
and the despair of the wretchedness thntawaited her, and 
she knew that not even her sex would shelter her from the 
barbarity of physical torture, till that torture should kin 
her, bodily strength, or her persecutors learn that it was 
powerless to destroy her resolve and break her silence. 
She knew the fate that awaited her, but never for one 
instant did the thought glance by hcr that she could pur
chase: freedom from it all, by betraying those whose 1ive$ 
IjIhe .held in herkeepiug, or by going willingly to the loathed 
love .of. hel ecclesiastical captor. Such weakness as that 
was not possible tQher nature; she had a virile courage, a 
D.lasculiue, reading of all ~ond9 of honour; this woman, bred 
in luxury, in Belt~indulgence, in power, in patrician tastes 
and epicurean habits, had the nerve in her to endure all 
things, rather than to purchase her redemption by a traitor's 
l'ccrellUcy. . .. 
, ,~ho had been successful hitherto in concealing from her 

jailer the slender shal't of theslilctto, and she was pre~ 
pared in extremity .to use it; she had too much, of the old 
Greek ,heroism to fear such a d~ath, and had too many of 
the old,dauntless, pagan creeds not to hold its resource far 
nobler than a long dishonoured life oC'endless misery; 
, . Where she leaned noW', with her chained hands lying on 

the stone, and the darkness and the silence of the stone cell 
about lier, her face was colourless, but it had on it no fear, 
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DO weakness: it waa only grave, and lery weary. Her 
thoughts had gone to many scenes and,memories of her past 
-the past which, in eight brief years of 80'\"ereignty, had 
been Juller lind more richly coloured than " thousand 
drawn-out lives tbat never change their gray still cnlm from 
the cradle to the grave •. Endless hoUl's of those dead years 
rose before her to haunt her in this black solitude, in these 
chill iron· bound walls, ill '\\"hich the magnificence of her life 
had ended-houra in the lustrous glare of Eastern sum" 
under the curled leaves of palm, and the marble domes of 
ruined temples; in the laughing riot of Florentine nights, 
when the carnival-folly reeled flower-crowned adown the 
banks of Arno; in the gaslit radiance of Paris, when the 
fOtea of the Regency revived for her; in summer evenings 
in Sicilian air, when the low chants echoed softly over 
Mediterranean waters, and the felncca, flo'\\"er~laden, glided 
through the starlight to music and to laughter; in palaces 
of Rome, of Vienna, of Prague, of Venice, where the dawn 
found the banqueters stm at their roycls, and no wines that 
flushed purple and gold ill tIle blazo of the lights and the 
odours of perfume iutoxicatell the drinkers liko tho glance 
of her eyc8, like the spell of her smile-all these scene.s rose 
up above her, and filled with the hueB of their Jife and thpir 
aplendour the bllrl'cn, hitter, stone-locked loneliness in which 
ahe was immured. She had loved her reign; she had loveq 
her sceptre; she had loved those years so crowded with 
triumphs, with pleasures, with mirth, with wit, with radiance, 
with homage. with peril that only lent them keener zest, 
richer JIa\'our; she had loved them, though beneath the 
purples fetters had held her, and amid her insouciance 
remorse bad pursued. her; she had loved them-and thev 
were dead for ever. She was chained here a prisoner ;f 
captors who never spared until their brotller-tyrant, Dcath, 
daimed their spoil and their prey at their hauds. . 

• It is just-only just,' she thought, where her head 
leaned on the cold steel cla~ping her wrist, and the black 
moisture-dripping blocks of the ceB enclosed her as thouah 
already abe were in ber grave. • I sent them to th~ir 
graves; it is only just that 1 should have a felon's doom.' 

A shiver rau through her like a shiver of intense cgld, 
thou2b the close air of the cell was oppressive and scorch
ing. It 11'88 not for her own life, but for the lives that had 
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fallen around her, like wheat beneath the sickle, in the 
banqueting-hallaof Antina. 

The silence was unbroken; one burning ray of the outer 
Bun stole through the loophole and flashed on the steel 
gyves enclosing the hand whose lightest touch had thrilled 
men's veins like fire, and impelled them where it would; 
the dank, noiseless, gray gloom was like the gloom of a 
charnel-house. Suddenly on that stillness broke the chal
lenge of the bound's bay. 

Idalia starten; she knew the familiar sound that rolled 
out like the roll of a clarion. The colour flushed her face, 
she moved' rapidly to the casement; through the glare of 
the hot, pitiless sun below,beneath the shelving precipice 
of rock, she saw the dog and saw who was hia comrade. 

She knew him in the first moment that his longing eyea 
looked upward, and knew his errand there-knew that he 
had come to aave her, or to die with her. 

• 0 God I he, too !' , 
The words escaped her involuntarily where she. stood 

alone, leaning agaiust her prison bars, as the hound shook 
all the echoes from the rocka around with the impatience.of 
his summons; she had seen so many perish, she would fain 
have saved this man. ' ' 
, Through tho space of the sultry white sun-glare that 
severed tbem his eyes met hers, and spoke in that one look 
all the force of the ardour, all the fidelity of devotion, that 
had brought him once more to the woman who, for good or 
evil, bad become the ruler of his life. At that gaze her own 
eres filled, her lips trembled; such love had been often
tlmes lavished on her, yet never had it moved her as it 
moved her now. She had told him that no other thing save 
misery could come to him through her; she had forbidden 
him even the baseless solace of hope; she had bid him fear, 
scorn, hate, flee 'from her; and nothing had killed his 
loyalty, nothing had' burnt out his passion. 

A glow of warmth passed over her; an infinite tender
ness made the tears gather in her eyes as she saw this faith 
against all trial borne to her, this chivalry through every 
ordeal stanch to her. 

• If a straight stroke and a lion heart could deliver me, 
how Boon I should be free!' she thought; 'He comea too 
late-too late I' 
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Too late; not alone to unloose her bonds and ~"\~ her 
from her jailers, but too late to wake her heart to his, to 
find her life unnsorped, to be sufficient for her in the lotus
dream of love. 

The step of a monk was heard without as one of the 
brethren passed to fetch water from, a. well that was built 
under the shadow of a few cypress-trees some score yards 
from the convent. She left the bnrred easement, signing 
her lover toward the deep shade where the blackness of 
overhanging rocks made a refuge into which Dot even the ' 
Doon-rays could penetrate. 

He comprehended and obeyed the gesture to secrecy and 
silence; his heart was beating to suffocation, his blood felt 
on fire, wretchedness and rapture rioted together in him, 
He had found her! So much was mercy; but she was in 
the gripe of those who never spared; she was in the power 
of those who never unloosed their prey; the battalions of 
an army could searce avail to wrench her from the united 
hate of Bourbon and of Rome. He knew it; he knew that 
he was but one man against the whole force of a govern
ment and a hierarchy, but the Border boldness in him rose 
the higher for that; the reckless romance of the old Spanish 
Paladins that slept in his blood awakened as wildly as' it 
ever awakened in the comrades of Campeador or the knights 
of Ponce de Leon. 

I I will deliver her, or die for her I' he swore in his throat: 
and he had never yet broken an oath. 

Forcing the dog to quietude, he drew back from the 
mon8lltery into . the shade of the stunted cypresses, and 
threw his lines into a lake-like pool that lay at .the foot of 
the rocks; an angler's pursuit went well enough with his 
1Jarcarolfl. dress. The water was reedy, yellow, stagnant 
in places, with islets of river grasses, in which water-fowl 
herded by thousands; hut the care of the monks, whl) made 
their sole repast from its treasuries, kept it well stocked 
with fish, and in a brief time he landed both dace and roach. 
though his strong wriBtB trembled as they had never done 
when a Highland salmon had dragged him miles down the 
length of a moorland river in a wrestling duel that lasted 
from noon till evening. 

The monk, returning with his buckets from the well; saw 
'he Bacrilegious raid ~pon the heaven-dedicated food, and, 

. y 
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a.tha angler bad relied on, drew near him in wrath and.in 
rebuke. . l , . , , , , 
·"'Nay; good flither.' said Erceldoune. lifting tbe1ish to 

him, • I am an idle fellow; grudge me not a chance of doing 
a .trifle for, Holy Church. .lam, more used, may be, than 
your brethren to 1illing a creel quickly.' ' . ' , 

",My- son, yon are welcome to our- charity,' replied the 
monk, a little c~Dfused!Lt finding &- robber offer him so 
willingly the spoils.. • All 1 meant was, that of truth such 
varlets and ruffians ,poach' on the waters, that we are obliged 
to guard them something strictly.· .. You have a supple wrist 
and a'marvellous strength; we:, added the friar,.with a 
sigh oCenty; ~ angle all day sometimes. and catch nothing! 

'Let me fish for you, father/ saidErceldoune. His heart 
throbbed with hope and dread as he,pteferred&- request on 
which.allhis future fate would hang; but he had,control 
enough to speak ; carelessly, and. his Neapolitan accent, :was 
so perfect that the monk never doubted his country. ' • Let 
me fish for you, and give me in recompense It night; or two's 
lodging;;[ shall be well paid.' '. ,', 

'You are poor, my sonP' 
t PooP enough: ' 
• And a wandererP" " 
t I have been. a: wanderer all my life.' , 
• In truth P You are a fine fellow, and if you really want 

the Church's alms-' . .", ' 
The Cistercian hesitated; a monastery could scarce refuse 

its charity, yet the orders of the supel'ior .were strict to 
)reat all strangers with circumspection •• and, if possible, to 
.. dmit none. - ' . , . 

, See here, father,' said Erceldounerapidly. '. ',1 want nc 
man's alms, my 'or,clerical;, but if, youlike to strike a bar
'gain;,here iaone. You, are. not much oCsportsmen, I 
faney; now I ,have ,aU <that lore by heart. I am a wild 
barcarolo, but I :knciw- n'onecould beat me in river-craft or 
in shooting. You,have'ospreys and. cormoranttdn these 
Bedges that eat half the fish in the lake; you have wild SWAn, 
that would roakeyou BaVOUl'ymesses to ,sicken you fOI 
ever of maize and of lentils; you have shoals of small fresh
water fish that I will snare by thousands in my . nets, and, 
salted they will last you the whole. winter throughj-':let 
me work for you on the water, and give Ille in, payment. 
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.odging for myself and my dog. 1 will warrant YOI1 you 
,hall have the the best of the bargain.' 

Ria voice .hook a little with an eagerness he could not 
repress. The monk, a comely, good-humoured, elderly 
man from the Umbrian marshes, a poor brother who did 
lerrile offices, and was at once porter,. and angler and hewer 
of wood and drawer of water fo! the monastery, felt his 
eyel glisten and his lips taste savoury things as he thought 
of the wild swans in a pottage, and his own labours ligh
tened by the stalwart arm and the fearless skill of this 
adventurer. He looked a moment curiously in Erceldoune's 
face; its frank, bold, proud features won his trust instanUy, 
as they won the trust of all who looked OD them! he 
glanced longingly. at the fowl-filled sedges. 

• Wait a moment, my SOD. I have no power to grant 
your request myself, but 1 will go speak with the almoner, 
and Bee what we can do. H the Father Superior will lis .. 
ten to yOUL' 'fish, 1 shall he glad enough for one, for Holy 
Mary 1[nows it is bard wOl'k and tbankless to find food for 
levanty hungry mouths and lean stomachs in these barren 
lands. Wait a second, and I will be back.' 

He heayed up .the water-buckets, . and went his way with 
bent shoulders and plodding steps. Erceldoune stood. by 
toe lake-aide, with hiS eyea faatened on the barred loophole 
whence the eyes of the sovereign of his life had looked 
down on him. He thought he aaw the gleam of her hair 
in the shadoW' on high; be thought she. gazed on him, 
though for both their sakea she dared Dot do so openly; he. 
Celt bis cheek change colour like a, woman's; he felt his 
limbs. tremble &8 with Ii woman's tremor ~ll chance of 
aid tober, of deliveJ'IUIC8 for her, rested on this one hazard 
he had tried.oC .obtaining entrance to the convent that was 
bel' prilOD-house.. . . .. 

It ~med f;Q hiD) an eternity while the monk waa absent; 
anxiety made hia eyea blind.and his head awini as he sa, 
the brother at. last returning;-oif his rrquest were denied! 
if his disguise were penetrated I The first words he heard 
made him Ceel giddy with their joy. 

I My son, be it as you will,' said the monk; • and.1 pray 
rou kill • swaa quickly. l'he Father Superior is pleiuwd 
to 'gran' yOUl' p'rarer, and we will lodge you and, giye YOD 
food, if you will shoot and fish and labour in the marshes; 
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as you have said, till our buttery be Btocked and our wa~ 
be willI netted.' 
, El'celdoune bent his head, so tbatthe ruah of vivid joy 
that flushed his face should not betray him • 

• I will labour for you, father, night and day it you will,' 
he said briefly. 

Would he not have laboured like a galley-slave through 
Bummer drough~ and winter chills if, by his labour, he 
could have bought one smile from her or spared her a 
moment'B pang I Then, without more words, he loaded. 
fired, aDd brought down a wild swan on the wing. 

e Chee-e-e I' murmured the Cistercian, ruHling the snoW} 
plumage and thinking longingly of the savoury stew thnt 
would vary their refectory fare that night, lI'hile lie Btared 
at the 1larcarolo as at a stranger from Borne unknown world. 
• You are a wonderful Bhot, my friend. If YOIl go on like 
that, we shall have the best of the bargain, as you said, for 
you will find but sorry lodgment with us. Can you sleep 
on 8 shakedown of dry grass P' 

• I have Blept on bare earth and bare decks many a time 
beCore now.· . 

c Truly P Yet YOIl look of noble blood p • 
.• Good blood is scnnt use if our fortuneB be low.' 
• Ah 1 You have fallen on evil daYB p. 
• Very evil.· . . 
• And you were of proud stock once p. 
• Good Cather, I thought in the eyes of the Church aU 

men were equal.' 
He spoke curtly, to rid himself of the Cistercian'B rest

less curiosity, and flinging his fishing-shirt open at the 
breast, he set himself to fixing the stakes and the nets d 
the head of the great pool. EVery Bort of wood and water 
lore had been familiar to him from his earliest boyhood; 
every Becret of the loch aDd heather he had learnt from the 
days of childhood. With all the skill and strength thd 
"ere in him he ~nt to the toil of working for the monas
tery fare, ofreaping Buch a harvest from the marshes aDd the 
ledges and the lakes as should make the brethren give him 
lodging with favouring cordiality lWd without questioDB. 
He worked like a,..slaYe, in the scorch of the Italian skv, 
eonacious of no fatigue, sensible of no pain; he worked for 
her. and on him bel' eyes might rest from herllri80n-cham. 
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be'. It gave him a Samson'a force, an Indian'alatience. 
Wading knee-deep through the poola, he stretche his neta 
across the head of the water, as he had known the poachers 
to do many a night &cross the weir of Highland rivers. 
Afraid of wasting such powder and shot aa be had with him, 
he made a sling from a strip of bia sash, aud slew with 
unerring aim the wild teal that flocked among the osiers, 
till they were flung in Beorea on to the arid banks. H, 
mowed down the reeda where the fish-destroying bird. 
were sheltered, so that they should haunt the monastery 
waten no more, and bore the ruahes in great sheavea to 
land. He bboured without rest, and doing the work of 
twenty men, in the full downpour of the vertical heat, and 
all through the length of the day, while hia friend the 
Umbrian brother sat lumriously, with folded handa, star· 
ing at him like an owl lazily blinking in the sunlight. 

He laboured without ceasing, and with a hot joy at hiB 
heart. Afar, where the gray wall towered, the eyea of 
Idalia watched him, and with sunset he would have earned 
the right to sleep under the roof that made her prison. It 
sufficed, with biB high hope and hia high courage, to give 
him almost happinesa. He could not believe that love 
like his would ever be powerless to defend and to release 
her. 

All throngh the long day he worked unweariedly among 
the reedy waten, under the frowning shadow of the monas
tery-crowned rock&. ADd from her cell she gazed on him; 
on the bold heroic cast of the head, and the sun-warmed 
brow from which the wave. of hair were dashed; gaze~ 
on him where, under the cypress shadows, through the seaJ 
rushes, through the sullen waters in the yellow glare, hE 
toiled, 8a peasants toil, for her-for her, though she had 
bidden him forsake even her memory for ever; thougb she, 
had told him that suffering, alone could be his portion 
through her. 

Out of the gloom and silence of her stone-locked cage 
ahe gazed down on him at his labour through the long hot 
hour of the BOuthern BUmmer day; and her eyea were 
heavy with a regretful languor, her lip. parted with a sigh. 
of weariness. 

• Too late I' ehe thought, • too late!' 
The lun aauk down, a globe of red ftame in an angry sk1l 
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the day was done, and. with it the day'. travaU. More haa 
been ga~hered in i~ out of tlle wastes around thm the lag
gard tempers of the slothful brethren gathered in a month. 
Erceldoune stooped eagerly, and drank long draughts 
of· thin crimson wine out of a half gourd-rind that 
the Umbrian monk.held to him, looking at him the while 
with a curious, compassionate, wondering, envying glance. 

• You are tired; my son. Ah, what.limbs! what strength! 
Come within; you shall sup with us, antI have such a 
dormitory as we can give you. Bring the great beast too, 
if there. be no danger in him j certes, he is a giant like 
you! . 

Erceldoune, as he lifted his head from the win~ (elt hi, 
face as ft.ushed as the stormy sunset light that fell on it; a 
wild senseless joy wason him; he should be within the 
walls that held her tHe laid his hand on'the hound'. 
collar, with a gesture to silence well enough .Understood by 
the animal, and followed mutely the brother. . 

Jagged pre<:ipitous flight. of steps, rough hewn in the 
rock itself, led up to the monastery: ,Tbeentrance-door 
was a low-browed iron-studded' arcbed barrier of oak, im
pregnable as granite. It yielded slowly, unwilling, with a 
grating jar as the monk pushed it open. . 

• Enter, my son.' 
. Erceldoune stiloped, and passed through it into ,the 
vaulted stone {>ass~ge-way with!n,. dark as twilight; the 
door swung weightily back to' ItlJ place, the gteat bolts 
rolled into their sockets; the dying day and the living 
world were alike, shut· out. ' ThuB far one desire of his 
heart had fulfilled, itself: he shared her prison-house with 
Idalia. . , . 

. 'Thisway, my flon,' said the Umbrian, as he turned down 
It tortuous y"ulted passage which led to the monks' dormi
tories-small stone cells one in another, with dried gtasse. 
shaken down, as he had said, for pallets, and the moisture 
dripping from the naked walls. The Cistercians of this place 
were very 'poor; and Giulio Villafior loved vicarious mor
tification, and was very stringent on his monks' asceticism 
and devotion, visiting the slightest laxity with a fearful 
rigour. 

The poor brother, at whose girdle hung the huge keYI 
of, the ecclesiastical fortress, motioned to one of the littl" 
chambers. 
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'This iii yours, my Bon. I wilL como to you in .. ha.1f an 
honr. We 8UI> then in the refectory.' .. 

Erceldoune, left in Bolitude. closed his door and drew ita 
massive bolt J then, stripping off his c:k>thes, daBbcd the cold 
water that stood in a pitcher over him, rearranged his fisher
dreas as 'best he could, slung the pistols again "in his sash, 
dropped beside the dog on the hay, and let his head sink on 
his hands. He was beneath the Bame roof with .. her; the 
knowledge made his heart beat thickly, . and ,his temples 
throb. But bow to save ber P , 
It would be as dangerous to wrench her fro'ln .the jaws of 

.the Church as to rend an; antelope from·a panther's jaws and 
talons. Yet his teeth ground togetherllDder !the sweeping 
darkness of his beard, his hands felt fol.' 'the butts' of his belt. 
pistols. . ... ". . . 

'I can die with her, at leas~:he thought, ' and send some 
of her foes to darimation first.' . 

His love was too fervent and too true not to be pagan in 
its longing and his vengeance. . . 

The half hour lIoon passed ai he sat lost· in~ thought, 
feverish, tempestuous, conflicting. The Umbrian brother 
came to him. 

• OUl' supper is ready, my brother; it 'is ri~her tha~',oom-
mon, thanks to your woodcraft and youI' anglmg.'· . 

Erceldoune followed him. leaving the hound at guard. 
A long arched stone corridor led to the reflimtory~ dese)

late dimly.lit hall of the same rough.hewn stol)el with ;a',few 
feeble ail-lamps flickering in the great sea.{)f ·gloom;." The 
board was simply spread with fried ·fishand 8i simmering 
10UP, in which the wild swan . and Bome of the':water-fowls 
were 'stewed with lentils 'and capsicums. Some' seven1l}r 
monks sat round it, breaking black, bread, .and'scenliing 
longingly, though With downcast eyes and imttlutable ;liPII, 
the unwonted savour of the fare. As" .his ringing steps 
sounded .on the stone floor the reclusesclook'ed with a,dreary 
dull wonder at this man with his superb :W.bnhood,'with his 
luxuriant beard and his stalwart. build, with 'bis.mountain 
freedom of glance and of movement 'Who seemed to 'bring a 
draught of wild, strong,fresh forest breeze.into the darkness 
,ud solitude of their prison. . ~.," " ,,' 

He made his reverence gravely to the whiie.haired·eldel' 
,·hom they pointed out all the Superior; then seated himself 
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Ilt tna lower end of the board, and took the food proffered 
him. Mo.nyeyes studied him inquisitively; but no questions 
were asked; .an unbroken silence prevailed as the meal went 
DD. The order was sternly ruled-sternly- in especial when 
any wayfarer or stranger was present; it had a great fame 
for sanctity; and that odorous reputation went far to cover ( 

: ,any whispers that might steal abroad of other and less holy' 
, uses to which its highest director might turn it. ' .' 

, Great heave)].!' thought Erceldoune, as he glanced down' 
the long table- at the close-shaven silent guests that sur
rounded it, while his.band went instinctively to the abun
dant falling masses of the silken hair that covered his chest, 
• can living breathing men, men in their youth and their 
strength, exist like that P' . 

His thoughts swept over the many varying years of his 
own life, so full of colour, of peril, of adventure, of change; 
of wandering in divers lands, of danger in deserts and on 
seas, of pleasure in countless cities, of world-wide range of 
travel, of communion. with every nation, of gay nights in 
western palaces, of wild rides through eastern heats. And 
then men lived like this, while all the earth was free to them I 

He spoke to none of them; he bore them a fiery hate be
cause they were her priestly jailers; and even so much 
needful reticence 89 lay in breaking the bread of these men 
under a false semblance, while .the intent to deliver their 
captive was hidden in his heart, savoured too much of a taint 
like treachery not to be bitter to ,him, imperative as it was 

.in her service, and just as it was in its employ and errand. 
. To Erceldoune it were far easier ,to deal 8 straight swift 
stroke, such as that with which men of his race had felled 
Paynim foe or Southern invader, than to carry through any
thing that involved a touch of what looked to him like de
.ception. His life had brought him into many critical 
moments when silence, acuteness, and caution had been as 
compulsory as hot action and reckless daring; and he had 
never been found wanting in them. But the rush of a lion, 

,the swoop of 1m eagle, were more his instinct and his war
.fare; and he chafed feverishly under this part that he played 
Jor her sake in the Italian monastery. 
. The supper was brief. He had hoped the monks might 
: ,be, as he had known many, laughter-loving riotous brethren, 
gossil)s in their cups, and .not averse to heavy libations, fro~ 
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,110m he might have gleaned !lOme hint or knowledge of her. 
!'hey were not; a cold, still, harsh asceticism brooded over 
them; they were chiefly saturnine, worn, impassive men, 
whose faces were chill and unreadable 88 masks of stone; 
there W88 nothing to give a suspicion that anything save the 
leveres~ form of religious devotion and abstinence reigned 
there; nothing to hint that there W88 a prisoner within 
their keeping. There was not one from whom he could 
expect to extract any hope, except the poor porter and 
water-carrier, on whose round jocund face not even the' 
.ilence and the hard labour of his life could impress either 
8pirituality or resignation. 

The monks filed 810wly out of the dark, narrow, vaulted 
hall; the Umbrian and one other remained to clear away the 
remnant. of the meal. 

I Will you take this to your dog P' said the priest, as he 
heaped up the remnants. 'You did well not to bring him 
here; the Superior would not have loved 80 big a brute.' 

I Thanks,' 8aid Erceldoune, as he took 80me broken food; 
f and do you come to my cell, good father; I have something 
more cheering in my fLisk than your water and goat's milk.' 

The Umbrian's eyes glistened with delight, though a 
shadow of grievoUB disappointment Btole quickly over his 
features. 

I Another night, my son; to-morrow night I shall be free,' 
he whispered. 'This evening I must attend the offices. You 
know your way back, and you can undress by moonlight. 
We have no other light, save in the chapel' 

.Erceldoune, wearily enough, nodded assent, and with a 
~rief word of thanks paced through the long passages to his 
dormitory. He could do no more; he must wait and watch. 
and be content that he was near her. He could not tell in 
what part of the building she was lodged; he must await 
time to learn that, and learn the means to reach her. With 
the morrow he might bribe or stupefy the Umbriau with 
drink till he reached his confidence; for the present there 
W88 nothing for it, without exciting susnicion, except to 
remain in the sleepiug-place allotted him, and labour afresh 
Cor them with the dawn. 

The little slit, unglazed and narrow as a hand's breadth, 
through which tho luminous silver moon poured down, W&I 
high above his head j he swung himself upward and looked 
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tint. The waters and marshy plains" with the dark: belt of 
eypress arar off, slept calmly in the white aud glistening 
night; all was very still,ouly broken by the cry of. water
.bird, the rush of an aziola. or the hoot of an owL As he 
gazed the outer bolt of-the stone door of his cell was drawn 
sharply and swiftly. He dropped to his feet with an oath. 

• Do not blaspheme, my son,' said the Umbrian's voice 
through a chink. • It is only our custom with strangers! 

He was a prisoner for the whole length of the summer 
ni ... ht. 

Well, tbe prison was hers; it was something to share it. 
He undressed, laid his pistols ready loaded by his side, 

drank thirstily of the cool water with which the pitcher had 
·been refilled, and threw himself on the dry grasses" with his 
arm fillDg round the hound's neck. They were comrades i 
they were both here to Bave her.. . 

He lay long gazing at . the glimpse of lltarry sky that 
gleamed above, while the chimes t!>lled slowly from the bell
tower of the Cistercian monastery. and the. moonlight poured 
down on to his mighty limbs stretched there ill rest, and the 
gladiator breadth of the vast uncovered chest; . only to know 
that he was beneath the same roof with her through the long 
silent hours made his brain giddy. his heart on fire. 

It was very long before at length a fitful, restless, dreamy 
sleep came to IUm;. 

CHAPTER XXIV. 

LIOll:AlI]) LEOPABD. 

. WITH the1irst break of the dawn, freed by his Umbrian 
friend, he Tent back to his work on the waters. The cool 
long hoUl'S were precious for labour; and he desired 80 U. 
gratify and Ilene them that the brethren should be loth to 
Jose his services. He was thankful that he wns given liberty 
at all with the 8unrise. When the bolt of his cell had been 
·drawn. a horror of dread had stolen on him that his errand 
was suspected, and that he was trapped like a fox in • 
:keeper's gins. 

Tbe morning wae balmy. clear, and beautiful; even the 
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naked waste a and amoking marshes looked brighter, in' ita 
light, and he went forth with the scythe, and the nets, and 
the linea across his shoulder, and the honnd fonowing close 
;iIl his path. He had strapped his gold about his waist~ and 
ne brought the dog with him. The hound's eyes asked, with 
as Dluch eloquence as human lips ever framed, to be allowed 
to seek out his mistress; but he was perfectly trained, and 
1e understood at 8 glance that the time for his search of her 

:,nd not yet come. As Erceldoune descended the steep in
cline of rock-steps, he glanced np at the lancet window at 
which yesterday' he had seen the woman who was the single 
thought and idol of his life; she was not there. Though he 
knew nothing of it, her prison-chamber had been chnnged for 

,One in which there was no casement-one te which light and 
air only strayed through by 8 score of circular holes pierced 
in the stone-work, high above the reach of her gaze--a cham
ber on which no e,es could look, from which no cries could 
be beard. His heart sank at the dark vacancy which was 
alone Been through the bars, whence a few hours before 'her 
eye. had dwelt on bim, from which she had watched him all 
through the length of tbe previous day. It was bitter work 
10 to rein in his impulse tbat he did not rush blindly into the 
deu wbere she was hidden, and see what a BUre shot and a 
merciless blow could do to free hl!r. He choked the longing 
down as best he could; he knew there were seventY'men 
~here who would swing the pondel'ous gates to on him; iIJld 
Ihut in with him for ever every chance of rescue for her; he 
knew that the only hope for her, or for' himself, lay" in the 
course he now pursued; and he went out to his toil. There 
,wa. abundance both of sport and' of labour, in those wild 
marshes and ill-preserved pools to have occupied for months 
one who brought to them the lore and the 'skill of Scottish 
moorlands, and he returned to them with unflagging perti
nacity, mowing down the oliers, slinging the teal, and wid
geon, and mallards, reckless of season" so long as they served 
to fill tbe monks' buttery; stretching the nets and thrashing 
~be Bedges ,till the frightened fish'Iwam in by the, score; 
"'orking through hour on hour till the Umbrian brought him 
bis mess of breakfast-soup, and some tough cakes of rye, and 
at down beside him nnder the stunted cypresses, gazing witb 
devouring delighted eyes at tbe Btores of food laid upon the 
baDb. 
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. • Thanks, father; but that is a poor breakfast for either 
of U8. See here; I have done better than YOU,' snid Ereal· 
doune, as he stooped over a fire he had lit' with tho touch
wood, and broke the .clay covering off two succulent water
birds and half-a-dozen dainty trout, that he had baIted in .. 
·sportsman's fashion, practised ·many·a time iu ·Canadian 
woods, and Kansas wilds, and Thuringian forests, and 
Australian desertli. The eyes .of the monk 'glittered with 
glee; he dearly loved savoury food, and abstin~nce W:lS a sore 
trial to him. . 

'Eat of them as you will,' said Erceldoune, as he laid 
them on the slab of rock that served as a table. 'They are 
better than rye bread, at any.rate ; and if you fear the breth
ren, not a soul can see you here. . Y 011 seem very strict in 
:your'order P' ,,:. ,". ' . 

The Umbrian sighed .. and shook his little brown bullet 
·bead, while he betook himself to the precious banquet il: 
silence. . 

• Yet you have a woman in your holy walls P' 
He spoke abruptly< it was fearful to him to speak of her 

and he could have better loved to force the answer out by Ii 
sterner mode than 'Words. 

TheUmbrian started. and flushed guiltily. . " 
'Nay. my son, you makeastranga error •. By all the 

saints of the calendar,.nothing feininine ever--' : 
, ' Spare your perjuries, father. I saw her yonder. ' '. 

He motioned his ·head backwards to the frowning wall 
behind. them; his pulses beat like sledge-hammers as he 
"poke .. 

The Umbrian hung his head, and hastily gobbled up Ii 
.liver wing. . . 

C A delusion of the eye-a snare of the senses, my son • 
. May be your thoughts run too much· upon women.' 
, Erceldouneswept the board bare of all the untasted fare. 

C By my faith; you are a good comrade. I have brandy 
that will make you dream yourself in paradise, and we would 
have had a carouse with it to-night; but since you tell me 
Buch lies, when my own eyes saw her yonder, you shall have 
no drop of the cognac as long as you live, and every fish I 
have heaped on these banks I will fling back in the luke. 
again, and leave. YOIl to fill your own buttery as YOIl bellt 
mal.' 
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The Umbrian, terrified and aghast at what he had lost" 
leized the ends of his companion's sash imploringly. . 

• 0, my Ilon, do not be so rash! Set down the good food; 
to waste it is a sin. You did see her; you are ~ight. But, 
for pity's sake, nevor breathe it.' , ", . 

, W hat is she, then ~' asked Erceldoune, as he gave back 
the birds and trout, that had served' him so well, into the 
eDger hands of the monk. 'And why should you deny it, 
except that priests always deny any truth P' 

• Sbe is a prisoner, and a rebel; and y.oil should not blas-
pheme.' ' 

, Whose prisoner P' 
, The king's, my son.· 
'The king's ! Has he no prisons of .his own, then, that 

he must borrow your convent P' 
The Umbrian hesitated; he was sore afraid to answer the 

question, but he was more immediately afraid that his im..
petuous questioner should sweep hill meal awny again. 

• Monsignore VillaHor is interested in her recovery to, the 
One Faith, my son,' he said, slowly and unwillingly; 

, Giulio VillaHor!' The words leaped from his lips ere 
he knew they were spoken; the blood rushed into his face, 
his hands clenched; the name confirmed his worst horror, 
his worst dread. H.e knew the temper an!lthe repute of 
the mighty Italian; he shivered where he stood in the hot 
lun. 

• What do you know of our holy father in God, my sonP' 
Erceldoune turned his eyes full on him. 
• What do gou know P' ' ' . 
The other Hushed shamefacedly; he was. an honest 

.peasant in his way, to' whom the mask of sanctity was very 
Irksome, and the great ecclesiastic, and the uses to which 
the monastery was put, had alike cruelly gone against his 
eimpleinstincts of a just life.. ' 

'You must not question me, my son; I know nothing
nothing save to obey the little I am ever told.' 

'What are lOU told of this captive, then P' 
'That she 18 a sceptic and a revolutioniet-a very evil 

and fatal woman.' . 
. ' And hiB Holiness of Villaflor, out of hiB divine love, 

willhes to reclaim her into the bosom of the Church I' 
!Phe words were hot and acrid as they were hurled thrl;)ugb 
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his set teeth: it was all he could' do to keep any chain O.G: 
them. . ", .' ' .. 

The Umbrian wmced under their sting. 
'Surely, my son. ' It would be 1!'ell that she should b. 

reclaimed. But, of a truth--,-' 
"What! can a priest speak truth p~ . 
'Hush, my son t you must:~ot be so bitter upon the 

appointed of God. 1 was going to say'-the monk played 
restlessly with the savoury bones 'he had been cruuching, 
and the colourburnll in his yellow cheek, as his voice sank 
low, and his eyes glanced around furtively-C whether it was 
Borcery given her by the Evil One or no, I cannot tell j but 
there was such a look in her eyes~ah, Madonna, sha has a 
fearful 'beauty t that when they bade me .scourge her for 
coptumacy, the lash dropped from my hands l I was as one 
paralysed. I could not-I could not!' . . 

With a cry as though the scourge came' on him, cutting 
into tbe livid Hesh, Erceldoune sprang to his feet j his hands 
fell on the Cistercian's .shoulders,' swaying him to and fro. 

C Scourged her p' scourged her? 0 God tthey never 
.dared7 •· .... . 

'I Bared not: muttered the Uinbrian, 'sorely in fear. 
, they: were bitter' upon me,' but they did not force iJr-:..then. 
She will, have the punishment to-morrow, if she have not 
yielded-' . 

'Yielded to what?' ..' 
• Yielded to the persuasions of the Church, my son.~ 
Erceldoune flung hini oft' With a force tha.t·made the 

Umbrian's blood run cold. ", ., 
. C Yielded to the passions of GiulioVillaflor, you mean.. 
You hell.hounds! you fiends !' ' . ' 

His voice choked in his throat; the muscles of his chest, 
where the fishing-shirt was open, swelled convulsivel~ j he 
felt blind with rage and agony;. the monk watched hIm in 
'Wonder ". . .' . 

C The sight of her beauty beyond those 'bars has stirred 
you strangely, my son: Verily, she is a sorceress, as they 
say. You feel marvellously for a strange woman.' 

Erceldoune shook in every limb with the eftbrt to contra 
what, betrayed, must betray both her and him • 

• That she i8 a woman, and you are brutes, is enough' 
What man that had not the heart of a cur could hear such 
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infamy and. keep bis peace? It is well, th~ lash droppe~ 
5-om your hands,- or I would have shaken life out of you 
.. here you stand I' 

The Umbrian gave a shudder. -
e Truly you could do it, for you are a son of Anak I I 

must leave you now; I am due with tbe Almoner; and, as 
for that little matter of the brandy, I will come to your cell 
after supper, if you be still in the mind.' 

He made his way back with speed, anxious to get out 01 
reach of this unchnined lion; and Erceldoune stood. alone, 
in the hot sun-scorch, with shh'ers of fire and ot ice, turn 
by turn, in bis vcina. 

Whatever could be done for her must be done swiftly, or 
it would be too late. 

Across the pitiless clearness of the transparent air there 
was alone in the arid wnstes about him the figure of a 
pifferaro, II mero lad, singing a barcarolle, whose burden was' 
borne musically and wildly over the marshes as he toiled on 
bis way with his monkey on his shoulder. With lightning 
quickness, Erceldoune, keeping out of the sight of the mOD
alltery casements, waded through shallow pools and dashed 
through thickets of osier till he reached. the boy-a bright 
eyed, bright-witted Savoyard, with a dirty tattered. sheep
.kin fOJ clothing, and a little ape for a comrade, and a light 
childish heart, that made him hnppier than II king. Ercel
doune glanced at him, anel saw intelligenceBnd ·franknes$ 
botb in the arch brown ruddy face or the little bohemian; 
he stopped him as the boy was len ping from tuft to tuft of 
the rank grass that studded the shaking quagmires, and, 
.tretched his hand out with a broad gold coin. 

\ Had yqu ever so much in your lile P' 
The Savoyard opened wide his keen, dancing black eyes. 
• Never I Of a truth, M(qnor harca1>'olo,jI·that is the fish 

you angle out of these pools, your craft's. thriving one!' 
• You shnll get just such fish your$elf, if you choose. 

Will you go on an errand for me P You shall havethjs c.oin 
88 you start, if you will, and ten like it when. you .come 
back and show me the errand is done.' 

The pifferaro stretched out his little tanned band. 
e Give it here,' he said Il1conically. • The errand is, d,one:: 
Erceldoune tOBsrd him the gold. .' 
• The errand ill thill. Do you know Ferratino"· 
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. The 'bor. nodded assent . 
• Go thlther, then; quick as a lapwing, straight as a erow 

flies. Run as if you ran for your life. Take a paper I win 
give you to the villa, and say it is for his Rtcellency the 
Baron; he Will send word by you, yes or no. Bring the 
word to 0 me here, truly and instantly, and you shall have 
ten of those pieces, I promise you. (Jan you do the distance P 
It is far.' . 
. The Savoyard laughed, his bright eyes all glittering with 
eager zest. 

'I have done farther for a dozen bajocchi. You shal 
have your answer as fast as a pigeon could bring it. Give 
me the paper. I shall find you here P' 

CO Yes; on these waters. Wait a second while I write, 
and then be off' like the wind.' 

As he spoke, he tore a leaf out of a pocket-book in which 
his circular notes had been sent from the yacht, and wrote 
with its pencil a few rapid lines. They were simply in 
German: o. 

'DEAR ANsELlI,-I am in pressing need. Send me at 
nightfall two 0 of the fastest horses you have j let some boy 
ride them who cannot speak a word of Italian, and wait with 
them, unseen, in tho cypress grove under the monastery of 
Taverna-wait all night till he Bees me. Do no more than 
I ask, for God's sake! I know I need not say, grant my 

o request; our alliance is too old and too sure. Forgive all 
that sOlmds strauge and vaguo in this, and send me simply 
word, .. Yes II or .. No," by the Savoyard. 

o • Yours ever, . 
• FtrLD EBCELDo'U1fE.· 

Men- of his temperament make firm and warm friend. 
ships"a.mong men. The Hungarian noble to whom be 
wrote~O and who, as he had remembered, occupied a villa 
some dozen miles from tbe wastes in which he stood, was a 
generous, reckless man of pleasure, who, he knew well. 
would have done far greater things than this at his entreatv, 
and would have the sagacity to do as he asked, and no mors· 
Ernst von Anselm and he bad once passed through a mM 
night togetber on the burning decks of a ship in the 
midst of the bro~ Pacific, when mutiny and drunh'nnelll 
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In • LaScar crew had added their horrors to the pande
monium; and together, back to back, against a legion of: 
devils, and in the red·hot glare of leaping flames, had sent; 
their bullets through the ringleaders' brains, and saved the 
\'88sel alike from fire and from anarcby. From that hour 
they bad been friends, true and c1os,e and tried, in that 
Doble friendship of brethren which ia worth all the love of 
women. 

The little pill'eraro, ftinging bis ape over his shoulder, 
where it gripped a sure hold, darted 011' over the dreary 
plain, as he bad promised, as fust all a pigeon could fl,; 
that broad gold coin locked ill Ilis hand, and the promise 
of ten more like it, lent him the apeed of a desert pony. 
I J .hall go back a millionnaire to my people I ' thought tlie 
child in his glee. There WIUI hardly so much money in the 
whole of the little hamlet that had given him birth, where 
it nestled in a sleepy hollow under the brown hilla of 
Savoy. 

Erceldoune lookedaf'ter him a second-the careless child 
was a frail little basket-boat to launch on such stormy 
waters weighted with the fate of two lives I Then he went; 
back to the work of the monastery, labouring all tluough 
the nooll·heat amon~ the sedges and the still shallow yel
low lagunel, worklDg. as men only work when in that 
ardour of physical toil, tliat restless bodily exertion, they 
give nnt to the thoughts which, if they paused to muse 
a moment, would unman and madden them. He felt as if 
the hours would never move; the sun seemed to stand 
.till; the blazing radiance of the day had a sickening op
prelsion-what might she not be bidden to sull'er in it I 

He knew the temper of Giulio Villall.of, that leopard ot 
the velvet akin and of the unsparing fangs. lIe shuddered .1 he looked on the rugged silent pile that kept her chaiul!d 
fol' lueh a tyr:lIlt. H. had nevt'r fanciod that the world 
eould hold such agony as those burning, endless, intolerable 
IIOUI'8 brou~ht him, al he plunged down eagerly into the 
coolnesl ot the wRterl to chill the torture in him, and la
boured to kill thought under the burdellof corporeal fatigue, 
under the fever of ceaseless activity. 

The day grew on; noon came and passed; the glow ot 
light Jay clear and goltll'n over the plain 'and the breadtb 
of the .heeted water; the bo~r. were tolled monotonouBl1 

• 
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from the ~mpa.nll!l, ever and again the drone.!>f the monkl' 
,oiees rising in regular diapason, in "bant or olace, swelled 
~hrough the narrow apertures of, theiJ,"'chapel cascmcnts, 
a.nd echoed with melancholy rise and 'fall' over the silence. 
When he heard it, deadlier oaths than· his· lips had ever 
~~athed wete' hUrled over the slumbering pools at the 
priestly formulas that sheltered a Nero's cruelties, a 
Borgia'~ lusts.. Once or twice a. peasant, or ~ mnleteer 
passed across the horizon l.ine; otherwise there was nothing 
to b~nk the eternal 'sameness 'of the glittering IlUlllight, 
the Bear country. the cypress pointscuttlng so sharply 
against the intense blue of the sky;, He knew what men 
,had felt who had lost their 'reason' through a captivity thar 
'Imide them' dwell in: one unending solitude-look on one 
unchanging Bcene. ' 
, The deep radiance of colour that precedes the sunset was 
,nst llushingenrth and sky, as the shrill hoot of an owl's 
note pierced his ear-a uight-bird's cry in the sunshine. 
Re guessed at once that it 'was ,a signal of the little pif~ 
'feraro, and followed 'it.· Under,the'reeds some half mile 
'or less from the 'monastery, 'the boy was crouched. panting 
tlike a tired dog, but glowing with life and zest and eager
'ness as he lirLed hili hot brown face. 
, "I have done it!' he cried, witb all a child's exultation . 
.. Here is your an'swer~written. Stay here, lest the crows 
'yonder should spy on us, Let priests smell gold, and it's 
':all up 'l'l'ith him who owns it.' ' '. 
I. Erceldounetook the paper and read it, lying there under 
1;)le shelter of· the sedges. It· was in German i the Baron 
",as from home; but an old lackey, ,who hadcbanced to be 
~the first to 'greet the Savoyard, seeing an open Bcroll'and 
Ipl'eB~ed by the boy's urgency; had read it, had hesitated at 
fil'st what to ·do in his master's absence, but 'knowing-how 4 

!well Anselm loved the writer, had known he should rUG' 
'no risk by compliance, nnd might by refusal risk much dill. ' 
pleasure. He wrote now in reply, with sagacity and fore. 
Bight, promising that the horses should be ill waiting at 
nightfall with a lad to hold them, and that as they would 
be something worn by the transit, another pair should be 

" in readiness at the gates of Ferratino in case Erceldoune's 
'errand should bear bim neal', which in all likelihood it 
'~Ilight, since 11 things must pass b1 there to reach the road 
Lo the shore! 
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trill hand Bhook with joy all be read, and scattered the 
old man's tremulously-written characters in fragments lesh 
they should tell tales. So far the means for Hight wen 
secured, could her freedom be compassed. He bad not 
much gold about him, but he gave double the fee to the 
little pifi'eraro, while the child stared in amaze at the 
tvi-enty ahining yellow pieces. He caught them greedily, 
yet when he had them he 'Was half stupefied with'the'encr-
mity of his possessions. , 

• The pastor, and the bailiff, and the innkeeper never, had 
more ,thnn that all put together!' he murmured, his 
thoughts drifting to the village of hi, birth, with its little 
titceple hidden under chestnut-Ieaves,and itll mild-eyeb 
·herbll browsing on the green breadths between the rocks. 
«That is no ba"carolo; and, whatever the mischief is, I will 
be bound there is a woman in 'it,' considered -the shrewd 
little lad 118 he went on his way, the gold safe in the bosom 
of Ilis sheepskin shirt~ , " ' 

With the dead mallards and teal ftung'over his shoUlder, 
and with a great osier-basket of fish filled ,to oTerflo~ing, 
Erceldoune passed. unsummoned, from the lake side uIi the 
rock, and to the monastery gates. ~e thought they migllt 
make question of letting him enter for a second night's 
lodging. and without entrance all hope of her rescne;was 
ended. The Umbrian, however. who through the grating 
~aw the abundance brought in for the larder, admitted, him 
instantly, with many praises of his industry and adorations 
of his skill. 

• You ha ve a heavy door there P , said Erceldoune. turning 
to glance at the 1?onderouil mass of iron· clamped oak that;, 
Bwung slowly behind him. , , 

• Ah-heavy indeed I' sighed the Cistercian; as he stooped 
to draw the huge bolts, which were only drawn stiiByand 
with effort in their sockets. 'It ill heavy enough, butJtill 
these are the misery.' ,. . ' 

• These P I will soon make them run smoother. I have 
something of a smith'lI .kill. Fetch lIIe a file and a little 
oil." . ' 

The Umbrian fetched them gladly. marvelling what man. 
ncr of man thia was who knew every craft Uildertbesun. 
A little while. and the' msted iron ran "noiselessly and 
.moothll in their massive channels; the monk', ]am~nt had 
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given hIm an opportunity more precious than any othe~ 
could have been in that moment, and in easing the run of 
the bolts for the gatekeeper's indolence, he paved the way 
to a facile exit by night from the monastery, if by any 
means he oould also obtain the great key that swung frow 
the U mbrian's girdle. 

• You have a wonderful science, my son,' said the Cister
cian, with musifig amaze. • You can do all things that you 
turn your hand to, it seems! ' 

I have lived in many countries and with many men.' 
'You must have been more tlian a mere lJarcarolo, my lion p' 
'I told you 1 have been a .. wanderer" from my birth,' 

said Erceldoune, with a smile at the play on the Celtic 
meaning of his nationality. ' The career is a bad one for 
gold, but it is the best in tIle world, I fancy, for learning 
self.help and other men's virtues.' 

• But you, must learn much vice, too, my son P' 
Erceldoune shrugged his shoulders . 
• What of that P. Vice is a good teacher too, in its way, 

and one must take the warp with the woof.' 
'But, you know, one cannot touch pitch, my son, and 

keep undefiled.' . 
Erceldoune laughed a. little. 
, Good father, where is the man that did ever I\ecp so, 

And as for that, the pitch will not star long uuless the 
surface be ready for it. But, for heaven s sake, chatter no 
more; ;J: love lipeech little at any time, and now-I am 
famished.' . 

• Truly you have earned your supper; and-as for that 
little matter of brandy P I have not tasted a drop since I 
was in Naples, seven seasons ago I ' 

'All right. I have the best cognac in a flask here; if 
·you will come to my cell after supper, you shall be heartily 
'welcome to a draught of it.' 

The monk's eyes sparkled with glee; he nodded a hasty 
assent, and, relieving his guest of the fish and the birds, 
took him for the second time to the refertory. The same 
silence, the same rigour; the same fare prevailed; the same 
double line of lean, immutable, saturnme, em~iatcd faces 
were in the dim light of the stone hall; the same swift 
upward glance was cast on hiJD as he entered ; the same 
abstracted severity of repose wall observed throughout tho 
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meal. He had no wiah to break it; only for her B:lke 
eowd be 10 Car restrain the hatred in him toward the men 
who were hl'r torturers and her captor'a tools, as to ahare 
their bread, justly as he bad earned it, and to ait in sucb 
lemblance of amity with them as lay in thia compulsory 
companionship. Bome among them noted tbat there W88 8 

dark ahadow on the atrange barctITolo'. face that bad not 
been tbere 80 deeply on the previous day, and the monk 
Dearet!t him heard. heavy oat.h muttered under tbe wues 
or hia beard when tbe blessing before the refection waa 
chanted; it waa a curse on tbOl!e who covered the lusta of 
a vebet-voiced priest with the eavour of aanctity, with the 
odour of ritual&. Often, moreover, hia passionate eyea 
ftaahE'd over the countenancea around him, seeking to read 
br instinct which among them was the bmte who had dared 
bid the luh be raised agaiD8t her; had he known, acaroe 
every memory or the prudence and the abstinence needful 
for her Bake would have availed to chain back hia arm from 
• blow that wowd have felled the offender level wi~h the 
lIaga or the atone floor. 

The meal ended,. freah torture waiW him : the Superior 
aummoned him to the head of the table, and held a long 
converse with him, the rambling verbosity of old age com
bined, in the inceaaant vagaries of hia interrogation, with 
the lubUe veiled promptings of curiosity and cunning. 
There .... that in the bearing and the glance of the 
8tranger they harboured which made the priests uneaaily 
8uspect that thia was too bold a lion for their episcopal lord 
to welcome, were he aware of the ahelter they gave. Ero 
celdoune .. " the auspicion, and 88W that he must allay it, 01 
all hope of efficient freedom for the purpoee be held would 
be for .ver denied· him. With an effort which cost him 
far more than My pbyaieal toil or bodily atrain cowd ever 
have done, h. forced himaelf into the part it was imperative 
to play- Lie b. wowd DOt, not even for her; and reserve, 
he .. w, would confirm all the doubts rising in the breaata 
or his jailel'll and auditol'll; he cast himself into • bolder 
venture. • These men," he reckoned, wit.h • swift glan~ 
ever them, • mUBt be of two c1asaea only-those who have 
foraak.en th. world. and those who bye never Imown iti to 
hear or it will enchain equall! thOll8 for whom it ia .loat 
laDd. aDd thOle to yhom u ia aD unkno1fD one.' On ihU 
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rapid inference he acted. In answer to tTle Superior'" 
questions he told his life frankly; changing in it little, 
save that they deemed his travel had been the travel of a 
restless bohemIan-a man poor enough to have been glad 
at times to serve before the mast. . .' , 
- Thvugh. he was averse to many words usually, he could 
.epeak with a vivid and impressive eloquence when the' fire 
of it was struck .alight in hun. ,He forced himself to speak 
so here. He.answered, as one wbowould tell his adven
tures, without .. 'pressure or concealment; .. and after, the 
!brevity of his previous curt replies, the monks heard the 
picturesque How of his swiftItalian with the saine amaze 'with 
which theY regarded the stature, ,ths, strength, the sinewy 
:limbs,' the sweeping beard, and the careless· royalty of bear
ling 'I()f this: athlete~ who came among them as though to 
.show them all that his 'manhood, which they had crucified 
'and buried in the4' own Jives as an unholy and accursed 
tbing, might be and might imjoy", His past had been full 
ot ever-changing. scene$; and experience8;. hair-breadth 
escapes, desperate dangers, wild adventure, and keen perils 
'had~een continually his 'Portion in the. distant· and intri
:ca.te ,niissionson 'which he. was sent. A.struggle of life 
'aneL death in the heart. of Persia had been followed.by 
dreamy barbaric . luxury and magnificence in the midst of 

.Mexican yalaces;a death-ride through Russian snow
,storms, ',\Vlth : the· baying· pack of starving wolves on his 
·track . through I the whole. of a bitter ,icy night, bad, been 
~Ilucceeded'by months of gaiety in the capitals of ,Europe; 
allhipwrec~ in the midst 'of ,the Indian Ocean, with a 
.Malayerew.ripe formurder~ and an open boat living for 
:.:Iays oli. tempestuoll~ seas.in the glare of a tropic . sun, 
.twith men 'around him ,dying 'like dogs for. water, had been 
:.offooed. almost: as soon· asendilred by the brilliant fiery 
l1!easures, of a.ivolunteer service with. the French. -cavalry 
,m:a campaign against the Arabs, or a desert quest for 
~eserll game over the wild Libyan tracks in the sultry 
.glories.of autumn. days and.nights, by a season's sojourn 
.in some friend's summer-palace among the roses of DamlU\
'('us, or in the ruby' ~low of the NilesullS l painting, shoot,. 
dng, swimmiug,boatmg i finding ever and everywhere the 
.happiness of· fearless, . feLterless, vivid sense of life, often~ 
time. ~omadic /lod glad in the JUere gladness of strength 
in the desert chiefs mere liberty, with . 
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• tL.e rich ilates yellow'd over with gold.Qust divine, 
And the locust's Hash steeped in the pitcher, the full draught of ~mo; 
And the slcep in the dried ri \"er ehanne1, where bulrushes tell 
That the ,,-ater WlI8 wont to go warbling 80 softly and woU: 

The memories even ot a single year supplied him with a 
thousand sources from which to draw pictures of varied 
8cenes,whose recital entranced imperceptibly and uncon~ 
ecioualy first one and then another of bis auditors; till the 
w hole circle of the monks stood around, as men in the East 
will stand around the narrator who tells of far countries and 
of strange fortnnes, while the narghile vapours out, and the 
eoffee Bteams fragrantlr in the open divan, and the grave 
Mussulmans stroke their beards in silent wonder. 

It entl'anced them, these recitals of worlds unknown and 
joye as of dangers undreamed of. When he paused, the 
Father Superior preased him eagerly for more; those bold, 
terse, picturesque words that drew them sketches of different 
lands and unimagined pleasures with the same rich vigorous 
.weep as that with which his band would paint tropic foliage 
and. mountain outline, the stretch of seas and tbe burning 
warmth of sun-tanned prairie, held the priestly circle spell
bound. Those who had known no existence save that of the 
cloister from tbeir 'youth up, heard with ali entranced stupe
fied amaze, as childT~n hear tales of genii; tho,!e who had" 
oome to the cloister '.only when every hope of life had been 
bruised and wrung. and killed, heard with a terrible pained 
look of hunger on their faces, as exiles heal' a strain of melody 
which brings them beck the songs of the land they have lost 
for ever. Both alike hung on the swift flow oUbe descrip
tive words, only ~ore warmly coloured by the Neapolitan 
idiom he still employed, as on Bome tale of paradise; the 
worn sallow cheeks flushed, the deadened lustreless eyes 
Bashed, tbe dropped, veiled glance was lifted ongel'ly, the thin _ 
Dnd silent lips were pal'ted with rapid breaths, and once. 
ligll ~roke fr~m a mO!lk ~till in t~e years o.f youth-a sigh 
10 bitter, so mtense m Its anguIsh of vain lament, that a 
whole broken wasted life seemed Bpent in it. 

Never again would they. be as they had been ere thill 
.. anderer had come amid them; through him they saw aU 
that they had lost for ever. .. 

He had oonquered them. When they parted, and he 
"ent 011 hiB way to his cen. there was not a doubt of J'i~ 
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,lingering in any heart, there was not a man who had one 
thought left with him save of that glory of manhood, that 
spleudour of Uberty:, that beauty of unknown worlds which 
they bad voluntanly surrendered and buried from them
selves till the death of the grave Ilhould release them from 
the death of the monastery. 

'Come,' he whispered, as he pa~sed the Umbnan. 'and 
if you can ,bring lemons, sugar, and spices 1I'ith you, you 
shall dream yourself in paradise to-night.' 
, 'Hush, my, dear son; do 110t be so profane;' murmured 
the other, while his eyes danced in expectant ecstacy. 'I 
,will come, and bring the things. if I cau, from the buttery. 
Your tales were beantiful, but I thought the Superior 1I'0uld 
never have let you go ! ' 

~ Great heaven! to save my,own life I would not stoop 
to dupe and bl'ibe these brutes as I do for hers!' thought 
Erceldoune, where he leaned on the sLone ledge of his cell
window awaiting the monk. It was very bitter to him, this 
truce with her enemies, this false play with these ecclesias
tics. ' The soldier-like frankness and the proud honesty of 
his nature rebelled irrepressibly at the dissimulation he was 
driven to match them with thus. To lead 8 charge through 
the heat of battle, as he had done in Mexico and Algeria 
more than once, when the chiefs had been shot down, or to 
imperil his life against all odds in a deadly contest with over
powering numbers, as had ch~nced to him in Persian defiles 
and Argentine revolutions, was far more suited to his tem
per and his instincts than the part, that, for her sake, fell 
to him in these cloisters of Taverna. Yet played out the 
part must be. or she would be beyond rescne, beyond 
hope. 
, It was Dot long before the Umbrian made his stealthy 
entrance, with ,the treasures of the buttery hidden under 
pis frock. ,," ,,' , 
, Ercelclonne in silence took the things from him. His own 
flask was large and full of brandy, strong as fire and mellow 
as oil; he emptied out half the water of his pitcher, tossed 
the whole of the cognac in instead, and with the spices, 
lem'ons. and sugar, made a fragrant and intoxica.ting drink. 
The Umbrinn, squatted on the drygrasses oCthe bed, watched 
~ts preparation with thirsty devouring eyes. 
; . ';l:Je will be ,dead drunk llefore this is half empty,' 
thought El'cerdo~l'. 
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• Thel'E', ten me if that is not better than sour wines and 
rancid goat'a milk P' he I18ked, as he poured BOme into the 
little drinking hom the monk bad brought. It was awn!. 
lowed in an ecstasy; the U mbrian had no need to dream 01 
paradise; he waa in it the moment the strong odorous 
draught touched hill lips. As fast as he stretched the hom 
out, so fast his h08t filled it; the pitcher held more than a 
quart. and Eroeldoune scarcely drank himself, though be 
made a feint of 80 doing; be did not yet know how much or 
how little would be needed to steep the Italian in the slum
beroua intoxication he required to produce. As he had 
imagined. the iirst few draughts rose straight to the brain 
of the recluse, who, well as he loved it, had not tasted 
any alcohol for years; the IUBcious, fiery, highly-spiced 
liquid quickly Bushed his face. and whirled his thoughts, 
and loosened hill always loquacious tongue; he sat with the 
jovial content of a Sancho Panla, laughing, chattering, 
heeding 'fery little what replies he bad, and very rapidly 
forgetting all things except the tender of bis hom for its 
replenishing. Erceldoune sought first to make him garru
lous, so that be might glean intelligence from his drunken 
yerbia,,<>e. The Umbrian's idle tergiversation of speech 
100D wandered oft' to the captive of their clerical bondage 
-wandered to such ardent maudlin ecstasies on the subject 
of her beauty, tlint hi~ hearer suffered t(lrtures as be listened 
perforce to the profanatiou. Erceldoune flung himself 
down OD the flag Boor, resting on his elbow. in such en
forcedatillut'88 lIa he rould command, while the ramblin,. 
fen'Our of the gluttonous Brother dellecrated. her name and 
catalogued her charma; happily the drinker was too giddy 
with his potations to notice the shudder that every no\v 
and then at ilia hottest el,ithets of descriptive admiration 
shock hia liatener'8 limbs, or the flash that darted over him 
from his heuer's regIe eyes when he betrayed, in his uncon. 
Briou. loquacity, the purpose of her imprisonment in tLa 
Cistercian sanctuary. 

It needed no questiona to elicit lIll he knew j the brandy 
fumes rilSing o,'er his brain undid all ClIution it 'had ever 
been taught., and apread ou' its shreds of knowledge as a 
pedlar aprea.de bis wares. Erccldoune heard enough t~ 
oonvulse him with horror lIa he was stretcbed tl1ere on the 
~cd atone. ... ith the l\laUe of the Italian night finding 
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its way dimly through the aperture above j-enough to know 
that be must rescue per to~night, pr ne\,l'r. '. 

• And Iwilllell you ~ore,' hiccoughed. the monk,!atigh. 
jng low and cunningly, too hlind with drink to h8\'e much 
knowledge left, of whom he spoke to or of where he was. 
, Monsignore comes to-uight--he often visits U9,yOU know i 
we are his special children, and it has a fair odour for so 
great a man to leave .th" world for ~ueh holy rigorous re
tirement! ' 
· 'To-night! • -

Erceldoune sprang to his feet as a lion springs from ita 
lair; the priest's villanous chuckle rang like Ii rattlesnake 
in his ear; in his cups tpe Urn brian ·was bt.t an animal-a 
very low one to boot-and the better instincts which had 
mo\'ed him wbenthe lashbaddropped from his hand were 
drowned and dead. 
· 'Ay, to-nigh~ J'laughed the monk, while his head hnng 
on one side, and his eyes. closed with the fatuous cunning 
of intoxication; 'pe comes for the last time-do you mark' 
ine P":"for the last time ! • . 
· :The oath tha.t shook the stone walls. thrilled even through 
tbe mists of drink and the imbecility of his dulled brain, lUI 

it was hurled from his hearer's lips; an agony was in it such 
8S mere grief never spoke yet. The. U mbrian, sobered by it 
for the moment, shuddered and strove to rise,looking about 
him with blind terrified eves . 
. • What have I sa.id P What have I done P' he muttered 

piteously ... , Ah, J esu I Monsignore-Monsignore!' . 
And with that last dread name on his lips he fell back 

stupefied, rocking himself to and fro. and sobbing like a 
(;hild. . 

Erceldoune neither saw nor heard hi~; he stood like a 
statue, his hands clenched, his face dyed crimson, the black 
veins swollen on his forehead and his throat,. his breath 
caught in savage stifled gasps, his bared chest heaving like 
the flanks of a snared animal . . 

, To-night !-to-night I ' . 
The words rattled in his chest with a curse that would have' 

chilled even the bold blood of hill mighty rival. 
The Umbrian Bat motionless, staring a.t him with dis

tended sl'useless eyes; he was filled with a great terror, hut 
the terl'Qr WIIS vague, a.nd his mind seemed to swim in va-
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pour. Erceldoune cast one glance at him, and by sheer 
matinet forced the vessel, still half filled with the liquid, into 
his hands. , 

, Drink !'he said fiercely; 'drink, and 'be, ii. beaSt at 
once! ' ,,' ' 
, The monk,wiih whom there was but one sense 1eft, that 
of desire for the alcohol that destroyed hini, seized it thirstily, 
and drank-drank-drank-till the fiery stream flowed down 
his throat like water. Erceldoune watched him with eager 
aching eyes;, every moment seemed an eteririty,evcry 
thought maddened him till he felt like a dese,rt brute; he 
('ould not stir till this priest lay senseless before him. 

He paced the narrow limits of his eclllike;a caged lion, 
his face dark as night, his heart panting till its throb!! 
Bounded through the stillness, his breast heaving till the 
loose light folds of the fishing-shirt felt like a case of iron, 
bi., gaze never leaving the obese wavering figure of the stu· 
pe.fied,Itl!'lian, who fol1ow~d his m6ve~ent,wit~ a ,dizzy 
blinded SIght that grew dimmer and 'dunmer Wltheverv 
moment that the brandy rose 'over his ,brain like ' lravc·H 
that waslled all lingering sense away. .' 

At last'the pitcher dropped with a crash 'from 'hands that 
lost all power; a vacuous laugh sounded a moment in 'the 
Umbrinn's throat; his eyeIJ stared I!enselessly at the slender 
silver cimeter'Of the young moon that shone through the slit 
of the casement, then their lidll closed, bis bead fell back, 
he lay like a log of wood on tbepallef;--unconscious,sight. 
less, dead drunk. , 

Ereeldoune stooped. over hini, and forced Iils e::rlids up ; 
by the look of the eyeballs benelloth he Bawthat thIS was no 
feint, but the deep-drugged sleep of intpxication that would 
be unbroken for' a Bcore of hours, whose stupor made the 
man it had enchained powerless as a stone, brainless' as 1\ 

'hog, deaf to all sound, insensible'of all existenco i he wanted 
no more. 

With, his knife }Ie slashed noiselesslY' the band of ,the 
great keys that sWllng at the monk's girdle, and fastened 
them. onbis own, BO muflled that they, would make no 
soun~ as ~e moved. He looked at IriS pistols, andput them 
back m hIS Bash ready Bprung; they were double-barrelled 
revoh-era, tbat carried Bure death in their tubes. 'Then: 'he 
laid his hand on the hounds collar, led him without, cloBed 
the door, and drew its boltB.lockin~ ill the Umbrian. 
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The domitory 11'88 quite dark; not even the moon's ray. 
strayed into its narro\v blacl, aisle ot' stone, wiLh the doublo 
line of cells flanking its length; a single footfhll overheard, 
• single echo sounding down the silence, and the sleeping 
monks would pour out of their lairs upon him. While wait
ing, he had bound his feet with withes of hay, so that they 
fell noiselessly on the pavement j" and the hound stole softly 
on, 11.8 he had been bred to steal on a roebuck'. slot or a 
°brigand'. track. The first thing Erceldoune sought was to 
: make the road free to leave the building; he found his way, 
that he had cal'efully noted" he came, back to the great 
entrance. The whole place was still i there was not a sound; 
he passed uninterruptedly to the vaulted gate-passage. 
Here a single oil-lamp burned, its light duly shed on the 
broad low oak door, owith its iron cramps and fastenings, 
lie drew back the bolts gently, and turned the keys in the 
two ponderous locks; the door would open now at a touch. 
He motioned to the hound to wait and guard it; the dog 
understood the trust, and" couched motionless as though 
cast in broMe: a truer or a bolder sentinel could not be 
placed thcre, and it 11'11.8 not for the first time that the brave 
sagacious Servian monarch had been trusted in a crisis of 
life or death. Then rapidly, and with the light swift 
tread of a deer, Erceldoune retraced his steps j he had but 
the shadowy rambling information of the monk to guide 
him to where Idalia was, but he knew, by that, that she Wall 

in the westward wing of the monastery, and he made his W8Y 

there through the thick darkness about him, and down the 
stone passages winding one in another. It 11'11.8 all so still; 
he thought the story of the drunken Italian must have been 
• drink inspired-dream. 

And yet-men who came for shame would come ill silence 
Blld in secret; his hand was on his pistols as he went, his 
limbs shook as he traversed the interminable gloom i a hot 
joy, a terrible torture, were on him i he went to save her 
-3nd he might be too late. 

He had found hiB way into what, as far as he could judge, 
was the westcrn part, close on the chapel which the Umbrian 
had spoken of as the place of her fresh lodgment. Here, 
also, the darkness was unbroken j he could not pierce it to 
lee a yard in advance; he felt the rough cold stone of the 
nU a~aillilt his haud i ho f\llt by the greater ehillnesli QC the 
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air that no ray of daylight ever penetrated'; he paused. 
moment, tempted at all risk of discovery to return and fetch 
the dog to track her. At that instant his eyes caught a 
faint narrow thread or light, pale and close to the floor
the light, doubtless, ot a chamber within glimmering above 
the door aill; he made his way toward it, earelcBa what hand 
might be atretched out to arrest his course; before he 
reached it, the aweet imperial tones of a voice that thrilled 
him like an electric touch rang through tbe solitude. 

• Back !-or your life or mine ends. It mattera little 
whichl· 

The voice wal clear as a lIe11 and rieb as music, but it 
vibrated with a meaning that struck like steel to the heart 
of the man who loved her i-it told him all. 

With the force of a giant he threw himself against the 
door, guided to it by the light that gleamed beneath against 
the atones. Pasaion lent him herculean strength; the bill' 
within was drawn, but the weight of his pressure suddenly 
flung on the panels sent both bolts and sockets back, 
wrenched from their filstenings, while the wood was shivered 
beneath the crash, and a dusky yellow light flared in -his 
eyes from the cell within. 

Acrosl the broken llal! of the door, still jammed by ita 
ataples to the floor, he laW Idalia; such light as there was 
on her where ahe stood close prcssed to the bllre stone 
WillI, au agony upon her face, but an agony that had in it 
loathing and acorn unutterable, and had even now no touch 
of fear, the rich.hued draperies of her ma~l{·dress weN 
torn, IS though she had just wrenched llerself fl'ee from 
lome polluting grasp; her hair was loosened, !lnd against 
the fairness of her bosom she held cleuched the slcnder 
blade of the Venetian stiletto, its point turned inwnrd 
against her heart. Above bel' ltood the magnificl.'nce of 
her great tyrant" lofty form. 

As the bolts broke .• Old the splintered bfechwood Hew in 
fragments, Giulio Vilhlflor SWl'pt round, his forehead red. 
his eyes alight with a Borgia's fury of baffied and licentious 
Jove-en amazed rage on him at the strangt'r who dared 
ItalJd blltween bim and his captivt', between him and hi, 
will. With une glant'e, in which hi" gaze met hera-with 
, liou', spring, EI'Cddoune WIIB on the mighty prelate, hi" 
llana on the otnel"'. throat. -41sa foreet bound's fangs {Baku 
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In a wolf's ;. the shock of ~he sudden collision dragged the 
Italian back staggering and breathless; ere he heard or 
saw hid antagonist, ~he sinewy arms crushed him, and the 
reckless violence tore him away, ~hen that sheer blood. 
instinct woke in VillaB.or which walies 'with the first seose 
of conflict· in all. men not cowards from their birth; he 
clof.led with his unknown foe, whose gripe was at his throat, 
holding, him powerless. '. . 

Not !,wordwas breathed, yet both knew-strangers 
though, they were-that they met thus but for her sake. 
It 'Was the work of an instant, yet to the Neapolitan it 
leemed long as half a life, that struggle in which the light
ning swoop of his unseen enemy swept him from his prey. 
and bore down on him with the might of vengeance, in the 

. silence of the night which he had thought had veiled ,his 
tyranny and his crime from all eyes. No living man had 
ever crossed the will or the passions of the great prelate 
until now that he was seized as Jions seize in the. death~ 
grapple. 

They were almost. perfectly matched; equal in strength 
as. in stature, though in one a life of adventure and hardi. 
hood had braced all that 'in the other Ii life of effeminate 
indulgence had ent'rvatcd. Giulio. Villaflor bt'neath his 
sacerdotal rohes had a warrior's frame and a warrior's soul. 
many a. time, hearing of battle-fields and soldier's perils, he. 
had longed to gird a sword on his loins and go down in the 
mn to the slaughter; nnd as the' gripe of Erceldoune's 
hand fastened on his throat, and the gleam of his enemy's 
eyes flashed suddenly into his, the desert rage, the deserb 
courage, roused in the silken soft-footed panther of the 
Church. In the lamp-lit cell, l.'flder the black-vaulted roof, 
in the hush of the midnight-silenced monastery, they 
wrestled together in thab wild-beast conflict, which makes 
the men who are maddened by it savage and blood-thirsty 
u the beasts whose ferocity they ~hare. . 

. Such feeble flickering light as there was in the dungeon 
~hone. ,on the majestiofigure of the priest, clothed in, the 
dark floating robes of the Church, and the nthletioform 'Of 
his foe, in the white loose linen dress of the, ,Capriote 
Bailors, as breast to breast, face to face, with ·their lofty 
limbs twined like gladiators, and their hanus at each other's 
throats, they Bwayed, and reeled, and rocked to and fro, ill 
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that deadly embrace. It wa\1the work,ofscal'ce twenty 
seconds j yet in il; they rent and tore at each other as lion 
and leopard may do in ,the yellow ,dust.ot.s tropic,:cJ.llwn, 
when long famine has made both ravenous for blood, and 
el\ch beast knows that he must conquer and kill,or feel the 
fangs plough down into heart and Hanks, and his own life 
pour out for ever. The, prillate, wlio, ere, now, had never 
even known a hand too roughly brush hiss8cred' person, 
sought only to Hing off the grasp ,tha~ j!trangled, and the 
arms that, crushed him j ',bisJoe,: rife" with revenge and 
burning ".jth a rival's hate agnins~ the spoiler who w{)ul~ 
have left him nothing of' his, love save a vain .. unending 
agony, could have torn his heart out :where they wrestIe4 
in as deadly 8 combat 8S ev.er was that With whicb,retiariuil 

'lind secutor reddenecl the 'white sand o( Augustan anlphi~ 
't.hentrcs. " , ", 

,A moment, and the hardier'st.ren~th, th~ 100I1-i,l1e., to,' reel 
ot Er&eldoune, s,o often tested 111 VIctory llndor the red 
foliage of Canadian forests Ii~d, ~he scorching SU)1S; of 
African skies, conquered; 'he 'crushed the priesl; iq. his 
,Ii~ewy arm~ till the ~hest-boncs bellt,. a~d ,the, breath, ;~as 
BtlDed, as'In the gnpe of the ArctIC bear; 'then, wltb 
one lasl; effort, he swung'the ItnIian. off,'tlUd ruising lii1n 'by 
the waist, flung him with al\ bis,might down"'nrd on to;~he 
stone floor, the limbs falling wi~h la dull, cr1.lshing,,1¥'eaJti,ng 
sound IJ,8 they were dashed against the granite. ' 

Thrown BO that bis head smote the Hags with a shock Jik~ 
iron meeting iron, Villaflor fell insensible, the force, with 
which. he ~as tosse.d outwa~d I stunn~n g bis Bense,~,: au~ 
throwIDg hUli a brUIsed, motlonlells, huddled mass III tho 
gloom of the dusky cell., ; The proud and prince!}' ccde; 

, Binetie )ay powJrl~s8, silenced,' broken, helpless; ljke; a dfud 
j:ur, i~ t111~ nearl;!,If the monastery' .,,"h~re his word W,IJ,8 law, 
and hIS will absolute as an! sovereIgn s. , " 

His foe' stood above him, his foot on the prostrate lhront; 
t.hllt swelled and grew purple with the sutl'ocated breath, ,the 
,tiDed blood. He had lost all memory save the sheer 
81limol impulse to slan?hter and a,-cnge; and his heel 
ground down ou to the Neapolitan's neck, treading out life 
till the rich lips of the Roman gRsped in unconscious tOl"

ture, and the olive tint of his bold smooth brow grew black. 
&. the Cull veins throbbed and started beneath th,e Bki~ 
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One pressure more, and the last· pulse oC exi~teii.ca would 
have been crushed out where he lay, with his teeth clenched 
and his senseless eyes staring upward-the touch that could 
lead him where it would, as a child, fell lightly on her 
avenger's arm. Idalia's voice thrilled him with Its sweet. 
brieC words: I 

, Wait! You are too brave for that.. He is fallen i let, 
him lie.' ... , 

Her gaze dwelt on him, full, humid, eloquent, spealdng 
her gratitude far more deepl.¥' than by words.l3reathleBB, 
victorious, with the wllr-lust m his eyes, and his heart pant
ing under the bruised muscles and the aching sinews of the 
chest to which his enemy had been strained in so deadly 
an embrace, Erceldoune turned and looked, at the woman 
for whose sake he had fought, as a hound, called off from 
the throat of the thieC he has pulled down, looks at the 
master he obeys,:even while he longs to serve him,' and 
revenge him, with the death-gripe.· " 

He took his heel off the neck of Giulio Villaflor. 
• As you will.' . " 
His voice shook over the simple words; his face Hushed 

hotly to the very temples as, for the first time, he met her 
gaze; his eyes searched hers, thirstily wistful, wildly eager. 

I Come, for the love oC God I You trust me P' 
• As I never trusted any.' . 
She stretched out to him, as she spoke, her fettered handa 

that, even chained," had found strength in them to hold the 
slender blade that would have sheathed itself in her heart or 
her tyrant's. There was that in the action which, even in 
such a moment, made him feel faint and blind with hope. 
It repaid him all-would have repaid him his death-stroke, 
had he laid dying at her feet. . 
. For all answer he crushed the steel links that hung, hold. 
ing her wrists powerless, in the grasp which had stilled 
Giulio Vil)aflor, and bent and wrenched ond twisted them 
with the same force as that hy which. he had once torn off 
an Indian hoar from its writhing human prey; the chain 
broke and ft:llllsunder. 

His eyes, as they looked np to hers. spoke a meanmg to 
which her own heart answered as Hame leaps to the touch 
of a torch. 

I We will haye one freedom-the freedom of death, if not 
of life! ' 
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She knew all that the whisper meant; knew that he 
might be powerless to give her the liberty of existence, but 
that he would give her the liberty of the grave-and share 
it. 

As the links of her fetters broke, a rush, an alarm, a 
tumult, were borne down the silence ;t'l'om the distant cor
ridore; the monks had awakened, and found either their 
strangcr guest absent or their bolted gates unloosed. Those 
doors once freshly closed, those sleepers once aroused frolli 
their countless cells, and every avenue of escape would be 
ilealed, every chance of flight ended for ever. 

'Vithout a pause for breath, without a glance at the 
flillcn form of the great churchman, without Bcnse or 
memory of the aching siuews and the bruised nerves that 
t.hrobbed in heavy pain across hi, own breast, where the 
strength of his foe had dealt hil.4 blows that had rained 
down like an iron hammer on an iron plate, he drcw'his 
pistol with one hand, while with the other he held her close 
against him. 

, We will beat them yet!' he said in his teeth, that were 
clenched like the' strong fangs of a mastilfj there was the 
glow of fiery passion on his face, and his heart, as his arm ' 
touched her, beat as it had never beaten even in the clos~ 
locked struggle with the mlln who had sought to deal hei: 
dishonour. He was a soldier at the core; all a soldier's 
daring, all a soldier's war-fire, rose in him, as with him alone 
lay her defence, her liberty, her life. 

,With the Bwiftness of a moorlaucl deer he plunged out 
into the gloom of the passage beyond, and dashed down 
the windings of the narrow vaulted ways. The darkness 
was like the depth of midnight) and the first false step 
lllight fling them like broken birds upon the stone of the 
11'11011 that towered on'either side. or down the sheer descent 
or the granite stairs that ever aud again at intervals led 
into the unknown horrors of the underground crypt and' 
vaults. Yet, as he bore her onward througb the rayless 
treacherous blackness, a Bweet fierce joy was on him; for 
her pleasures. and her riches, and her brilliance, half the 
world mi~ht be her comrades and her caudidates, but he 
alone Bhared her danger. In her prosperity so many had 
been round her; in her extremity he hila no rival. 

The rush of feet, the clamour of· "oi"(,8, tllfl tremuloul 
2..l 



WALIA . . " 

utterance of vague alarm pierced. shrilly and incessant11 
from the farther end of the building the dead silence of the 
night. From the broken cries which reached bim, he could 
tell that the priests knew nothing as yet of the fall of their 
weat leader, bu~ had been a\l"akened by the noise of the 
far-off conflict, and Ila.d discovered his absence and the 
Umbrian's drunken sleep. But one chance remained-the 
single chance. of reaching the entrance-hall before they 
searched there for him. . '. 

, Can you fire? ' he wlJispered, as he bore her onward and 
ilutward to where t~e feeble lamp-light gleamed yellow and 
fll-int in the passages he had traversed., , 
'. In answer, her hand glided over the barrel of his weapon, 
and closed on the butt firmly. . 

'My life has hung . .()n my own shot·before now.' 
. There was no tremor in her own tones as she replied.to 

him; there was only the calm valour that thrilled him as a 
clarion thrills the soldier who hears its ailvery melody com
mand him to face death and to deal it. 

'Promise me one t'!J.ing ?' she murmured. 
There was light enough now, gray and dusky as it was, 

for him to see her eyes ;as they looked up to his, the gold 
gleam of her hair against hiB j:)reast, the glisten of the steel 
blade against her boso~ • 

. \All things.' .. 

. ',Then, if we ara. outnumbered, keep the last shot for me, 
nud take sure aim.' . .. .. 

.A mortal anguish quivered through him; .he knew. it 
might well prove that this boon, .and .this only, would be all 
.hat he could do to rescue or obey her. ..' 

, The last but one,' he answered.. f The last; shall bring 
me to you.' 

The words w:ere .brief, and had the noble simplicity of his 
oWii·n~ture in th.etp, blen~ with a high devotion that held 
lIer honour dearer yet than all her beauty,and would obey her 
will even 'unto this last tbing of de.ath.. He had loved hel' 
ere now as dogs love, as slaves love, as men love,- whose pas
Bions can make them madmen; dotards, fools; but with that 
hour he loved her more grandly, moL'e deeply, with a passion 
that ~nnk. into her heart, nnd stirred it as the storm winds 
lItir thfl Ilea; that, for the first time in all the years in which 
tbi'llllSlIllity had been roused by her lind lavished on her, 
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move<1 her to reverence what she ruled". t" feel the'itrength, 
the depth, the force of this life that she, and she alone, 
eould break as 8 child breaks reeds. She ,was. silent; she let 
lIersol£ be borne by him through the twilight; she, too, felt 
" lulling sweetness, a subtle charm, in 11:tathreathless pas
page through the gloom, whose only goal might be. the gravo. 
She, too, felt something of that dreamy sorcery which. lies 
in the one word-' together.' 

Nearing them came. tho clamou,," of the shrill Italian 
90ices; behind them', from the cell where Giulio Villafior 
was stretched senseless, the shouts of those who found their 
lord lie dying as they deemed J.'ang the plarm through tll8 
whole monaatery, till the stones echoed .with the outcry. 
From the stillness of slumber and the drowsy monotone of 
prayer, the whole silence teemed with Doise lInd tumult; 
the whole building was alive with men, who started from. 
their firststup()r of, sleep in vagu~ ,terror. nnd senseless 
excitation, while above all thundered,the roll of the hound's 
bay, attacked at his post and givipg challenge tQ hill menacers. 

• rr he can guard the gates, you are free! ' 
The cri broke from Erceldoune with the agony ofa prayer 

as he pressed on into the grea~ hall, where the single swing. 
ing entrance-lamp burned. dully tlll'ough night and day. 
lIope almost died ,in him as he saw the crowd of monks that 
filled it; while before the unbarred. doort\le. dog couched 
like a lion ready to spring,. with his mnne erect; and his 
eyeballs red with fire,. and his mighty teeth .gleaming white, 
under his black-bearded muzzle,. holding them so at bay that 
none dared be the first to pass him and swiqg ~o afresh the 
~nJoosed bolti! and chains. They forgot the h!'nnd as t11ej 
saw the pnsoner oftheir Church, and rushed on to her with 
a shrill yell. There were men among them who hnd flung 
the priestly robes over lives offoul crimes and unsuccessful 
villainies i and men who had hated her fo~ that m.ere feminine 
forbidden- loveliness that here, in th~ir sto.!1e-JocJ~l'(1 den, 
they nev.er loolted.on; and men who wo;tld ~:lvekilled her, 
were it only that such service might find .them fair favour 
in the eyes 'of the great dignitary .whoheld t.hcil' fales in 
the hollow of his hand_ These turned 1'1'010 the! dug, and 
threw themselves headlong towa.rds Erceldoulle as he came 
out of the darkness of the corrido~ into. the entrance. square. 
low-roofed and broad,with the ,arch C;l{ th door (illing i~ 
farther end. . ,.' 
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He paused. and levelled his pistol full in theeYe8 or tlllt 
foremosli. 

• Ld me pass. or yon are dl'&d men! • 
The flash of the steel tube in their sight, the pressure or 

ita cold circle on the forehead of the nearest, staggered them 
a dloment: they :nl(.'Oiled slightly one on another. They 
had measured the height and the girth of this stranger'. 
limbs 8S they had sat ,nth him at their meal. and they' 
dreaded the tempest of his wratb. He, holding her to him 
still with one arm, and covering the foremost "'ith bis aim, 
thrust himself against the mass of the monks-halt-clothed 
as tbey started from their first hea1'J' slumb~d strove 
to pif".rce his way througb them to tbe gates. A voi~e Crom 
behind cut the silence like a bullet's bL-.s. 

• Coward:l! bolt the doora and trap them; we can pinion 
them then at oo.r leisure! • 

The Elpeaker, as his figure towered in the a1uIdow, 1rll1l • 

gannt Abruuian giant, fierce-eyed, bollow.cheeked, eager 
and lustful for slaughter. In a long dead time he had b.:>en 
a chief among ferocious soldiery, who had brued his hands 
det'p in blood; and the old aava"oe instincta flared alight, Dnd 
the old brute greeds breathed free again, as for once, after 
long captivity, they broke the bonda.,"9 of the. priesthood. 
lIe took the le:ldership among the herd of half-awllkenet' 
and bewildered monks, as the long-stiftt"d impulses of war 
and murder rose in him, and glared wolf-like Crom his eyes, 
reddened with • light that WIIS wen-ni~h insanity. The 
Abruuinn li\'ed once more in a thouslmd dt'ad days oCbaWe, 
of rapint', and of cruelty, as he strode downward into tbe 
hall, hea\;n~ aloft; a great iron bar with ",bich be llad armed 
bimself, iu defuult of otber weapon. ' 

ErooldoUDe, as he turned his head, and MW the lamplight; 
,::low on the lean ra\,enOUB face, knew that here lay his worst 
foo; the rest might be dri\'en like 8 ft()('k of sheep if once 
terror fairly mastered tbem; but in this man be fe.'l.d tbe_ 
bloodthirst of the tiger, the fiercer and the more ruthle~s 
for its long repression. With the keen glance ofa soldier, 
the warriol'-monk Elprang forward to secure tLe doorway; 
once netted, be knew that the prlSOnl'fS coulJ be dealt with 
at p)('BSure. The "'ei~ht of tbe irou bar ,,'as lifted. to be 
"url.oJ on to the bound'8 head, where Sulla "'as planted at 
bit guard. and-no more to be mOfed in faar or in \n.·ll 
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than the sentinel, who perishes at his post for sake of honour 
and obedience-might be slain so with ease, though not 
passed or approached except at cost of life. The iron swung 
above the Abruzzian's head, swaying lightly as a flail, to 
descend with another instant on to the dog's bold brow. 
As it was raised, his arm fell paralysed: Erceldoune's first 
shot broke the bone above the wrist. Maddened with the 
p~in, the monk shifted the bar to his left hand, and, forget
ful of the hound, rushed on to his antagonist, head down
ward, with the blind infuriated onslaught of a wounded boar. 
"Erceldoune, watching him with quick unerring surety, was 
ready for the shock, and, sparing his :6.re,-for he knew not 
how much more yet he might need it,-caught him with a 
blow on the temple, as he rushed on, which sent him stagger
ing down like a· felled ox. As he dropped, his brethren, 
catching that contagion of conflict which f\'l..w men, priests or 
laymen, Clln resist when once Jal,luuhed'wto it, threw 
them:.'elvcs forward to revengc:.:hitfall, rough-armed with 
the hatchets, the clubs, the pickaxes, used in out-door toil, 
which hung or leaned against the wall. 

Brigauds of Calabria, tigers of the Deccan, would not 
have been wil&r in their rage than these sons of peace, 
whose passions were for the first time loosened from control, 
and took in one brief hour payment for all that had been 
silenced, and iced, and fettered under the weight of the 
Churcll's rule. The sight of a woman's loveliness lashed 
like a scourge the bitter, longing, futile envy roused before
hand in thcm by the stranger who had broken their bread, 
and showed them all that they had lost in losing for evel 
their freedom of will and act. The eyes of Idalia, as the1 
flashed over them, stung if> fever heat the vain regret, the 
hate of their own bonds, the acrid jealousy of all liberty lost 
to them and still sweet in others' lives, which had woke in 
them with the :6.rst ring of their guest's firm footfall and 
fearless tone.... What was at riot in them was not a jailer'S 
ra~e or a hireling's terror of chastisement; it was their 
own heart-sickness, their owu years of passion\lte pain, their 
ownl rebellion, aud their owu despair which made them 
savage as murderers. . 

For the only time in all his life' a deadly fear came on 
Erceldoune-fe~r f2.r ho~. lIe glanced down once on her, 
~4 h~r eyest gate lrlm· b(\ck a. !ll11iL~, pr"md. Berellc, resolute, 
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sweet beyond all tenderness; a smile that !!laid, as thougb 
hel' lips spoke it, • Remember! ' It nerved him afresh, as 
·though the coUrage of Arthur, the power of Samson, poured 
by it into bis 'Veins and limbs. He had sworn to give her 
the treedom 'of death, if ~hat oflife were beyond his reach; 
the memory of bis promise made him mad with-thlit desperate 
strength where~y men in their agony reach thatwhicb, told 
or heard in the coolness of calm reason,seems a dream of 
impossibilities, wild as thoseof the deeds of the ned Cross. 

• Fire with me I ~ he said in his teeth. • Our lives hang 
-on it!' 

She heard, and raised . her weapon steadily BS the priest's 
rushed at them, while the great gaunt body of the Abruzzian 
'lay like a maS8 of timber at their feet. Tbe two shots echoed 
together, aimed at the mass of stretebingbands, of brawny 
arms,of gleaming hatchets,of lifted clubs,tbat was within 
a hand's breadth or them in the twilight oftbe lamp-lit hall. 
The mass :wavered; quivered, staggered back; in that one 
'breathless: paUse Ereeldoune, with' his arms round her so 
that sbe was held close against his breast, dashed forward with 
a rush, as a lion will, dash through the cordon of hunter" 
wbo have fe~eed him in for the slaughtf;'r, hurliilgtbem back 
and front, lef't'andright, by the' impetus that bore him 
through thelli as swiftly, as. reSistlessly; as a scythe cleaN 
its way through the grasses. " . 

ODe monk, Iliorerapid than the rest, swerved aside from 
thaI; terrific chugs, which carried all before it like the sweep 
of cavalry, 'and :threw himself against the door to swing the 
-oak close ere the fugitives could reach it.' . 

.. Sci?;e bim I' shouted Erceldoune.·· 
'~he hound had' waited, panting and agonised~ .for t~e 

command; . he sprang on the monk's breast, and threw hIm 
prostrate, his fangs. clenched in the man's throat almost ere 
the words that loosed him from his guard were fairly uttered. 
The fair, still, lustrous night gleamed soft and starlit througb 
tho nnrrow space of the opened portals I the world and all 
ltB.libel'ty lay beyond. Blows were 'rained on him, yells 
hooted in his ear, hands clutched his clothes, his limbs, hi~ 
sash, to wrench bim back; an ,axe hurled at him struck him, 
burying its blade au inch deep in -his shoulder j a herd 01 

"devils shrieked, cursed, wrestled, and pursued behind him. 
Ho heeded nothing, felt nothing, heard -uothing iht onl1 
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guarde<l ber from the wearons that were flung in his rea,r, 
10 thaI, none should touch her save such as struck first at 
bim, and bore her like the wind through ,the half-t>pened 
door out into the night-air and down the flight of rock~hewn 
8tllirs; the hound coursing before him down the slope of 
the black, rugged, precipitous steps,'slippery with moss, and 
worn uneven by the treading steps of many centuries. 
One step unsure, and ther would be hurled head down ward 
on to the stonea ·below., There was no moonlight on the 
depth of intense sbadow that shelved straight into fathom
leiS darkness; behind, the rush of the priests followcd;aud 
the clamour of their shouts shook ,the night silence; yet on 
he went; fearless, reckless, impervious .to pain, and feeling 
drunk with the sweet freedom of the fresh night wind, with 

. the beating of her heart npon his own. To have 'held' her 
thus,Qne instant, he would have given his life UP' tlienext. 

Of that downward passage he' had no knowledge, no 
memory in after-time; he followed it as men in a nightmare 
follow lome hideous path that,ends in chaos. He touched 
the earth at last, clearing the three, last 'granite rungs of 
the rock ladder with a leap, that landed him in the- 'moon
lighted breadth 'of turf that stretched beneath.: He rushed 
across it at the speed of" wild deer, making straight for the 
cyprells knot where he had bidden the horses, be waiting. 
A monk beld him close in chase-so' close, that the 'priest 
reached tho ground well-nigh with him, ;He did 'not Bee or 
dream his dang~r; Sulla did, and, with one mighty bound, 
Wail on the Italian's naked che~t; rending and tearing and 
crushing him, as he had dealt with wolf and with bear in his 
own woods. The monk fell well-nigh senseless, and'the dog 
t.'lre onwardthroug~ lhemoonlight with a loud bilyofjoy, 
of challenge, and of freedom.' : ' ' 

They were alone; the pursuit· could not reach them for 
secondutleast-I!econds precious in that e:x:tremi~ as years. 
'rhe clamour and tumult of the monastery pealed ftomthe 
height above; but few of the brethren would dare to ri~k 
the poril of descent in the blackness of midnight, the few 
that would must be SOllie moments· yeb before they could 
bo on him. In the shadow of the cypresses stood the horses, 
held by a. Germau lad, and eased by Test till they were fresh 
.. though they had not left their stalls. 

With""t words, she threw herself in the saddle; she had 
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ridden stirrup]ess ere then across tho brown, clark desolation . 
of the Campagna, in an autumn night, with the Papal troops 
out against her. In all her sovereignty, he had never seen 
her beautiful as she was now in the white Hood -of starlight 
that fell through the cypress-boughs. Idalia was of that 
nature-to which danger IS as strong wine. Her face was 
pale to the lips, but resolute as any soldier'S on-the eve of 
victory; her hair shaken down rested in great masses that 
_gleamed golden in the flickering light, her right hand stili 
held the pistol as though it were some love-gage that she 
treasured close, and the fairness of her face was sot calm as 
death, resolute as steel, even while her eyes burned, and 
glowed, and dilated with the ardent fire of war, and with a 
look sweeter than that which swept over him like a sorcery. 

• Off! ' she said low and eagerly. .' Every second is life 1 • 
'Vhileshe spoke he was in the saddle; the horses, young 

and wild, broke away at a touch in a stretching gallop, with . 
the brave .hound coursing beside them .mad with the joy of 
his liberty. The hoofs were noiseless on the moss that was 
.damp .and yielding by the moisture from the swamps, and 
·the belt of the cypress screened their flight from the 
monastery; the monks would search for hours till their 
tvrches flared out in every nook and cleft of the rocks 
around, ere ever they would dream that that midnight ride 
had borne away their prisoner.. . 
, Out of the cypress grove and beyond the beetling wall of 
the crags the moonlight lay in a broad white sheet, clear 
and soft as dawn, across the open country_; mirrored in the 
surface of the still lagoons, and scarcely broken by a tree 01' 

hut. Afar the still green fields of rye and maize were scarce 
stirred by a breath, and the twisted boughs of the olives, 
with their gray silver foliage, were veiled with a. soft mist, 
the steam of the marshes and the plains. Through the' 
sweet, luminous half light, while the water-threaded earth 
trembled beneath them, and the rank grasses were crushed 
",nder their fleet hoofs, they rode as those alone ride behind 
"hom pursues Death, and before whom lies Freedom. 

Through the shallow pools, with the water splashed to 
their girths, Rnd circling away in eddying rings as they broke 
its slumbering quiet; through the vaporous haze that hung 
over the black expanse of the morass and the plain till they 
Beemed to hunt down the white wraiths Qf its smoke th~i 
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. curled and uncurled before them; through the tall, reedy 
grasses that broke as they crushed them, and sent a fresh. 
dreamy odour out on the air as they bowed their broad rib. 
bons and their feathery clusters; through the deep, intense 
Bilence, till the water-hen ftew With a scream from her rest, 
and the dowuy owl brushed bl with a startled rush, and 
tile landrail woke with his shrill cry from his sleep in the 
midst of the millet-stalks; through the balmy. southern 
night they rode as those can only ride behind whom yawn 
• prison and a grave, before whom smile the world and all 
its liberty. 

CHAPTER XXV. 

'STOOP DOWl'l' AND SEEM TO KISS ME ERE I DIE.' 

ALL through the night they rode on, till the slender arc 
of the young moon was sinking· toward the west, and all 
the countless Btars were shining larger and clearer toward 
the dawn, boming through the blue-black darkness 'of the 
sky. veiled ever and again by sweeping trails of mist. . 

Under the gray dim colossal arches of the Ferratino gates 
fresh hOrBes waited; the tired beasts were changed in haste 
and without question, and the young unworn ones raced on 
through the gloom as fteetly 88 wild horses sweep over prairie 
plains. Behind them hunted Death; with the morning light 
the whole land would be as one host risen against them, as 
one snare spread to trap them; the bloodhounds of a Church 
were on their track, and the hate of a king and a priest ran 
them down; yet searce a touch of fear, searce a breath of the 
chillness of terror were on them; they had drunk deep of 
the rich hot wine of danger, and one at least was blind with 
the blindness of passion. 

The world was still about them; all things slept. The 
earth was hushed and without sound, as though the deep 
tranquillity oC death had fallen everywhere. Only through 
the calmncss came the low sigh of the air through the 
grasses, and the liquid murmur of unseen waters foaming 
down from height to height, or stealing under the broad 
leafage 01' arllln-lIhq.dowed chl\.nneill. Nothins Awakened 
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around them, save the downy-winged aziola, or the changeful 
~ands of the fireflies gleaming like gold among the gray 
'plumes of olives, or above the tender green seas of ripening 
millet.: The summer was still young, and the night wall 
divine, as the nights 0\ the .south alone are; the barren 
plains and the vaporous pools were passed with the swift.. 
,ness of a dream, and beyond the olive belts and the outer 
.woodsof. cypress Jay the richness and riot· of Italy, all 
-shadowed and softened, and steeped. in· the. moonb.:Jilms. 
,Vineyards where the budding grapes were ~hrusting their 
first lite through the leaves j great chestnut woods, wher. 
no ray {lierced the massive fans of foliage, and the ground 
was whIte as though from snow with the heavy fall of the 
'dropped flowers j fields where melon and gourd, and the 
fantastic shapes of the wild fig-tree coiled one in another, ~ 
fragrant. as gods' nectar~when· the hoofs trod out the fruit 
and .bruised .the amber skins, and broke through the filmy, 
silvery webs' of weaving inSects, all glittering with the dew j 
.black, .silent, groves,. noiseless. and cavernous, with the 
:hollow moan of earth-imprisoned torrents, and lofty aisles of 
cedars shutting in the broken ivy-covered ruins of the' de
'!lerted altars of dead gods; . vast piles of rocks, and dim, soft 
stretching plains and hills covered with ancient strongholds 
mouldering to dust, and sweet nestling dells where sheeted 
.water mirrored .in the, starlight the slender stems of sea
pines . and the, marble shafts or Classic temples. Througq 
'them they ,rode; never drawing rein, with the hound cour~ 
sing beside them, ,through the changeful light of the calm 
late hours, guiding their flight by the stars, and holding eve, 
straight.Jortl),e. sea. . With sunrise the soldiers of the king, 
the mercenaries .of Church and of State, would be out over 
th~',land; the night alone was liberty. Liberty, for the 
b).'eath of·the 'Wind on their brows, for the splash of river. 
SPl'llY aD-their lips, .for the wild joY' of fearless speed, for th6 
fragrance of trampled flowers, for the limitleslil glory of sight 
free to range over the width of the earth, 'for the nameless 
rapture of living when every sense and pulse of life is hot liS 

with wine, yet is lulled as ,vith sleep, and holds the pain of 
tho world well endured for tile' sake 01" OM hour ot" joy. 
Liberty, in whose sweetness lies all,the ecstacy of life. and 
.in whose loss lies all its anguish. • '.' 

Through tho shallow foam of balf-dry water-eollrses. 
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throughtbe :long sear grasses -where the -cattle couched 
through the odorous thickets of· wild myrtie, through-ttB.c 

,withes of osiers where tbe bittern. wakened, rose with bis 
lullen booming cry, they rode on towards the'Bea •. Down 
.the perilous slopes of ravines. where the loosened, sbingles 
sbook in showers into yawning depths; down naked b~adths 
of st:>ne where no mosses broke the polished incline, and one 
uncertain. step was death; across bridges high ill' air, 
spanning the wh~te smoke of boiling torrents. wbile, the 
timbers shook aud bent beneath them; under mighty aisles 
of oak and cypress, whoro no path led save such as the rush 
of their gallop forced between the breaking boughs, they 
held their way by the light of the planets, through the 
twilight, haze that deepened to blackest gloom wberethe 
woods closed abora, and: lightened to ,silvery lUlltrewhere 
the plains stretched out unbroken. .All memory of danger, 
all sense of danger had fallen from them j, on her the 
dreamy nigbtsilence and the passionate sweetness of 
freedom rested; with, him there was DO thought remaining 
save that he alone held his place by her bridle:rein, that he 
-alone had dclivered her,out of hel', bondage. , -

In the vast calm IIround them, aU was at< rest ,save theu 
own hearts, sav, their own flight that held on for the same 
goalo an hllman life except their own seemed banished from 
,the world, and the slumber-hushed earth left onJyto them; 
through ravine and wQodland, through vineyard and valley, 
under the overhanging brow of lonely ~lj1f~ and across,the 
swaying . bridge of giddy heights they rode together;_ and 
'It'hile the flickering light flashed down through parted leaves 
apon her beauty, and ever and. again as ,he swept on beside 
htlr he met the glcam of her eyes th,roogb. the shadows; he 
who loved ,her 1elt ~runk with his joy. What cared.. he 
though he should fan dead at her feet when that midnight 
ride should ha.ve reached its end P He should have passed 
to bis grave with her. , _ 

WD.ere the jagged iron bad been hurled against him, the 
l'CDt nerved tbrobbed, a.nd the linen was stained with blood-; 
"here his rival had strained him ill that deadly embrace. the 
breadth of his chest was bruised as though weightil'y struck 
by,. mace, and compr~sed as though tight-bound m banchs 
of steel; but he Mt nOIl8, of its pain;he knew none of its 
su.ffering: he only kuew_ that. ehe rode beside· ,him •. tha$ 
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-~hrough him ahe wall saved, that once his arms had held her, 
that still in all the width of the world there was none with 
her in her extremity save himself-whose love ahe _had for
bidden, yet whose love, she had aeen, outlasted all, and only 
~sked of her place with her in her danger-a place near her 
In her death. - - -

No' words passed between them; the breathless passage 
of their Hight left 'no apace for apeech,_and the soft hus" 
of the darkened world was too solemn to be broken. There 
was no sonnd, except the throbbing -of the- hoofs' beat scour
ing fast as _the wind the seaward way to the shore. They 
had broken away from the beaten track, lest any should see 
and mark their course, and had borne straight across the 
country westward to where the bay Iay~breaking, through 
the blossomed vines, the sheets of maize, the nets outspread 
for birds io southern mode, the deep-grown screens of 
myrtles fencingvi:la lands, and the wild growth of rocky 
channels, where hidden streams rao below earth, and tuade 
the vegetation riot rank and thick, where the snake found 
its lair, and the mosquito swarmed in hundreds, and the hot 
heavy vapour -uprose like clouds of steam. Now and then 
her ·eyes turned on him in the darkness of cypress shadows, 
or where some yawning river-bed, yellow and reed-choked, 
and unfatbomed in the gloom,was crossed with a mea.sure
less leap, tbeir horses close abreast. For all else, except the 
.echo of the ringing hoofs tramplingthrougb ripening corn, 
or sounding loud on rocky pathways, there was utter silence 
between-them as they swept onward to tbe sea, as swi(tly 
and as surely, by unreasoned instinct, as hunted deer make 
for it, when before them lie the waves, and behind them 
the hounds hold chase. 

The night was fast waning, the stars growing larger, till 
the wboleskies seemed on fire with their brilliance; the 
hours were passing' swiftly-the hours which alone were 
safety. Here and there, fro;n lonely marshes, the bittem'l 
booming ·call liIounded, desolate and mournful j or, as the 
trodden millet-stalksmumed the noise of their gallop, the 
cry of the cicada could be heard from under the maize. . The 
world went by them vague as a dream, mist-like as a cloud; 
ruined temples, shadowy landscapes, waters glistening white, 
monastic piles darkly looming down from rocky heighte. 
.ullen depths' mal8.l'ious, iml?C!D.etr~ble, dcath-11l4cn; 4ivinct 
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beauty glenmingvine-crowned under'southern moonbeams>'· 
aU pa~8ed, by .them like the fleeting changeful phantoms 01 
• feverish sleep. They rode on and Oli, without thought,. 
without refuge, with one impulse only-to leave league on 
league between them and the abhorrent dens of the Church; 
the burning breath of the past agony was on them,driV'ing' 
them forward as the curling prairie fiames drive the lives 
they course afrer; and the riot of liberty was in .them both, 
with every breath of wind that tossed the foliage from their 
path, ,,·ith every current of air that drove sweet, and wild, 
ond warm against their faces, as they dashed down by the 
pole star's guide straight to the sea, yet northward first, era· 
the" bent found to the shore, since Naples, where she lay 
Bnnd her loveliness, was the tiger's lair. of priest and king-
"'as death and worse than death. . . 

The horses coursed like greyhounds;. their feet scarcely 
touched the earth; the shallow brooks, the parched Boil, the 
reddening osiers were scattered as they went; neck and· 
neck. their heads stretched like racers, their flanks heaving, 
their bits foam-covered, they held. OD, :at that mad pace; 
without pause, without stint, now forcE!d. through screens of 
netted boughs, while the great chestnut filns blinded their 
eyes, aud the branches snapped 'with a. crash, and the viperS: 

, "lid from under their feet-now scouring Bwamps wnere the· 
earth quake<1 beneath them, and tlie heron's wings; start~ 
liug, brushed them, as the brooding birds rose with a rush-,
DOW keeping footing, as best they could,. down narrow ledges. 
of slippery rock, .where the mosses' glided and the stone 
crumbled under the crush of their thuudering gallop. Mile 
on mile, league on league, were covered with that breath
less racing speed, that reckless course on giddy heights, that 
headlong plunge .f;hrough tawny .waters; 'when any risk, 
darker th"D. the rest, was. in their way, his haud closed on 
her bridle-rein, so that the peril which might. menace her . 
• hould by no chance Bwene by from him; and in these mo
ment:l her eyes met his, and dwelt on him with a look that 
made him blind with the sickness of hope. She was his in 
these hours at leaot-his in her Deed, in her solitude, in 
ber jeopardy,. in her Hight i his now, for .thi .. one night, so. 
far as bonds of mutual danger could so render her, BO fiu as·. 
hill arm 010u8 to shield her, his heart alone to beat ·fol1 her, .. 
his strength plone to stpnd between her and br foes, eould·, 
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lend him rigllt to' hold llCr 110; llis, ",bile tbe ne~ and the 
withes were about ber, aDd the sleuth.hounds W&fe tracking 
her down, even though-if she ever ,gain reached her 
freedom aud her sovereignty once mot\ #8he ehould forgct 
that he once had "erved her thus, and L;d him go and Bce 
her face no more-. lIo loved her with an exceeding love; 
not lellll would be have brought her from her miscry, or lCB8 
have laid down his life to slwe herll, though he bad known' 
that dying thus he should ncvcr havo acen even one look 
that thanked him. 

Pusion WD.a strongel'" tho pain; and' gave him un con· 
seiousnesll of it, aB it hnd given liim the thews and the sinewil 
of giants in the contest whereby he had frecd her; though 
the.mdnk'll blowll had been raine(l on bim like Illlmith's 
blows on hill anvil, and his breast hlld been bruised, and 
dinted, and ewollenby the grip of hil priestly foe when 
they hadatrnined and stifled eacb other like wrestlera in' 
the deathtling. he had no feeling of lItitrering, no feeling or 
exhaustion. The reckless glow of triumph wal on him; the 
f .. agrance of the IUltry night seemed to steep his senSC8 in 
voluptuoul delight; tbe florcenesl of contest and slaughter 
were still hot in his veins, and the lulling charm of a dream 
fell upon him while the world lay sleeping in silence and 
darkness, and to his hand alone was delivered the defence 
of Idalia'i liberty. lIe would have reeled out of hiB laddIe 
before he would have been conscious that illness WDI on 
him i to have force still to ride on thus, he would have 
prc~N('d into his side a da~gerthat had dealt him his death. 
wou:ud. though he bad Imown thnt, to purchase life BO 
for an hour, was to lose lire for ever whell the hour should 
be1.assed. 

t every leap'tbeir hunters rOBe to, tbe wound that tile 
iron bad slawhed quivered and opened OB though the l'lIsted 
axe afresh was hurled at it; at every convulsive bound with 
which the bsastl cleared Mme riven chasm of stone or Borne 
higb aloe fence that lifted itl "harp folinge right in their 
courae, the weight on hil chest caught his breath, and the 
bruised muscle. oehl'd to bursting j often the stars grew 
giddy above him, and the luccio16 glittering nmong the lonves 
looked B confuscd henp of sparkling fire, till he could Bcarce 
tell which wal earth beneath Bnd which Wll8 sky above him; 
often fnintnesl came over him from the J08S oCthe blood' 
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tim had IOaked hia fWUn: shirt throngh, and the ... eight; of 
the bl.:1lT. dealt upon him which at the time oC mntest; he 
h:d Cdt no more "ban be felt now the gentle nin oC the 
,yriD~a flo .. cra u tbeY1rere 8ho .. ered from the boughs they 
Droke llS.:nder. Yet he bad barely any knowledge of this: 
he flang it off bim, Ind was atrong as he rode-etrong io 
"Itch et"cry danger thlAt threatened bel' in their pa!'sage
Itrong to le:ld their flight with a mO!lntaineer'. keenness of 
YiaioD, a de;.ert.hnntel"s instinct of guidance-strong to l<'t 
ber Bee no palencu on Lii face a:n-e tile pallor of moonlight,. 
no look io his eyes l:aTe the love th3t W dared all things 
Cor her, and wpuld do BO unllinchingty on to the end, .. ~t
BOC\"er tbat cod might 8till be. A wild BeJl.8eleas, fiery in
toxication of joy .. as uFon him; he knew no pain, he knew 
no lI'eaknes&-he Bed with her alone throngh the 81feet 
fOntbem lligU. Come 11'11» Cntnre there ... ould, no fate 
taulJ lI':.IIh thia ont,. no fate could steal tbil from him ;
tb:1t once his arm had thm8t di:s hODOIll' and death back from 
her, that once Ilia heart wone Lad been leI' shidd againsl; 
Lcr Coes. 

The tint; py gla.'Il oC d:!.;m was brc:Wn~ lI'here the 
morning Btu hnn: in the deep mystical blue of night, when 
their bonlCS, panting, ... orn, !teaming. covered with foam. and 
ltAg.."t!ring in their gallop, tore do1l'D through forest glades of 
oU and b:lrk into the heart of .. oods .. here once the altars 
of DionysiUl had uUen, and tbe print upon tbe thyme where 
the .. i1d goat bad wandered had been kiaaed by .hepherda' 
lips .. aaed ground toucbed by the hallowing boof of Pan. 
The .. ood Itre~bed up a hillside'8 llope dark CTC:! by day. 
BO thicklY1l'oven .. ere the old gnarled boughs. BO hea'Y ..... 
the foliage enn in summer drou.,obt,. from the hidden Itream!l 

that I'2D beneath ita BOil. IUD aheltered and making toOl 
liquid music through tbe gl.lom, rising none knew .henec, 
fl·;,wing nODe J.-new wbither, but telling to an .. bo chore to 
hear of the dead clap 11 hen their BOng had min;led with the 
rin~r~1t chantl to Eat"Chus. and had borne their radenro 
in companionflhip wila the thought. of Virgil or of Marti:U. 
No heai could reach, no I!l'aIOD parcb, those lobterrane:m 
... tera that here lod there broke up to sight,. rnahing bro1r1l 
and bri:bt under the moon, but BOon .. ere lost .gain in the 
reces3C8 of the e31"tb, and only trued by ihe ricb herb.., ... 
&hat grew 1I'berner ihf'J ... Oood. ol'-'l'be:1 the z:tiJl:u:sI ..... 
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hushed Into a silencil intense as Alpine solitudes-by tha 
murmuring hollow ripple that told where they threaded their 
way through Be.cret channels to the sea. Here the sun-rays 
could. not touch to burn the grasses black; here the twisted 
leafage was fresh and dew-laden, as though a northern cool. 
ness fanned them; here the silverYilrum uucurled above the' 

. screened channels of the. brooks; bere the white hellebore 
thrust its delicate. hend through mosses green and curling. 
as tllOugh they grew under English elm-woods. 

And here in the deep loneliness, sunk over their hocks in 
the water-fed reeds and grasses, the worn-out horses 
slackened speed, and strained to reach a freshet that brimmed 
\Lnd bubbled under an aisle of oaks; and as the headlong 
gallop paused, and the swift rush of the air ceased as they 
entered those dim aisles, that had the twilight gloom and 
calm of some mighty temple to forgotten gods, a Budden 
blindness veiled all things-even her face-from his sight •. 
Erceldoune swayed heavily forward on his saddle. the 
faintness of mortal pain vanquished him at last. 

With sheer. instinct he threw himself from hIS tltirrnps 
and staggered toward her; ·all was dark and sickly to his 
senses, and the iron bands seemed to crush tighter and 
harder round his chest, straining out the very life; but his 
thought was still for her, and he smiled in her eyes, though 
he could no longer see, but only felt that they were on 
him. . 

"Have no fear'j-it is nothingl' 
But even as the words left his Jips his strength at length 

was conquered; and senseless from the IOS8 of blood, be 
reeled slightly and fell, head backward, on the earth. 

Almost ere he had fallen Idalia was beside him; she had 
not dreamed that he was wounded or even in suffering, till 
with tbose few gentle words he had staggered and swayed 
downward like a dying man. Then, where the. moonlight 
strayed in through a parting in the branches above, she saw 
that his face was liS white as the arum lilies among which be 
fell. and that the snowy crowns of the flowers and tbeir broad 
and pointed leaves were 'darkened with. the stain of blood. 
Boaking through the liuen ot' his barcarolo's dress. He was 
stretched there as .when first she had found him under the 
"arpathian piue-woods, where he lay struck down by tbe 
bullets of hi I! Greek assassin, with the vultures waitiug above 
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to ewoop to their feast. For many moments she knelt bl 
him, in the eet mute apathy of anguish; no tears rose before 
her aight, and her proud lips were pressed close without I 
,ound, almost without R breatb, but as she gazed au agony 
came in ber eyes greater tban any that tbe uplifted scourge 
or tbe locked fettera of her prison bad wrung from her. 

e 0 God I-not bis life, too I' 
The prllyer broke stifled and heartbroken from her very 

loul; abe bad seen 60 many perish for her, perish tbrough 
her; ahe bad Been tbe brave lives at Antina fall like tbe ears 
of wheat, ripe to the reaping; she had known that east and 
west, far and near, in the wide wastes of the Magyarland as 
in tbe silent streeta of Venice, in tbe snow plains of the 
Muscovite empire all in the langbing loveliness of Lombard 
meadowa, men had poured out their blood like water at her 
bidding, under her will, only for sake of that fatal beauty 
1I'hich many with their last wrath in the battle-field or on 
tho scaffold had curaed with bitter reproach, which some
aDd not so few-had to the last still blessed. So manv had 
died for her I-and now he who had found at her hands but 
coldnesa and suffering, imd gone without reward for a loyalty 
passing all that even ahe had ever found, lay to all seeming 
dead or dying at her feet I as a noble hound dies for its 
mistresa'a sake, dies faithful to the last, though never may 
her band bave gi"en him one caress, though never may her 
lipa . have spoken more than carelesa command or chill 
diamissal. 

She knew then that she loved him; loved him not with 
pity, nor with diadain for love as weakness, nor with mere 
warmth to one who had risked all things in bel' cause, but 
loved him with a passion answering his own, with a passioD 
holding the world worthless if he no more were numbered 
with the living. To-night, when his heart had throbbed 

. against hera; to-night, when his strength had ntood between 
her and her destroyer; to-nigbt, wben his promise bad been 
given her to Have her with death, if no otber freedom were 
left bim wherewith to rescne her; to-nigbt, she had known 
'hat she had loved him with the love she bad deemed dead 
in her heart, impossible to her nature; she, with whom love 
had been but the sceptre witb which to sway slaves, the . 
mandragora with which to blind madmen, the supreme folly 
with which women, otberwise. powerless, reach a power that 

2B 
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mdCks a~ kings and creeds, and reign over the broadest em- . 
pire of earth. 

She knelt by him, mute, motionlesll, with a terrible long
ing in the haughty eyes that had Dever quailed nuder Giulio. 
VillaBor's, and had made the U mbrian priest let fall the lash. 
In tbat moment-in tbe silence and the loneliness of the 
forest, where the shadows closed above them, and in all the 
width oT the lana there was not one whom she could sum
mon to his aid, ODe whom she dared trust with their lives
the anguish she had oftentimes too mercilessly dealt, too 
lightly counted, recoiled. back on her. She learned what it 
could be to bear this thing, that men call love, this deadly 
gambling of heart. and thought, and sense, which casts all 
stakes in fate upon the venture of another's life; she, who 
had watched that madness so often and IJQ long, with calm 
contemptuous gaze, and tempted youth and manhood and 
a.,ue into it with a IIOl"CeI'er's smile, heeding the wreck she 
made no more than Circe heeded those who went down 
benesth the waves because her white arms waved them to 
that fatal sea. She loved him now with a great laTe j p~ 
sionate, with the fire that slept in her, yet pure so far ail 

remorse could burn it pure, and harrowed deep with. con
trition that would have pW'Chased freedom, snd pesce, and 
joy for him had it been p08Sible~ at any cost, at el"ery 
sacrifice. 

The stillness was intense j the solitude absolute as in • 
desert. DO living thing was near, and had • peopled city beeQ 
around, in place of that profound impenetrable desolation, 
none could have been mmmoned to tl:am! she had become 
as one plague stricken, she 11'88 hunted down by Church and 
King, Bne could not ask a draught of lrllter from a pea.."3llt. 
or bid his help to bear her lover under a sbenling's shelter; 
the very reeds and grasses trodden in their Bight might tell 
their course and betray their resting-place, the very moments 
migbt be numbered in which she could even watcb beside 
him here UUpUl'llUed,· unarrested. Though he perished 
hefore her sight, she could not reach for bim even the succour 
of a be!!g:tI"s wallet. or a charcoal-burner's roo£. 

The linen of the fishing-shirt had fallen. open on his 
breast, and by the Bickering light shed downward through 
the leaves she saw where the blows had fallen fast as hAil 
upon his chest, that was strong as any corslet of steel, bua 
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blackened and beaten by them like the st.eel af'!-.er IL long 
close battle i his head had sunk back, he had reeled down 
aenselt'.as from exhaustion; through the crushed arums the 
Blender stream of the blood still flowed till the snowy cups 
were filled with it as though they were purpled by wine; she 
had looked many a time on death, anll death seemed to her 

. on his face now, as it had done when beneath the mountain 
.' pinel ahe had ~rst seen the carrion-birds waiting and J;1over

lng above his 81ghtless eyes. 
. For tbe moment sbe had no strength, no consciousness to 

Beek to save him i sbe knelt beside him, knowing nothing save 
that through her he too must be sacrificed; that for her this 
life also had been laid down, uncounting its own loss, yield. 
ing up its breath without reproach, forced nobly on to perish 
in her defence as the bold fealty of a dog forces itself to share 
the blow aimed at its lord, and falls by it, content if so ite 
lord be saved. She stooped over him with that look in her 
eyes with which she had gazed down on the lifeless frame of 
Carlo of Viana, only that now, beside remorse, there was a 
grief and a passion deeper yet, even while softer, than 
remorse alone. That gaze, though he lay senseless under 
it, seemed to have power upon him still, ae when first under 
the Danubian sea-pines ~t had been bent on him in the glow 
and fulness of the noon never again to be forgotten. His 
eyes, blind, and seeing nothing but the dark swaying moJion 
of the leaves and the stars that burned down through the 
vault of gloom abore, still instinctively looked upward 
seeking hera. A beavy sigh heaved his breast i a sigh in 
which words brokenly rose to his lips and died. 

• Leave me, I entreat you i save yourself.' 
His one thought was still of her; his one instinct still was 

for her. A quiver shook her from head to foot, as fear and 
danger and the pressure of the poisoned steel against her 
bosom had had no strength to shake her grand and fearlesl, 
courage. He was faithful to her thus-to the Jast; and sh4r 
flad given him no recompense sa\'e tIIis-to die for her. 

Her head bowed its haughty royalty downward and down
ward until her brow rested on bis breast, and her handa drew 
his within them against the beating of her heart. . 

• 0, truest, noblest!' aha murmured, • I know it now i 1 
!ove you,if love be any worth.' 

nrough the sickening delirium in which JUs miad waa 
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floating, through the darkness that closed on sight anil sense, 
Dnd seemed to him, 8S to her, the presaging shadows of disso
lution, the words reached, the touch thrilled him, with an 
electric shock, a Bweetness of hope so wild, so rich, so breath
less that it called him back to consciousness, 118 in the priestly 
legends the touch of the anointing chrism has summoned the 
soul to earth. . 

He raised himself slightly with convulsive strength. a 
living warmth flushed the bloodless weariness of his features, 
his eyes strained through the dimness that swam before them 
with eager effort to regain their sight. 

e Say it again,' he \yhispered, with that terrible doubt still 
in his look of one \Y ho fears the joy he tOuches will van,ish 
mocking him; 'say it once more-once more.' 

Through the mist before his vision, through the blackness 
of the forest shades, through the haze of flicl[ering foliage 
and watery moonlight and stars that seemed to stoop and 
touch the earth, he saw the divine- eyes bending over him 
grow humid, lustrous, gentle with an iI:finite gentleness. 

'Say that I love you P Yes; I say it now.' 
The words were low, soft, slowly uttered, proud still-for 

in them she Yielded far-but tender with a tenderness the 
deeper for that pride which stooped, not without lingering 
reluctance still, . to own itself disarmed. The glory that 
shone one moment on his face she had never seen save in 
ber youth's earliest dreams of the glory on the faces of the 
gods; for, let the world lie of her as it would, to none had 
lIhe ever spoken as she spoke now to him, while her voice 
was sweet as sorcery, and filled -with~shed tears that 
would olIot gather in her eyes, but were driven back to her 
heart iu bitter aching grief that mingled with the poignancy 
of Bofter thoughts and tenderness unloosed at last. 

eYes; I love you. Know it now; it is a poor reward, and 
comes too late for both.' 

Then, at last, the passion of its ecstasy reached him, and 
be knew that it WIlS truth; truth that rushed through him 
like the wild potence of some eastern drug, burning, blinding, 
lulling every lIense like opium-mingled wine. He lifted him
self from where he lay, he stretched his arms out to her, he 
strove with futile agonised effort to strain his gaze through 
the mists of pain, to free his strength from the bonds of 
exhaustion j and once more it was in vain; once mo.r;~ hit 
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fell back, powerless, senseless, yet with his thoughts keeping 
their hold on their own memory of her. and still with that 
glow as of light upon his face. His lips moved faintly in 
words that scarcely stirred the grave-like silence of the deep 
oak-woods: 

• 0 God I if it be love, not pity, Stoop down and kiss Dl,1 
once.' 

She was silent a while, 100Jdng motionless upon him iii 
the gray, fitful, shadowy haze. that was dusky and darkened 
by the massive canopy of foliago above; then. with a faint 
flush nsing over the weary fairness of her face, lower and 
\ower she drooped her noble imperial head, and let the 
warmth and fragrance of her lips rest in the &nswer that he 
prayed for on his own. 

CltAPTER nVI. 

'WHY )lUST I, 'NEATH THD LEAVES OJ!' COnON'J.L~ PB.ESSANY 
KISS OJ!' PA.RDO~ ON T.BY BROWP' 

THB earliest dawn had broken eastward, where the moun
tains stretched-the dawn of a southern summer, that almost 
touches the sunset of the past night; but under the dense 
shadows of the old woods that had sheltered the mystic rites 
of Gnostics, and echoed with the Latin hymns to Pan, no 
light wandered. There was only· a dim silvery ha;e,that 
seemed to 1l0at over the whiteness of the taU-stemmed arum 
lilies and the foam bells of. the water that here and there 
glimmered under the rank vegetation, where it had broken 
i'rom its hidden channels up to air and space. Not a sound 
iisturbed the intense stillness; that the night waned and 
the world wakened brought no change to the solitudes that 
men had forgotten; and only the memories of the dead 
deserted gods· still haunted in the places of their lost 
tewples, whose columns were now the sea-pines' -stems, and 
.. n whose fallen altars and whose shattered sculptures the 
lizard made her shelter and the wind-sown" grasses seeded 
and took root. Of the once graceful marble beauty and 
the incense-steeped stones of sacrifice nothiDg remamed 
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but moss-grown shapeless fragments, buried beneath a pan 
of leaves by twice a thousand autumns. Yet the ancient 
sanctity still rested on the nameless. patltless woods; the 
breath of an earlier time; of a younger season of the earth, 
seemed to lie yet upon the untroubled forest ways; the 
whisper of the unseen 'waters had a' dream-like unreal 
cadence; ill the deep shade, in the warm fragrance and the 
heavy gloom, there was a voluptuous yet mournful charm; 
the world Beemed so far, the stars shone so near, there were 
the sweetness of rest and the oblivion of passion .. 

When her lips had touched his, 'life had seemed to return 
to him; be lay in, a trance va~e all a ra~turous dream. He 
WitS powerless to answer her, save by hIS eyes; he had no 
consciousness, save the one sense of a joy that in its intensity 
was half delirium; he had no memory, save that he held him
self dying, and felt death glorious, divine, welcome as the 
richest life that ever poured its golden wine out in the sun
li~ht of youth; felt. like ,the lover who, slaughtered at his 
mIstress's feet, and learning· by his taIl her love, murmured 
with his latest words: 

, It' was ordaiD.' d to be sO sweet, and best 
Comes now, beneath thine eyes and on thy breast, 
Still kiss me! Care not for the cowards! Care 

.. Only to put aside thy beauteous hair 
My plood will hurt.' .. 

Stretched. there :motlon]e~s, strengthless, seeing only the 
-:gnze of her eyes in the· dimness, and feeling· the depth of 
.the solitude in which their lives were alone,. as in the awful 
stillness of the desert, he knew not yet whether this was 
truth,or whether dying visions mocked him·; whether this 
spiritual stillness round. him, this madness of incredulous 
10Jle, this breath of whispered words that ~lJl~ed his hair, 
thIS caress that .burned one moment on hiS ltps, were not 
the mere phantoms of vail'l desires dreaming M the joys 
.denied to them for ever. For a while Idalia let him lie thus, 
with his ]Iead Bunk bnck against her heart, and his eyes 
alone speaking as they gaz(·d up with their dog-like fidelity, 
their unutternble pas~ion; she had no thought now that 
this was death which had come to him; she· knew thut he 
.would live as Burely as tbough with that auswer to his 
prayer she lind breathed back the certainty of 'existence 
upon his lips; and Bhe knelt there silent and immovablo, 
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letting the moments drift on, forgetfUl alike of time, ot 
danger, of flight, and of pursuit, remembering no more than 
if they had never been a.like the agony that was of the past 
Bud the jeopa.rdy that was still of the future. On the daunt
less Greek courage-the courage of Marathon that had 
revived in her-peril had frail and passing hold; and in 
the deep bOl!om of these untracked and classic woodlands 
all sense of mortal fear seemed lost in their profound peace, 
their nameless melancholy, their ethereal luning charm. 

At last, as though smitten suddenly with. the sharp iron 
of recollection, she moved from hiJp., rose, aud went from 
the great oak shelter where be lay. 

I Love I love I What· have -:r to do with love P' she mur
mured wearily,. bitterly. as she leaned her arms on the 
broken slab of the old stone altar, and let her head droop 
down"'ard on them. . 
, A flood of memories, a tide ,of thought, rushed on her 
from the years of her past j on the impulses of a gratitude 
touched to the core by the fealty and devotiun of his defence 
'she had let words escape her that 'pride had silenced, and 
weightier chains fettered for so long, that she would have 
taken her oath no pity for him would ever shake,.no Yielding 
in herself would ever lead her to revoke, the decree of sever
ance from her for ever which she had uttered' unfalteringly 
'on t.he night by the Capri Sea. It was done; he kneW)lOW 
that sbe gave him back some measure at least 9f that plUision 
wherewith he adored her. She gave him love; .she who had 
held it with 80 superb a disdain as the dalliance of fools; or 
the sensualism of libertines; she who used the whole power 
of itl empire but as a weapon, Ii: mask, a snare, a means 
'scorned in itself for ends nea.rer her heart and worthier the 
consecration of her thoughts than sbe deemed that any 
single life could ever becom~ to her. For the first time
,,'hatover calumny might say, or vaiu jealousy uphraid her 
'with-for the first time the softness of this passion had 
touched her, nnd ita caress been given by her. She had 
mnde a slave of its madness many a time, o~ lashed it into 
fury wben she needed, as the priestesses of ancient Syracuse 
tamed or enraged tbe desert be&l\te,. tbey -' crowned, 'with 
lowen, only later on, to lead tbem' out.to Ilacrifice. '. That 
she 'would evrr render it back, that She ",,,ould ever foel to it 
other emotion than a half· contemptuous compassio.n, bad 
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seemea impossible to her for so long. Moreover, when of 
late some senf:!e of its tenderness had stoleu on her, flome 
'echo.in berow;i hC>1.rt been awakened to the strong vibra
·tions Of kia,' ehe had known that the bonds which bound her 
could ne,er be IOOSCIlCd ; and she had told herself that she 
'had notitlo to, no fitness for, a noble and unsullied homage. 
, Where she leaned now against the lui ned altar-Rtones. 
'rcmo~se. keen as ~hough their love were guilt, weighed on 
'her: . H~ had' justly won his right to all'ofjoy,'of honour. 
and of peace that she could givetheliioerator and defender 
of her life; he had been willing to purcbase liberty for ,her 
at loss of all things to himself; he ha,d merited ,the tender~ 
lIess she had yielded to him by chivalrous service which,no 
gratitude rendetedcould repay; and sbe, knew that, in all 
likelihood, 'the so18 reward her love would bring to him 
\vould be' _a violent death by shot or sttiel;she knew tha.t 
the more truly, the more deeply he was loved_by her, the 
more inevitably would the price of her love be to him a fate 
as merciless iii! the blow his Abruzzian foe had dealt at him 
,that night; An exceeding bitterness came on her-a heart
sickriess of regret. Why had' not he come to her in the. 
'early years of her youth P,Why had not this passion, since 
'at last itreachedher, been wakened in her while yet it 
would have sufficed to her, while yet it would have had no 
shadow cast upon it from the past; while yet no self-reproach, 
no 'weariness of doubt, no fever of reckless ambition, arid no 
:darkness' of untold bondage~' of fettered action, of, dead 
memories, would have 'stretche,d between them P The 
poignancy' of that· cruel 'remembrance, 'too late,' which 
had passed over her when she had leaned against her prison 
casement, and seen him 'look upward in' the tawny torrid 
hent of the monastic inarshes, was with ber now. ' 

She had told him that he was dear to her, nnd she knew 
him to be so; knew that she c(l'lld go to his side and pro
mise him" love that should be no mockery and no treachery. 
but a living truth, deep and warm, and rooted fust ill honour. 
She had known mauy who, in other things, equalled or far 
surpassed him;' she had known every splendour of intellect, 
every dignity of power, every brilliance of fascination in the 
men of every country who had been about her in so many 
changing throngs j but none among them had touched her 
as the"aill~lehess and the self-sacrifice of Erc~ldoune's devo-
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they would be, as weakly slaves of any other wno succeeded 
me, and as easily subjugated by a courtesan as they were 
by me, when I chose to use the power. I thought very 
scornfully of love. I saw its baser side, and I held it a 
madness of men by which women could revenge a thousand. 
fold the penalties of sex that shut us out from Pllblic share 
in the world's government. A statesman iii great, a woman 
can make him a wittol; Ii chief il mighty, a woman can 
make him a by-word of shame and reproach; a soldier has 
honour firm as steel, a woman can make him break it like 
a stalk of green flax ; a poet has genius to gain him immor
tality, a woman can make him curse the world and its fame 
for her sake, and die like a dog, raving mad for the loss of 
scarlet lips that were false, of eyes divine that were lies. 
No power! We have the widest of all. Well, I but knew 
that better than most, and used it yet more unmercifully 
than most. And I think what gave that power tenfold into 
my hands was that one fact-that ~he weakness of love 
never for one'imtli\.nt touched me myself; that the tempta
tions of love never tempted me for an iustant; that 111 y in
tellect alone dealt with them and my heart remained ever 
cold.' -

, And, God, it has wakened for me! How is it pnssi
ble? What have I that those had not? I have nothing 
on earth whereby to be worthy of you-whereby to have 
won you.' 

His life was so sweet with its rapture, his passion was 
so blind with its victory, he scarce remembered those who 
had so vainly suffered before him. Every happiness is 
selfish more or less; and his was so in that moment. Sho 
half smiled, and let her head droop over him, till her lips 
touched his again. 

, Who can answer for love? Others have done as much 
for me all you; others have loved mo, even as well as you i 
but-' i 

, None had yours in answer P' ! 
He asked it eagerly, breathlessly still; this was all that 

ne doubted in her past-that some other life had reigned 
before him in that heart which beat so near to. his. 

, No! A thousand tilDes no, jf you care for the denial. 
LO'l'e wail illy tool; he was never my master.' 

She IIpokl' wi~h her old imperial dignity of disdain for 
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lation against, the ivy-covered >stones, in themotionlesl 
Inusingthat succeeded to the breathless, fearless intoxication 
of danger and of flight. It would not have been possible 
to her to do as many weaker and less truthful natut'CS do
seek sltelter in self-evasioD,'and turn the very nobility and 
trust of the man who loved her into the withes to bind him, 
and the blind to blind him. ", It would not bave been possible 
to her to stoop and touch his lips with hers; if on hers ther( 
was ever to be for' him the shame of falsehood or the dil' 
grace of subterfuge. When once she had answered him 
,with that caress he prayed, when once she had murmured 

, to him,' I love you! ' she had -acknowledged to herself his 
right that there should never be' one thing in her past or 
ber :present screened from' him, one truth veiled, one act 
distorted, ' -And on her silence was bound; either way, with
holding 'aU' or giving all the records of her past, she saw 
herself' a traitress to, -her creed , of truth and justice-a 
traitress alike to others and herself. 

• Lost in thoughtiand weakened now more than 'she knew 
by her captivity, by the Bcant coarse food and noxious air of 
her prison-house; and by the wild speed of the lengthened 
,headlong midnight ride,' she sat there in the still deep sha
dows of the oak-glades, with the faint gray hue of tbe young 
day 'serving, but to deepen into blacker, sombreness the 
colonnades of trees. She had left· him on' the sudden sting 
of many m-emories-m'emories which made it- deadly to her 
pride to bave bent thus to'. passion ana to pity-memorie, 
which recalled to her that she had no right to bind in with 
her own the fate of one who brought to her the loyalty of 
perfect faith"in 'her nature, the defencelessness of perfect 
ignorance of her past. She bad 'done him ~vil enough; she 
had .saved his life once, only to chain it BO to hers, that its 
doom must be whatever her own became j for her he had 
risked . liberty, existence, evcrything save:honour, un 
grudgingly, and with the lavish largesse of a priucely giver, 
who would have held no gift as any worth; no suffering as 
any sacrifice j now, at the last, she had surrendered ber 
love to him, and listened to his own. She knew that there 
were thousa.nds who would tell him that this was the 
Harkest evil of all that, through her, had befallen him. And 
at her 'beart ached a burning, endless, futile pain, rather for 
him than for herself, though for her~elf' there was sharp 
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anguish in the knowledge, that ~he 'had lov~d him so well 
that 8he had slandered her own fame to' give herself to his 
ICOrD, and spare him one pang at least, if it were possible; 
yet that the world would tell him all love rendered from 
ber could be but a gracefollie to fool him to hi~ peril-lan 
eloquent simulation to cheat him into misery~a mockery; 
hollow as it was beguiling, to draw him downwards, Circe-
like, to bis destruction. . ' 

Her head was sunk on her hands; her thoughts had 
c1rifted far in that vague, unreal musing which cornel! afte).' 
long fasting and severe exertion she was unconscious that 
he followed her wistfully with his gaze, like "dog; as she 
left him, and slowly,' staggeringly, . after awhile, rose, 
steadying himself by the boles of the oak trunks, and, came 
towards her with the dizziness of hili, wound still on' him, 
but the ardent glow and the bewildered doubt of fe'\"eri~h 
joy warm pn his face and eager in his glance. She was un
conscious even that he was lIear till his 'nand touched: Mr ; 
then, as she started at the, touch, she once again forgot that 
the world held any other than bis life and, hers. Stoopjng; 
he looked down Into her eyes-:-a. look so longing, so, 'in
credulous, so straining with hope and fear, 8S a man might 
give into the deep, broWn depths of fathomless waters ,in 
whose light he sees some long-lost pricelessj~wel gle·atp.itJg~ 

• III it true P' " ' , 
As his voice quivered on the' words he r!lad it~ 'trUth; 

doubt was nO,longer with him in its torture 'ashe' gazed 
down on her face; but .with a cry from hisveryh~~t~a 
cry of the sheer agony of joy-he drew her in bi!1 arms as 
be bad beld ber against tbe onslaught of ber foes j he gave 
back tlJat one caress with breathless kisses on her lips and 
brow. be for~ot danger, and pain, and.all things upon earth, 
save that this woman be worshipped was his in all her 
splendid grace, in all ber, soYereign loveliness • the world 
rt:cled round him-he felt bJind, and drunk, and mad. And 
Idalia for the instant made him no resistance, but let ber 
beauty lie in the arms that so well bad shielded it; and let 
her head rest upon the breast that had been asa buckler 
rained on by a thousand blows between her and her enemies. 

This trance of sweet forgetfulness, this momentary banish
ment of every bitter thing, she at least could give him, and 
he had earned his right to it. For the moment, alllo,- she 
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too shared it; she felt nothing but the softness, the silence. 
the voluptuous abandonment of the emotion so long con
temptuously discredited. and unswervingly repressed as 
owning any power to sway or move her heart. . 

Then slowly, and with her old proud reluctance to yield 
to so much weakness, blent with a deeper and a keener 
pnin, she drew. herself gently from him, yet still let her 
head; that never had bent before the savage lust of Giulio 
Villaflor's tiger glance, or at the uplifted scourge of his 
ecclesiastics, droop on his .llano. with a gesture th:l.t was 
little less than hllmiliation, thlln remorse. . 

· ' Do not thank me for my love. The world will tell you 
~t is .worthless, and can have no strength save to destroy.~ 

For all answer he sank qown at her feet, his arms about 
her still, his hands on hers, his eyes looking upwards to her 
own with such a radiance in them as she hadnover seen ill 
any human gaze. . _ . 

· • Destroy me as you will, so that you love me ! • 
Mad words. She had. heard many. such, yet they bad 

never borne the meaning to her that these bore to her now. 
A shudder passed over her as she heard-a chillness of icy 
cold .that the burning of his kisses on her hands could not 
warm. She knew it might well be that nothing sa.ve ruin 
might come to him through her. She stooped towards him, 
and her lips quivered a little as the answer stole from them. 

· , Well, mnny will tell you that no other fate can ever 
come to you from me.' . 

, Whoever does will find his lie his last word.· 
• But-if I say so P , 

, . He smiled-the same smile which she had seen upon bis 
fuce when he had first looked up at her under the pines of 
.the Carpathian pass . 
. ' • I have answered~ Do what you will, since you bve 
blessed me thus.' 

'Blessed you p. God knows I· 
Slow tears welled iuto her eyes as she saw bis own so full 

of longing lustrous eloquence, where he gazed at her iii the 
faintness of the waking day that left the forest gloom and 
forest hush around them. His trust was so sweet to her, 
and ye\. so bitter-sweet. because she knew that her heart 
·gave it the answer it believed and Bought, bitter because IIbe 
;Anew that her past could never merit it or meet it. Sha 
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passed her hand softly over bis forehead with a ges~ure 
tha t from her had deeper tenderness than far more passIOn-· 
ate demonstration from natures more yielding and less 
proud. . 

• What IOU have suffered for me I ' she murmured. 'What 
you have done and dared I You merit my whole life's dedi
cation for such love, such service. And that life is so little 
worthy you.' . 

'The woman who so late had fronted Giulio Villaflor with 
so superb a resistance; so· defiant a disdain; the woman 
who hild laughed at the threats and the prayers of her 
lovers, a8 of her foes, with so cold and so careless a con
tempt; the woman who had been tranquil before death, 
pitiless in power, victorious against outrage, and without 
mercy in fascination, felt abased, heart-stricken, smitten
with a weary shame, before the loyal gaze of the man who 
beld ber life as the most valued and most stainless gift the 
world could hold for him. To a nature integrally truthful 
and integrally noble, however warped by circumstance or 
error, the deadliest sting, the surest awakener of remorse, 
will always lie in the perfect faith of another's implicit confi. 
dence; steeled to venom, careless of censure, and contemp~· 
tuous of rebuke it will bend, contrite and self-accusing, 
before the fidelity and clearness of one regard that vows lI. 
8iruple and unsullied belief through all and against all. 

He doubted that he heard her rightly; to him it seemed 
that he had no earthly thing or claim by which to win her i 
and he held his service in her cause no more deserving of 
her care than he held the wolf-hound's at her feet. 

, Worthy of m~ l' he echoed, his voice still faint with ex
haustion, but breathless with the incredulous joy that' 
seemed to make tenfold strength flow back into his limbs, 
tenfold force arm him steel-clad to save her. ' 0, my life, 
my empress, my wife! what am I that I should ever share 
one thought of yours P • 

She Btarted Blightly; a flush of warmth passed over the 
paleness of her face; a half smile came on her lips, sad yet 
doubtful, wondering yet reverent. 

• You would make me your wife still P' 
. She BpOke almost dreamily, with a touch of questioning 

Qoubt in her words as in her Bmile, while at the same time 
LnbrG returned to her 80mething of that negligence of hau-
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teur-eometbing or that royalty of ehallenge-whieh were 
as inhenm~ in her .. though sbe had. wom the C%01I"D.S of 
empire&. 

• I would P You ask it i' Do you ~ know that I feel 
mad with the mere licence onlr to touch JODI' hand with 
mine i' And whal insult do you think thai; I can mean to 
dare to ofl'er you i' • 

'None.' 
She looked at; him fun in the eyes, with. tenderness in

finitely melancboly-a gaze intense in ita calm unspoken 
tbon.,Obt. The single word spoke better than whole phruetl 
rould haTe done, alike her kno1rl00.,"'8 ~ no iDsul~ rould 
haye been tendered to be~ and thai; none would ever 
have been po68ible from him. . 

C Then why, in God's name, sneh • doubt i" 
She EJDiled &lightly, with IIOIIlething or her old dt>1ieare 

irony. her own rontemptnoua 1IIII!pIIring cynicism, whicb 
neyer was more unsparing than to bene1£. 

• Wby i' Well. the lID81rel' 1rU no~ sure. or would DO~ 
haye been. rather, if JOU 1reI'8 as other men. WhaI; dB you 
know ofme i' Where haTe you lived. if you haTe ~ beard 
mr name eoupled with em i' Whr should you deem 110 

much IICl'Uple needful with • woman whom Y01l found • 
roDBpUator in ehaios-. prisoner, degraded to the mereyof 
Monsi.,"1lOl'& ,illaflor P , 

A grea' darlrnesa B'irept over her fac:e as she spoke her 
penecotor'. name. though thron.,<>11 the bitterness and 
moumfulnes:s or all her speech there ran the vein of reckless. 
~ satirical diEd:rin, 1rhich had. gr'01I"D to be as her 
eecond naLnre in many thin..<"B, and had. 110 long been used 
as her surest reil to every deeper unackno ... ledged feeling.· 

. The lristClll uncertain pain which that; tone had eyer 
bl'Ough~ into his look 1rU in it DO .... as he stooped tolrard 
her i he fea thai; he bad no COOIprehension. but; he was roll
tent-with that; JDa,,"1lmrent foiJr1rhkb it 110 DOble in it;; 
rash un1risdom-thllt; he loved her, a.nd belie1'ed in her. 

• I know nothing of YODl' life-tme. But make it; one 
with mine, &lid I shall hold it; &8 the divinest; gift on earth i 
and if anr dare calwnniate it. they will find their reckonin; 
with me. O. mr10ve, my ,mistress, my idol! only give me 
the title to defend YODl' honoDl' ... ~ the whole world I • 

TheWn stood once DlOI'8 i. her erea &8 abe heud th\t 
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prayer, to wbich tbe tremor iQ hIs voice gave a yet deeper 
pathos-a yet more imploring eagerness. She grew paler 
still as abe heard j ber lips quivered, a sigh from her heart's 
depths ran< through her. The more faith he lavished on < 
her, the more sublimely mad the blindness of his chivalry, 
the more heavily self~rebuke smote her. the farther the iron 
entered into her soul, and the farther she stood in her own 
Bigbt from any fitness with this man's noble simplicity of 
trust. She bent toward him, leaning her head one moment 
on his hands, where he stood above her-that bright-haired 
pride-crowned bead, that had borne itself with such imperial' 
courage above tbe massacre of Antina, above the prIestly 
herd of the monastic hall, lowered with the abasement of a 
brave and erring nature, struck to the core with" self
chastisement, and refusing to accept one shade 'of worship 
of wbich it knew itself unworthr.. < " 

• Listen I' Bhe said softly, while 11<" bitterness, that waS to' 
herself not to him, lent a strange thrill and force to tha, 
low-murmured words-' listen! I have said I love you-~,' 
love you as I never< thought to love-my noblest, bravest, 
best I But it is because I do, that I tell you I am unworthy 
of your generous faith-that J tell you there had better be 
Beparation between us now< and for ever. I will not urge 
on you to leave me because while with me< you share my 
danger: You are too brave to be insulted with Bucb a plea; 
but I do Bay. forget that I have ever confessed < yon have 
grown dear to me, abandon every hope that I can: bring 
you any happiness; do as I bade you when last we partect:
hate me, scorn me, condemn me, if you will. do anythiJilg, 
Bave trust your bappincss to<"me I There are' riJimy wbmen 
wbo can lay bare tbeir hearts to you like an open book· 
make one of them tbeholder of your honour, they 'alone 
merit it, and I am Dot among them. Who can know me as 
I know myselfP 'Believe me, then; when I 'tell you. tho 
greatest cruelty 1 can do< to you i~ to bestow on ynu my 
love.' ". " 

He' tleard her silently jbut not as he had hearll her bid 
nim leave her and condemn her the last night they had st<>od 
together above the sea at Capri. He knew 'nllw that" she 
ioved him j knowing that, be refused to take a' decree, of 
oivorce be~ween them, even from her lips; he claimed Ii title 
that he would never Burrender. though. through ;YeaN he 
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should vainly assert his nght to it. The strong plU!sior.and 
the stanch l!atience of his nnture were welded together, per. 
sistent and mvulnerable. 

• Let me judge that: he said simply. 'If I preferred' 
misery at your hands, rather than paradise at any other's, I, 
should have the right to make the choice.' 

• Yes, and I the right to guard you from the fruits of your 
own madness. 'You love me with a lovt! tbat needs an angel 
to be worthy of it j and I-I have thougbt of late, that if 
those tyrants yonder had knelled me under tbe worst tortures 
they could frame, they would have done on me no more than 
my just due j they would only fittingly have avenged all those 
who died by shot aud steel through me.' 

• What iB your life, then P , 
His voice sank very low, his face was very colourless, as 

he leaned over her. Believe even her own witness against 
her he did not, would not j but he knew that Bome dark 
thread ran through her life's golden web-he knew that some 
deadly remorse underlay the brilliancy of ber gifts and of her 
sway, and beyond these he knew nothing of it--no more 
than he knew of the track, and the spring, and the destiny 
of the unseen waters that wound their way beneath the her
bage and the lilies at his feet, whether downward to nether
most depths of gloom. or outward to the fair freedom of the' 
Bea-none had told, or ever wonld tell. _ 

• What is it P , she repeated dreamily. • Well, beyond an. 
it is a long regret.' ' 

• Many regret who are but the prey of others.' . 
• Perhap!l ; but tlly regret is-remorse.' . 
• Well, may not even that oftentimes b,e noble P • 
She gave a gesture of dissent, while the smile that had 

in it more sadness than tears, though it had also her old care
less satire in it, passed a moment over her face. 

• You bade' me once not ask you to turn sophist for!L '9 

sake. Do not turn so now. You have your own bold broad 
creeds of simple honour and dishonour j keep to them; mell 
wander too far from them into subtle windings now.' 

His teeth clenched on his beard with an agony of imFo, 
,ent impatience. . 

• 0 God! do not trifle with philosophies now I Anawl\l! 
me straightI,. for the pity of heaven; wbat i, your life tb,r; 
you repent lt thus P , ' 
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'I cannot tell you wholly. It is enough that it has for
feited all right to, such a trust as yOUl'8.' 

'Nay, let mtI judge that, I say again. Let me judge fully 
-give me your confidence, your history; did I not swear to 
YOI1 that tile caro eI would never cha.nge my fealty P I love 
you, my sovereign, my sorceress! What matters it to me 
whence you come, what you bring P' 

His voice, that had been grave with a gentle command as' 
be apoke the first words, sank down to the hot, vehement, I 
reckless utterance of a love that was ready to take, risk, \ 
auffer, and imperil all things, so that only tlie sweetness of 
her lips close once again on his, 10 that only the gift of her 
iovelinesB was yielded to him one hour. 

She rose, and looked him once more in the eyea, with a 
aerene fnthomless gaze of that pity and that reverence which 
blent Btrangelyand intricately in the feeling she bore toward 
this man who was at once her slave and her defender. 

I No,' ahe aaid slowly; • it would matter nothing to you 
if you aought me as your mistress I but-as your witeP You 
told me once the stainlessness of your name was the only 
inheritance that you still held from your ancestors.' 

He gave a short sharp sigh as though a knife had been 
plunged into the nerves that his wound had laid bare ; her 
words bore but one significance to him. Ere she had time 
to resist, his arms were round her; ho crushed her against his 
breast, he looked down into her eyes with a terrible longing 
prayer. 

• Answer me,' he said hoarsely; 'answer me yes or no, or 
YOI1 will kill me, and forgive me if the question is an outrage 
-you madden me till I must ask it. Is there any shame in 
your past life that forbidB you to hold and keep a husband's 
honour' , 

Tbe last words sunk BO low that they scarcely stirred the 
silence as they stole to her; for the moment sbe was silent j 
her head drooped on his bosom, her lips were breathless, 
voiceless; she longed for his Bake to sever him fl'om all com
munion with her, she desired for his slike to bid him leave 
for ever one who must withhold from him all he had the just 
right to seek in the records of her past; she hesitated one 
instant whether she should not render herself up to his 
utmoat abhorrence, that by thia means, since none other 
"ould avail, he would be parted from h!U' fate for evermore . . '. .. 20 
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Almost she chose the sacrifice; she had strength far passing 
that of women, and she hlld the genC):ous self-abandonment 
om nature which scorned self-pity, and-once. bending to 
love-loved·nobly. She was lIilent; then lie ahe looked UJ:: 
and saw the gaze wherewith he watched that silence which, 
wrote 9n her a condemnation deadlier to him than words 
could ever have uttered, her courage forsook her, she had no. 
,arce to yield herself up to his hatred and his loathing; to 
let him believe this of her WIIS to let him be made desolate 
by a. lie, and all the proud regal temper of ber race arose 
aud refused to bear falsely the yoke of shame even to save. 
him. even to do toward him what she deemed her duty B.lld, 
his defence. She lifted her head, and looked him once agair. 
fullYi jn. the eyes, calmly, un1liuchingly,.thougl:!. II flush of 
wa.rmth came over her face. . 

'Nothing-in your sense. But in mine much.' 
'Thank God I-thank God I Against the world, agaiust 

all destiny,ay, even against yourself, you SHALL be mine I ' 
He had never heard .the last words; . the first sufficed to 

make the wild joy course like :6.re through his veins, to light 
the future with the glory of unutterable gladness, to give her 
to him then and for ever; his own, let all the eartb stand 
agai~st them, .or let her own will forbid him her beauty and 
ber tenderness alii she would. The olle agonised dread that 
bad. IItiHed him as. with II band of ice· through the last 
moments was gone; he, feared no other thing-not even 
death, since if that smote her it should strike him with the 
same blow. . ., 
, He would not release ber from his embrace; he held her 

. there, with thQ loosened trail of her hair floating over his 
~hest. : 8!lcJ his ceaseless kisses. on her lips; he forgot that 
every hour of their lives might be numbered, that they had 
j~llftbroken from II prison, lind a grave that might yawn 
\ ,fl'esh for them, and enclose them beyond hope ere even 
another day had passed; .that he knew llO more 9£ her past 
now than he had kuown . when first her hand had held the 
eurIed leaf :6.lledwith water to his parching lips in the 
Ca.rpathian woods;, he heeded nothing, . remembered 
.nothing, IIsked nothing. since her. eyes had told him more 
surely yet than her words that no shame rested on her to 
divorce her in the sole sellse in which he would accept 
.home to have the power to part them.' It was neither tb. 
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world', calumnious breath, nor the slander of rivalled 
lovers, that could have te(1'ors for the man who had pierced 
his way to her throu~h. dun,geon walls, and to~n ~ff her,the 
leopard fangs of GlUho Vlllafior, and fought hIS passage 
with her through levelled weap~ns~ a~d the storm of blows, 
and the battle of the hot Itahan nIght. It was not for 
Jibel or for lie that he would surrender' ,her.....;.he wbo, had 
thrown his manhood and his life on one reckless venture to 
Becure her freedom, on one unco\1D.ted' stake to touch her 
hand again. , _, 

While he had believed that he was no more to' her than 
the hound beside them-nay, scarCe so much-,-he had been 
content to hold his silence, to save her without, thought Of 
recompense, to obey her implicitly, and to holdhcr as high 
above him as the morning stars_that, through the, dawn, 
shone in the blue heights abofetlie forest. But now that 
once he knew she loved him, it would have been easier ,to 
shake off a lion from his deserl foe, when once the, desert 
rage was at its height, than to force him to yield up the claim 
that her love gave him to Idalia. ' 

'I knew it-I knew it "he murmured, as he stooped hi. 
head over her, and wondered' even yet' whether tIns were 
aught but the sweet vain mockery of some mandragora-given 
dream. • Dishonour with you I-it were' impossible. Ah, 
God' why win you belie yourself with such self-conden:lna~ 
tion P-:-you :who are noblest among wQmen,-who chose deatH 
rather than that villain's touch P' " ' , 

• Hush! that was nothing. 1 should have been {alsem. 
deed to all the traditions of my race if I had had fear of that 
moment's pang which the Pagan, world held the' signal of 
release-which Ohristian's alone have raised into Ii. gigantic 
Aameleps terror. But '~she drew herself from his arms as 
~e spoko, and stood 'with the dignity that' bild awed everi 
Jer Roman captor, blent with an infinitely gentler sadmlsri 
than had ever been upon her-' do not cheat yourself with 
thinking that I bave no errors on me. I.have grave ones; 
dark ones. In your sense, it is true, there is nothing to 
part U8; but in my own conscience there is much to make 
me unfit for ever for luch love as you bestow. See I I'te11 
you that those me~ died at Antina through my work j I tell 
you that many more lives than theirs bave been lost, sent to 
their graves by me j I tell you that I have made all men 
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trho fell beneath my sway serve me for one end, not a mean 
one, indeed, but one to which I sacrificed everything and 
everyone ruthlessly, and did more ruin than you ever dream, 
or I could ever measure. I tell you that the chief of my 
history must remain bidden from you-for a while, at least; 
perhaps for ever; and that if you had lived less in your 
wandering freedom and' more in the intrigue of cities, you 
would have heard: every evil, every danger, every uusparing 
sorcery, and every pitiless Unscrupulousness attributed to 
my name, and-for the most part-rightly. Now, knowing 
~his for the. mere outline of a deadly truth, you can scarce 
.all me "noblest among women," and you will be mad if 
into my hands you yield your future. Believe me, and fly 
from me while you may.' . . 

Sbe stretched her. hands out to him with a gesture of 
farewell that had in it an' exceeding tenderness; she loved 
him well enough to do for him what she had done for no 
other-save. him from his own passions, spare him from 
herself. 

He took her hands in his, .and laid his lips on them in 
one long kiss j then liftell his head and raised his eyes to 
her with a regard in which. a feeling. far deeper than the 
mere voluptuous fervour 01' the seuses, blent with a loyalty 
grave and calm as, that of one who pledges his life, not 
lightly, but witting what he does-looked at her softly and 
thoughtfully. 

• That is idle; I will never leave you Mil) while there is 
breath in me. n may be that you have that which you re
pent of; few women have such sorcery as YOUl"ll, and uso it 
wholly blamelessly; but what I trust is, not your past but 
your future, and what I ask is, not your secret but your lovo. 
n i" too late t{) speak of our ever part.ing j I will make you 
mine in the teeth of all, even of your own will, now that 
once you have let me know that your heart is with me. And 
-my love, my queen, my idol I-do IOu. not think that I 
have tenderness enough in me. to pardon much, if there be 
aught to pardon P Do you not think that I have justice 
enough to hold you in higher honour for your noble truth 
than I could ever hold the pale, poor feckless virtue that 
should have no stain because it has no glory, and had never 
fallen in any path because it followed coldly the straight 
one of self-intere~.P 0, Idalia I-I call bring nothing wo/."thl 
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fO'U' genius and your loyeliness. BaTe a straight stroke to free 
JOG aDd • whole strength to loye you; but since YOIl hne 
DO ICIOnl for thoee, take my futllre now and for ever-I trust 
you U DO maD nertrusteclwoman.' 

He lpoke from bis inmost ~ul-PpOle with that Tina 
Bim{l1e eloquence which eame to him in momenta of intense 
feeling; and it atirrecl her heart &II none bad eyer stirred it j 
DO qualities could hne won the reverencc of her waJ1f~ 
dominant. and world-worn nature, al it was won by his 
chinlrous dignity of faith. his absolute refllll&l of the ignoble 
ahame of IDBpicion. It broke d01fD her force j it mOTed ber 
to • Rdden aweetneaa and 1fU'IDth of nt1erance that be had 
no& heard since that moment when ahe had ltooped and 
touched his lips with her ~ .. 

• All, myloye. myloye!' sbe murmured. j • it is not 1141. 
I will DeYer forsake you j I1rill neyer betray yon j it is that 
my past, that my present- But since JOu will it ao. be it 110. 

I will break mJ ehaill8 for roo, and lay d01fD my evil B1fI.y 
for eyer. Call me your wife if you will; no wife shall dare 
"r anywhU I will dare for your like ! ' 

Then abe let her bead droop ouce more on his bosom, and 
bund her arms about him. and listened. to the loud nptm-
'us beating of his hean a"aainst ber own, wbere tbey stood 
Ilone in the bushed. twiligbt of the awakening day. And 
lae cm1y thought that the horrors of the past night were 
atill UPOD her, and ~t~~rer even than her heroic stren~ 
wlten • dreamy i"Dperia.a smile passed one instant on her 
face, and her lipa murmured with half disdain. with inWrita 
tendernegs, 

• Let tbem lill me if they will. I will be yonra ere I 
die.' 

C1UPTER XXVII. 
~ .roay O. TJ[]I :r.ur. 

WKU the morning I'OB8 higller. and ita light aboDe fuB 
OIl both their r.ee.. his ... warm. brilliant. eager with pu
aioaate clelight; here wu grave. weary, yerr coloorleaa. T. 
aim a Yf1r1 Eden oJJeDed. j on her a tboOBalld memories 
weighed. The one ea. but the future; the otber .... pDJ"o 
.ued with tho past. He knew that be had pined the emIy 
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life that made his worth the living; she knew tl!.at she had 
drawn in with her own the only one that she had ever cared 
to save. 

r Ah, God! I bring you already only ill,'she murmured, 
as the rays of the risen day, half shadowed still beneath the 
oak leafage,rt-called to them that they were fugitiv6s
fugitives from pursuers never yet known .to spare. • YDU 
are wounded-you'suffer now!' 

He looked at her, with the smile whose sweetness had 
more tenderness than'lies in any words. , 

• If I . do, I have no' knowledge of it. A, bruise !-:a 
hatchet-stroke I Do'you. think I could remember those l' 

'I do, at It-ast: They were enough to stretch you as one 
dead but very lately-' , , 

• A passing faintness, nothing niore. Believe me, a' thou
sand wounds like these would never harm me. I have been 
half a soldier all my days.' " 

, So have I.' ' 
,And as she spoke she .rent off some of the delicate white 

laces of her mask drt-ss, and steeped them in the little spring 
that bubbled under the oak stems till they were cool and 
soft as lint, and tore asunder a broad strip of the scarlet 
silk' of her Venetinn domino and laid the wet laces on it. 
. c'Stoop down,' she said softly to him-a singular softness, 
80 gentle that in itself it was a caress, had' co~e upon her 
~oward him. 
, He stooped to her as she bade him, but his hands drew 
the broidered ribbons away. ' 

, Not so. You shall not serve me.' 
, 'Why not P ,You have earncd your right to service, if 
man ever earned it.' ' 

The breath of her lips was on his brow, her eyes looked 
5nto his with a love the ,deeper for the dew of unshed tears 
that glhtened ht-avily in them, her hands touched him, mak
ing the pulses o( his heart throb faster and the 'current of 
the blood glow in his veins, while, with a gentleness that 
in itself seemed to him balm euough to heal mortal wounds 
,hcmselves, she wound the silken bands over the' gash that 
oihe blunted axe had hacked, and the width of his chest thai 
the rain of blows had covered with livid marks like till 
.marks where a scourge haa fnIlen. 
'. I • Ah! God grant that these be the last. and the .leas' 
things you suffer through me.' 
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The words escaped her almost unconsciously, while, for 
the first time since her eyeB'"had gazed in ~heu.;set anguish 
on the dead men lying rot1ltd h~rin the banqueting-han of 
Antina, the tears gathered in them like the g:ithering drops 
of. storm, and fell one by one slowly on his hair' and ;ori!bis 
breast. She had made many endure danger and' wretch~4-
ness, risk, and despair, without pity ;it was hut fitting 
retribution that she had no power to ward them off from 
the only life for which she had ever cared. . 

He held her hands close against his heart. 
'I can never suffer howl·'· . 
It seemed so·to him. Keeping this, her lovei'he thought 

that no vicissitude or bitterness of life could .have an hOU~8 
power to move him; that no fate couldapproa~ him which 
had my shadow on. it; that 'nothiD~ 'merl rii"fqrtune <coilid 
deal unto him coilld ever move him to an'instant's pal'1g. 
He did not dream that there are gifts; hreathlessly, bul'!i.
ingly coveted, which are more disastrous reached than.Ios:t;. 
Like }'austus, he would ·have 'said to the fl,lture and it, 
fate ." 

'Take 
My aoul tor ever to inherit; 
To Bufl'e" puuishment and pine; 
So this .woman may be mine! ' 

And his noble reckless chivalry of belief in, her had alike the 
luhlimity and the blindness which lie at the core ()f -every 
chivalrous idealism; blent,too, with iomethi1J,g grander atid 
Bomething loftier still-a love that cleaved to her .through 
aU and jn the teeth of .all.....,a love. that.could find her human 
and darken~d Iw.Jluma!lstains,.yet n~ver lose its.worshil" 
but reach high., ,;Ven hIgh as pardon,: If need. there were :(If 

. any pardon's tenderness. . ' ! 

The day wnswaking; the sun had .. risen ~ even ]Jere, 
through the darkness of the oak boughs, the radiance was 
coming. He started to his feet, made 114 strong w save her 
now 1111 .though the force of a score of lives was poured into 
his ownj of pain. of weakness, of the aching fever tnat 
thrilled through his bruised limbs, he knew nothing. 'H, 
leemed to have the strength of Titans, to have 'lost ever, 
lense of existence save t~ose of i.+" deep delight. its willi 
joy .. itsdreaml ecatally.. . .,. . 
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• My love, my love, forgive me,' he murmured. • Iii. the 
heaven you have brought me I forgot your danger. 

• Was it not best, forgot P' she asked, with that careless. 
ness and that sadness which mingled intricately in her na • 

. ture. • In a race for life and death, few would pause to 
speak as we"have done; but it is the surest wisdom to defyl 

1 fate while we can.' ", 
j ~ Fate P There is no fate, save such as a strong hand 
I carves, ora weak hand spoils, in Life.' I 

'Nay, am I not yours?' 
She stooped to him with her old half-mocking sorcery, 

her loosened hair brushing his breast, her rich lips near his 
own, her eyes, deep with thought, humid with tears, yet 
lUminous with that victorious cballenge which was without 
pity, and which had so often defied men to have strength or 
power t~ deny her as their destiny. The old evil passed 
over her for the moment-the old eVil of triumph in the un
merciful, unsparing knowledge that a human life was hers 
to do with as she would, as a crown of roses lies in a child's 
wanton hands to be treasured or trodden down at will. 

He looked at her with a long wistful gaze, earnest as an 
unspoken prayer, and once more the darker and the more 
callous tyranny that ,had for one instant returned on her 
was softened and banished and, driven back by the pure 
strength of an undivided loyalty, by the undivided trust of 
,a brave man's heart. 

'You know it,' he answered her. • Why play with mem 
speech when you hold my life in your Jlower P , 

The patience and gentleness of the rebuke touched her 
as had never done those florid vows, those ornate protesta. 
tions, such as she had heard so often until she was as wearied 
by them as eyes that dwell long on the dazzling hues of 
jewels ache with their glitter and their profusion. Others 
had loved her as well as he, even with this depth; this might, 
this absolute submission of all existence to her, yet in him 
these had a dignity and a simplicity that claimed a rever
ence no other had done-these in him made her worthless 
of them in her own sight. 

• Ah, forgive me I ' she saiJ, with that contrition which in 
a woman thus 'proud, and of old thus unyielding as she was, 
had at once so much of poignancy, so much of self.reproach. 
I wish only it were otherwise I I wish only that your fate 
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were lafely anchored in some pure and peaceful life mine 
could not touch. Why will men Elver love where love is 
fatal P' 

He looked at her with earnest thought, grave and infi. 
nitely tender. 

I Fatal P What is it that you fear for me ~ , 
I All things.' 
I All I That is to pIliCe but little trust in my strength to 

endure or to resist. What is it YOI1 dread most P' 
, Myself.' 
She gave him back his look, intent as his own, fathom

less, and filled with. pain that wall half remorse, half pre
Icience. 

His face grew very pale. 
I You mean-you will desert meP' 
'No. Not that.' 
She spoke IIlowly, as if each word were • pang, then 

leaned toward him once more with the light of the risen day 
full aD her face, and the splendour of her eyes troubled be-
~dgr~ , 

'No; I never broke'. trust; and yours is the noblest 
ever placed in me. But-cleaving to me-you will have 
bitter trials for your faith; you will have, most likely, cruel 
Buffering, that I shall be powerless to spare you; you will 
lose me, perhaps, by captivity, by sbot, or by steel; you will ' 
pay for me, it may be, if ever I am yours, no less price your. 
elf than death. NoUJ do you not know why, though it rent 
my heart in twain, I would surrender you up, and never 1001{ 
apon your face again, my love-my love I-would you but 
take my warning.' 

The first words had been almost cold from their enforced 
control; with the last a yearning, aching desire trembled in 
her voice, which would have told him, had no other momEljlt 
told him, that what she felt for him was not pity, nor grati
tude, but passion itself. He heard in silence to the end, as 
one who lias hisoWD resolve set immutably, and listens to 
the utterance of counsel that has no more likelihood to 
make him swerve from it than the beating of the wind. to 
move the rocks that they paI8 over. Not that he heard he! 
lightly, or believed thai 'llDa'ue fear made her count the 
peril for him with needless exaggeration,; he knew this wu 
aot in blir nature, but he was wholly careless of what price 
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might be exacted from him for allegiance to her, and he W&8 
as firm to cleave to it, whatever that price might be, 88 

a soldier to cleave to his standard while there is sight 
enough left in his dying eyes to watch one gleam of the 
Bilken folds above his head that sball never droop through 
him till men have killed, not conquered, him. Then, hold
ing her hands against his heart, he looked down on her 
with that graver and more chastened tenderness wbich, 
mingled with the vivid I1l'dourof his love, born from .the 
darkness of danger that was still around them, and from the 

. defence that throngh i~ she, 80 brilliant, so fearless, and so 
negligent, had come to need from his strength and from his 
fealty. In her intellect, in her ambitions, in her careless. 
ness and magnificence of sovereignty,.he W88 content that 
she should reign far beyond him, content to know that she 
reached many realms which he had barely dreamed of; but 
in her necessity, in her peril, in her desolation, be took up 
his title DS a man to guard ber, bis right as a man to shielJ. 
her, and to save her, if it should need be, even from her
self. 

I We will spenk no more of that; our fates, whatever tbey 
be, will be the Bame,' he answered her. • It may be that I 
~hall Buffer tbrough you, as you Bay; if BO, it will be witb- . 
out,. complaint, while I can still be dear to you. If death 
come-well; it had little terror for UB last night-it will 
have none for me, if it be only merciful enough to spare me 
life without you. As for faith-O God! belie\"e enough in 
me to know that no trial will exhaust it. If Bilence be 
bound on you, I will wait till you cnn break it with honour. 
I have no fear of what it guards from me. Love were of 
little worth that could not yield so. Blight a thing aa 
truBt.' 

, A slight thing P It is a greater gift than the gift of 
crowns or kingdoms-and far more rare.' 

She had heard him, moved deeply by tbe brne simplicity 
of the generous words; her face waa very pale, her bea(! 
bowed; in her own sight she was unworthy of this Bublime 
unqueBtioning belief, aud the knowledge entered like iro. 
into her soul. . 

A IB it P , he answered ber. 'Then all love is a lie. Ro .. 
ever that be, take it as my gift to you, then; I havo nothina 
else in the world to bring.' 
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She looked at him with that long, grave, weary, look of 
which he could not wholly read the meaning. 

• You could bring me none I could prize more, or-could 
deserve lcaa.' 

• That cannot be. If you did not mcrit it, you wouid see 
no treasure in it. U is not those who value trust' thaL 
betray it.' 

I Betray it I No; I never betrayed yet: 
Her face wore for a moment the prouder and fearless look 

of royal courage and Btrt'ngth than had ever been most 
natural to it; then, Bwifty, it changed, and a d.,rkncss fell 
over it--the darkncss of remorse. 

II That it not true,' she said bitterly. I Betrayal-in 
men'l sense of betrayal of comrade to comrade, oi' friend 
to friend, of honour to honour-never yet did touch me. 
Bu~ I betrayed &I women alwaya d~allthose who loved 
Ine. -

He watched her wistfully but ailently; his heart aclled 
that there ahould be this sliadow of unrevealed remorse be
tween them; his knowledge of her told him that Idalia wa .. 
not a woman to let alight regrets weigh on her, or slight 
errora atir her conscience into pain; he knew that alDong 
the wild-olive crown of her genius and her· POWt:T some. 
poiso!1ed leaf ,?f the bt'Uadonna must. be wo~nd, blilliant 
but life-destr0YlDg.· It was acnte sufl'erlDg to him; she was 
to him as luminous, glorious, divine, and far above him lUI 

the sun itself; that across this sun of his life there slwuld 
lie these black and marring shadows, gave him pain deep as 
hillo,e. But loyalty 11'88 with him before all; and beyond 

. the reckle88 reaolve of a blood pliBsion, that would pos
lesl what it adored, though the possession should be 
accnrsed, was the noble fealty he had sworn to her-the brave, 
patient, chivalous trust wh1ch left unaskcd whatever ahe 
wished untold, and wal contented to believe and wait. 

He .looped to her, tenderly possing over her latest 
words. . 

• Weary yourself no more with the past~' he said gently; 
a gentlenesl that was sweet to her, like the lulling murmur 
of calm waten after the blaze and riot of the voluptuoUi 
eolonr or tropic forests. • We have to think of the present 
and the futnre. Every movement is precious; I have been 
too forgetful of1our safety. You know better than I where 
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your enemies lie, and how best they may be baffied. Thera 
IS one who will not spare-' 

'There are hundreds who will not. The land is as a 
net tor me! 

• Then we must leave it-' 
• Is it so easy to leave such close-woven meshes P , 
• Easy, no. Possible, yes.' 
• And how P' 
• That we 'will speak of later; for the present moment you 

must have food and rest. There will surely be some char
coal-burners or contadina's hut here somewhere; there is 
nothing hardly to fear from the peasantry in the forests or. 
open country, and we must wait till nightfall for farther 
llight. Stay an instant while I look around us-' 

• But you are not .fit for any exertion! ' Your wound, 
your faintness-,-' 

He smiled on her; and the light of the smile had 8 

strange, sad beauty, that touched her with a pang keen in 
pain and yet not without it. sweetness. 

• Those were nothing. Such as they were, you cure them. 
I have the strength of lions now.' 

He left her, and, going up where the earth rose precipi
tously, looked down the great dim aisles of forest that 

. stretched away on every side, with the far unerring sight of 
a man who had known what it was to go through the heart 
of Persia with his life banging on the sureness of his eye and 
aim, and who. had ridden over the grass seas of Mexico and 
steered down the lonely windings of the Amazons, when 
with every moment 8 spear thrown from behind him, or an 
arrow "launched from the dense screen of foliage, might end 
his years there and then for ever. He stood 'motionless 
Bome instants, not a sign of bird, or beast, or vegetable life 
in the woodlands round escaping him; he had learned all 
such forest lore of Indians and Gauchos, and he had a 
traveller's swift sweep of vision, with a soldier's rapid tactic 
and decision; the horses were grazing quietly near, tot 
tired to stray, and watched, moreover, by SulIa, who had, 
unbidden, taken their guardianship. IIi a few moments 
longer he returned to her. 

o There is some one living a score yards onward, or I am 
much mistaken; wait here while I reconnoitre, and if you 
need mt\ firl>' I will be with you at the first, echo of the 
Ibot.' C 
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He loaded the pistol that had fllllen on the grass by her, 
and put it back into her hand, then thrust the boughs 
aside, and made bia way to where, at Bome slight distance. 
the hut of some woodland dweller stood i a faint low llicke! 
of smoke, curling among the thickness of the leaves, had 
told him rightly there was some h~man habitation, and, 
though it was but a poor cabin, rudely built of loose stones 
Bnd woven branches, it was more welcome to him than 
• palace would have been. He knew the Italian people asweU 
II he knew the Border peasantry at home, and knew that 
they were gentle, kindly, and generous in the main. The 

• hut stood in a very wilderness of beauty, wild vine, and the 
sweet fig beloved of Horace, gigantic pinos, and the wood
.trawberry that nestled in the grass, m their profuse and 
vivid contrast makillg a paradise around it, while in its rear 
the high slope of pine-covered hills rOBe dark and massive, 
with falling watel'll tumbling down their steep incline into 
a broad .till pool beneath, that was never stirred unless by 
the Ilunge of some diving water-bird. A youn~ female. 
chil ,with a rich Guido .. {DoCe and the step of a prmcess in 
her rags, was the onIl living thing found there j she answered 
him readily, balanclDg her water-jar as she came from the 
torrent like Bome PompeianN aiad j her father had gone to his 
work at dawn; he was a charcoal-burner, and he would not 
return till evening j the Btranger was welcome to Bhelter j 
and food-well, there WIUI no food except Bome millet-cakes, 
and a bit of dried fish from the fresh water j he could have 
that, if he wanted. Anyone ncar P 0 no, there was no 
one for ten miles or more round, except one or two hutB 
like hel'll. She was a picturesque, handl:!ome little forester, 
bare-legged and Bcarce clothed, yet with a wild freedom of 
movement, and a certain pensive'grace thoroughly national i 
very like the beautiful mournful models, Campagna-born, 
of Bome, who look like living poems, and who have but 
one tbought-bajocchi. 

• It is a miserable place for you, yet it will give us Bome 
lort of harbour,' he said, as he brought Idalia to the Cal
bonaro'. cabin. 

She looked across a moment at the luxuriance of vin •. 
and blossom, and backward at the black pine-mass, through 
w~ich the falling waters glared like light, and amiled ~ 
wutfulJy as she looked. . . 
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. • I think it is n paradise! To fOI·get the world amid 
euch loveliness as this-what do you say? Would it be 
wise p. And yet--power is a dangerous thing j once 
baving drunk of it, one has lost taste for every purer 
flavour. You do not know what that is? You do not 
know what ambition is, then P I can tell you; it is satiety. 
wit" desire. 

• A bitter thing then? ' 
'Yes. But not so bitter that it ill not sweeter than all 

sweetnes~nly the sweetness so soon goes, and the dregs 
are so soon aU we hold! ' 

He did not answer; his he(trt ached that he was n.ot .. 
.. ble to bring dominion to this woman, who waS so born 
for it; that he had no diadem such as that of her forgone 
Byzantine sires to crown her with; that he haod nothing 
wherewith to achieve greatness-nothing wherewith to 
content that desire, half disdainful yet undying, which 
was in .her for the .sceptre and the sword, for aU t~ey 
ruled and all they gamed.· .. 

He left her in the inner chamber of the hut, thali w.as_ 
roughly partitioned in two by a wall of stakes and woven _ 
rushes, arid brought the horses under the shelter of a 
great cedar that shut out every ray of the sun j he cou,ld. .; 
use his left arm but little, owing to the shoulder-woun<J, 
but he loosened their girths, watered them, gave them -a.' 
feed of rye from some com that the cotter& kept for 
bread, then bathed, and shook his harcarolo dress into the 
best order that it would assume; and thought what food in 
this wild waste he could. find for her. That he waS -a.lI 
hungered-and athirst himself, that there was fever on hiti:t 
still from his injuries, and that, despite the plunge into 
the waters' refreshing coldness, his bruised frame ached 
and his breath was hard- to draw, he scarcely felt; Idalia. 
wa.s his only memory. For her, he could have not alon6 
the lion's strength that he had said, but a woman's geA.tle
neBS, an Indian's patience, an Arab's keenness; and nothing 
was too slight for him to heed, as nothing too great for him I 

to brave, that could be offered in her service and her cause. 
That he Dad had no sleep, no rest, no food, weighed!nolihing 
with him; in the heat of the early day he sought witt. 
unwearyjng diligence for such things as he thought could 
tempt lier. Wild strawberries on their own mosses ;' beo-
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taficos that haunted the place, and that he slew with a 
eling and baked in clay; dainty fish that he speared with 
the knife from his sash, wading waist-deep in the pool
these were all the woods would yield him. ~ut love for 
her had made him an artist and a poet; he served them in 
such graceful fashion, covering the rude table of tIle 
.ep.bin with a cloth of greenest moss, and screening the 
coarse-hewn wooden trenchers with vine-leaves and 
flowers, that it was rather like such a forest banquet as 
Theocritus or Ben Jonson loved to cast in verse than like 
· the meal in a wretched refuge of fugitives, for :whom 
tvery moment might bring the worst terrors of captivity 

* and death. 
When it was done-that travail of willing, tender ser

vice-he could have swept it down again with It stroke of 
his hand. 

, I am a fool,' he thought, with a smile that had a sigh 
in it. 'A child might thank me for those trifles; but she 
-wild strawberry-leaves for one who wants the laurels of 
fame, the gold foliage of a diadem. 

· Yet he ·stooped down again, and changed the garniture 
· a little, so that the snow-white arums might lie nearer the 
scarlet of the fruit. He had a painter's heart, and in
stinct told him that beauty in the lowliest things has ever 
a. sweet psalm of consolation in it; he loved, and his love 
unconsCIonsly told him that a coil of forest flowers is It 

better utterance of it than all the gold of Ophir. . 
It was not wasted on her, this which he deemed so idle 

a trifle that she would not even note it. As her glance 
fell on the woodland treasures that the hands, which a 
few hours. before had been clenched in a mortal gripe at 
her foe's throat, had gathered to cover the poverty of 
their refuge, Idalia's eyes filled with soft sudden tears; 
eyes that had so often looked down with cold, amused, 
careless sc·orn on those who wooed her with every courtly 

_ subtlety, with every potent magnificence of bribe. 
, What depths of exhaustless tenderness there are in his 

heart!' she thought. ' I might gaze there for ever and 
find no base thing. 0 God! if he could say that of 
mine!' 

The day went on its way deepening to the full heat of 
" -,oon, cloudless, sultry, lustrous, as such days of sum mel 
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length in southern lands alone can be. To" him it wa. 
like one long unbroken dream, divine, voluptuouB, intense 
as the radiance around them. They were safe here in the 
heart of the untrodden forest j safe, until with the fall of 
night their Bight could be resumed. Within the darkness, 
of the hut the moss u.nd foliage he had strewn every'wher&" 
made couches yielding as velvet, and filled the air "with. 
their fresh fragrance, with the gleam of the white Bowers 
·flashing in the gloom; without stretched the vivid light 
and endless growth of the woodland, the 'glow of colour, 

" the foam of water, the play of sun-rays upon a thousand 
hills, and, above all, the deep bille of an Italian sky. Be
yond, under the great cedar, the horses browsed alld 
rested, with broad shadows flung upon them cool and 
dark; all the fantastic foliage ran riot like a forest of the 
tropics j here and there an oriole flashed like gold in the 
sun j "here and there the rich green of a lizard glanced 
among the grasses; all else was still "and motionless,.' 
steeped in the sensuous lull of'southern heat. : --.'.:_. 

In such a day, in such a scene, danger and pain W!3~e . 
forgot; as though they had no place on earth. They were : 
alone; the young peasant-child went hillward after ~r' 
single goat j there was not a sound or a. sign of oth!ir life : 
than theirs, and the oblivion of passion was upontheDl. 
both j they ceased to remember that they were fugitivell; 
they only knew that they were together.. . 

They spoke very rarely; she let the past, with all its 
mystery and all its bitterness, drift away forgotten. To 
the future neither looked, it might lead to the dungeon· 
or the scaffold. They lived in the present hour alone, as 
those who love do ever live, in the first abandonment and 
usurpation of their passion. . 

Once she looked down at him where he lay at her feet, 
and passed her hand among the richness of his hair. 

'Does the earth hold another man capable of such sub
.ime folly as yours P You give me your life, yet never ask 
me once of mine.' 

, What marvel in that P You have said you wish silence 
on it.' 

, And how many would heed such a wish P , 
'I know not how many would; but it. is law to me.' 

. • Ah, you are rash as Tannhauser. I told you so long 
~o.· 
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, A.nd I said then, as now, Tannhiiuser was a cur. She 
was kil. Knowing that, what. wanted he P If he had 
had faith aright, and love enough, he would have wrested 
her out from the powers of darkness. He would no~ 
bave yielded ber up-not even to herself. Evil is black in 
UI all j love-that is love in my reading-does not sur. 
render UB to it, or for it.' \ 

The deep glow of his eyes gazed into bers, speaking a 
thousandfold more than his words. He knew that the 
chains of some remorse bound ber j to fear this for him
lelf never dawned on the careless courage of that which 
Ihe had well termed bis' sublime folly j' but to free ber 
from its dominion Wall a resolve with him not less resolute 
than had been bis resolve to deliver ber beauty from her 
captor's fetters. 

Her face was softened to a marvellous richness, sadness, 
and pathos as be looked up at her, the gloom of the low. 
shelving roof above and behind them, the light of the day 
falling on ber and about her, through the hanging leaves, 
from the burning sun without. 

'You like better the passion of the "Gott und die 
~ Uajadere" poem P Well, so do I. It is nobler far. The 

. gol! had faith in her, and beCQU8e he believed in ber, saved 
her, Brave natures, defying scorn, may grow to merit 
scorn; but no brave nature ever yet was steeled and. false 
to trust.' 

, And yours is brave to the death j wherefore, till death 
I trust it.' 

His words were low and sweet and earnest j grave with 
that depth of meaning and of feeling which made rever· 
ence, not less thanlity, move her towards the only man 
who had ever stirre her either to compassion or to vene. 
ration, and which gave grandeur, force, and nobility to 
the love which, without it, might llave been but a madness 
of the heart and a desire of the senses. 

• False women vow as well as true; I vow you nothing: 
~he murmured to him; • but I thank you beyond all words.' 

She did 80 thank bim from her soul; she to whom this 
faith was precious as no other thing could have been, 
lince sbe knew at once that she bad forfeited all title to 
claim, all likelihood to gain it, yet knew that very often 
(AlumnI bad wronged and envy ltained her with many " 

2» 
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. chArge ot which she had been as guiltless as the white 
arums that lay unsullied. at her feet. That mong, un. 
.loubting, imperishable trust was the one jewel9f life that.· 
she had of her own will renounced. her title to, yet which 
she couId vruue as no other, perhaps, who had not lost it, 
ever could have done so well 

• Listen,' she stlitl, stooping over him where he was 
stretched on the foliage at her feet, while her hand 
strayed still with a caress among hi:! hair and over hia 
lips. • So much of my life as I can tell you I will; it; 
is not a thousandth part; still it may make Bome things 
clearer to you. I am of Greek birth, as you know; and I 
doubt if there be in the world a descent that can claim 
greater names than mine. My race-nay, both races that; 
were blent in me-strctched. far back into the earliest 
Athenian times on one hllDd, and to the records of Byzan
tium on the other .. I Wt\8 the last to rep~sent the pure 
Hreek stock, and It was the one of which I was the 
. prouder, though it had fallen into evil fortunes and much 
poverty. Of the Byzantine, there was but one besides 
myself, the brother of my dead mother, a strange man; a . 
rich, wayward, luxurious recluse i a feudal prince where 
be held his chieftainship in Roumelia i leading an existence 
more like an easteru story th:lD augbt else i mal!Dificent, 
voluptuous, barbaric, solitary, with all the glitter of 
Oriental pomp and aU the loneliness of a mouutain fief. 
A terrible tragedy that had occurred in his youth-I can 
tell it to you some other time-begot his love of solitude i 
his passions and his tastes led. him to make that solitude 
at once a palace and a prison, a h:ll'cm and a fortress. 
I have little doubt that his life was e,"il enough i but I 
did not know it, and he loved me wiLh a lavi~ tenth.'1"
nasa that left me fearleu of him, though he had a great 
terror for all others. So the life I l~'d from my birth to \ 
,my. sixteenth year was this: sometimes I passed long 
months in Greece in a great, desolate, J;>oYl'rty-stricken 
palace, with vast deserted gardens, in which I wandered 
looking at the bright £g~ while dreaming of the dead 
glories of my people, with an Armenian monk, old and 
Iltern and learned, for my only guide. who taught me aU 1 
"'ouId-more, perhaps, of abstruse lore and strange seenea 
lill.] d('('p knowledge than was well for me "hilt!' so young. 
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Ere I 11 .. \ It'eI\ the YOrM .1 WAS Itt'el'eJ. Sa i, from the 
tt'lliug of lWulan "ynie", and Atht'niau l'II~ ... au<l P"\'!li:\ll 
lIlAgl. and BYlAUtiuo wita. I bdit'fl-J with all tht' crNlIlolil 
illll'~Dce of Iny'own c11ilJlt'IOJ. and 1 dilll~lit',,,,,1 "'ith 
all the l\.oon\fu1 ~(\ptil'isl\\ of 11\y dt'a,. l\\MtCI'& 1 had 
ItuJiN 1I1\lro dN'pl,. while 1 ,,&I yt't .. ('hitJ Ul:U\ Ill:\I\1 
own ,10 in th.-ir "·h,,l., lifl,t illlG. }'l\llU that lonely mt'llita. 
tift, liC" in Ol't't"-'t\ I "'&I ortt'n changed, All by ul:lgi,\ to 
tho ul\bci,U,-J luxury an,. iuJul~nee or the R..)uuwlian 
,,&<Itl.,. Slavt'a foreatalk-J tny ."t'cy "'i.la; IplenJoul't the 
1111\S' t'nt'rvatjng that ('oulJ be dl't'&ll\' ~. 8ucrouude.1 me 
wilhia. ,..hilo tbe ~n\l\,l,~' natuml ~utl was eTt'cywhON 
"'ithout; if "i~ .. thl'NI wt'NI I nne!' saw it I bu' the 1110~' 
~lr~UI 11lt\i\8uroa amused me. and lU1 biJJiug waa doue 
liko the ~lmU\AUJ. of an emprt.'88 I for I,"'" the wl.'pled 
hdr of tho ~l'l'&t Julian. Count V~.. No" can IOU 
not imagine 110\T two lu.:h pha..~ of life. alu-cl\ating in 
tllt'ir broa,I,~' aud' nl",~' dallgt.\I'Ous C'Outrasts frolU n11 
t'&I'lil~' lUt'mor1 UPWart'. LlWO Dle fatal indl>N to otht'l .. 
but to nono 10 fatal as t" D\y.elf P , 

Sho laid her II/\ud. N\ hi. lipe to UrN' the worda ho 
1I'Ould haTe l'po\l'u. and r.-p .. d on in her 1\arratiyo. 

• No; l\O ,ll"l\ial. 0,,\1 tirln' 1 be noHatal at the 11\$' 
to you I Well, i' 1\'AII Ual'N l,\\'o dissiulilar liTtll that lU~de 
1110 ",hat I IUD. I "'Ill L'llr1 then iu both: happy dreAu,. 
i1\~ in l"wcrtl iu 0 rof Ctl, hpP1 dl'l'auliug in 111~"l\i6,~nl." 
iU'U,.lumdia; j\lllbitill.ll .u,,·ady. ambitious ... any, C~~ 
in both. In Athou, I •• ,1 UIO pewter twa tho llUrity of 
gloc1 in 1110 I in TurkEl, ita pOWN' and ita pOlnp allu('(',\ 
1\le; both, l'OlUbiuoo "'jth the kuo,..I""lge of 1\\1 llASt 
hl'ritl\~ iu lIcUouio flunt', and or IU1 futuNI ht'l'ilngu in 
tho \' ~i. douuni,ln, gaTe mo Ole pri,lo of an t'ullll'l"01' 
and tho \'isi,ln of an enll,iro witlo All tho worlJ, Ah, 
IIt'&Tenl nt. tho dr<'!\ma "'t'NlI''''''' too-pUl'('l' alld loftiel' 
than auyihillR that lifo uu Nilli~; for 1 tlid no' dre:\u\ 
f,'r nl)'81'lf al'll\t). I d"'Amt'd of peoplt'l libcratlod, of 
dluaauN bound tt'gd h,,1' by I,\TO of tlle C1ll\\lI\Ol\ gtlO\l. of 
tho free l"('publi~a l'l'riTOO 1)1 m1 hand. and ebe<Miug Jigllt 
in all dark I'l:\e,,, "b"NI crt.'eJa reignt'd and luperstiti,lDs 
rTOuched. ur lui.wry banislloo. of ~ nTe~ of ('fer, 
,lllury of r"!ltolU brokM. of nuy nobler instinct f"U,nH·c.l. 
tf lU(ln mad. bNltbren all.l 110' bMSt. of pcey, "'ho hUll' 

laa 
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down and- dev01'.r the young, the weak, the guiltless. At., 
heaven, what dreams they were! ' 

Her head sank, her eyes were fixed on the ftood of light 
without; her thoughts were far from him, far beyond 
him, in that moment, as the thoughts of getrius' ever are 
far from those who love the' thinker best, and are best 
loved in answer. 

They were with the dr~ams of her youth; such dreams 
/loB lighted the. youth of Vergniaud and found their frqition 
on the scaffold .. 

, Well, with you they never perished.' 
, No; not utterly. But they were tainted-how deeply 

tainted! Well, thus I lived, a fairy story and a pageantry 
filling one-half my years, monastic seclusion and heroic 
memories holding the rest. As I grew' older, J uliau 
Vassalis often spoke with me of many things; he was a 
bold,magnificent, kingly, reckless man, a chief who answered 
to none, a voluptuary who laughed at the world he had 
quitted, a genius who might have ruled widely and wisely 
with a Sulla's iron hand, a Sulla's careless laughter. He 
found me like him, and he made me yet more like. It 
might be"":"but it is not for my lips to blame him-he 
loved me well in life, and strove, so far as prescience 
could, to gnard me when his life ended. That was in my 
sixteenth year. He bequeathed me all his vast properties, 
with tlle fief in Roumelia and other estates, requiring only 
that I took his name, and, wherever I wedded, never 
changed it. It is through him that I became one of the 
richest women in Europe. Much is gone, but great wealth 
still remains with me. Can you not fancy what I was 
eight years ago, with the world before me, untried, un
known, with passion untouched, with ambition still but in 
,its sweet 'Vague ideals, with innocence as soilless as those 
lilies; and' courage fearless as the courage of theloung 
eagles P' Can you marvel that I believed I shoul have 
'the sovereignty of Semiramis P Can you not understand 
·how easily I credited those who for their own ends deluded 
me to the belief P , 

Her face· darkened as .he spoke, and her voice sank 
with a thrill of hate in it. He caught it, and his own voiclt 
took her tone. . 

, Tell me who they were. If they be living-' 
~ 
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1'he menace reca.lled her from the past to the present. 
• No. That is one of many things I cannot tell you yet, 

if ever. From no love of mystery-I abhor it-but from 
a brutal inexorable necessity, all little to be escaped from 
I\S the destiny of the ancients. r!Td know that there is nil 
Much thing as destiny; but we make,as hard a taRk-master 
for ourselves out of our own deeds. Of my childhood I 
ran speak freely; but from Julian Vassalis's death dates 
the time that I must m so much leave a blank to you. 
Those were with me who knew how to touch every chord 
in my nature j and they used their power ably. I wall 
ambitious; they tempted my ambition. I loved sovereignty; 
they pointed to Buch realms as might have dazzled wiser 
Jleads than mine when I first stood on that giddy eminence 
of command and riches and splendour, and was told that I 
had the beauty of a Helen, while I knew that I had the 
courage of men, and felt even stir in me men's genius and 
men'. force. Do not deem me vain that I say this. God 
knows all vanity is dead in me, if I ever had it j and I 
think that I was at all times too Jlroud to be guilty of that 
foible. And it was by higher thmgs than such frailty that 
they lured me. I loved freedom; I loved the peoples; I 
rebelled against the despotism of mediocrities, the narrow 
bonds of priesthoods; I had the old liberties of Greece in 
my veins; and I had the passionate longing for an immortal 
fame 'that all youth, which has any ideal desires at all, 
long~ for with the longing "of the moth for the star," 
Well, through these, by these, I fell into the snares of 
thoBe who draped their own selfish greeds and intrigues in 
the colours of the freedom that I adored; who knew how 
to tempt me with the pure laurels of a liberator, while in 
truth they bound me with the fetters of a slave.' 

He did not speak, but looked at her, with his lips breath. 
10Sl, with his eyea passionate as fire, through the mist that 
dimmed them as he heard. Hearing no more than this, 
her life seemed known in its every hour to him; he under • 
• tood her more nearly, more deeply, than any man had 
ever done; more truly far than those whose genius and 
whose aspirations had far more closely been akin with 
Mrl. 

She looked at him and sighed. 
, Wait. Do not thiuk me blameless becaUSE in th. out. 
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Bet ~ was wronged. I tell you that I have great sins .at 
mylicore. True, 8,t.the time l'speak of now,J was sinned 
against, ~ot sinning. Iwasle~,to:)allt.mysel£. in earli,est. 
youth wIth. th~s~ whom late~ years :h,av~ .s?i>,wnme,were 
desperate,msatiate, unscrupuJWlS, gqllt.,Btlll~ed gam¢sters. ' 
who stakeda~1:i0n's peacEf to,iw:i~;I(gapi,bl?r'!! tltrow.alld 
played at patriotism as keenly and ali greedIly as men play 
for gold. I was dazzled, intoxicate~' begulled, misled at 
OnC~ by all that, was. best. and ,all. that was worst. in me; 
an4ttoo 'ate, JJo.1J.I\a the.trutp I' found every avenue of 
retreat closed j, ~qu,n/l.P.Iyselfboti~d beyond escape j' found 
that-,..' . '; ", I ; , '. • .... : '. .. . .. :', 

, She pause.1, a.bruptly, shutting ill the words ;.bu~' the 
hand. that 1ayin hiS contracted as though it grasped a 
weaponwhe:t;eWithto'requitea Ileadly, endless wrong. , 

'SIl. far ;r :wa~ s~unl!d against: she went on With effort; as 
though, the ine!Dories which Ilr0s~ s?-Hed. her with' poisonous 
fumes. • But m la11·else .the. evil IS mme., ; The sway '~:til, 
guilty; that hajJ. ,been rP~t : into 'my. hands; . but. :( grew '10 
love i~. as we /Vow to love ~he 9piuIU that we hate at first .. 
All p9wer had Irresistible fascination.!or me, and I learned 
to usa mine pitilessly jand 1. should' use it to-morrow, to' 
all save you. The political career into which. I had been 
plunged had its sorcery for me j . I delighted in it even 
while I abhorred it .. J: . soon learnt how to play on men's 
passioni! until ,from them I gaiped what I would. If. my 
m~truments. were ~roken under my hands, ~ never heeded 
it; lihey had served my en~,andthe end. 'ras great still. 
though its means'. were . accursed ; the ~nd .was atm the 
liberties of the nations. The truth did not come to me till 
I had gone too far to. draw back, too far not to be enamo1J.red 
of the merciless dQminion that I found I :could command~ 
Whe\l. :lkn!3wit.·1 grew wholly. reckless. I haqbeen 
foully, baeely wronged, ~d all that .was dangerouJiI. iJl me 
rose, and' h~dened. ~I :hlJ.d been stabbed in the dark by 
hands that were BWQrn to ·shield me. I cared little what I 
did l nothing for. what was said of me, after that.. I.am p.ot 
Justifying myseU';, 1; .merely show wb,at ,fires they., wer" 
which burped me heartless., , I have been associated with 
every movement of the advanced parties of Buropf! through 
the yeare that have gone by since, I first tec~me . the 
Countess y I1Sfl~lis; ,.I havE!. beeu the i!)spirer of more. ejforts. 
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the guide of more intrigues, than I could tell you in a 
lcore of hours, even were I free to tell you them; I have 
held in my time, indirectly. more power than. many a 
minister whose name iB among the rulers ; the world doe. 
not know how jt is governed" and it does not ~ream hOl1 
kings have dreaded and statesmen lought to bribe me. 
One thing alone I remained true to, heart and soul":'-my 
cause. For the freedom of the peoples, for the breaking 
of their chains, I have laboured with all lIoch strength and 
brain and force as nature gave me. In that I have been 
true, aud without taint of selfish desires,' God knows that , 
to raise my own land among the nations, and to gain Italy 
for the Italians, and to do-were it ever'so little-to crUSh 
the tyrannies of creedll, to bring nearer the da.ylight of fear~ 
less and unfettered truth, I would let Giulio,VilIaflor and 
hiB creatures kill me as they would. In that I have been 
loyal to the core, but in all else I have been very guilty. 
I have temptcd,blinded, seduced men into the love that 
gave them as wax into my hands. I have' roused their 
darkest passions, that of those passions I might make the 
firebrands or the swords my purpose needed. I have take~ 
their peace and crushed it; to powder; I )lave taken their 
hcartll and broken them without a pause of pity; I have 
lent them out to the slaughter careless how thcy fell, so 
that my will was done; I have sent them out to perUsh; 
1ar and wide, north. and south, east and west, Ilnd never 
Ilsked the cost of all that gold of human life 'wherewith t 
played my pitiless gambling. I smiled at those for whom l 
cared DO more, than. for the stones of that torrent; I leI; 
them hope I loved them, so long as that hope was needed to 
make them ready instruments to my using; I was stirred 
no more by despair than I was for compassion. So long as 
I had my slaves, I heeded nothing what they suHered, how 
they were captured. I only Bmiled ot the fools who though~ 
women had no ahare in the makiug of history, no power to 
penetrate the arcana of life. Tha.t was alL' , 

He listened, and .'ith II heavy sigh answered her as ahe 
paused; it was involuntary, unconscious. He had believed 
lD Idalia, as with a woman's absolute unquestionabl.c belief; 
it struck him hardly, deeply, to know by her own telling 
that she had these ruined broken lives, these Circean 
eruel_~ee in her past i tha' the witching aplelldoll~ of her 
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Borcery had been thus steeped in teara of blood, thus bar. 
tered for the gain of triumph and dominion. No fear flir 
himself even now crossed him; hia courage was too bold, biB 
passion too ardent. It waa the knowledge that she sbould 
thua have stained the beauty and tbe genius of her life "'hich 
came on him, not unlooked for, since ho had ere this known 
that there were error and remorse upon her; yet bitter aa 
the fall of wha.t ia treasured and is reverenced must ever 
be, however love remain faithful and unshaken to that 
fall'a lowest depth. 

• One question only,' he aaid to her, while hia voice was 
low and tremulous. • Through this, was there never one 
whom you loved P' 

She met hia gaze fully, thoughtfully. truly lie could 
have Iworn, or never eyel BpOke b'uth. 

'Not one.' .. 
• Ia it possible P' 
She smiled a little, Wllh her old weary irony. 
• Very pOllsible. Poets have written much about the love 

of women; I do not think it a tithe so warm and strong a. 
the lov6 ~f men. Many women are cold Bensualists, many 
are inordinately vain; sensualism and vanity make up nine
tenth. of my BOX'. passions, though lIentimentality hili BO 
long refused to think so.' 

• But you must bave been Burrounded by 80 many-by 
all that Wall mOBt brilliant and Jnost seductive.' . 

I Yes; yet a tinsel brilliancy, for the most part. Besidea, 
I did not come into the world ignorant of it, as most 
youth com ea. Julian Vassalis, and my own tastes, ana 
otbera wbo influenced me tben, had given me the surest 
abield against the follies of love in Btudies deeper far than 
most women, if they had driven away my faith in life too 
early, with tbe sneers of Pcrsius, with the scourge of 

. J uvenal, with their own cynic wit and their own manifold 
knowledge. Ambition was infinitely more the passion to 
tempt me than love ever was. I luxuriated in the sense 
of my own power, in the exercise of my own futal gIfts; 
but I Beorned from the bottom of ·my heart the men who 
were fooled by luch idll! things as a girl'lI glance, as • 
~oman'. smile. If the gold gleam of my hair ensnared 
them, I could not but disdain wlutt was so easily bound; 
if the1 wero epanie]j at my word, I knew they had \JeeQ, or 
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Lhose folliel of feeling and of the senses which sway ma~, 
kind so widely and so idly. Then the scorn faded from he; 
eyes, a weariness stole there instead;. her voice lIank, and 
lost its pride in the contrition of self. accusing memories, of 
heart.sick confession. , . 

I But do not honour me for th~t: It made my crime,. 1 
think, the deeper, Those senseless women, whom I bave 
so often contemned with all the contempt that was in me" 
for their maudlini'omances, their emotional sentimeut. 
which made them see a god in every commonplace mortal, 
and give tliem idols as many as the roses iusummer, are 
after all; perhaps, truer and better--:-fools though they be-: 
than I. Their emotions, at least, lire real, howerer fleeting, 
vain, and shallow. But I-leave me when you know it, if 
you will; but know it you shall-never felt one faintest 
touch of tenderness for anyone of those who loved me; 
yet I was merciless enough, sinful enough, shameful enough, 
if you will, never to let one among them know that, until 
he was deep enough in my toils to have no power to loose, 
himself from them. I let them hope, I let them believe, I 
let them think their reward sure, until such time as thoy 
were mine-courage and honour and body and soul all, 
mine-to use as I would, for the ends and in the cause of 
my ambitions. Llet them think I loved them, and then 
I used their minds or their hands, their names or their 
strength, whichever I needed to take; and I never asked 
once, I never once pitied, when I knew that their hearts 
were broken. Go; you must ~hink me guilty enough now., 
Go; for if your trust 'be ,dead, rend me out of your life, 
once and for ever, at a blow, rather than pasl your years 
with what you doubt.' . . 

She put him from her as BIle spoke, and rose. Her face 
was very pale. grare with a profound. sadness, with a set 
resolution; the words cost her more than it would have cost 
her to have thl'ust the Venetian dagger into her bosom tc 
escape the pursuit of Giulio Villaflor j but they were spoken 
without a pause to spare herself. She loved him better than 
herself, 'and she knew that unless this man's faith were per. 
fect in her, the lives of both would be a hell. And Idalia 
was too proud a woman to allow such faith to be given in 
error and in ignorance, unmerited. I ' 

. ·llis breath was sharply drawn, as under a keen rhyBical 
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pain. He stood and looked at her, with a look that was re
venge enough for all the unpitying cruelties of her past; it 
was so uneonsciously.arebuke, so silently and ter.ribly in 
its pain a condemnation pa@~ing words. _ . ", ' 

For the first time under nis gaze her proud head drooped, 
her eyes filled with tears of shame, the paleness of her face 
!ushed; before the noble tl·uth ot his every act and, word, 
the bold simplicity of his creeds of honour, her own-1if(f 
looked to her very guilty, very far from the fair light:,~f 
justice and of loyalty. ' 

• Leave me,' she sai~.to him briefly, though her voice was 
very Jow. • BlIt-do_p.Q~ 110" reproach me.' . '.' 

In answer his arms were. stretched to her, and drew her 
to his breast; in tbat ~oment he had command over her, in 
that moment he waS not her slave, but bel' judge.. His face 
was grave and almost stern, for he suffered keenly, but his 
voice and his touch were infinitely gentle. , '. . 

• Leave you P' You. think I know so little how 1;0 va.lue 
• woman wbo .has ~he noblest virtue on earth-,tr\lth 7 ' 

'Truth! when'I have tol~ you my whole life ,Wl\8, m-.one 
.ense, a lieP' _ '. .: J-

, Truth-becaU86 you bave so told me. 0, mybclo\!ed l 
know me better than this. Can I not condemn your errors, 
and yet cherish you but the more because you need'some 
pity and some pardon P , . " 

t)he Jay silent in his arms, deeper limit ten than by any 
rebuke or execration by the nnutterable tenderness of tbis 
love that was too true to truth to ,hold her guiltless, and too 
true to itself to forsake ber because it condemned her. -In' 
that moment sbe knew how much greatness there was in 
this man's nature, how much dignity in his passion. -

• But your trust, your faith?' she said at last, as she looked 
up at him.' , ' 

'Will be with you ever, as my love will be.' 
He stooped and Jeant his cheek on hers, while low in her 

ear a few words stole; , he could not keep them back from 
the aching and the longing of his heart. ' 

':rell me but one thing. You lay YOIl wore the mask of 
passion to fool them-did YOIl ever let another before me 
tell YOIl of his passion thus P • ' .' 

Hia own.lips lingerod in their kisses upon hers; she dre".' 
berself from hiB embrace with something of her old srnU~ 
of her old BCOrn. 
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'No. Or no prayer of TOurs IIhoul ... make me your 
wife.' 

, .And then you ask me it' my faith be perfect still? There 
are scores of women-women who would censure' you-
who think it no shame to bring tainted lips to their hus. 
bands.' . 
. • Well,' she said wearily, 'give me not too much praise 
for being prouder, and it may be colder, than many women 
are! If I never bent to the follies of love. I was but 
the more blamable, perhaps, for using them without mercy 
to my own ends. I tell you I never spared. If any ever 
doubted or resisted me, he had a terrible chastisement i he 
Boon gave his very sonI and conscience up into my handa. 
Sometimes I think that Mephistopheles himself never 
tempted more deftly_ and more brutally than I have done. 
That dend Viana I He would be living now were it not for 
me. He was half a Bourbon in his creeds i he worshipped 
pleasure, and pleasure alone i revolutions might have reeled 
around him, and Carlo would never bave laid down tbe 
wine-cup, never asked with what· side the day went or the 
battle turned. But I brought him to give his very life to 
my moulding i I moved him to his own ruin by those very 
qualities of. fearless chivalry aud generoll6 passion that 
should have been bis shield from me. And-O God I-if 
you had seen him lying dead there as I saw him, with his 
brave face turned :upwal'd, that he might smile in my eyes 
to the last I ' 

Her head IMlnk, tllere was the Bet mute anguish on her 
of ' remorse that would never fade out while life remained. 
He stood beside her silent also: he knew that there were no 
words that could assuage this bitterness, he knew that to 
~his· self-condemnation justice forbade any consolation 
that must have been at its best but a deceiving soph-
istry. . 

'Yet you oy your cause was noble? ' he asked her gently, 
at the last. • It was not to gain the cruel empty triumph 
of a woman's vanity that you beguiled them P • 

'God knows I There was guilty triumph enough in me 
at times. ' In the main-yes-it was for the cause of free
dom that I won them. That had been harmless; but my 
sin was that I made them stake their lives on me, yield their 
Boule to me, surrender their cODscienccl to me-bec~use 1 
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taught. ,hem love, and then, when they were my slaves, I 
used them to their own destruction, as these charcoal.makers 
thrust the fresh wood in to burn and feed their fires. 

, Still, you believed that those fires were the sacri.6.oe-firel 
of the people's altars of liberty P • 

She shivered slightly' in the ardent heat of the broad 
noonday. 

• At first, with all the youth and passion of faith that 
were in me, I did believe it. And I clung to the belief long 
-lonf after I knew it had its roots in quicksands. But 
after had learned how hopeless the struggle for pure free
dom is, after I had learned that the absolutism of thrones 
and churches are masked batteries of iron and granite on to 
which the thinker nnd the poet and the patriot fling tbem
lei vel in combat only to be crushed and perish; after I had 
learned that only one among ten thousand of those who had 
the welfare of the peoples on their lips had it also in their 
hearts, and that fraud, knavery, selfish greed, impatient dis
content, corrupt ambitions, were the natures of the liberat:ors 
not ]ess than of the tyrants-after I had read the bare trutb 
to itl last letter-I lured them still. Partly because I was 
irrevocably bound to the work, l,artIy because all myoId 
belief would not die; chiefly of all, because I had grown to 
love the power possessed, and could not bring myself to lay 
it down and own my whole life a defeat. Nor was it 
one-' 

The warmth !ushed her face again, her eyes lit with the 
light of victory. something of the haughty defiance with 
which she had challenged Giulio Villaflor returned then as 
Ihe challenged the memories of her past. 

• It has been a crime, it may be-but not a failure. No 
Vassalis ever failed. I have fed hope into action, whe~ 
without me it would have died .out in darkness. I have' 
armed hands that but for my weapons could never have,' 
atruck their oppressors down. . I have breathed liberty into' 
• thousand lives that but for me might never have drawn in 
its mountain air. I have loosened the bonds of many 
martyrs; I have broken the chains of many captives-men 
.. ho suffered agonies, here in this Italy, simply because they 
jared to cling to her, and seek vengeance for her violation. 
No. It has been no failure. Are wa not victorious at the 
last, if the le/lBt thing for freedom have beflu "'Nught by 
11K? ' 
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, She ~r{\h not to him-bul; to ht'r Pas" as tllou"b ita f'8o 
morse arrni~uM while yel; ita conqut'llt; erowned her, She 
pleaded with hep 01fD conseienee; ahe ~ her muse in 
lustifiCAtion llgainst; the witness of the yean! thai were gone; 
~he had been true-true to the death-t., the pro?l ... 
~r the earth and to their liberties, true -to truth tluuuo\ 
~, D 

It; is a Doble loyalty, (lne Yery rare amid maukind---one 
thU surely may.vail to atoDe Cor much. ',' -

CHAPTER. XXYm 

• lIY )lOL1fIlf9 !:OUCllED wrm: A11UOLB LlOH;' lit 
BllXSBT ST1LlXDED," 

THOU words were the last on her lips Cor many 
moments. From the gloom and etillness of the lIut; 
wlierG there was a depth of shadow only broken by the 
green mosses that ,strewed the floor and the gray flash of 
a tame pigeon'. wing guarding its brood in the farthest 
Dook, slie looked out al; the l\UUriance of colonr and 
the blue of BUD. while hill' thought. were sunk into the 

p~ did not break her musings; his own thoughts were 
lilled with her history, of ",hich he still bew, in truth, 
but; BO little. yet which _med to him t~ld wholly in those 
few brief aentenoea. Memories also eame to him, revived 
by her relation-memories nlgue :md fugitive, as of things 
St."a!'Cell heard before, because without interest al the time 
of theU' hearing, of stories that hsd Boated to him in 
clubs- and eafl~S in the cities of Europs,long ere he had 
met Ulllia.' of BOme beautiful Gl"t't'k or Roumelian, of 
\\'~()m tnt'll tvld mllrY('ts, and about whose reputation hsd 
I!:\t herrd many l'prendid idle rom:mces. fabulous as they 
;n'l"e contradictory-romances tha~ gave a thousand mag. 
tlificen~ impossible IE'gt'nda to the recorda of hel' life, but 
stole from her, as Buch POmane8S eYer will, all • the wbit" 
dower of a blamt:'lesa life: and made her plE'MUrea loa 
ruiltv and hE'r channs as resistless as those of I.n("I'('Jia or 
Theodlll'&. Ho had never heeded them in their telling; lie 
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law eared little for women. still lese for the babble "I 
Under-. and they had paned him without intere.l elWU"lI 
to linger on hia reDK'mbranee an hour. But now, with the 
.. orda of hu story. they reeurred to him as such forgotte!1 
things will. Not to stin:; him 1rith cWubb of her, with 
fear for himaelf-llUSpicion of her was a thing impossible 
to him-but to maddeD him with impatient longing to 
reach ht'r call1llmiaton and strike them down. JIi.J ~ture 
ru too bold for sLmdt'r to do more than roUBe his pusion 
'~l~ the slanderer. his ehinlry for the slandered. 

'They were allliee!' he mutured in hie beard, his face 
lIuehing .. thOlle cli.sbnt memories stole on him. • Alllit'8! 
-w here are the tellen of them" 

She started wghUy. and ht'r eyN tame back from their 
ireaming epeeubtion and dwelt on hi&. 

• ~t were the lies" 
'Things that I heard of yoa-GDe8. I remember now-' 
'Ah!' A quick sigh eSt.-apE'd her--tihe would 10 gladly 

b"e kept her life fair and unshadowed in this man'. Bight 
at leut.. ' Well, do Dot bbme the teller'll of them; my 
life bid me open to misconstructioD; no one can complain. 
if their liVN do eo, of any ealumny llW rza.y befall 
th('lD.' 

Her TOiat waa cold and earelees; the e"a of calumny 
W not power to wound, but it haJ. bd powfOr to chill 
and hardeD her, and the Tenom had left ita tr:W thu for 
e"er. 

'But whl-' . 
He pauae.J. not willmg eYeD. by a syllable to riak trench

ing on that ailenee .hich Bhe thought it fitten to keep un
broken.. 

, Wby did I so lea"e it open? For many things. Fin-t, 
ere I bew what calumny meant-when I was 80 young to 
the world that I yet belie"ed I and Truth could a"ail te 
ronnnee and to conquer it I-my name was stained too 
deeply. all undreamt of by me, for lUll future career, had 
it been pare aa a child's, to wuh the stain a •• y. 1111\3 
alandered-WIjusUl. Slandered, I say! n waa • thousand 
times wone than that. A traitor took tl-e biank page of 
mY10uth and wrote i& over behind my b3ck wida ill!&-
1IlOllS, indelible filiehood-' -

A hal,.,. cune broke asunder her .ord&. 
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, Tell me who he was, and vengeance sha.ll find. him! 
She passed her hand over. his brow with a. gentle carelil!. 
, No. 'You shall have no darkness on you from my past 

of my bringing. But you do not fear to take to your 
heart a woman whom the world has called evil thus? ' 

, The world! What terrors do you think that liar has I 
forme?' . 

She smiled-a smile in which there was as much of' 
,,-eariness ali of sweetness_ 
. 'It is not always a liar; it was not so always in what 
it said of me. But we will leave that! To-day is our 
own; we will not poison it. YOIl think we may make our 
way to the sea to-night? ' . . 

, I do. There is little to be feared in the open country 
-almost nothing from the peasantry. The horses will be 
fresh, and if we can reach the little fishing village nearest 
to Antina, I could Bend some barcarolo to bring in my 
yacht. No suspicion falls on the vessel; the soldiers I 
saw at your villa did not knO\v me, and no one will hear 
anything from Nicolo. We have only to fear the sbirri-' 

, Wait ; tell me all. How was it you heard of my 
~Bt ? HoW was it you found me? ' , 

He told her; and she listened in the soft lull of the 
noon silence, in the leafy twilight of the forest hut, to the 
story of his search for her-listened with an exceeding 
te~derneBs on the face, whose careless pride so of!'Cn had 
smiled contemptuously on all love and alldesp8.ll'. He 
told it in very few worda, lessening as much as was.pos
sible all pain he had endured, all difficulty 'he had con
quered, lest he should seem to press 8. debt upon her in 
t he recital. But the. very brevity, the very generosity, 
touched her as no eloquence would have done. By the 
very omissions Bhe knew how stanch had been this en
durance, how devoted this fidelity, which through good and 
evil report had cleaved to her, and fougllt their way to her. 

'My love, my love," she murmured as she stooped to 
him, staying his last words. '0, that I might repay you 
in the future. If I were only sure that I should br.ng 
you no misery-if I could only know that no evil from me 
wonld fall on you-if I could only feel there were nothing 
untold between us, and that my life were worthier of your 
uoble loyalty-I would lose e.-ery coin and rood of my 
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mheritance, and come to you beggared of everything, vet 
rich, my God! how richer fat' than now! ' • 

He had never BeCD her Jignity 80 utterly abased., her 
pride BO utterly Bwept away as now, when those broken 
and longing utterances escaped her; he saw tbat memo
ries, which were m that moment an agony, shook down all 
the strength and all the calmness of her nature. 

I Listen,' he said softly and gravely, while he drew her 
hands in his. I Beggared or crowned, you would alike be 
my mistress, my empress, my idol. Slandered or honoured, 
TOU will alike be the one glory of my life, the one thought 
m my death. Why let us speak as if we should ever 
part P You must slay me, or forsake me, ere ever we 
Bball be divided now.' . 

Her mouth quivered., her eyes filled as she heard him; 
IIl0wly, and in Bilence, she stooped and let her lips rest 011 
his. 

For some moments she answered him in no other way 
than by that one touch of her caress; then, with one of 
the sWift transitions of her changeful temperament, she 
looked dowll on him with a smile in which all her most 
seductive sweetness gleamed, as the gold rays of the 
,outhem day fiashed in the dark lustrous languor of her 
regard. 

',4,.i11lll mill,' she murmured caressingly, I we will be 
lieve so, at least while we can, evcn-even if you should 
live to curse me, and I should live for Monsignore Villa
fior', vengeance! Let us dream of a future, then. I 
have so long thought of the world's future ouly, and so 
long not dared to give a glance at my own. Let us dream 
wllile we can. Tell me of your old Border castle. We 
will raise it from its ashes once more if you will. And 
you shall come and be lord of my great Roumelian fief, all 
its hills, and ita plains, and its rivers, and its vast solitudes 
with their terrible beauty, and its fortress that is a palace, 
like some Persian vision of the night tha.t we see when we 
\ave fallen asleE'p in reading Firdursi. Ah, there is a life 
there possible, if we could but reach it-a life fit for your 
bold chieftainship, a life that might redeem my past! 
We both know the world to weariness. There, eastward., 
TaU and I-we might find sometliing at least of the old 
ideat. of my early fancies; there are a people sunk ill 

2. 
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sloth and barbarism, there are the domains of a prince." 
there are grand woods and waters, and mountains to be 
piled between us and the world, there is human soil barren 
of every good thing, uncultured, useless, needing the 
commonest tillage. I should be free there, and you would 
be a king in your own right. It needs just Buch a sove
reign as 'you would be, my brave,' dauntless, lion-hearted 
wanderer ! We might be happy"? We might reach still 
more [' et than merely happiness P , 

An they dreamed of the future, while t1le brilliant day 
atole onward, and the stillness of intense heat brooded 
vver the sun-lighted earth j the future that to him was a 
treasury of joys so passionate, so measureless" BO incre
dible, that they seemed passing all hope, escaping all 
reach j the future that to her was in its fairest vision but 
asa vision of that lost land' of peace and liberty whict 
her own act had forfeited for ever. 

The day declined from its noon height, and neither 
knew nor asked how the hours were numbered. -

When the sun was touching the lowest cloud, and the 
amber glow was burning into scarlet, he started to his 
feet j he remembered that the forester would be coming 
homeward, and that with evening their !light must begin. 
As they left the cabin, Idalia looked round it with a long 
and wistful glance j the day would be dear in her memory 
beyond all others, and in ner own heart she believed that 
it was the last they should ever pass together. Then shl1 . 
lifted one of the rude wooden bowls to him with her old 
half-tender, half-coquette smile. 

, 'The child is not here j put some coins in for us both. 
You must give me lour gold to-day j if ever we are free, 
you shall be lord' 0 all I own. Ah I you only care to be 
lord of myself P , Do you think that I do not know that P 
But I shall care to crown you and give you such purples 
AS' I· have. You are royal to the very core of your fear
less, kingly heart j and you shall reign over my kingdom, 
such as it is, if ever we can reach it.' 

They went out into the stillness of the forest, BO still 
that they might have been alone in an unpeopled world. 
Here and there through 'the network of branches the 
flushed sky glowed, vivid as fire j darkness already had 
fallen on the slopelll p,I' ~e hills, behind which tho sun had 
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sunk down; on' the foam of the waters opposite gleam. 
and breadths of prismatic colour still spark1ed; the even. 
ing air was heavy with fragrance, and under the foliago 
the luciole began to glimmer. Erceldoune went toward 
the grazing horscs, tethered iii camp.fasMon by a long 

. hcel-rope, beneath the cedars; she followed bim, stroking 
the neck of the brave sorrcl that had borne her with 
B~ch unflagging speed through the whole of. the Pl!-st 
Dlght. . . 

, I Carry me as bravely again, caro,· she murmured him, 
drawing the silken mane through her hand. I Take me to 
freedom, and you shall have sueh pathless meadows of 
wild grass to wander in, eastward, at your will; no curb 
shall ever toueh you, no spur shall ever gall/ou ! • 

As' she caressed the hunter, the houn at her side 
dropped his muzzle earthward with. a lo\v smothered 
growl, then lifted his head, and looked at her. with anxious, 
eager questions in his imploring eyes. 

I The dog scents Bome danger. What is it, Sulla P' slle 
asked, giving him that sign of silence which the animal 
had learned so well . 

• A wolf, maybe. We will nnearth- him if he be any
thing worse,' said Erceldoune, as he swept .back with .one 
arm the heavy boughs, while with his right hand .hB 
loosened the pistol fro~ his sash. The rocks sloped 
sharply .down j the sunset light shone on the dell beneath 
as he leant forward • 

. A cry broke from him loud, wild, exultant as the cry of 
the cagle swooping to its prey. With one hand still hold
ing upward the matted veil of foliage, he stood rooted 
there, all the worst passions of his nature roused in au in
stant into deadliest strength. 

There, almost at his feet, far ben cat h in the curved 
hollow of a moss-grown, cup-shaped dell, sleeping as he 
himself had slept on the Cnpriote shore at his foe's mercy. 
with one arm beneath his head and the other Hung idly 
Dutward, in the loose linen dress of an Italian melon. 
leller, lay the Greek, Conrad Phauleon. 

He motioned her to him with a gesture that let tht' 
leaves fall for an instant back into. their places j bis teeth 
were clenched, his words hissed broken through them, hill 
cycs were alight with the hlood~thirst of desert animaJa. 
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I Look, look!' he gasped. "There-at last-there in m1 
pO\l"er-the brute who shot me d01fJl-' 

He swept the boughs backward and upward once more 
with the dash of his ann, and she bent to look through the 

. twilight of the leaves; her face chan"ued to the whiteness 
of death as her eyes fell on the upturned face of the 
eleeping man. her lips drew their breath gasplngl,.; a 
shiver of unutterable horror ran through her. 

cHe!-he!' _ 
That one word seemed all her voice could whisper, and 

in it a whole world of agony, loathing, remorse, hatred. 
and shame unbearable seemed told. 

Erceldoune, with the lifted boughs still held above then. 
heads, stood and gazed at her in a horror searce less than 
that with which the sight of the slumbering Greek had 
stirred her. 

I To. know him!' 
She sei3ed his wrist, and, with the convulsive force that 

comes to the most delicate women in their hours of ex
~mity, shook his grasp from the arm of the tree, whose 
loliage fell once more between them and the sight of that 
bright Athenian beauty that there lay in the careless rest 
of some sculpture of Lykegenes. 

I Know him! 0, my God! Do I know him P' 
• Ay! Do yo. know the man who sought to murder 

meP' 
There was the first sternness of waking fury, the first 

unconscious violence of stealing doubt, in the question as 
it broke from him. while he vainly sought to wrench his 
wrists from the close grasp she held them in. and be free 
to fall upon his enemy as lions fall on their foes. With 
them her COll1'llge returned, her self-command n.me back 
to her, though her face was bloodless still, and a terrible 
anguish was set on it ; she looked him full in the eye&
eyes for the first time bent on her with the searching 
severity of an accuser. 

I Yes; I know him. I did .ot know that he was l0u~ 
assassin, though-though-I gr:l!lt I fe.ued iL' 

I Feared it! What is he to you P' 
She was silent.. 

. I What is he to you-this brigand, this brute, this nIeat 
or the rue scum of Europe p' 
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H. Ipoke with the imperioul vebemence of the intoler. 
able hGrrGr that pG.selled him. She was ailent 8till; Gver 
bel' face .. hot ftu.h came and went, the flush Gf an inten •• 
humiliatiGn. 

, What dG lGU kJWw Gf him' Anawer me, befGre 1 
wring it Gut 1.1 hia throat.' , 

She ahuddered where ahe atGod; but, with a Itrength 
Icarce le.a than hiB Gwn, Ihe held him frGm the place 
where the Greek Ilept, and drew him bYlheer fGrce farther 
and farther Gutward. 

, Let him be. lIe baa been the CUrBe Gf my fate; he 
will be the CUrBe Gf YGUrB.' 

, By heaven. never I I will ltamp hi. life Gut where be 
liel. Let me go-lot me gG I ' 

, GG for what P , 
I TG deal with him-jultly.' 
I JUltlyl' 
I Ye.. Men kill murderen; and it W&l thrGugh 0.1.1 

Jack Gf will in him he waa nGt Gne. I will not kill him 
Ileeping, but 1 will wash my wroogs out once for all. 
Let me gol' 

She flllng her arml cloae around him, 11.1 that he muat 
have wrenched her beautiful limbs asllnder before he CGuld 
hneleft her; IhG drew him backward and backward, ber 
breath against llis cheek, her hair Ihowered on hia breaat, 
her dignity broken, her I8lf.control forgot, vivid emotion, 
agonised abandonment, making her a hundredfold more 
rceilltlcel in that bour than ahe had ever boen in her 
proudest moment. Gf lupremacy. Sho knew ber power; 
under that embrace he Btood lubdued, irrellolute, remem
bering nGthing except tbe Joveline .. he looked Gn.. 
'll that YGur love P II that your tru8t P' 
She felt a tremor ruJi tbrougli all hill framo-the tremor 

of the blind rage against his foe, of tho blLod idolatry Gf 
her, that warred within him. 

o I break neither, becauae I will deal with mr &lBas8in I 
What i1 he to YGU that you should abield him P 

The lrBt taint of jealousy ran through the worda. The 
tremor of abamo that he had leen when her glance tirBt 
loll upon the Greek pasacd over her; Tet her ~a&e ~Qt 
hil, and never BlLnk beneath it. 

'I CaIUlOt tel1roQ.' 
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There was an accent of hatred deep as his own in the 
low words; he looked with a terrible eagerness into her 
eyes. 

• Oannot! Wait. You sayyou~ever loved; were yOli 
never wedded where you hate P , . 

'Never.' .. . 
, Then what is this villain to you P' .. 
She seemed to shrink and shiver where his arms held 

her,as though hIS words stabbed her through and through: 
She held silence still.' .' - .. 

'Tell me,' he swore -to her, 'or, as he lives, that tiger 
"'all, with my shot through his brain to pay for the con· 
fession! ' 
. 'Hush, hush! If he wake!!, we' are lost! ' 
'I will wake him in such fashion that' he never wakes 

again. My assassin !Joz;r care P Let me go-let me go, 1 
tell you 1 ' ' . ' 

. He, strove to put her arms from him, . to' fling off . him 
the coil of her hair, to break from the paralysing spell 
of her beauty; but she would not loosen him, she would 
nol; be shaken off-she dr.ewhim farther and farther 
from the Greek, let him seek as he would· to escape 
from her. " . 

'0, my l?eloved, iny beloved !where is the faith you 
. promised me POne trial-,-iLnd .it breaks I With such a 

life' as mine, do you not know that· there must be-'iar 
darker things tIlan . this to try you P Have you not said 
that you will cleave to me through all P Have you not 
refused to believe .even my own word against me P , 

, God knows it, yes! Bufr-' 
'Here is the first test, then; were your oatns empty 

words? ' 
He was silent; he stood motionless and unnerved unaer 

the brief touch of. the rebuke. She knew that she had 
bourid him in those withes of honour that he would never 
.break; and she knew that she had touched' him in the 
tne noble weakness that laid him utterlya.t her will and 
mercy. She loosened her arms from him; she stood apart 
and left him free. -

Go, if you will. Doubt lhe, if you mn. Avengo 
your wrong, if you will But, if you do, 'we never meet 
Bgam.' , 
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. HilJ liplJ parted, without sound j an anguish of appeal 
'looked at her from his eyes; ho stood consumed by the 
passions of his hate and of his love, that strove wit~ one 
another in a deadly conflict. 

I Choose: she said simply, and waited. 
His chest heaved with a mighty sigh. 
• Great heaven, you ask me to spare him after such D 

(rime! ' 
I I ask you nothing. Take your vengcance, it is ·rour 

right j but you will never look upon my face again.' . 
• Bocause I am his foe? ' 
I No; because you doubt me.' 
With that one word she pierced him to the 'iuick. . 
He had no strength, no memory, no thought, save of 

her and of her will. He looked back once to where his 
slumbering traitor lay, with ,the mad longing of denied 
vengeance in the look; then slowly, and. with hishend 
bent, he turned away. 

• Be it as you will I yield you to-day more than my 
lifo itself.' ' 

And as she heard, all her coldness' and her imperiout. 
resolve died out, as though they had not been i she sank 
into his outstretched arms, and wept as she had never 
done in all her haughty womanhood~wept uncontrol
lably, agoniilcdly, in such abandonment, in such weakness, 
as the sovcreign temper in, her never,· ere then, had 
known. . , 

At sight of that passionate grief, he. forgot his own 
wrong, his own doubt, his very vengeance j he remembered 
nothing, excer>t that the woman for whom he would have 
laid down his life, suffered thus, while to her suffering- he 
could bring no more consolation than though he stood a 
stranger before her. It was not in him to have one 
thought of his own cause of hatred in this man, when 
.,nce he sa'V that she endured this poignant aild deadly 
pain through his assassin, this unutterable Dlisery at sight 
of the. sleeping Greek, wh?se f!We turned upwards, witb 
the sunset warmth amI flickermg shadow of the leaves 
playing on it, thus had broken all their dreams of the 
future, all the sweetness of their solitude., . • 

She lay passive some moments in his arms, her whole 
frame shaken br convulsive tearless soba. 
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• o God !' she moaned; • and I dreamt of a Future, 
.... hile lie was living there! ' 

A darkness like night swept over her lover's face; the 
evil spirit was upon him, which in the midnight chase 
through the moonlight of the Bosphorus shore had been 
on him, thirsting for his enemy's blood. He stooped his 
head over her, and his whisper was terribly brief: 

. ' Let me go,.and he will not be living long.' 
He had surrendered to her; he had yielded up to her 

this vengeance, which had been the one goal of such cease. 
less search, such vain desire; but though he had let her 
for a. while hold his hands from it, his whole heart, and 
soul, and passions were in tempestuous rebellion still; his 
blood was hot for war, his conscience was !3trangled by 
hatred. 

'Let ,me go,' he whispered thirstily. 'You shall see him 
lie dead at your feetr-dead, like the brave horse that rotted 
to carrion through him.' , 

She shivered, as though an ice-cold wind had passed over 
her; but danger had been too long her atmosphere, and the 
tempests of men's hearts too long the powers by which she 
swayed them, not to nerve her force and calmness when 
both were needed. She was deathly pale, except for those 
flushes of shame that had made the blood rush backwards 
to her veins; but. she spoke tranquilly, laying her hand 
upon his mouth, and with that command which never, in 
moments of need, deserted her. 

• Peace! Those are not like yourself-those tiger in-
stincts. Leave them to him ; they are beneath you.' 

., They are not-they are my right P , 
, Is revenge ever a right? ' 
• We deemed it so in old Scotland-a right divine ! ~ -
His face was' stern aJ:d evil still, with the storm of his 

longing wrath; with the pent bde of his loosening jealousy. 
• Divine,?, Devilish! Right or wrong, lay it down for 

1I1y biddingJ. 
He was silent. Under her hands she felt the muscles 

«If his arm thrill and swell; against her breast she felt the 
stifled panting of his breath. To hold him back was like 
holding in leash a gazehound when it sees the stag. 

'Lay it down, or you are man-sworn, and foresworn. 
You talk of your ancient Scotland: how did she hold tha~ 
dishonour P •• 
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She spoke with a vivid intensity in the words, that left 
!ler clenched teeth so low, so slowly; she knew ,every 
chord in the nature of this man, as fine artists know every 
ehord in the diapason of the instrument that echoes and 
vibrates to their slightest touch. 

He held his peace; he would not break his word to her 
-break his word to a woman, and that woman defence
less, and his mistress, and his life's ple.iged law; but his 
hunger of desire was terrible to fall oli that sleeping 
panther lying so near, and to deal on him ten thousand 
blow8-blows fop his own wrong at his assassin's score, 
but blows a hundred times more strong because his foe 
wal known and shielded by Idalia. 

She saw the struggle in him, and her heart went out to 
him in it-went out to the strength and the weakness that 
were 80 blent in it, the strength of honour and the 
weakness of passion. How often she had seen these two 
antagonists strive against each other to hold and to keep a 
man's 80ull 

• 0 my love!' she murmured, as S116 drew him farther 
tlnd farther from the place where his foe slept. e Give 
mo this one thing, and you shall have aU my love. Let 
him be-let him be! He took all i he shall not take you. 
Come, come, come I' 

He held back still, while still her arms clung to him, and 
drew him onward and onward to leave his murderer in 
peace. 

• One word only,' fle muttered, close in her ear, while 
his lips, as they brushed her throat, scorched it like fire. 
• You deny me my vengeance. II it for love of me-or 
pity of Aim" . . 

The eyes that he could have sworn were true, as he 
would have sworn that the stars shone above them, looked 
up long into his; there was a depth of anguish in them . 
that smote and stilled his passions as with a I!udden 
awe. 

e ]Jot!. I love you, as I never thought in me to love the 
Jving or the dead; and I pity him, as the longest, the 
atest, the most wretched of all my enemies, though they 
are many as the sands of the sea. Have I answered you 
,owP Come!' • . 
~e u.tonation of the words. rather than their meaning, 
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laid their own solemnity on him; he read that in her eyes, 
before which his own wrongs seemed to dwarf, and palt', 
and die out. 

, Do with me as TOU will: he said to her, while his h('~ 
sank, and a great SIgh escaped him. 'I cannot reach 10U, 
in all things, but I will follow as best I may.'. ., 

She Ileemed to him so far above him with her royal past, 
that had giv~ her the sway as the woes of royalties, with 
this lofty serene generosity from which she looked with 
compassion on one whom sLe declared the greatest enemy 
of her life. She started as if the homage stung her like 
an adder-as if the reverence of his words were some un
bearable shame. 

, Never say that ! Never, Dever! Follow me in DO
thing. Teach me your own brave, straight, knightlI 
creeds. Let me see your noble honesty of thought and 
purpose, and let me steep myself in truth, and have i' 
cleanse me, if I can! Ah, once before we go, let me hear 
you BaT that you forgive me ! Forgive me all IOU know 
-forgIve me all that is hidden from you!' .' 

The remorse with which, in the dawn of that day, she 
had bidden him flee from her for ever-the abasement 
that had broken down her dignity, and laid her subject 
before him, were tenfold intensified now-intensified to a 
burning misery of grief before him, to a humiliation that 
crnshed down like a bcnt reed the bold spirit that had 
never quailed before the threats of the Roman tyrant, or 
the uplifted rods of his scourgers. She seemed broken 
by an unutterable contrition-stricken before him by the 
conscious guilt of a criminal before her judge; the prayer 
for pardon secmed to pierce her lips before she knew tbat 
sbe uttered it; the thirst for his mercy seemed to be in
tense as if tho ~rime against his life liad been woven by 
her brain, and instigated by her will, althouah the hand of 
the Greek, $leeping unconscious in the hofiowed cleft; of 
rock below, had been her tool and servant. 

There was not one pause of doubt, one hesitation of 
dread. in the answer that rose from the grandest genero
sity in his nature, and came to her with .. gentleness, 
grave and infinitely sad, that seemed upon her ear like the 
fall of some divine music. • 

• Forgive! That is no word between ;you and me. Yet. 
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.. nd leave his enemy unaroused j to skulk and «ee at 
though he were the evil-doer j to let the murderer lie 

_ there unawakened, unarraigned, instead of forcing him 
from slumber to answer for his guilt with life-a deadlier 
thing she could not have demanded at his hands. 

The sweetness of the ~day had died with the setting of 
the sun, and the darkness of night had fallen on their lives 
as on the earth where they dwelt. Silently they mounted, 
silently they' passed away, the tramping of feet lost on 
the yielding moss, on the thick herbage j silently they 
turned and looked backward with a long and lingering 
gaze at the forest-roof which well might prove their last 
refuge together, the last shelter in which they should ever 
dream of freedom and of a future. Then through the 
first shadows of evening, under the deep gloom of the 
woods, beside the melancholy moaning of the hidden 
river-channels, they went onward, to their flight froni 
Church and King, onward to the sea, if they could ever 
reach the sweet fresh liberty of its wide waters. 

And as they went-where the leafy depths enclosed, 
and the forest twilight hid them-the Greek rose slowly. 
with the heavy' lethargy of sleep, and the staggering' 
weakness of overwrought fatigue still on him. like some 
fierce yet timorous panther that has been roused from 
rest to a craven dread and a longing for slaughter both in 
one. Through his sleep words had come to him, mingling 
with his dreams j instincts had stirred in him while yet the 
weight of that death-like slumber had laid like lead on 
his eyelids j a voice had raised the dormant images of 
memory j a sense of some presence, some peril, some rising 
of hate and of fear, had come on him ere he had been 
sensible j he had shaken the clinging stupor from him 
with supreme effort; he had glanced upward through the 
boughs of cedar; he had made one eager springing move
ment like a,' panther, with the panther's lust in his eyes, 
and a thousand warring passioB.s at his heart. Then the 
craft of his nature, the cowardice of his nation, conquered 
the bolder and more ferocious impulse, as well as the jea
lOUS, wayward, tyrannous affection that still, with all his 
vice, lived in him; the dread of his antagonist was blent 
with the instinct of his blood towards treachery in th • 
. place of defiance. He feigned sleep afrclIh,lying as thollgk 
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Ihll in the profound peace of that dreaming rest; lying 80 
with the 80ft brown lashes on his cheek, and his head idly 
thrown back upon his arm, until the hoofs of the horses 
had ceased to crush the cyclamen and hellebore, and the 
Icreen of forest foliage had faJIen between him and the 
man he hated with the reckless bitterness of the injurer to 
the injured-the woman whom he loved despite all, though 
he adored tyranny and evil, and gold and selfish gains, and 
the brutal exercise of a pitiless jealousy, far more. 

Then, as they :passed away, he staggered to his feet ICd 
.tood a moment, m the red after-glow that streamed upon 
him, erect, quivering, instinct with passion, like some lithe" 
beautiful, murderous, forest beast, the hot and ruddy light 
burning in tbe glow of his eyes, and cast luridly on the 
spirited head and perfect form that were graceful and 
splendid as the legendary beauty of Arinthoous. 

, SAil can love P The world should end to.night I' 
The words broke from him where he stood alone. All 

through the rears since first he had won into his toils the 
young sovereIgn of the Vassalis dominion, the heir of the 
great dead Julian, the dreamer of dreams so grand, so pure, 
10 impossible in their sublime ambitions, that their very 
greatness had been made the element of her own- destruc
tion, he had never known love in its faintest touch pass 
over her prond heart; merciless in awaking passion, no 
stroke of 1t had ever recoiled upon her; with the power o~ 
the sorceress Ihe had had also the sorceress's immunity from 
the danger of the spells by which she wrought; many had 
thought that they had gained their entrance to her heart
many had thpught so when so she chose to dupe them-

. but an had found, too late, that there was no essay more 
hopeless than to seek to stir to tenderness the haughty 
cofdness and carelessness of her strength, to seek to waken 
one echo of fondness from the superb negligence and levity 
of her ironic scorn. He had never known her love even 
once roused; he had sworn that, if ever that p8.l'lion touched 
her, ho to whom it were given should yield up all his price 
DO lesl coin than life. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

BESIDE THE SEA.. 

lh dawn· they had reached the shore, having bent fill 
north ward ·of yrhere Naples lay; and so round to the sea . 
. Here ·tbeworn-out horses, fasting and drenched with 

steam, and quivering with fatigue' at the close of a second 
night of that breathless race,staggered, trembling under 
the great shadow of a mighty wall of cliff that rose sheer 
upward' from the breadth of smooth and yellow sand, its 
sid.es jagged and honeycombed, its crest overhung with fes
toons·of.wild 'vine, and.croWl'Iedwith the gray plumes of 
olive, the waters idly lapping the amber' beach below, and 
stretching league on league' outward till the dim sea-line 
and the mist-laden skies of morningblent in one. Involun
tlirily she stretched her hands out to it in'welcome and in 
prayer, 8S ,though the Seaborn of her fathers lived and 
beard. ,. 

, 0 :waters, give mEl your liberty! • 
'. 'l'hey looked so wide, so' cool, so deeply still, stretchin'g 

out in their measureless freedom to the infinite. 
'It iii gentler than eal'th,'she muttered .. 'Men die hardly 

on the bitterness of the land-the land which devours them 
that she may blossom and laugll with fruits born of corrup
tion !..:..but the very death thaL the sea gives is dreamy and 
tranquil. And .the ,sea will not reuder its dead, but loves 
them; lind lulls them; and holds them, ever with their, 
stories untold! Where is there any other thing so mercifui 
asthatP' ' .. 

. There was. the long~ng of Ii melancholy, weary to despair, 
through the poet-like thought of the murmured words; ill 
that'moment she would' gladly have sought the unbrokell 
rest that could alone be found in the deep sea-bed, beneath 
those fathomless and changeless waves.. . ' . 

She sank down on a broken pile of rock,with the ribbed 
Dand at her feet, and the bulwark of the mighty cliff rising 
above; her face was colourless, haggard, almost stern, 118 

~hough there were set on it such hatred of herself that all 
its youth and brilliancy changed to one bitter heart-sick 
Icorn i her hair was thrust baok off bel' brow. her eyer 
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lOoked with .. tearless, thirsty longing over the waters. 
There had been silence between them well-nigh through all 
the hours of that night-ride to the sea. j there was silence 
etill; he stood beside her with the darlmess of her thoughts. 
Bung back on bis, with the tempestuous passions that he 
had cholted down at het will burning and aching in him 
IIlill. \' 

• You are certain P' sbe said suddenly at last. 
A heavier darkness came upon his face. , 
• Do you. think men forget their murderers' • . • 
Her teeth clenched on oDe another, as though to grind 

the starting words to silence j she laughed lightly-a laugh 
t11at Bent a shudder through his blood. .. 

• Well, your murderer was the man that had the hewing 
and the shaping of my life. Do you wonder now that ~t was 
evil P' . 

• Of yours P 0 God!' 
She laughed still faintly; that laugh that has a misery· 

whicl). never yet lay in tears.. . .. 
• A fair comrade I-a noble tutor! What thinli you. p' A' 

lofty close for my imperial ambitions, is it not P . A priest's 
cell my prison-hollse, a criminal's flight my safety, a thief 
And an assnssiau my associate, my-' 

Her teeth closed once more, shutting in the word that' 
would have"escaped them; a shiver of agony shook him &8. 

he heard; his breath came in slow stiflcd gnsps j he had 
thought that he could never suffer, once knowing that her 
love was his, onc'e having felt her lips upon his 6wn, yet 
he suffered now as he had never done in aU the years ,.( 
hi. life. 

I Twice 10U have checked my vengeance, and bidden me 
"spare!" he muttered, in the fierceness of a torture that 
made his words almost savage. 'If these brutes be yOU!l 
foes, why cnn me off their throats P' . . 

• A lion shall not choke Bnakes,' she sBid briefly. 
The brevity gave the deeper meaning to the words. 
'1Vhy speak in pnrables P You must know-' 
'That your faith is dying P Well, let it die: it has every 

right: I will not reproach you I' , . . 
The bitter despairing hatred Bonehed from her features, 

Bnd the Bweeter BodneBs; that grieved .less for hcrdelfthan i 

him, followed it on<;e more. Rill e!,~ tnm~iJ. on PM, .1i,I\tl...-, 
witb bot cruel te,~ 
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• It will ~er die. Bat why .hould you 1f'I'iDg my ),ftrI 

to teat it? ' 
• Teet it? .Ah, do not; W1'01Ig me L"ke that! Do Jog 

think I wonld e31158 Jou an instant'. pain that wu ia my 
power to &pare? Do Jou think I would ~d a woman'. 
mil!!erable chlcaneries and heartle. nnities ou you. or 
triumph ia them at JOlD' alBt? • 

Her l'oiee had changed to inteu.e appeal. to riyjd emo
tion, and .he held his banda e10ee against ber heart, looking 
npwanl at him with a longing that broke d01rD all her 
c.>arage and ha prid&-tbe wnglng tbat he, at lean. .hoaid 
know that .he wu tme to bioi. thongh .be mad withhold 
him from his jastice, and deny him all he had a title to 
bear. 

• Answer me!' .be p1U'll1led, while her eyes gazed inle 
hi&. • Be my Jaw. my coueiene&-I haTe bftoD Bteeped 10 
long in em. I haye Jo.t aD fitneA to jnd.,f78 hoDour or ~ 
honour ~ I To tell JOU al1, to Jay mylile before you 
_ it; .houfd be laid, I must break my oath, I moa belie 
my wcml, I must be falee to the chief thing that hall eyer 
redeemed my pad. .Anewer me---ehaIl I do it P , 

She DW a tremor .bake him .. a great etona .hake. the 
lOOted etrength of cedanI. hie head Bank, bia mouth • 
Yered ; • lierce and cruel eonl1id ..... waged in him. t: 
• while he hesitated; torn by a deadl1 angnieh or desire to 
apeak the word that ahonld unloose the bonds of aileuce 
betWreD them. 

Then a brue gentleman'. inbom m.tineta eoaqnered him 
and epou in hie ana.er : 

• No. Be tme to ronnel( and rou will DeTer be f'a1Ie to 
me. For the relit. rou ktlO1l' me. I can waiL' 

And .he who hean! him knew that with that ref'aaal he 
had put from him what coat him more ia the renUDCiatiou 
than aeeptrea laid aside hue coat to thoae who pU them 
by at the dietatiou of a pure and geueroua hcmou beyou4 
afi II8l1Wh ""y. u his wu DOli' beyond it. 

• You are great beyoud men'. nobility: .he aid brie41. 
In that momentary weakneM ehe had longed that he .bollld 
bid her uc:rifice her word and her bond to him, but he w_ 
ru higher and dearer ia her mgbli beeaOMt he denied that 
weUuea it ••• y; .be bad mucb atrength benet( and .116 
Joyed lOCh .trmgtb ill IIIftL • Bnt-bnt-haYe JOu DO feu 
.hen I ten lOU flfJ life hat been liainud bJ .och u be,' 
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< Moments are year~, we caunot waste (flem,' Ile mut
tered, as he looked across the waters, where no sail broke 
the space, and upward, at the rocks which frowned sterile 
and 'lonely, locking in. the breadth of ribbed beach-sand. 
'A fisher-boat, sea-worthy, might I!ave us still. I know a 
village that should lie not far from this. ,A. cluster of fish. 
ing-cabins-' " 

'Yes, there is one. Let me think.' 
" She paused- awhile, seeking in half-forgotten memo riel 

lor all her knowledge of the coast. ", 
'Yes, a, mile northward of IJ.S. A few huts under the 

cliff, and meu with the sea's strCllgth in them when ouce 
they are afloat. Go,You ,to them jthey may surely have a. 
felucca that could cross that motiouless sea.' 

, Go ! And leave you? ' , 
, Else we must ,perish together~ There is no help here! , 
, Bet tel' that! ' , ' 
'No j you sh:lll not die by Bourbon steel for me. I am 

known well in this country:; the story of my arrest must be, 
common to a.ll now. This mask-dress, which is all.they left 
me, would:draw curiosity at OIice, :You look like a mario 
naro j you can hire the boat unsuspected, you can staer 
here, and, on~e here, with oIJ.r pistols at their foreheads we 
can make,the sailQrs take what way we will. Go, I shall, 
fire if any danger come. You will here the shot far in this, 

. still air.' 
. 'Is there no other way P , 

'None. Leave me-there is no fear. And, in trutfJ,I 
could not move fartller yet. I aw worn out at last.' ' 

She spoke faintly, wearily, and a gray death-like hue had 
stolen O\'er ,all her fllce, where she leaned her head upon 
lIeI', ,arm, her eyes lustreless, and with their lids heavily 
drooped looldng oulward at the sea, whose grave she 
coveted. The fearlessness that had challenged death j the 
force that had endured any torture rather than purchase 
peace and liberty by the betrayal of comrades j the high' 
and dauntless spirit ,that had laughed at danger, and loved 
peril for its very hazard's sake-these, which would never 
ha.ve yielded to' 'ally tyranny, or paDg, or jeopa.rdy that 
could have tried them, were unstruDg and crushed by the 
horror which had possessed 'her from the first moment that 
.he ~ad BeeJ;l the sleeping Greek and heard his crime-his 
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Oll,en lin oC crart and slaughter. HumiliatIon ,.ested on 
ber; the deadliest BulreriDg sucb a nature as hers can ever 
kDow-a thiDg which, until the sun had set in the past 
day, had never touched her temper. A shame that was 
ineffaceable seemed to her burnt into her life for ever, 
and under it a strength which Jiad never succumbed, a 
dignity which had never blenched or quailed before the 
Iternellt trials, surrendered at last. Sbe had had the for
titude of men, the fearlessness of soldiers; bllt i t~ey seemed 
for the hour at least to die ,out in her now'. :, ,-

IIe looked at her,and he saw that ,the privations of her 
prison, the scant food of many days, the high:Btrllng ~n
lion, and the exhausting exertions of the long and breath. 
leBS ride, had told heavily upon her; and he who would 
bave coined his very life to purchase aid for her, could do 
no more for her than the floek of mOD:l.cci that flew pllBt 
them with the breaking of the morning light. 

He struck his heel into the sand with aI/. agony of power. 
les8 grief. 

• Great God! you will peril!h here of hunger, of thirst, of 
"unl!troke, of misery! Vie were beUer in a, desert than 
t'IUS. I will go. l:will bring help, if there be help on 
earth.' 

lIe went dowD tIle low strip of sonded shore, under the 
beetling shadow of ihe clilfs, northward to the fishing village 
on the ed~e of the waters, with low rounded cabin·roofs 
that were like clustered brown bee-hives beneath the giant 
ahadow of the rocka. The wall of stone that sbelvedso 
high upward into the earth-hovering clouds screened him 
from view. The hamlet was a mile or more along the coast; 
she was alone, with the hound.at her teet, the loadcil 
weapon in her hand, the glistening sea ebbing away illtv 
the distance ,where her ey61 were fixed. 

She Bat motionless, while the noise of his footfall on the 
wet sanda died gradually away. She listened to it till itt! 
~8t faint Bound. 

• Ah I iC only for his sake he could pasa out from my life 
Cor ever,' she DlUrmured. 'Either way I must sin to him; 
kill him by forsaking him, gr ,betray him by wedding with 
him. To go to.his heart with such dishonour as ,tAal 
ulltold-' . 
~he cou14 b."wiah!ld *bat the stroke of the red IUn, 
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rising Btormlly eastward, could reach and still her liCe, that 
the gray waves rolling slowly one on another to her reet 
could come to her and wash her down into their darkuess. 
"For she felt tainted with an assassin's craven crime; ahe 
felt driven into a traitor's guilt of secrecy and shame. She 
laughed a little, with the unutterable wcarineSB of futile 
pain, with the ironic temper which had 80 long made jest 
of every suffering, that it scarce now spared her own. 
. • I now know what BOrt of despair fills monasteries and 
makes Baints!' she thought. 'How honourahle to Deity, to 
give him the Botsam and jetsam of a wrecked existence !' 

Twelve hours before she had Baid, and said truly, that no 
Vassalis ever railed; she had known that her life had bl·en 
great in much even while blamable, it might be, in more; 
she hlld spoken of a future, in which much of dominion, of 
magnificence, of a pure and noble ambition would still linger 
-a fulure in the glow of eastern suns, in the lands (If her 
inherit>lnce, in the sovereignty of a chieftainship, where 
boundless evil remained to be conquered, and boundless 

'liberty to be enjoyed-a future in consoIoance with the 
batred of ·all bondage and the genius to rule, that We{e 

inborn in her. Yet now-now, since sbe bad stooped down 
and seen the ruddy after-light upon the face of the slum
bering Athenian-an endlesa night seemed to have fallen 
on her, and every dream of future and of freedom to be 
mockery. 

Through the silence of the quiet dawn abe Bat withont 
any movement; her hand closed on the bntt of the pistol, 
and its mouth toward the sand; the holf-dead horses had 
staggered under the shadow of the cliff, and were fel'bly 
trying to find food from the sea-salted grasses and drink 
from the brackish pools; there waB no sound, excl'pt tbe 
monotonouB chiming of the Mediterran~ at her feet, no 
refuge in the hard and barren Illll'face of the coloss31 ses
wall. She had sent him from her, chiefly for his Sltkl', that 
he should not wait beside her till he was nette.1 by the 
Church'B webs, or slaughtered by the monarchist's steel, and 
an unutterable 10nelinesB W88 about her; there sel'lDed Jio 
. mercy on the face of the wafas, but only a cold and dreary 
smile. Beyond them lay liberty, but she felt as though 
even the force to arise and seek it had been killed in her. 

Time passed. ~ Blo ... , Bickeuin~ meaBure! th~ Bullen light 
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ot a tempestuous morning burned higher in the beavens;· 
rull day W&l come; the couchant bound awoke with menace 
in hit eyes; across the nnds at her feet a shadow fell j 

there was no BOllnd, no word, but ahe felt the presence, as 
men feel the gliding abhorred presence of a snake, the steal. 
ing velvet.footed, approach oC a tiger, ere they know that 
either are nellr. She started, and fose to her feet, and fell 
Blowly backward step by step, till she rested against the 
wall of cliff, her gaze in the fascination oC horrer fastened 
on Conrad Phauleon as he Btood, with the crimson sun in 
his face, and the gray water lying in a' lonely waste behind 
him, his contadino's dress disordered, his forehead darkly 
flushed, his mouth working &I the words halted in their 
furioua utterance: 

• Ho, Mill1di I othera can ride a wild ride besides your 
lover and you. I have been on your track all tbe night 
through I I have acotched you at last. Where is he P -
where P Answer me, or-' 

She threw up her handa with a grand gesture of silence, 
that even in that moment cursed him. 

• Hush I Never dare breathe his name 1-9011, hiarobber, 
hiI ass8ssin." 

The Greek'. lips paled and shook. 
• Robber I Assassin I Strange words to me.' 
The fire of his wrath was bated an instant before the 

resurrection of the crime he had deemed buried beneath the 
lolitary .hadowa of the Carpathian pine.woods. 

• Would that they flier, strange to 10U I Why did IOU 
awear falscly P I knew that coward IIln had your han in, 
it, and you awore by the only memory you have ever 
reverenced that you were innocent. I believed 10u-1 was 
fool enough for that I-because, though treachery was your 
native air, you still at your worst bad never taken perjured 
oath by that one name.' . 

Sbe .poke alow]y, wearily, with an unutterable ,reproach 
and bitterness in the quiet words; under them he was for 
the moment cowed I he shook alightly through aU the 
.plendour of hit limbs, and his teeth gnawed the gold curls 
DC hia beard. 

• It waa for what you worship-Liberty!' he stammered, 
_ith a lullen ahame. 

• libertI I No marvel that the peoples are in chain. 
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if the apostles of their' freedom think to serve them 
thus I' 

The words echoed over tho stillness of the gray and tran
quil seas with a 'profound andf'ternal pathos; it was tho' 
sigh' of the Girondists, when through the death-mists of tho 
scaffold they' saw the angel of freedom they had dreamed of 
changed into a vampire of blood. 

The man before her, the lover who had left her, were 
alike forgot; in that moment her heart was with the natioIl& 
of the earth, the blind who find but the blind to lead them 
when they escape the iron heel to track them down; the 
vast sum of suffering and heart-sick humanity that" has nB 
choice betwixt those who leave it to perish in its slough, or 
beat it forth to ,rot on battle.fields, lind those who fill its 
parching thrpat with the fetid water of distorted truths, and 
fool its patient ignorance with lying grossness, that by it 
they may force upward into power. 

First-beyond all, grief for them was with her; for those 
innumerable, Uncounted; uncompassionated millions who are 
the prey alike of despot and of demagogue; by each alike 
condemned, to be the long, unnated, pitilessly consumed coil 
of fuse, lit and burnt out, to bear the Harne by which am
bition may show red against the skies, or to carry incen
diarism in a conqueror's van. ,This reigned with her beyond 
all things j had so reigned ever, and would rl::ign until her 
grave; this impersonal love, this i~finite pity for the con
crete suffering, the weary destinies of the peoples, on whom 
"the burden of the unintelligible world' is bouud so hardly, 
80 unequally. ' 

Phaulcon, stung, enraged, shame-madden'ed, laughea oui 
in defiance of the scorn that lashed him like, a ,whip ot 
scorpions., . 

• Fine acting-you were always a fine actress I-but thIS 
could come as nothing new to you, Miladi. You were sure 
enough that my friends and I were in it-' 

• God forgirc me I' I was sure until you .. wore jour Ill

nocence; and then-though I might have ill.vwu that truth. 
trying to pll,Ssyourlips would become falsehood iu such 
tainted pas8I1ge!-c-I did you too much honour, and-beli~ve'd 
you.'" . 

No virulence and no IU\lt'ctl\e cuaiJ. La"" C"n~t on hIm so 
much sbame nnd so mueh seorn as these last two words. 
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He laughed coarsely nnd carelessly still; where he felt 
himselt a coward thero be became a bravo; with the rank
Iiug wound oC humiliation camo tho brutalised instinct or 
iU8ult. 

• Said you believed me rather! The Countes8 Yassalis 
waa alwaya famous for her fiucssea. Beyond a doubt- she 
bad the tact to assume a fitting ignorance of anything that 
might have comJ,>romiaed her, and, by all a{>pearances, set 
her desires on this colosHl1 courier in a fasblon that would 
have made it awkward, had he chanced to know that she 
'Was banded with his (what is the word P) ~sassinsP' 

The blood rushed over the weary dignity of her face j ,11110 

looked him full in the eyes till his own fell j she deigned no 
further answer. ' 

, Idalia I' he stammered more huskilyaud burriedly j ,he 
had always, DC later years, feared her even while he tortured 
bel'. 

• You have lost all title to call me by tbat name. Put 
Isnd and sea between UII henceforth for erermore. Never 
let me look upon your face again-never, never, never!' , 

Her voice 108ing its controlled coldness, broke from her 
with an irresistible intensity, while 8S her arm pointed out. 
ward to the waters, she shuddered from him as men shudder 
from some loathed corruption, and banished him from e,very 
Boil .he touched, from every air she breathed. For' one 
moment tbe force of tbe magnificent gesture, rather than of 
the word8 oC banishment, thrilled, awed, intimidated hiiu j 
be shrank a little, and fell back involuntarily", atep Qr two 
upon the tawny aanda. . 

• Go, go!' sho said, still with that movement of her hands 
"hich tbrust him from ber witb such superb command ali 
that wherewith tbe Scandinavian priest tbrust back with his 
golden crosier tbe blood-stained king wbo came with murder 
on his Boul. • Go I Show the only remorse and reparation 
tbat you can 8till reach, and let my life be Iree oCyouIor 
ever.' 

Again it had ita weigbt on him, that 8cntence of banish
ment, grandly given, yet witbal having in it a certain aching 
regret aB or one who once had lovtod him well, tbough he 
had fallen; as of one who owed bim deadliest wrong and, 
abborred in him deadliest guilt, yet who, for memories no~ 
.-l1oIly .\}Crished, could not yield him up unpitied t() th~ 
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dominion of evil, to the wreck of body anclsoul. He remeln. 
bered all that this woman had endured through him; be 
remembered bow by Lim sbameful treachery had attainted 
the glorious morning of her youth; bow by him shadows 
that could never wholly pass from her bad been lIung &cross 
the splendour of her womanhood. 

'Idalia, hear me a second,' be said with a gentler accent 
in the hesitation of the words. 'You think I bear you no 
tenderness-I do. by heaven I do, though often I come BO 

near to hate you. IT I had been at Antina, that BomlUl 
brute should never have touched you. N oll--now and eYe!' 
since I tiret heard of you in his fangs, I have been seeking 
you. And it is in peril of my life I lItay an bour in the 
kingdom; twofold peril-from the Bourbon's grip, and 
from one surer still to keow it and to strike.' 

• Surer P One does not live.' 
• Yes. 0". does; one that is ten thousand eyes and ears 

and lips incorporate, one that is thrice ten tbousand in~el. 
lecta fused t()gether, one that may strike me down from 
behind, and throw me like a dead dog into a wayside ditch, 
only for this, that I disobeyed and stayed in Naples to be 
near your prison.' 

She gave an involuntary movement, hslf shudder and 
half sigh; she knew that tbe • many in one' he spoke o( 
the far-reaching invisible hand, the wide, unerring prevision 
and condign vengE'ance that he dreaded, were those of the 
political society to which he had been bound in the early 
aays of his manhood, when fretting poverty had goaded, 
restless intrigue had allured, and a warped yet at the first 
aot ignoble love of freedom and of country had impelled 
him to ita far-spread nets. 

• You say this P So you also said, by all you held most 
sacred, that you had no share in and no knowledge of tlUs 
attempted murder!' 

She spoke slowly, and with iCl chillness that east back 
on bim a hundredfold more piercmgly thllIl bv in\"ective the 
thousand times of falsehood when he had dealt treacheroWlly 
by her, and so forfeited all right, all power to force on bel' 
that be now nttered truth. The last two words cut asunder, 
Rnd broke down as though they bad never beeD, the softer, 
better thought. that in the moment pre\iOUB had made him 
yell.nigh forget all else except the peril of de.th, or of , 



lJESIDE .THE SEA. 

life wone than death, to which she, 1ITOnged in io much. 
had but so late escaped by a hair's breadth. All his jealous 
hate leaped up aflame. 

In that instant while she !!poke the fear had passed from 
him, the knowledge of his power had risen again; jealousy, 
and avarice, and passionate lust of tyranny were stronger
livcd in him than the sting of conscience, than the awaken. 
ing of shame. He hated her now with a ruthless hate, in 
which lucb wavering and selfish love aa he had through all 
bome her died. 

• Perdition! Yon balked me once in my night's .ork. 
You will not make me misl him again. Wait an inst:lnt,' 
he Baid through his teeth. • There is too close a tie between 
us for UI to part in that fashion.' 

• To a tie that you have outraged yon cannot appeal.' 
• We are too needful to each other to sever BO-' 
• I am needful to yon, doubtless. But you will never 

again make of me, or tool, or weapon, or guide, or gold. 
mine for your evil service.' 

• Ah I FiDe thing a woman's word. But a few days 
iiuce you told me, with imperial scorn, that you Aatl Bome 
reverence for your oath I' 

• I had ;~how much, let all I have lost, and sinned, and 
" wrecked, and slain for you bear witness.' 

• And yet 1-' 
• And yet-here in your hand.. I break it, and break 

from it. I am absolved from my VOWI for ever. I &wore 
them to a patriot j you I know not--gou, a brigand, an 
asB88Bin I' 

• Is an apostate nobler than an assassin, then, that you 
vaunt your treachery and upbraid me P' 

• Nobler in nothing; but apostasy is lOur guilt," not 
mme. To truth, to liberty, to tbe peoples, am loyal; you 
have forsaken these-forsaken! were you ever true to 
them? did ever you know aught of them P-and leagued 
yourself with fraud, with avarice, with llaughter.' 

• Bitter words, madame.' 
• Bitter? God pardon you I a" you heard but Iheer and 

limple justice of all JOur traitorous guilt to me, would not 
the blackest words in language fail to yield your due r 
But-let UI part in silence; I cannot give you over to 
your proper fate. for the Bake ot the only life we evtlf 
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cherished in common. 'But tempt :my vengea:nc~-my j)ls 
tice-no longer; if you are wise, go-go v; hile I can stiU 
let you go unharmed.' " . " 

, I stayed, at peril of ,life, to succour you if' I could, ta 
learn your fate, to find your enemies, and, in re\\~ard of that, 
saw you texi hours ago lavishing love upon ,your foreign 
favourite, on his, heart, in his arms-yall ! ' 

·'WellP .... ' " 
'She looked him fullin the- eyes still, with a deep and 

steady gaze; there was a firm lowering gloom in her own, 
like the look which comes into 'the eyes of one who, brave 
and resolved, still counts the danger that lies before him, 
and finding it vast, yet resolves but the more fixedly to go 
through it. , " ' 

'You did it belike :to 'dupe himP' he pursued, with the 
insolent riot of his silvel'~toned laughter, the louder because 
he had llobelief in hisowhtra.rislation of her acts. 'He 
had Ii. strong arm' to force back your jail bars, an4 a wild 
brain to .be lull,ed with your charming. You played the 
comedy with many~who so well P-was it but acted once 
again with him P' You' have done scores of finer finesses, 
and daintier and more dangerous things; in waking love 
than so easy a victory as blinding and duping this Scottish 
athlete, and you have fooled men for far less stakes than to 
free yourself from the gripe of our holy Monsignore. ,Tell 
me that was your project, and I will pardon it, though 
you blaekened my name'so heavily in the little melodrama. 
Was itP YeS', or no!' ",', . 

'No!' 
The answer was brief imd ~old; she knew that for it this 

man was like enough to fire into her bosom, where he stood 
before her, the weapon whose muzzle thrust itself out from 
the folds of bis striped canvas shirt. , 

For once' he kept himself cool; she knew him then to be 
at his worst; his vehement, eloquent, womanish passion of 
wrath was never BO dangerous as when, contrary to all his 
temperament, he he14 it in check and waited, softly,silently, 
warill' " ," ' 

, No P' he laughed in echo. 'what! has Milndi Vassalis 
gonescathless in her ~corn for all these years to be charmed 
by'arough-rider's mountain sinews and gigantic limbs at' 
List I .~thos I-terrible Bathos! And what will you do, 
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madame, with your new lover P-have him killed to keep 
the secret of your weakness, like that fuir frail J ewess of 
the French Regency of whom we read P , .. 

Under the course infamy of the sneer her face never' 
flushed, her eyes never relaxed their sturdy challenge of 
him; but a hatred beyond all words gathered darkly in 
ter rega.r~ a scorn beyond all words set on,her colourless 

P,sWnat will you do with him P' he repeated scoffinglj.· 
• How will you square his claims and mine P If you should 
get your liberty again, my Countess, your favow'ite couriel,' 
will slightly embarrass you 1 ' 

, You possess no claims.' , ' 
• Truly P We will see that. But first, what will you do 

with him P' . . '. . 
• What shall I do P I will tell you. Give hini my life, 

and defy yours.' 
• Ah I .As his mistress or hiB wife P , 
'His wife.' 
• Indeed I And make him a chieftain m Roumelia. I sup-

poseP' ".. . ' 
'Why notP' . 
'Why. not, truly. He will 1»0 a.dmirably fitted to play 

• tne mountain king, the barbal'ic lord; and you-well, your, 
new fancy may' endure. six months. 1 will ~ve it that 
lease oflife; and then-men easily disappear III those hill 
fastnesses, where every crcll.ture is your humble vassal I , 

Her face flushed with a dark tempestuous shadow as· 
she heard; she gave one movement, rapid, passionate, in
voluntary-it was to raise her pistol for the signal shot. 
The gesture was restrained! she looked her antagonist 
firmly in the eyes. I Cease this. 'I'here _.0 1>"1>0 Ltwe to be cheated with 
your outrages, AUd to insult ma will bring you no result) 
Once for all, hear and understand i-this one mau has be
come dear to me, and what is more, is honoured by me, I 
.hall be true to him, and I shall defend him-as he has given 
trut.h and defence to me.' 

The words were very PUlISJO.aICStl, put they were inflcxible 
611 .teel. his face chaDged lividly as he. heard. 

Wait!' he said Bava~ely, as he seized her wrist. 'Yoll 
know the fate we give <1eserters P' 
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She calmli loosed her arm from him. 
e Death P Well, you -can slay me if' you will •. It will 

worthily close your course, But be surc of this-you will 
. not scare me with the threat of it.' 

e Threat! Milam, you will find it more than threat: 
'Too likely. But I shall be his bcfore it becomes fact: 
• What! you love him well enough to risk death for him 

-.ucla a. death I by night, by stealth, in your beauty, in 
your youth P , 

. , Else should I love liUle.' . 
The Greek ground hard his beautiruI smiling teeth, and 

looked at her in silence a moment. He IlRd dealt with her 
in many moods, but never yet in OIlC where this passion 
ruled her. He had never known its pulse bent in her; he 
was stunned and bewildered by his own rage; he could 
almost have found it in his soul to deal her there and theu 
the fate that she so tra.nquilly accepted and defied. 

, Wait then,' he said, while his words stole out one by 
one, ferocious, but yet slow and chi1las ice. 'You do not 
fear it for yourself-:-do you for himP' 

She did not answer; he saw a. slight shiver pass over 
her; he had found the one weak link through which to pierce 
the armour of her proud and resolute strength . 

• You do P That is well. Then listen to one warning: 
the first night this man sleeps in your arms shall be hia 
last. Wed him and kill him if YOI1 like I ' 

CHAPTER XXX. 

'THE SERPENT'S TOICE LESS SUDTLE THAB' BER :KISS.'· 

THE fishing .hamlet lay under the I!haduw of a great sea
worn, red-brown, sullen cliff, that had the n!!sts of the dawn 
still on its rugged forehead, and tile foam of the upris!ng 
.tide now angrily splashing its feet; a mighty fortress of 
rock, that would break from its gloom to a wonderful beauty 
when the sun should come round to the west, and the glory 
IIprt'nd over the waters. There were but four or five cabins, 
dropped in among the loose piles of stones and the pale plumes 
of the sand grasses; huts low and nestled, and hidden like 
the nests on northern beaches of the sea-bovering tern. And 
these, few as they were. were deserted; the men had been 
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out; two daYB and two nights with their boats And their net. 
--cut Car bp.yond where craggy: Ischia lay, and their woman 
lind were arone left, with children lil,e l\{urillo's beggars, 
wild haired and ruddy cheeked, and with naked limbs of a 
marvellou8 mould and grace, who lived all day long waist. 
deep in water, and slept all night long on a wet soil, and not 
seldom crushed the seaweed between their bright hard teeth 
in the sheer longing of famine, and yet who, with all that, 
might have thanked God, hlld they known it, that they were 
born by the water's width and to the water's liberty, instead 
of in the stilling agony of cities, where human lives breathe 
their first and their last, never having known what one 
breath of ocean wind blowBlike, or what the limitless delight 
of a horizon line can mean. The women were fine animals
and nothing more. Those who were young were splendidly 
coloured and built; those who were past youth were sere, 
and yellow, and scaly as the fish they smoked and hung to 
the beams of their hutB for the winter's fare. They said 
little, comprehended less. The shine of silver made their 
eyes gli~ten, but they could give nothing in return for it. Of 
the boat. there was not one left i not the craziest craft that 
ever waa hauled high upon a beach to be broken up into fire 
wood; nor of the boys did one remain of years enough to 
handle a rope or hold a tiller. Here, on this barren shore, 
there W88 no help i the great freedom of the sea stretched 
there al though in 10 much mockelJ" i it; would yield nothing 
-save a grav., 

lIe stood on tbe narrow strJp of yellow. land, with the 
ripple of the high tide rolling upward and over hil feet, and 
looked over the Iweet, fresh tumultuous vastness of the 
waterB aa men, when camels and mules, and even the bardy 
BanI of tbe soil, bave perisbed. one by one in their rear, look 
over tbe atretch of the desert where no aid is to be called, 
no change can come, except the aid and the change of the 
death that shall leave their flesh to the vulture, their bones 
to the bleach of the noon. 

All he had done had been in vain. 
Reaching the sea, tbey were as far from liberty as WQen 

the monastery'. doors had closed them in; unless Bome vessel 
could be chartered to bear westward before the day .hould 
be at its meridian; they must turn back and IIhare the wolf'1 
lair, the hare'. terror, the Itag'. life ottorture, when OD evert 
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breeze may come the note of chase, when every curling mOBI 
'and broken leaf may bear a mark to bring tho hunter's down. 
An intense agony came on him as his eyes looked blindly 
out at the gray waste, with the lIun's first rays reflected in 
a broad crimson trail across its ~loom. :rhe desire of hilt 
heart was eome to bim, and with It had come also to him an 
exceeding bitterness passing any that bis life had kuown. 
That .which he !lad coveted with 10 passionate a longing 
Wns granted him, and it brought with, it a terrible penalty. 
The weight of a sickly dread, nover before then known to 
the fearlessness of -his nature, oppressed him; a dread that 
had its root less in her physicnl danger toou in the darkness 
that'shrouded all knowledge of her real fate, alllmowledge 
'of her past and of her future, ' ",' '. 

And even for her mere bodily peril; ber peril from the 
(:bains and the cells of the government, he eould do nothing'; 
he could defend her to' his 'last breath with'such strength 
as one man 'could bring against thousands-that was all. 
There was not a sail in sight, as far as his eyes conld reach 
. over the water-line; it might be two or three n ightsmore yet, 
as the women told him"before the fishing-bontswould come 
in; to leave her for .the length of time needful to traversl' 
'th9 coast iIi. search of some other sea-side hamlet was im
possible; he saw' no course but to retrace his steps to 
'het, and leave the choice of their retreat with her,'l'hes~ 
people were miserably poor, and would do what was asked 
il£ 'them for the snke of' ·the glitter of gold; they were 
bold, too, Rnd willing to olfer sucb shelter 8:1 their miserable 
cabins could; a.t the worst, it was possible that they might 
rest undiscovered under the refuge of these looely rocks 
until such time as the fishing fleet, returning. should give 
them ml'ans to aail westward~ or send a vessel with ordera 
to the yacht. . , 

He Btood there lome momenta, looking aeaward from tho 
bench, his head Bunk; his thougts very weary; he was con
demned to the tortur9of inaction, the' deadliest trial that 
can be fastened on high courage and on eager energieL'l, 
He turned swiftly as he heard steps lightly passing along 
the pile of rough loose stones that made a sort of stairway 
from the high ground, down between two steep and leauing 
Bidell of rock i he looked up in anxious hope of welcolU~~ 
Bome b.ulltman who could help hi~ to • vessel.' As he ui4 
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10, the morning IUD, shining from tIlO east, that faced him 
18 he turned, fell full upon his head aDd throat, and on: his 
tall athletic limbs, loosely clad in the linen Colds of the fish: 
ing-dress. Standing thus, catching the brightest glisten of 
the morning beams, the barcarolo dress served little to dis
guise him; and through the mist-wreaths that stdl hovere~ 
round all the upper border of the s~ore his eyes, ere escape 

• or Iwoidance. WIiS pos.sible, met those of the man above apon 
the broken tiers of chif. . 

They were the keen blue Berene eyes of Victor Vane. .' 
}o'or a moment they looked in siltlDce at each other, met 

thUM, face to face, in the coolness of the young. day, in the 
lolitudo oCtho unfrequented shore. Ou the one side amaze. 
ment was sincere; on. the other, it was to perfection coun
tcrfdted. Then with on easy supple grace, the mllll, iii 
whom Erceldollnc'lI i.nstinc~ felt a foe. swung himself down
ward from ledge to ledgc, and drol?ped upon the sands 
boaide him, with the common courtesIes ,of a. ,c,orelessly ~-
ioniahed and complimentary greeting. . , , 
. ' I came to bathe; I om stnying at a villeggiatura not far 

from thill,'. he said, as his words of welcome closed.' It is 
a wild shore here,and unutterably lonely. You areyacht~ 
iug, I BllprORtl P' . , . . . ," 

'No.' . . 
Ereeldoune thougbt nothing of what was asketl him, of 

,,·hat ho answered; .he thought of her alone. This .man 
was her fril·nd, her guest, her associate. Could he be 
trusted with her secret P Could he be trusted to assist 
her flight p. Aud, if not trusted with it,couldb.ebe ~.el~ 
bOCK from the knowledge of it P ." , '.. ., 

• Not yachting P.' pursued Vane, carelessly still •. ~ I 
t.hought that fisher-costume was Burely a sllilor's dress. May 
I asK what ,brings JOu,. then" to this world-forgotten 
nook P , . , ". " '.' ,: . 
'I come to geta boat, and a boat's.crew if I could.' . 
'Ab. you have lost your way P There ill a dangerous 

landlilip bard by.'. .' .. . 
Erceldoune crusbed his heel down into the wet 1008e 

8BJld; a gesture thot was not lost on his companion. . 
'I know the CQ8St ·well. 'I merely.need a boat; or what 

kind mattere little. Can you help me P .. . . 
'l,rieve to S8Y no. My friend's reaidence is ..,me wa, 
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from here ; and, besides, they have not even a pleasure skiA", 
they care nothing for the water. But you would not put 
Clut to the opeu sea in a mere boat?' . . 

<Why soP' 
e Why! Because I fancy DO man. would who was not 

weary of his life, or--" 
< I am not weary oC mine.' 
• Pardon me, I was going to end my sentence with. or 

one whose life was menaced on the land.' 
He spoke the laSt worde gravely, gently, meaning!y, with 

an emphuis that lef!; no doubt oC their personal application. 
Erceldoune's forehead flushed with a hot dark rush of 
blood; a tempestuous shsdow came in his eyes; he turned 
abruptly. -

'Explain that phrase.' 
• Nay; translate it yourself, if you will' 
"Not I. I am in no mood for e!ligmas, and have no 

time for them. You had your meaning; out with it! ' 
He spoke between his clenched teeth; a fiery. misery 

~oseessed him, and a great longing to wring the truth out 
of this man who cross-questioned him, if he wrnng it by 
Coree with a hand on his throat and a heel on his chest. 

Victor Vane looked him steadily in the eyes; a serious, 
compassionate, candid gaze, that silently rebuked hia pas
sions and his instinct of antagonism. 

• I am BOrry you trust me BO little: he said briefly. 
Ornamented protests would have forewarned and fore

armed his listener, whom the simplicity and manlineBB oC 
the reply put off his guard; they made the loyal generous 
nature that they dealt with repent as of some eraven sin 
of false suspicioD; rebuke itse~ as for some ignominy of 
cowardly injustice. Moreover, Erceldoune saw that he 
bew much j how much it was best to learn at once, Jet the 
learning coat what it should. -

"He has eaten at her board; he has enrolI.ed himsell 
her friend; he cannot turn traitor to her; he eannot play 
false to a woman,' his thoughts ran swiftly, in the tumult 
oC a thousand emotionll. It lleamed to him 110 vile a thing, 
that to suspect even his rival of it looked base to him . 

• Let us waste no words,' he said rapidly, while he stood 
facing the new-comer with the challeuge of his gallant eves 
teating tile truth of thole which met them. • Time iI lic. 
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60 IDe, .nd;lO~ ~ life. You guesa rightly 80 far. An
IWet' me two things. What do 1011 know P and why ahouId 
10U bo truated P' 

• Tbl! :atter qacati.>n. I imagine, one gentleman ahonIi 
lcareely put to another.' 

• That; IIlAl b.. I am in no temper for tbeae Illbtletie", 
I know Dething of you except through 1'1lDlOU1'. Such 
rumour woold not incline me to place con6.dence in you. 
You WJed itrange ~ ... i you aeem aware of my present 
peril. Simply oy what it ia TOu know.' . 

Victor Vane, with • digmty that had in it the com. 
pA8sionate forbearance of one wbo respecta and pitiee an. 
other wbose insolence be CAD alford to pass over and u. 
tenuate, aeated himself on tbe lowest stair of rock, and 
anawered, without; beeitanon. in .. grave and regretful 
accent: 

• Sir, I forgive 10ur innnendo on myself, aince the ex
tremity of your peril may se"e to excuse it i and I believe 
that thiS peru baa fallen on you throngb .. rasbly noble and 
poeroaa action. We have met here singularly enougb. I 
do not know positively anything oflour actiona or posi
tion i but I aliould be half • fool di I not divine much of 
both. Briefly. we are both acquainted with .. fair revolu
&ioniat. who haa been mAde a prisonet' of the royal execu
tive. I heard, late last nigbt" that abe bad been rescued 
from her captivity; rescued by a man in a fiaher dre88, who 
diapla,.ed the most reckless chivalry in· her defence, anel 
even Implicated himself 80 deeply .. to 1188 violence to 
Giulio Villaflor, whereby )Ionaignore liee now in danger ali 
hia Cistercian monlUltery. I heard tbia; IUch ne .. a lOOn 
apreada, lpecia1ly to Court and Church; and I heard Wet 
that both IOldiers and abirri are on tbe track or tbe rugi
tives, wbo are known to have made tbeir way seaward. 
Now can 1011 wonder that it neede DO great exercise of 
inteJligence to recogniae in you the 6amJro1o who despoiled 
Churcn anel State or their captive. and to conclude thali 
the vessel 100 atand in need or ia to be employed in the 
aernce of lIiladi Idalia. for whom, living or dead. botla 
Church and State would give u weighty. reward u the 
lull cotren of the one and the lean treuurea of the otbOl! 
could alford to yield P Scant penetration ia requisite tor 
pilch. diacovery i e'fery aailor on the cout ~ make n 

~G 
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with me·in a few hours' time. It is not a little thing to 
free a political prison~r) and to leavc a mighty prelatu half 
ie-ad among his own monka-. I '..' 

He spoke perfectly quietly, :his eyes, with an nnusuaJ 
~elancholy, looking straight and calm int~the I)'I'S of the 
man beforebim; ,eyes that.snid without ''Words, "You see, 
!ihe and you arein,mypower.' 'One' worll from, me" ancJ 
both are lost."', ' , , ' 
: Er~eldoune ,gazed at him, answering nothing; his chest 

. and sides, heaved like those of, somomagnificent 'forest 
animal caugh~in the. toils of the trapper. He' cared,no
thing for his owplife; he would have sold, it dearly, con
tent enough jf he died worthily; but 8he~for her he had 
111> strength; for per he ,had no courage ; for her he could 
Bue what he would never for himself have sought; for her 
the'grave 'was horrible to him, and had its sickliest terrOl. 
, To parry facts with lies, to turn aside discovery' with 
subtle feints, was 119t in him; to deny that which be' knew 
to be a tr:u,th never even passed his thoughts. This was 
another calamity. another danger-the'darkest, perhaps, 
that could, have ,come on them; but his instinct was to 
brave mid ilieet it, not to slink, from it under a poltroon's 
mask of .falsebood. He went with a single step close up 
~'o his companion's side, aud stood above him. 

" Grant your conclusions righ~what then P , . • ': 
• That is rather for you to answer. Your futuro is a very 

hazardous one.' ,,' 
, ," r did not speak of my futUre, but of your course. What 
,nIl it be P' , • ' .' : , . , 
, ' • Do you inslDuate that I should betray you? • ' , 
" • I do no~ 'insinuate; I ask. If the world may be be
lieved,You have not been alway noted for your fealty.' 
! Coarse language, and not overwise.' , " . 

" ") cannot stop to refine, nor yet, perhaps, to reason. Tell 
iIle how I, am to deal with you. As friend or foe ?,' '. 
, "Sir,'tbat is scarcely the way to learn; Diplomacy woul~ 
p.ot dictate such rough-and-ready lIueations!, 
"~ P?ssib!y. 'But I am nodipJomati$t.' ',. 
, , I Imagme 'not .. No one would suspect you of It.' 

•. 'Syare your astir,:. , Give me a plain answer~' 
'.,'Not a popular tblDg commonly: , ' ' . 

, 'E1'('eldouneJb,o~1t ,~t~ ra~e, T~is rIal of w9rds was ~ 
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him in his extremity 811 tbe tickle of the whip's light lash i. 
to the caged tiger in its wrath. He llung himself away 
with an unconscious violence. 

, Do your worst, if you choose to do it.' Go and turn 
traitor against the woman at whose table you sat, and un
der whose roof you were welcome! Adveuturers fitly end 
in renf'go.des.'· \ , 

A. he turned his baclr on tIle other, and moved acros" 
tbe sand to retrace his steps to her, Vane rose and silently 
followed' him, lind touched his arm with the slight velvetY, . 
touch of a woman. 

'Wait. You mistake.' 
Erceldoune paused, and 1001ted him full in the face; 
• Show my error, and 1 will confess it.' '." .' 
Vane smiled a little in compassion. This nature-ito 

warm, 10 bold, 10 frank, so free from every suspicion,- BO 

willing to avoid every injustice-seemed to him so pitiable 
in ita simplicity j its naked strength, that could so easily be 
pierced; ita unselfish impulses, that could so easily be 
duped; ita creed of truth, that was followed so blindly and 
10 recklellsly. .,.. . 

'You wrong me,' he lIaid, with tllat tranquil' dignity 
which had again replaced the ironic frivolity of bis usual man
ner, 'wrong me greatly. Think but a moment, and you 
will' yourself see how. The cause for which Madame de 
ValBaUI haa been arraigned is mine. Would it be likely 
that 1 .bonld find favour with Court or Church, eveil were 
I base enough to seek it P Sbe isthelife,thesoul, theinspira~ 
tion; often the treasury, of our projects, the Manon Roland 
of our Girondists. Is it not palpable that wbat strikes at 
her must strike at us P Besides, leaving every such reaSon 
8IIide, cn you believe that, 011 a guest, 1 should harm my 
hostess, as a man, betray a woman P Bather do lOe some 
mell.SUl'8 of justice, Believe, at least, that I can have some 
admiration of your fearles, chiva.lry, some svmpathy fo!' 
your ~enerous daring; quixotic I may deem it. but reve
rence It I must.' 

Erceldoune heard him, swayed against his judgment, in
fluenced against his instincts.· 'l'he tone of the appeai 
touched that knightly temper of trust and of liberality that; 
was alway. dominant in him j he hated this mlln j' but to 
let hil hate prejudice him to injustice leemed vert.. vile in 
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his sight; he .thoughtthat he owed a wider :neA.6u..~ of 
justice, a more generous extension of tolerance, to an enemy 
than a friend; where his impulses set him against, tbere ho 
felt that his honour should more closely strive for fairness 
to a foe: a code that had in its results, perchance, a folly 
unutterable, yet had in its root a magnanimity and a 
majesty scarce less great, and such &8 men would do well to 
strive after in gh-ing judgment. 
. 'Trusted, even a scoundrel will quit his baseness. And, 

if he has ever loved her, he can hardly be a traitor to her,' 
his thoughts ran as he paused there, and heard the measured 
sweetness of his rival's voice. 

And on those thoughts he spoke, ma.\il'g the enol' thal 
costs so many dear j the error of gauging auother character 
by the measure of his own . 

• If I wronged you. I ask your pardon. Your jests fell 
sharply on a heart so SOl'e as mine. You have our lives in 
your power; for her sake, hold them sacredly. All the help 
you can give us is silence. I thank you for your promise 
of IIhat. Farewell! And forget my words if they did you 
an injury. They were spoken in passion and haste.' 

For the moment the words touched his hearer j awoke 
something of shame, something of admiration. something of 
compassion, that had no scorn in it, but a dim instinct of 
honour for the noble madness that believed in bim, for this 
self-rebuke that was spoken so generously, content to take 
blame rather than to hold to an unjustified suspicion. All 
the cruelty of jealousy, all the pitilessness of hatred, all the 
nnmerciful heartlessness of cra.fl; were in him against the 
man whom he instinctively knew that the woman he 
coveted loved. Yet they were for an instant stilled under 
the vague emotion that woke in him-that emotion of in
voluntary homage which even the shallowest and the basest 
natures will at times yield reluctantly to the greatness of a 
brave sincerity. But it was very fleeting with him; too 
fleeting to change the hard set purpose that had 1!0888SSed 
him from the moment when his knowledge of hiS rival's 
temper had made him at once divine who had been tha 
deliverer of their mistress, and had sent him seaward to 
trust to hazard for the. accident that should bring hill 
across the fugitives' path. 

He stretched his band out. 
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'That was very nobly said.' And in those worda he 

.poke but what he truly thought. • Sir Fulke, we may 

.urely be friends P , . 
Erceldoune looked steadily at him, and did not take his hand. 
• Pardon me-my friendsbips are few, and I add to tbeln 

rarely. Aid "61'. and no friend shall be close to me as you.' 
, You IIpeak IItrongly. III Madlime de V Maalis so dear to. 

you, thenP' 
• Judge b," the risk I have run for ber.' 
• True! Y Oil are not the first-' 
• The firet for whatP' 
• Well-the firet wbo tbougbt his life wall lost for her., 

And-forgive me the question, I bave known her so long-, 
wbat does Ihe BAy to you for it 1" 

• I fail to apprehend you.' 
• You do P I mean, wbat reward does that fairest and 

most fatal of sorceresses promide you if ever you escape the 
dangers you have incurred for the sake ofber eloquent eyes 1" 

He law Erceldouue'll grasp tigbten on the hilt of tbL 
weapon thrust in his lash, and his teeth close Oil hi. lipa 
under hia beard. 

, Her insulta are mine,' he laid curtly. • By what rigM 
do you use luch a tone P 

• By what right do you constitute yourselfberchampion' 
It will be • tbankless office.' 

• By tbe right of a man to defend hi. wife's honour.' 
In tbe deep shadow of the overhanging cliff he did not, 

.ee tbe ashen colour to whieh the fairness of his listener'. 
face faded; in the tumult of bis own thoughts and passions 
he did not hear the quick Iharp catch of his compauion's 
breath. The tranquil gaze bent on him lightened an instant 
with a tiger'. bunger to kill; tbe look Boon 11l18sed j Yane 
laughed • little, very BOftly, very slightly. . 

• Ab I Miladi mu,t tbink her jeopardy very imminent. 
Sbe nel"er proffered so heavy a bribe before.' 

Erceldoune'. hands fell on his sboulders, swaying him, 
heavily to and fro. 

• What do you dare to mean bv that P • 
• Simply wbat I say. If Ihe -bribes so high, Ihe must 

tbink her ~eril equal.' 
• Why P Am 1.0 loathsome p' 
• Certainly not. You are a magnificent man j juat the 

man for a lover. But marriage-' 
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, Finish your sentence. ~farriage-:-' 
, May be award on her lips; but will never be a chain 

upon her liberties.' 
• You dare to mean-' 
• Release me, and I will tell you what I mean.. I do not 

ipeak for any threats of force.' ' " , ' 
'Erceldoune slowly let go his hold, and stood before bim 

with the morui!lg sun-gleam on his face ,that was stormily 
flushed, and wor& the look ali it that comes in a dog'a 
steady gaze when a leash holds him back from his antagonist 
His rival's eyes met his serenely; in the calm transparent 
depths there was an unspoken pity that made his blood glow 
like lava. . -

• In a word-I mean this. She has bought you with siren 
words; do you dream how many she has bought likewise 
before you, and-destroyed? ' ' 
, • I know t\;lat no man living shall insult 'her name to me 

uripunished.' , . _ ' " 
• Ah! you will stop my lips with a blow? You can; if 

you choose j you have ten times mystreilgth; but llOnour
able women 'do not need such tragi cal defeuce. And let me 
ask you-one thing 'only before you refuse to hear me.' 

• Ask it.' ' , 
'Who fired at you in the Carpathians ~. .' 
In ,the warm glow ,of' the summer dn wn Erceldourie's 

limbs grew chilly with a sudden sickly cold; He did not 
answer. He divined the drift of the inquii'Y ; and; knowing 
what he now knew of her recognition of his assassin, he 
lould not bring his voice to speak of it. ' 

• You do not know! You should do so. Did YOIl ever 
uk this woman who is to be your wife P , 

His chest heaved heavily with hard-drawn breaths j his 
memories were with the evening just passed by, when the 
Sllnset had shed its ruddy hues on the face of the slumbering 
Greek, and she had bid him spare that worthfess life with 
II 'passionate force of supplication to which she had never 
stooped when her o)Vn existence had been in jeopardy. But 
he was too loyal to her for hili answer not to rise hot lind 
instant to his lips. . 

• Ask her P Would Ida her so much outrage P ," ' 
• Yet no one could tell you 80 weI!.'. '.' ' 

.... What I you are vile enough to say-', ' 
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, " The viUany il not min,! I sal that the Countess Vai 
lIalis can teU you better who is the man that sought to 
take your life than can anyone'else in Europe", , 

, Erceldoune beard in ,silence, he felt gidd 1, blind, heart. 
sick; his knowledge of her associa.tion with the' Greek was 
lying like a dead weight on the indignant scorn with which 
he would~ without it, have flung back the insult offered her; 
the remembrance was upon him of her intercession that bad 
Icreenedthe criminal from justice, of her conjuration tbat 
had interposed betweed the guilty and his retribution, of 
her agony of shame and of terror that had broken and bent 
her haughty nature like a reed. ' 

• YOIl lie,' he said savagely, unwitting what he did say, 
leeklng onll to defend her at all hazards; • she never knew; 
he is her foe not less than mine.' " , 
, • Ah I she has spoken of him, then P" , ' 
• What if she have P' ,', 
• Nothing. Only she intillles8scrupulous than lima. 

gined. She laid he was her foe, did she P Whan~ther 
things did shesay of him P', . ' , ' , ' , 

Erceldoune's hand seized, him by the lineo.' of his vest; 
and Bhook him as a strong grasp will shake the Blender stem 
ot' & larch. tree. His moutll wall parched; hiB 'words "came 
Blowly and incoherently: ", " 

• YOIl will make a brute of me ! You have some hellish 
meaning hidden-speak it out, if you have a mau's 'heart in 
you. What would you dare bring against herp·, ,'j" ,.{,' 

Victor Vane freed himself with difficulty,' and' moved 
slightlJ asido j but there was no anger'in the serenitt of 
hia V(llce, only some pity and milch patience;" 7 

, • I have nothing hidden' j if you hear me, ,yoil ,'will know 
al much as I know. I see, your errol';' many have made it; 
You have thought in such divinity offormdivinity orsoul 
must dwell. ,Scores bave made your mistake, and' died for 
it-al you, mnt before the game iBout. ,~adi has had 
many love1'll,and--dead :men tell no talea." , '" ,. " 

He paused; his riVal'l hand was on hismoutb, and the 
lteel tube of a pistol wal pressed against hia, forebead~" ': 

I Another Byllable like that, and, by henven!' I Will shool 
you with the lie on your lips.'·' ~. " , 

Courage had never been lacking in him j' his eyea looked 
IIp none the lesl tranquilly into the dark, Hushed, haggard 
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face aboTe him, though the eold ring of the-weapon pressei 
its mark on his skin. . ' 

• Of course you can if you choose. I am UDarmed. You 
will obli.,o-e your sovereign mistress. too. I moll' many of 
her secrets-' 

I Ereeldoune'a arm fell to hiB side i he shIvered through 
all his frame; he eould not use violence to a man without 
th, e power to return it; he eould not foree to silence worda. 

: which, if he re,fused to hear them, he would eeem to mow 
. were true in all their shame. He dropped the piBtol down 
on the sanda between them, and eroased his arms on hiB 
chest. 

I &y your WOI'Bt. OUl'reckoning shall come later.' 
• WelI my1fOl'llt is-the truth. You love this woman; 

but you are not in her eonfidence; you never will be.' 
He saw a quiver of pain break the wrath on his listener'. 

face, and he saw that the bolt had stuck home. 
• You believe everything she tells you. P I never fou.ud the 

man who did not credit what she chose to make him. You 
wonhip her, but you wOl'Ship YOUI' own ideal in her. I 
have seen aeorea do that. I doubt if a man ~ look long 
at her. and see clearly, unless he haa known her well, and 
comea forewarned to hm-as I came. Wen. you have 
thought her a mistress for • Shakespeare's self; ,. you have 
seen her in ~ dangel'S; you have imagined her foully 
wronged i you have cast away all YOUI' heart 011 her, and 
now are casting yOUI' life away after it. And you do all 
this without ever having asked yourself and the world whaii 
a woman must be who, titled. is yet out of society; wh~ 
young. yet recklessly defies all custom; 'Who, rich. can 
summon round her none but men. and tho..«e men adventu
rers or conspirBtOl'B i 'Who shelters YOUI' assassin in her 
lUrkiBh gardens. yet affects all ignorance of his identity or 
Yieinage i and who, driven at last to speak of him, tells you 
he iB her foe, yet omits altogether to explain why, if so. ahe 
has so lona shielded him from yOUI' discovery and the law'. 
justice. fou love. and therefore you are blind. Yet is it 
possible that even the blindness ofpassion can be so utterly 
dark. that you have never remembered all these things P' 

The black blood gathered in his listener's face; he kept 
his passions down, because, for her sake. he held it beet to 
hear all her calumniator would bring against her. but they 
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well.nigh mastered him, rising the darkel' and the stronger 
for the keen pang of lrutA that every shaft of the abhorred 
worda stung him with-truth that sbe had herself placed it 
beyond hia power to reCute. 

I Go on: be said in hie teeth. • You called 10unelf hel 
friend, I think P , 

The rebuke waa bitter. yet it did Dot mOTe the man it 
wh~ . 

• ScareelylO much,' he returned quietly. • Her acquaint
ace-indeed, hel' /llIIIOCiate in not a Cew political mattere-. 
but scarcely her friend. Miladi'e friendshipeare tooperiloue. 
Look JOu; I 1uul a friend once, an Austrian, though I bear 
Anatria no 10Te. We had. been lada together in Vene6&. 
and the war·lusta failed to divide 118. I think he was the 
brightest and the bravest nature I have ever known. Well. 
in an em hour he fell, 88 you bave done, under the eyes ot 
IdaliL He bad a military secret in hie keeping; a secret. 
granted, that W88 oC import to Italy, 80 perbspa you will 
deem what ehe did 11'88 justified for Italy'a Bake. I might 
have done. had I Dot known him Crom his boyhood; I might 
have done; -who touches politics fut groWl a knave. 
Simply, ehe made him worship her, 88 ehe makes you; 
IUD ned him in her emiles, lean!; her lira on hie, let him lie 
in Eden for a while, till sense and Judgment were both 
gone-u yonrs are gone. Tben, while ahe promised him 
her beauty u ita price, ahe atole hie secret from him
bought it with those careBSe8 you believe are only youn; 
and, when hie honour 11'88 yielded np to her, turned him 
adrift with a laugh at hie weakneaa. Ah! that is MiJadi ! 
So, I "11' him ahot one BUDDy eummer dawn; with the balla 
in hie throat, fuoed by a Tolley of his own cuiraaaierL Po
Jitieally. we owed her much; personally. I DeTer in my 
lOul could trust the woman who betrayed Hugo.' 

Erceldoune ehook through an hill limbe; tbe epaam noi. 
alone of rage, but of a more c:ruel emotion. The tale had 
too close a likeneaa with her own aelf-aceusing confession, 
her own keenneaa of remorse, Dot to bear a terrible borden 
or possibility with it-a hideoue IJ1ll'!ace oC truth which 
made it imposaible it ehould be east away 88 calumn,r. Yet 
through the dizzy mi.eery that came upon him Wlth th" 
word. he beard he grasped one tbought etill foremost ~ 
all-to defend her, and to east beck every aspersion tbrow. 
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on her, as though no doubt could ever rest' with liim~ 'aa 
though she had never bid him believe the worst of her that 
the world could telt . . .' .. 

'.Is that all you stayed me to.tell P' he said' briefly; 
'It was ·not.worth your while. I have no need for libels.' 
,. 'It is not al~~ I know ~ell that my words are )vasted, 
and that yOll thmk me a; slanderer for them: that is n matter 
of course. lIugo thought me the same when I told him 
what theteriderness of. his imperial mistress would prove 
WOrth. I never knew any man saved whom her smile once 
had doomed. . I will not· strain your patience .longer; let 
Us keep close to one fact-the attempt upon your life. Yov 
deny the ~sociation of Idalia with .that .crime P • , .. 
, • I. deny-It-utterly!.. . . • . . 

HIS VOICe had a ha.rsh VlbratIOn In It like the tone of one 
who speaks under unbearable physical suffering. He denied 
itln lll:'rname i but while he did so thareate ),ike fire into 
hini the remembrance of that shame, that' horror, that re
morse, that passion, with which she had looked upon 'the 
Greek, and held hi:n:tfrom his vengeance. With his last 

. breath he would have declared her guiltles~'; with his last 
.. hought held her 80; yet the shadow of guilt fell on her, 
and he could not' drive from her the' taint and the tarnish 
of its reproach. ' . 

"You do P She is indebted for your chivalry;' resumed 
the slow, 'sweet· voice ofhiscompanion~ • I s,ee how .little 
you must ever:have heard. of the finest mistress of intrigues 
that Europe· holds,' to yield it so unhesitatingly. Now beal' 
with me a moment while I ask you why you are so ~ertain 
thnt she had no share in the attack made on you P • . 
'. Ask yourself: 'You know her!. .'" . .' • 
; And YQU mean that none who do can doubt hel' bE)lrlg 

the proudest and 'the purest. as well as the fairest among 
womeni' IAll, but then I have pasaed !>y t,hnt stage; .1 knew 
her by repute long before I ever saw her face! Your'rea
Ions, then, for thinking her both innocent and ignorant ot 
your attempted 8ssallsination are these: that she was on 
the 'spot at the time yon were shot· down; ·that sbe saved 
your life, and 'toncealed the action' even from. yourself, 

-allowing it to be believed that Moldavian herdsmen rescued 
you; that yon chused the leader of the band as far as the 
gardena of her villa at Constantinople, and there lost sight 
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or hilll. "hOllah the walll of the garden were' 10 disp'osed 
,that he eould only have been concealed within'them;ICnot 
in the I.ouse itself; that she invited you to spend many 
hours alone with her in the eastern hermitage, 'alld 80 spent 
them thut she found little diUiculty in making you believe 
her all she would; that she then sbught to' throw~you' off 
bylenving IOU abruptly without any clue to her'movt'· 
ments; an that when you persisted, against her wish, in 
seeking her, yo~ found her, first the associate, and a little 
later the fellow.prisoner with the men of that 'very 
party of extreme liberalists to whom you: have alwavs at. 
tributed the murderous onslaught made on you. These 
are your reasons for holding her inDocent of all treason'to 
rou; they would not be very weighty evidences iii law and 
w~~~ " 

AI the chain of circumstances uncoiled link' by link iii 
the terse unadorned words, it seemed to tighten in bands 
of iron about the heart of the man who trusted not less 
than be loved her. His face changed terriblyaa all the 
force of meaning and of circumstances arrayed itself against 
her, and the vague doubts, that he had strangled in their 
birth al blasphemies against her, stood' out in unveiled 
language. A dogged, Bavage, sullen dl\rkness lowered 'on 
his featureB; it had never been 'on them before'then:-it 
was a ferocity wholly akin to his nature, hardened and im .. 
bittered by tlie knowledge of his own powerlessness to repel 
or to refute the evidence arraigned. They were but facts 
which were quoted-facts not even distorted in the telling; 
the inference drawn from them was the inevitable one, how. 
ever hiB loyalty to her disowned it. He felt driven to bay i 
he waa fettered to inaction by the knowledge that oli him 
alone her aafety hung; he was weighted to silence by the 
memories which thronged on him of ber own acts and 
worde; of that poignant remorse which had Bunk so deeply 
into her nature, of that self.condemn!l.tion which had so 
unsparin$ly condemned ber. Yet amid oIl he never hesi. 
tated in ner defence, and his eyea fastened on het' accuser 
with. ateadyun),ielding gaze. .." ,'.; J ~ ~,' r.:,,,1 
, • I am no caawst and no rhetonclan: he Bald in bis teeth; 
, You are b?th.. Once for all-~o mO,re words. 'f1 you have 
been her friend, you are a tnutor'j If you' have been I her 
foe,_Iouare a elanderer. Either way, aDO word 100re. and 
1 ~ ~hok.101llik •• dog.' 
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• An unworthy and a C')2J'!!8 threat. What; falsehood hay. 
I told you yet? I Ilamed but fact&.' 

• Your outline might be fact. It was your colour was the 
lie.' 

• I think not. I can prove to you that your mistresa 
was in the secret of your asaassinL' 

• And your motive in that P • 
The hon-like eyea of Erceldoune literally blazed their 

fire into those that .met them with unchanged toerenity. 
There were volumes m the three words; all of distrust. 
disbelief. hatred, and scorn, that his heart held for the one 
who had turned counsellor to him. Their sting pierced 
deep; but the wound of it was covered. 

• My motive is this. A party with which I waa to • 
great extent associated, yet from whose measures I verr 
often dissented, implicated me by their extreme opinious in 
many coursea that I utterly disapproved. and implicated my 
name still oftener unknown to me. I am entirely against 
all violence and all fraud-not from virtne-I do not affect 
virtue-:-but from common aenee.. Politically, much is pel'
missible-' 

• I am not inclined to bear yom creed. I make no doubt 
that it is an elaatic one. Your motive P' 

'You pass it in lOur haste. I endeavour to explain it. 
I became entangle in earliest youth with men whose ass0-
ciation baa been the greatest injurr of my career. I have 
never been able wholly to free mySelf from their in1luenee, 
but I have long ceased to countenance their more UDSCMl

puloua intrigues-not from virtue. I distinctly say, from 
policy. It is a lack of sagacity that produces all crimea; 
nothing else; except an excess of animalism, lI"hich pro
duces the same results. because it amounts to the same 
thin ' . g. 

c Spare your ethiCL Your motive P • 
C Springs from the inability of my late associates to dia

cern the kinship of crime and foolishness. When I first 
beard of your robbery, I had my suspicions; I W&8 ba1IIed 
in my inquiries; I believed that men with whom my name 
was connected were concerned in it, but they feared that I 
ahould learn their complicity, and for 80me time succeeded 
in concealing it. :Recently-indeed, the dal before the 
afFair of AntiDa-I found my tmspiciona ngU. I .. 
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ashamed to say that I have traced thAt mclodl':lInatic ~i1Iany 
to those who call themselves of my plU'ty, although I hne 
fully and linDHy broken oft" all collusion with them. In a 
word, I bave felt disgraced that men with whom I hne been 
allied should have been capable of such an outrage, and ao 
much reparation aa can lie in the acknowledgment is of 
eourse your immediate due. I care little hoW' you revenge 
yourselt~ 10 that your vengeance may be the executor of 
mine for the deception paBsed on me. Moreover, in learn
ing the truth of the crime you suft"ered from, I learnt what 
vou have a right to knoW', aince you believe the COunte8S 
V B8salis worthy tbe surrender of your own life, which ia 
probably the coat you will pay BOoner or later Cor your royal 
efforts to lave her.' 

Erceldoune breathed Caat and heavily j a aickening senae 
of mystery, of treachery, of evil, of half-truths told him 
only that by them he might be' led deeper into error. was 
upon him. 

I Had I twenty lives, she commands them,t be said 
briefJy. • Say out your meaning-honestly, if you can." . 

• Very sim}>ly, then; the woman to whom you would give 
a score of lives, if 10U had them, haa from first to laBt 
sheltered your aa8aBSln from lOU, and haa counterfeited ten~ 
derness for you that she mIght gain an influence atrong 
enough to enable her to tum aBIde your vengeance from the 
only man Idalia V8Bsalis ever loved.' 

Tbe words were cold, clear, inciBh"e, calm with the tran. 
quillity of unwllrped truth. Under them Erceldoune atag. 
gered alightly, like one who reelll under a deep knife-thrust; 
his face greW' black with a hot rush of blood, his handll 
teU once more on his torturer's .houlders. swaying hinl 
dizzily to and fro. 

I Own that you lie, or by-" 
The closing oath rattled hard in his throat j in the mo· 

ment he could h .... e choked her tratiucer dead with no more 
thonght, no more remorse, than men .mngle the adder that 
hilS destroyed the life they treasure cloBest. 

Vane, deficient neither in courage nor in supple strength, 
.book himself loose with a rapid movement, and lifting the 
pi.tol from the IaDdB, held it out with. grave, graceful ges
ture, .1 though the weapon were a branch of palm. 

I Take it back. and .hoot me dead with it, if10U find that 
I te1l1oU untruth." 
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'If I' 
, Yes-" if." I am no slanderer. weaving a legend; no 

gossiper traffickil~g in cob\\"ebs. I tell you a hard, unglozed, 
pitiless fact; there are many such,.in the history of the 
woman you imagine has so stainless, so martyred, 80 royal 
a BOul! Take: back your weapon, and use it if I play you 
false. You- are longing to kill me'now-I see that in Y(\'Jr 

eyes ; bu~ you are a lion, not a fox, and so you will not Inll 
in the dark. Make it da;r.: about you, broad noonday, by 
which you can read the depths of your mistress's heart, 
and then-if she prove guiltless aud I a liar-then compen
sate yourself as you wil!;' 

Erceldoune answered nothing. but he stretched his haud 
out and grasped the pistol in a silence that had more mean
ing than speech ever carried. A dusky reddened light was 
glowing inthe darkness of bis eyes-the light that glows 
in a dog's when the longing to seize and reud ,is rousing in 
it; his blood felt like fire ; the dawn seemed to grow like 
night,; the corro~ion of ajealoulit hate was in him, audin its 
evil all other memories were drowned, all desires quenched, 
all loyalty loosened. . ' . 

The: other .stretched his arm out and touched him as he 
turned and strode over .the wet stone-strewn beach. 

• W &it. Where do you go 11 ' , .,. 
• I go to ,. make it daylight," as yousay-daylight strong 

enough to unbare your vilhmy." 
,~Butfirst you must heal"---' . 

. ' I have heard too much.' 
. 'Stop 'an, instant. Remember, I have known the atory 
of Idaha as you will never know it.' . ' 

'The more you'know, the more honour IIhould bind you 
into silence.' 

• Madman! When I tell you-' . 
• Mad I may be" Rather that than a traitor.' 
• It is a traitress of whom we speak.' . 

~ Erceldoune's. eyes flashed a strange glance into his; it 
was scorching as fire. yet it had it it a terrible appeal. 

• Take care what you do,' he mutteredw " You will mnkt 
me kill you.' 

• No. But I will make you prove my words truth or 
Blander! 

'Jgotodoit." 
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,'You think you do i you do Dot. Yeu go to hear a few 
10ft words from lips that have duped the subtlest in
triguers in Europe. and to believe every phrase that they 
breathe with a kiss upon youra, 81! though it were witnessed 
by angels. I tell you that my honour shall not rest upon 
80 wayward and so frail a thing as her caprice of invention.' 

• And I tell you that 'her honour,shaU not rElst upon" the 
tongues of traitors. You have dared to 8ay s1!e shielded my 
assassin-', , 

• I say more; I Bay she loveel him. ' No 1 Take your 
hand off; you can seek my life later on ;' at present you 
must save your own, if you do not want a ,Bourbon bullet 
through your lungs for this woman who has fooled you, as 
ahe fools U8 all. There is one man, one only, that, your 
mistress ever,loved. She bas wearied of him now, found 
him a thom in her side, learned to hate him a8 such women 

'can hate, drawn aU the fragrance from her rose, and thrown 
the old withered leaves away.....-only the leaves are poisoned, 
and they c;ling, they cling lOne man she loved, and she 
lavishedber gold on him, and she reared her ambitions for 
hitn, Iitld she waehalr his slave and half his BOvereign, while 
ahe wuror all the world beside that beautiful, cruel, wanton, 
pitiless, divine, and devilish sorceress that we know. She 
has had many lovers, but sbe duped them all. This man 
she never duped. A panther, with a velvet eye and a 
glorious beauty; a sun-god, with the soul of a fox and the 
heart, of a carrion-crow-nothing, more. But who shaU 
measure the, passionate .fancies of a woman-and such a 
woman P Well, she loved him; and he was your assassin. 
Noway so sure to shield him, as to bring lOU under, her 
dominance. It may be, it' is true, that while tOOling you 
iar his Bake, you dethroned him. and she grew in earnest, 
and it is he who is now to be thrown ad leone" It may be; 
?tIiIadi has had many such. caprices, l'hat you: may know 
I sny truth, and not falsehood, go and. put but two questions 
to lier. Ask her first, who the man is who left lOU for dead 
in the mountains; osk her lRst. what the tie IS that bindt 
ber to the Greek, Conrad Phaulcon.' , .' _ 

Erceldoune had listened, without a wo~d, without a breath" 
his face with that tempestuous dark~ess lowered on it, and 
a great horror, 8 great misery gazing vacantly out from hi. 
,,!iIated eres. Yet the loraltv and. the faith in him ,were 
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stronger than all tests that wrung them; he struggled to 
. keep his hold upon them, and to keep them pure, unsoiled, 
unswening, as men may strain to guard their honour un
warped, when all the dizzy world about them reeks with 
infamy, and presses them on to crime. 

• I will aek her,' he said hoarsely, while his lips were white 
and dryas, dust; • not to prove her purity, but to prove 
your shame.' 

Then, without anotber syllable, he turned and set his fao& 
Bouthward, and went by great Bwift steps, that Bank inlt 
the Bea-washed Band, backward to where he had left her
backward, with the waste of waters lying silent and UIlc 
troubled by his course, and the sun rising higher from ove! 
the red wall of rock. Belief in what he had heard there 
was none, even yet, in his heart i oft' the brave allegiance 
of his rash nobility the evil fell, finding no grappling-place, 
no resting-lair; but on him a heavy, breathless, deadly 
oppression lay, and the first fear that his bold life had ever 
known ran like a current of ice through all his veins. The 
poison of doubt had been breathed on him, and its plague
.pot widened and deepened, let him rend the canker out aa 
lewould. . 

Once in the agony of' hiB passion 'he stretched out his 
arms to the vacant air as he went on in his loneliness, as 
though he saw her beauty, and drew it to him, though death 
should come with it. 

, 0, my love, my love I ' he muttered unconsciously in the 
longing of his soul 'What matter what you be, so you 
are ",an, ! ' 

It was in the blindness of'the senses that he spoke, the 
mere idolatrous desire for the loveliness that to hilU had no 
likeness upon earth i the cruel, intoxicated, fiery riot of the 
'love lithe and fierce' that counts no cost to itself or to ita 
prey, and that would plunge into an eternity of pain to 
purchase one short hour of its joy. A moment, and the 
nobler passion in him rose; the perfect faith, without which 
his one idolatry would be but brutar sed abandonmen~ 
rebuked him; his head sank. his eyes Baw the gray glooming 
lea through a hot rush of tears. 

'God forgive me so much sin to har as lay in the mere 
thought!' he murmured as he went; to think that the lipt 
whi"ll had lain on his had ~var breathAd the kisses whicb . 
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betray, to tbink tbat tbe beart wbich bad beaten ~'il.t 
had ever throbbed to the warmth of guilty pleasure eem4l!J~ 
\0 him a blaspbemy a,,<>ainst her that WII sin itse F 
even though tho88 lips should be bis, even thoug ~~. 
beart should beat for bim, if there were past treache~ 
preBt'nt infidelity in ber life, sbc would be dead to him
dead, more cruelly th:1D though tho' steel had pierced the 
fairness of her b~t, Dnd tho golden trail of her hair been 
drawn through the trampled dust of blood-stained streets. 

It truth abode not with her, and the fealty of honour, 
abe was dead to bim. 

• It ber eyes shrink from mine, let tbe seaa cover' me I' 
he prayed in his lIOul; and the length of the shore seemed 
endless to him, and the tawny stretch of the beach seemed 
the buming wlste of a desert, and tbe surr. as it flowell up 
and broke at his feet, Bt'emed to force his stepl backward 
and backward. and to bind hil limbs aa with lead. 

CHAPTER XXXI. 
'U'! IT woul' 

Fo. many moments Victor Vane stood motionless, CoDow
ing with his gaze the retreating shadow olthe man in whom 
his instinct had from the first foreseen his rival. The grave 
patience, the gentle tranquillity, the subdued regret his 
features had worn throughout their interview, passed aWIY i 
a thOUSAnd emotions, a thousand shades of thought, of feel. 
ing, and of su1fering, swept over them; alone there, with no 
liviug thintt near him save the white gulls resting on the 
curl of the mcoming waves, he had no need to wear a mask. 
and he endured as sharp a misery as any he had dealt. ' 

The deldliest pang in it was shame-the carkiug, jealous. 
bitter 8hame that where M bad failed another sbould have 
won; the knowledge that the 10\"e borne her by the man 
who had left him waa to the love that he himself had borne 
as the purity and value of purged gold against a pile It 
tinsel. It stilled in something the tortures of jealousy; it 
uted in IOmetbing the thirst of hatred. to east, were it onl1 
in thought, irony IUld invectivelUld eeomful r;I':DY UpOJl 
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his rival.' It was natural to bim to despise, with an the 
contempt of his fine and subtle intelligence, a character 
that ita own frankness and loyalty and. high conrage left 
naked to all poisoned shafts, and that was so rashly liberal 
in faith, s~ unwisely incapable of falsehood, so blindly and 
wildly careless to how it wrought its own weal and woe. 
Yet the most carking wound of all that now ached in him 
was the la~entsense of superiority in the man who had 
supplanted him, who had succeeded where he had been 
vanquished, and whom he had regarded with the cold disdain 
of a flippant wit, as hQlding aU his worth and merit in an 
athlete's mere physical perfections of thews and sinews, 
Steeled against all such emotion as he was, the greatness 
and the noblwesB of Erceldoune's faith forced themselves 
Oli! him; they wrung a reverence out of him despite himself, 
and they dealt him 8 mortal pain-pain that was in one 
sense vanity-moved, since it would no longer leave him the 
one solace of scorn for his _ rival, but 8 pain that sprang 
from. and that moved, 8 deeper, better thing; 8 recognition, 
tardy and unwilling though it was, of some greatness he 
had missed in missing truth. some base and guilty cow
ardice that he had stooped to when once truth had passed 
off from hiS lips, banisbedwith, 8 scoff as only fit for fools. 
Beyon~ jealousy, beyond hatred, beyond every other feel

in'g in him as he stood looking southward at the great shaft 
of russet stone that llcreened the pathway of his rival from 
his lIight,there was on him'then aU intense humiliation. 
Beside the sincerity, the fealty, the self-surrender, the 
brave patience of a generous trust, his own subtleties looked 
80 unworthy,-his own fine craft so poor j another could reno 
aer her a love that deemed life itself well lost for her, and 
he--he was her traitor.' , , 

There was enough of honour ana enough of tenderness in ' 
him for the contrast to strike into him, hard, sharp, swift as 
steel; This man; whom he had. contemned with all the 
inockery of hisbriUiant mind, had grown great in his sight 
simply through the ennobling influence of a mighty passion 
lind an heroic faith. He still cursed these with his lips as 
insanity, as idiotcy; but in his heart he knew their greatnesl 
':"'8 greatness ~hat he had by his own cboice. ~is own act, 
~ut far from him for ever. . 

. Away in the world again, he would again cleave to his , 
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old creeds, and deem the moment womanish weakness; but; 
here in the loneliness of the morning, under the sting of an 
intolerable torment, the man he hated was great in his sight, 
and he himself was base exceedingly. Where he Btood 
with no eyell on him that could read his ahame, a red flush 
IIlowly IItole over the wanness of his face; none living could 
have brought it there, but the acourge of hia own thoughts 
did., . ',' 

• A traitor I a traitor I' he muttered to thOB& ailent seaa 
that washed to and fro 110 wearily at his feet.. . ... 

For though he had fallen willingly, the fall seemed to 
him hideously 'vile; &8 in the gray, cold, 'Wlpityiug light of 
• dawn that brings him no slumber, the sine anel the burdens 
that a man counts recklessly and bears lightll in th. crowd. 
of the dnytime and the dissipations of the Dlghfl, atand out 
il! their trlle colour~ and grow unen~urable in Ilis sight and 
hUI memory. " " . ", " . , 

But the better instinct too soon perished; there,was pas. 
sion in him, and passion choked conscience." He could not 
have told whether he most loved or most hated this woman; 
but whichever emotion IIwayed him, farthest, the jealousy 
that he had so often laughed at as a barbarism of, a bygone 
'ge wall,born of both, and in its fire quenched all other 
thinga. If it were true that Idalia loved this man who so 

, 10ya111 had lIerved her! In his own soul he did not doubt; 
its trutb, and it Bufficed to nerve afresh in 'him every im
pulse of evil He felt for her that covetous, aensual, piti
lea8 growth or mingled envy, admiration;, and ambition, 
which, long after all tendernesll has perished out of it, will 
retain all its imperious egotism, and all its thirst for sweep~ 
ing deatruction of' everything preferred before it.' An 
acrid bitternesll against her fo!' her pride,' her· power, ber 
keen wit, and her' fearless' intellect, had, bean blent with 
the earliest houra of his subjugation to her; and this served 
now to strengthen tenfold ths 1ierce-",muto~ aching im
patience of misery with which he now ,mused .. 9D the YOB
aibility that this woman, so cold,· ao' mercilesa.,so ful of 
mockery for him, had ever stooped her haughty spirit dow. 
to the weaknesl ahe had often played with, and 10 oftell 
'ridiculed. .' , '.' , 

• 18 it possible I II it possible! She-A.," he muttered, 
whilo hiB delicate lillS ahook and worked' in the anguish 
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which. in • youth, would have beeu spent ia te.rs. • Sh-. 
so victoriou&. so ironic. so c:hill. so lI"orld-1OOrD, so magnm.. 
eent, love for sake of .. wanderer's eagle glances, .. rough
rider's lion graees! 8M! .. 1I"0man lI"ho could iill .. 
throne. and rule it; single-handed! Pshaw! abe is .. volup
tuary; she is .. coquette; ahe has her eapriee&-lmadi! 
And he ia handsome as • gladiator, She loves him-O 
yes--she loves him for six months, six weeks, six days. 
And what price will be pay for the pandise P • 

The venomous .-ords lI"ere murmured-'to the solitary 
More» even thus, and alone. it 1I1IS .. auel @Olaee to him to 
taunt her with those sneers, to soil1l"h:l.t he had lost; for 
ever, to libel lI"hat he envied with so unquenehable .. 
jealousy, It could not; harm her thus to slander her, lI"hen 
none but; the breaking surf and the ftuttering sea-birds 
made answer; but; he felt .. relief in it;,. a joy kindred to 
that joy with lI"hich he had thou.,<>ht or her in the dan.,oeons 
of the Capuano, lI"ben he had eold her iato the hands of 
Giulio Villaflor. . 

Moreover, he believed what; he said ; partially because his 
BU1rering made him cling to lI"hatsoe\"er could les&en it, 
partially because the character of Idalia had escaped him 
in many of ita hues. keeu and nried as were the lI"orldly 
experiences by lI"hose light he had first; set himself' to read 
it. He had kno1iU of her through a thousand tongues ere 
eyer he had looked upou her face; the poison-mists breathed 
from their distortions had never lI"holly faded from before 
her in his sight. Such .. lI"oman needs .. mind IIing'ululy 
truthful and am.,"'Illarly liberal to understand her aright. 
Truth he had nol; in hiio, and to all talent save his 01l"D he 
11"&8 illiberal. Thus he had failed in following the complex 
meanings of her life and oCher thoughts. He had uttered 
but; 11"~ he held himself when he had said thU 

• b.utiful she is. 
'!'lIe ~'8 ftiee Jess subtle tbaa her 0.. 
The SIIIIb bat naquish'cl dast; and she will draw AJMJdaer hoII& ~ __ te1mat __ .... -" 

But; he had withheld lI"hat 11"&8 not less tnae. that it lI"as be
cause she had this sin of merciless destruction in bel', thill 
.apent skill of tempting, this guilty power o\"er the fAte. 
and eauls of men, that he had first; been fa..."Ciua.ted to her 
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dominion, anel fi.nt Iee:l in her • mmress by whom anel 
with whom be could reach ail to which his reatleea and in
.. liable ambitions .. pired, and aspired in nm. 

• Will he believe P' he wondered, aa his eyea 1'8e&nUy 
ftIted on the aanda .. here the tide w .. filling the foot
print. of his rival • Not he. What man would believe 
the witnNSing yoicea of the .. ho]e world if ,LJ once wm.. 
pered them faIse P And Ibe pay. him, too, with loye-word., 

. with tbe Iweetness of ber lipll, with the touch or haiJo on 
hi. cbeek. A.h, God " 

. He quiyered from head to foot .. the cry eaca~ him j 
he could haye tbrown himselC 00 the aanda and bIdden the 
.. a .urge up and COTer him, when he thought of that eareu 
which already hsd beeo the reward of the DIAIlwho had 
suceoured her. And he-he wbo betrayed her, what had 
he woo by the treacbery P 

• Revenge at leut,' he thought; and aa he thought 10 Ii 
head aank, his limbe grew rigid. his cbeat rose and fen wi4 
• Bingle yoiceleaa lOb. He only remembered tbat reyeng. 
wu 1'81ueleaa, sinee reYenge could not bring him the lips 
that he longed for. tbe beauty that he desired .. the ice
bound earth dtlllirea summer. 

Valueleaa '-yet not 10. It could not giye her to him 
but it could withhold her from any other. 

A/OUDg, .by, gentle, little _bird, wh088 wing. .. yet 
coul acarce bear it, J'088 .t hi. feet .. he mUsed, and 
bttered a band's breadtlt, and then trembled and fell, pant;.. 

. mg and glancing up with ita brigbt doYe-like, brown eye. 
He took il; I!&\"agely and wrung the alender, ano..,. throat, 
and bog it out 00 to the crest of a breaker-dead. He 
had never before beeo cruel to birda or beasts; anch fierce 
aDd wanton llaughter.... not natural to him, but in this 
moment it had a horrible plealore in ita brutality. He 
had aubdued an bis impulsea of hate 10 long, it .. tea them, 
if eYer 10 alightl" to Wreak them on that innoceot bird. 
He had seen the dying eyea glaze and till with misty fear 
with a gladneu he would haye beli81'ed impoaaibl8; h • 
... anted to see hera fade out thUB j to ltand by and aee them 
fade with juat that look of terror and of helpleam_ 
C1ee that llad given auch amiling acorn to him, luch pauio~ 
ate cb)ueoce to otbera. Ho watched the tnmbled heep of 
wbite rumed plumage wuhed in and out by tho adnnc:iDg 
and retl'eating B~ 
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','lcandestroy her as easily as I kil}ed that bird: he 
thought, and the worst instincts of his nature had their 
swa.y once mote, as his mouth I~ughed with his slight, soft; 
smile.. I Barbaric I Ten-ible barbaric I' he murmured.- 'And 
(was so,;-wise in JDy diplomacy with him j . I told him 
~nly _,truth.. . Tall~yrand is right. Truth is so safe and 
i\Q sure!' . . . . ' 

. \ Then leaving the dead bird floating on the water's play, 
lie went .whither: he came. - _ _ -. _ . 

• Monsignore will rally enough 'to sign an order: he 
plused. 'A half-score soldlers, and they,will be netted.Ah ! 
his only mistress: will be the galley~oar, and her only lover's 
.. mbrace will be the fetters of the Vicario.. Miladi's new 
passion. wiIi._ not be smooth in its course!· . 

CHAPpm~· 

• SHALL :nu. BE THY eOOD P' 
WREn the Greek faced her on the sea-shore there was a 

long silence between them-a silence breathless and preg
nant, like. that which precedes the first low muttering of a 
storm, the first dropping shots of a battle. Her eyes dwelt 
_on his with a terrible despair in their startled depths, and 
his laughed back into them with the insolence and arrogance 
of power. -Many times their strength had come in conflict, 
and many times the variable,· unstable, serpentine will of 
'the man _ had been crushed under the straight, scornful, feal'
less will of the woman~ Now, for the :first time, he had his 
vengeance; and she could not strike back on him, because 
for the first- time he had found weakness in her. and could 
"each-her through the life of another • 

. . He laughed aloud in his victory. . 
_C Choose, Miladi! Your favourite maxims say. after the 

:first passion all women love the love, not the lover. If you 
indulge the :first you will slay the last. Choose I ' 
:]'or aU answer she swept with a sudden movement so 

close to him, that he fell back with the coward's instinctot . 
physical fear. . - . 
. , 'You 'have been o&n bought 10f' murder. What price 
will you buy from it P • 
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The ,words left her lips with a scorn thalu burnt like 
Bame, with a bitterness that cut like steel. Neither 
touched him; ho laughed again in the content of hill 
triumph. 

• What price, my Countess P Non, I ' , 
• You want gold-r.ou love gold. You would BeU your 

loul for gold. You shall have it.~ , 
The agony of dread upon her made her voice deep and 

hushed,like the stealiug of an autumn storm-wind through 
forests; the passion of scorn within her made her face 
flush, and darken. and quiver. as though the flicker of a 
torch played on it. Neither moved him to shame. . 

• 0, yes,' he said. with a slow smile-' gold, gold, gold. 
or course you would give me that. As much as you would 
throwaway on a banquet, or a diamond, or a web of lace, 
should come to m" if I would stay aloof and hold my peace, 
Dnd let the Border Engle build hiB eyrie on the Roumelian 
hills, and Miladi pleasure her new passion among ber rose
f;ardens. 0, yes I gold-as much gold as you have twisted 
In your air for a mask ball might be mine, of course; ant. 
he-:-he should succeed to Julian's dominion and Julian's 
domain I he should have aU that wood and water, and palace 
and mountains, that I have been banned out of so long; he 
ahould be chief there, and lord, and his sons, may be, have 
tho heirship of the Yassalis line I A charming casH or us 
both! With all gratitude for my share, and your will to 
allot it to me, 1 must decline such a distribution betwixt 
your lover and me. Gold, gold I No, Miladi, gold will not 
.trike the balunce between us now.' " 

Sbe listened in lIilence; only that passionate sbadowy 
quiver, as of the light of a flame, on ber fllce giving sign or 
response to him. Her lips were close pres~ed together, and 
.earce seemed to move as the words came through them, 
hard, like the dropping of stones ou a stone., ' .', 

'Your sin is envy P Well, it is only another to along 
list. Mere gold will not buy you. What will P , 

'Nothing.' 
• You are 80 incorruptible I ' 
• Yes, bore.' , 

, 
I; JJ 

• Through envy, avarice, and hate I " 
• Tbrough three common movers of nlankind, if so.' .' ... 
~'1ol1 oWQ them youraP Then listeQ her~. ' I speak no-
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thing of jour guilt to me-·D.othing of your crime agains\ 
him. I willdenl with you 8S though none of all that 
measnreless iniquity were on you. Conscience you have 
not; shame you do not know. I appeal to neither. I will 
treat with your avarice alone. You love self-indulgence, 

.luxury, vice, mirth; indolence, splendour; you have coveted 
my heritage from the V aasalis, you have been thirsty for 
my riches ;:YOIl have_wanted all that· eastern pomp and 
princely fief, y.ou have hungered for Count Julian's posses
lIions, you have hated me for many things, yet for none so 
much as for the inheritance of that great wealth; that you 
used it, and wasted it, and were welcomed to it long as 
"hough it were your own, mattered nothing. It was mine, 
and not yours; YOIl never forgave the difference. Well, 
hear me now. All that shall be yours-all---all-to the last 
atone of the jewels, to the lowest cham her of the palace, to 
the poorest fig-tree on the hills, to the fa~thest landmark on 
the plains. You shall have all, and reign there as you will.' 

An intense eagerness thrilled through her voice, the burn
ing wavering light upon her face grew hotter and darker, the 
chained bitterneas and fierceness in her gave but the subtler 
inflection to' the eloquence and the command that ran as of 
'old through 'all her words; for the moment she dazzled and 
swayed and staggered him. 

• All ! ' he echoed. • I! ' 
• Yes--'-all! Every coin, every rood, every bead of gold 

in that trensure-house of splendid waste I will make all 
yours~all that the Yassalis ever owned. I will not keep 
a pearl from the jewels, or a ·date . from the palms. 
All shall be yours-all the things of your desire.' . 

'And youl' 
'1-1 shall be beggared.' 
'Yet while she spoke, over her face swept one swift 

gleam, like the glow of an eastern slln. 
He gazed at her like one blinded. 
• And for all this what will you ask of me P , 
She lifted her proud head and looked down straight into 

his eyes. 
e Of you I shall purchase-my freedom and his life.' 
His mouth quivered with rage as he laughed aloud onte 

more. . 
f 800"0 I Ah, the wildness of women'" passioDl!! You 
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would buy your lover at that cost? 0, fool I you who once 
were subtle and wise as the serpent I ' 

Her teeth set tight, but she kept down her wrath.' . 
• Profit by my folly,' aha said briefly. • Take all I have

leave me only him.' 
The first words were stern; over the three last her 

"roice unconsciously softened with an infinite pathos and 
yearnin~. . 

That mvoluntary thrill of longing tenderness steeled him 
in an instant to the first eager impulse 'of acceptance, 
prompted by his lust for wealth and ease and power, and all 
the half.barbaricvoluptuous royalties oftheRoumeltan palaca 
thaL had feethed in him lor so long. Other evil instincts 
were more potent still than avarice. He smiled, a low 
Bnd cruel smile. 

• Magnificent ransom for a landless courier. But at what 
price will not your BOX gratify its caprice!!-especially the 
capricea of the passions I Your lover should know the sacri. 
fices you would make for his embrace! For myself, the 
bribe is high; but I decline it.' 

The blood faded from her fact', even from her lips; a gray, 
heavy shadow, as of despera.tion, fell over her, that seemed 
to drain the very colour from her eyes and from her form. 
Bnd leave hel', white and chill there, aa a statue. ' 

• Wbat will you gain P '-she spoke witll a hard, brief, 
stony tranquillity. 

• Wby-a roma.ntic thing to be sure, and an unremunera
tive; yet the Bweetest thing, as men find. that the world 
holds-vengc:lIlce.' 

• N eithor he nor I have wronged you.' " 
• May be. But both have galled me; both-" 
• Been wronged by you. True. I forgot the reason of 

your hate.' . . 
His face flushed darkly. 
'I do not bear you liate. I tried to free you. But _ 

Iwear thia man sbalL not wed with you, and live: . 
'And why? Have :rou not done us injury enoughP 

You poisoned my life WIth infamy, and would bave taken 
bis in a thiers slaughter. Can you not let us be P Can you 
not lell yourself for pity's sake, as you have so 'often sold 
yoursell for shameful things? Take my bribe. Impoverish m~ 
as 10" will; enjoy alII have to give; seize all :rou have efer 
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coveted; bind it fast to you on what terms you choose 
make me poor 8S the poorest that ever asked my charity; 
_only leave me this one thing, his life.' 

She spoke still with the same strange enforced selleuity, 
but beneath it there ran an intense melancholy, an intense 
yearuing j they could not move, but steeled. him in, his 
purpose. 

'The thing I will not leave you,' he said savagely. 'Ah! 
I· know how men go mad for that beauty of yours; he 
would hold himself rich as emperors were that his own, 
tbough you had no other gold than just what gleams in the 
coil of your hair. I know, I know! And so you can love 
atlast,my queen! all that ransom for one wild mountaineer! 
But you shaltonly ransom him one way, Mi1adi: only by 
forsaking him.' -

, I will never forsake him.' . . 
, So! Then his .edding night will be his last.' 
lIer hand worked-with a fierce, rapid, clenching move-

ment on tbe butt of the pistol. . . 
, Wait,' she said, slowly, while each word fell on the 

silence like the falling of the great slow drops of a storm. 
'You threaten him? One word from me, and he will 
give you over to justice for your crime to him. One shot 
this moment from me, and he will be here to take his 
vengeance.'. . ; 

He shrank slightly, for cowardice was ingrained in him i 
but he knew how to deal with the brave and generous 
nature of the woman whom he tortured. He looked he.r 
full in the eyes. 

'True. You might send me to the galleys. But you 
lVill not.' ' . 

Her lips parted, her breast .heaved, a great shudder 
shook her. Sho answered nothing. 

'You can summon your lover,' he pursued, after a 
pause. 'You can tell him of my "crime." and-a.lso of 
my tie to you. , You can' see us fall on each other, and 
light as tigers fight. You can wed him in peace if he kill 
me i as most like he will, since he is so far the stronger. 
You can do this. But you will not.' 

From the depths of her agonised eyes a 1lash like file 
passed over him. -

, I Ctlnnotl ,- . You know it.' 
He laughed slightly. 
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'No, I did not know it. Women soon vanquish BcruJ>les 
and tread out memories to gratify a passion. Well. BUlce 
you he~itate ao far, perbapd 1'0u will bcs.itate yet ..f!'rther. 
You will not break your oath by betraymg me i will you 
betray thii one man whom you say rou .. honour," by 
linkiJig him, in his good faith and his ignorance, ,with .u,' \ 

She gave a sharp, quick breath, as though a blow were 
struck her. . 

• God forbid! I have said, all bonda between me and 
the/as. are severed for ever.' 

• .ee I You will lock the book, and throw it aside, and 
your blind worshipper will credit on your telling that the 
pagea were all/ure blanks! And yet I thought you said 
you" honoure .. him P , 

All the haughty fiery blood in her flushed to life under 
the subtle sneer. . 

• I do so-from my soul Let his name be; it has no 
place on your lips-yours-that gave the word to murder 
him I' . . 

'Fine phrases I And yet you will deceive him P , 
'II' . 
'Yea, you, Miladi You will not betray me to bim

rou cannot. So-telling him nothing-you will leave him 
Ignorant. And one fine day, were I to let you run lour 
passion'. course, he would learn the truth, and fin his 
aovereign, his idol, his mistress, his wife, my-' 

, Wait! You have said enough.' 
, No. I aay more. Forsake him, and he is safe from 

me. Give. Jourself to him, and I will add him his' 
marriag~gift-death. J uit such a death as he would 
have dealt me on the Bosphorus shore. I can 888 the 
gleam of his .teel and the thirst of his eyea now I • 

'If he had killed you, what would he have done more 
than justice P' . . 

, At least be would have rendered you inestimable service, 
Miladi.' 

She stopped him with an irrepressible gesture. 
, Hush, hush I 0 God, such words between .,./' 
, Well, we are enemies-bitter ones enough.' 
, Yas; enemies as the wronged and the wrong-doer ever 

ale. But your life is sacred to me i how can you curse 
lJlineP' . 
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• Mine sacred to you P Is it so, Idalia P Then, being 
so, you will not betray me to your lover? ' 

She turned on him a look that had a weariness, a scorn, 
an agony. a pity unutterable. 

• No; I must bear the burden of your guilt.' 
• But you will betray him by leaving him in ignorance 01 

whom he loves-of whom he weds? ' . 
• Though he knew he would find mercy and greatnes! 

enough to pardon.' 
She spoI[e not to him, but to the memories that rose be

fore her-memories that filled her heart with their bitter
ness and their sweetness-memories of the exhaustless 
faith and patience and forgiveness of the man she was 
bidden to abandon. 

• Truly. Then what think you, Miladi P Is it a noble 
return to cheat him as you meditate? Is it a fine thing 
to recognise this limitless tenderness borne you, only to 

-dupe it through its own sublime insanity? You have 
fooled such idolaters scores of times, I know, only-here 
I think you said you honoured ~? Which makes a 
di1Ierence, or might make it.' . 

She knew well how wide the di1Ierence was-wide as 
between innocence and guilt. 

She answered nothing; her face was gray and stern as 
stone, only in the brooding horror of the deep dilated eyes 
was there reply; they spoke more than any language of 
the lips. 

The Greek laughed softly. 
• His bridal eouch made in the nest of his .~ assassins! .. 

His stainless and glorified mistress proved the masker of 
the Silver Ivy ! Madame, I think I might let his passion 
run untroubled, and leave my vengeance to the future
some future when he should reach the truth from some 
chance word, from some side-wind-and hear the secret
that a woman who" honoured" him never told all through 
the days and nights she lived in his sight and slept npon 
his heart. Hear it when he was bound to her beyond 
escape, and could gain no freedom through knowing her 
traitress to him as to all others. Ah, I am not, so certain 
that I will not let you wed him! It will be a surer stab 
to him than cornea from steel-tbat OD!) truth learned til' 
late.' 
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There was. long silence. 
She shuddered. from head to foot, as though the scorch 

of a red-hot brand passed. over and marked her; then an 
intense stillness fell upon her-a stillness in which aU life 
seemed frozen in her, and every breath to cease. He 
waited, mute and patient now. ' 

At last she raised her head, and turned it Full upon him ; 
as the reddened glow of sunlight flickered on it, it was 
dark, and cold, and resolute, with. an exceeding strength 
and an absolute despair. 

• For once you have shown me duty, and saved mo from 
• crime. My hand shall not touch his again.' 

• Because you will not--' 
• Because your guilt is on me.' 
• And yet you are willing to lose all your riches, and 

)'our power, and your victories, and your pleasures, for 
this one man P , 

• I am so willing.' 
• Then it is-' 
• That you have shown me what would be my sin to 

him. You cannot be betrayed. He shall not be.' 
'Youmean-' 
She turned on him ere he could speak with the swift, 

lithe, terrible grace of a stag hunted and hounded into a 
fierceness borne of sheer torture, and wholly alien to its 
nature. 

• Silence I or I shall forget what you are, and let "him 
take his Tengeance on you. Can you not be content P 
You led me into cruelty and error a thousand times 
under the masking of fair colours and of fearless aims . 
you now show me in the one redemption of my life-the 
one purer, better, higher thing-'-orily an added guilt, .. 
£rean dishonour. I lose alZ through you. Are you not 
content P' 

The vivid passion, the agonised irony, died suddenly, as 
• 1lame drops to the ground; her head fell, her limbs sank 
wearily on the broken rocks, a full dead apathl returned. 
on her, in which she lost all memory, even of his presence. 
He looked at her. hushed, awed, moved to something that 
was almost dread o~ his own work, intimidated by. the 
puddellneas and the completeness of his own victory; he 
l\"I\iteJ, hesitating, and as one afraid, some moments; she 
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gave no sign that she' even remembered be was near' 
every second wasted might, cost them both the loss 01 
liberty, if not ·of life; but he lacked the boldness that 
could have pressed on her then the question of mere bodily 
danger, the mere physical perils from the cell and the rod. 
of her persecutors. . . .... 

There was that in her attitude, as she sat "\lowed, motion. 
less, with the loosened weight of her hair sweeping down 
into. the salt pools of. the,beach, and an icy chilliness ot 
calm on the colourless immutability of. her features, th:tt 
subdued, and shamed, and had a nameless terror for him. 

Some sense .of relu,ctant reverential fear was always on 
him for the woman whom; nevertheless, he had goaded and 
trepanned, and injured, and tortured through the length of 
bh~any years. . Some touch of lo.vt: for her eVIJt' lingered, in 

1m. 
He paused a long while, at some distance from her, while 

the incoming tide rolled nearer· and "nearer up, over ,the 
shingle and the sand, till the surf washed over her feet. 
She never noted it; her eyes, wi~hout sight ll;I them, gazed 
at the dusky changing mass of water that here and there 
beneath the spell of waking light broke into' melting Ius • 
. trous hues, like the gleam of colours on a southern bird'. 
bright throat.' . .' . 

He drew closer, with a d.oubtful hesitation: 
, You will come with me; then? ' ., 
She gave no sign even that she heard the words • 

. 'I am. not alone,' pe pursued. . 'Lousada, Veni, and the 
. boy Berto sought you. 1 fell itt with them' as .1 neared 
'aere; they are fugitives, and proscribed themselves; they 

.. ie hid by day in an old sea-den of Veni's; they look to get 
,way by the coast in a night or so; they would give their 
bodies to shot and sabre to save your hand from a rough 
touch. Will you come to them? ' . 
, lie could not tell whether she heeded ~; he saw her 
face in profile; it was still, cold, passionless, stern with a 
mute intolerable Buffering, like Bome Greek heaJ in stons 
of Destiny.. . . .,... , . 

He felt a restless fear of his own victory. 
, He spoke afresh, rather to break that death-like silence~ 

filled only!w:ith the ebbing and the flowing of the sea, thaD' 
(or the silke of what he uttered. . 
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. • Veni'. sea-nest is safe-safe, at least, for Ii. little w'hile; 
it lies yonder, through thp,re, where a passage-way pierces 
the rocks. All that acanthus bides the entrance. It has 
IIheltered many before; Fiesoli lay there once; in the' first 
days of his proscription. Lousada doubtlt little' that he 
cnn get a brig from Salerno, and. steal away off westward 
three nights hence. It is the best chance. You 'will 
come?' " 

At last she lifted her llead, and looked at him;' 
'But for Giulio Villafl.ol" I would' go-far sooner-back 

to the dungeon of Taverna.'" ,i. ' ' , 

His face paled; he Jrnew' her meaning-lmew,thollIl 
speakable loathing and scorn of himself that made the 'lIe~ 
verities of captivity and wretchedness look fairer in' her 
sight than every recovered freedom IIharedwith bis' com-
ranionship. , ' 

• There is no other alternative,' he said sullenly. I ,'You 
'will come? ' ' 

'I will come.' , , " 
He was once more victorious; . and once more with vic

tory stole over him a sb'ange chill dread, as he ~ho has 
brought down and netted the lioness of the plains will feel 
lIomething of awe, something of fear, whIm in his toils lies 
the daughter, the mate. the mother of free-born kings of 
untrodden lIoil-when beneath the rain of his blows, and 
from out the meshes of his trap, the great fearless luminous 
leonine eyes look at him, Buffering but unqul\.iling. ' 
. • Wby do you wait, then?' he asked. 

• I wait-for him.' 'L 

• So ! You will, after all, be false to one of UB. Which P' ' 
, Neither.' 
• What gage have I of that P I 
• That I have said it.' 
He WII.S silent a moment; he Bcarcely dared dispute that 

.ringle bond-her word. Traitor himself to her, he knew 
th~t his treachery would never be repaid him by its own 
com. 

I You wait for him P , he said. • Then so also do I.' . 
• Are you weary of the shame of your life, that you seck 

toloseitP'; ., ,; " 
• No; but he shall take it rather than I will leave ),011 

here.' 
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Through the ca.lm upon her face-the ca.lm of martyr. 
dom, of despair-he saw the conflict of many passions, of 
mfinite misery. 

, Will you choose for us to meet II ' 
Where her forehead rested on her hands that were thrust. 

among the masses of her h.1ir, the great dew8 started 11.8 I 

they had never done when the scourge was lifted at Ta.- ' 
re~ . I 

• We shall not part alive,' he pursued. • Perhaps you I 
count on that? Your lover istheyoungcrand the strong
er j there are few men he would not worst. You rode all 
day through the heat and preS8 of a battle under Verona 
once, I remember j may be you wish to see a. life-and-death 
contest.' 

She answered nothing j a. shiver 11.8 of intense cold ran 
through her. 

'Yoll can enjoy your new passion, true, if he kill me. A 
dead body flung; with a. kick into that surf, the waves to 
wash it sea.ward, none on earth to care enough for me to 
ask where I have drifted-it would be easy work. Is that 
the reason why you .. wait" P , 

• God! how can you link such gui~t with me, even in 
thoughtP' . 

• Why not P That will be the end, if we meet in your 
sight to-day, unless, indeed, fate turns the other way, and 
your lover falls through me. Sit there, Miladi, and watch 
the struggle j you will nev.er have seen two harder foes. 
Turn your thumb downward, like those dainty, haughty 
Roman dames you copy in philosophies and seductions; 
turn it down for the slaughter-signal, if you see me at his 
mercy. How free you will be then I Bu~listen just a 
little-if he press me too close, we havo not the northern 
scorn of a timely thrust, and it will be but in sclf-defence!' 

As he spoke, he drew gently half out of its sheath. the 
Llade of a delicate knife that was thrust in his waistband, 
and let the beams of the sunrise play brightly on the narrow 
llhining steel. 

The glitter flashed close beside her. It sent fire and life 
hke an electric shock through all the icY' stillness of her 
limbs j she rose with 110 convulsive force j her eyes had the 
gleam of an opium-drinker'. in them, her voice had 8QW'r<" 
" likeness 9f itself. _ . ~ 
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'I eome, I eome; do what you will with me, 10 that !aia 
life escape. you!' 

ClUPTER XXXIIL 
'1IlITO ][IS USl'.' 

To Greek let the Blender blade of steel alide back into 
it. ease. 

, That ia weU.' he Mid simply, while the radiance of hi. 
eonquest played all OTer his arched lip. and his fair brow; 
then, without other words, he took his way &CI'088 the 
Itretch of 1I&Ilda, and many yards onward BWept back a deep 
lCl'eeD of iTy and acanthu. that closed the mouth of • 
fissure in the rock .. and niled it 10 dal-k1y that no llign of 
the break in the great maaa of stone 11'&1 &een. He lligned 
to her to enter; ahe obeyed him; haring once made her 
election, it W&l not in her afterward to pause, to waTer, to 
retract; baring IUbmitted henelf to hi. power for another's 
sake, ahe ceased to rrote&t against that power's use. The 
!CreeD of matted foliage fell behind her, shutting out the 
day; before her atretched the gloom of a long narrow arc:l 
paaaag&-way, hollowed through the thickneae of the . 
half..aea wrought and half-pierced by men. She had come 
thither once in bygone years when the great pleader, Fie
aoli, had hidden there, proscribed for too fearless a defence 
of • political frieoner; ahe p&l8ed straight onward now 
through tbe thick darkness, her hand on her hound'. mane
to still his longing rage, her tyrant following in her step .. 
f1usbed with the wine of IUccea .. yet silenced by. ngue 
and reeiatle88 disquietude. . 

The length of the e&Tern-wound like a tancpled akein~ 
through the depth of stone, no light breaking t~ugh it, 
and the air W&I chill, and dose, and dank. like the air of • 
tomb; it W&I cramped and torin011&, and the hard jagged 
surface- of the rock bruised her as ahe wenL Once he 
stretched out his hand to guide her; ahe shook it 011 as 
though. it stung her, and passed on alone, more rapidly, 
and full as ealmly, &I though abe nrpet down lOme IU~ 
lighted terrace among the role8 or a golden Bummer-time. 

• She will neTer .fillr I' he tLouiht; IWd to the heart; of 
2 J 
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the man t'haw unconquerable courage of a woman brought a 
sWlen impatient wondering veneration. He. was a coward 
-a coward at the mere gleam of steel, at the mere co=on 
vulgar terrors of physical peril; but in her he had never 
known one pulse of fear. There w~ a pang of wistful, 
painful envy in his thoughts for that one greatness which' 
uature gave to her and had de~ed ~to him. 

. • At .the far end of the vault a fitful ru?dy,light ",:as ~leam
mg. It came from the Hame; now leapmg, now Sinking, of 
a fire made of brWlhwood and the boug~s. of the maritime 
·pin~. Where t~~ fire .burned the passage opened out into 
a Wider vaUlt, diVlded mto two or three arched chambers..:.... 
natural caverns widened and heightened by art, and roughly 
made, by benches, and skins, and stands of arms, and heds 

: of osiers covered with soldiers' rugs, into a' camp-sem blance 
of habitation. A rude place, yet not comfortless, and with 
a wild beauty of .its own, as the Hame flashe.d on the many 
cQlours ·of the nven stone, arid the Stalactites that hung 
above broke in the glow into a diamond brilliance-a place 

. that had been once the subterranean way c;>f a great castle, 
which had long crumbled down to dust upon the cliffs above; 
thenth~ nest of Toving pirates i lastly, the refuge of pro
scribed,.revolutionists" of men who suffered for liberty of 
Ilpeech; and were content to perish under the deathly chill
ness of.their couiltry's deepest _'niglat, so that through them 
the dawn might break feT others later on. The sea-den was 

. still as a grave, and well-nigh as lonely; only by the pine
.logs sat a boy of sixteen or so, with his fair curls . turning 
. to a red gold in their dancing flames, and his beautifUl young 
Bafaelle facechoopedpale aDd . weary over them. . 

;£11· was the lad Berto; leil; sentinel while his comrades 
spent the daybreak seeking a vessel ·down the' shore. He 
,wai bUt a child; but he had, long put away childish things; 
years before he had :seen two' of his brethren fall side by 
'ilide in IIll ~meute of Milan, and ere then had been borne, 
.Ua infnncy, in a mountain flight hi his mother's arms, and 
; 'ad, kept as bis first memory of life the echo of his own 
,vaincl'ies when her heart grew still under hill eager caress, 
and there flowed from her breast a deep stream like the 
purple flood that wells forth when the grapes are pressed...,.. 
for the Papal troops bad shot down like a cliamois the woman 
who da.red love, and follow. and bear sons to a reFublicaD 
rel1el. . '. 
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He .tartea, and rose with • sentinel'" challenge; then, 
la he saw who came, powed low; the. weary stemne •• or 
hia fair face never changed in boyish sport, ·or youthful 
laughter, or under the light of a girl's shy eyes;· 'wrong had 
been atamped heavily'ou him too earIy,'and if in bis future 
life the purity Ind greatness of hig4 aims should be marred 
in him by an 'Dnchangeable unrelenting. chillness; like· the 
chilInel8 of St. Just, the evil would lie with the'tyranny 
whi~h had I!lade the warmth of hill rOBflnouth die out on 
the Ice of hIS mother's bosom. ' 

Idalia moved forward·to· within· the' -circle. of the watch. 
fire, lighted as the sole. means they had to ilIumirie the 
gloom; there W~B II deadly()almDe~8 in the mechanical actions 
that sent a thrill through the child Berto as he watched hel 
where ahe Bank down on the log covered with a shaggy OX
hide that he had vacated. She seemed unconscious of his 
presence: and he knew that more tbaninere physical peril, 
which he had many a time seen her meet so'earelessly, Wll.$ 

upon her now. '. . 
Phaulcon touched him. .' I will look to. the fire, 'Berto; 

go and sleep. You Deed it.' '. . ,. 
'ller Excellency permit. P' as}ted the boy.· 
He spoke hesitatlDgly, reverentially; 'beside the flower

hung watera of ·Verona he' bad known thi& woman, llOW 
a homeless fugitive, ride through the heat li(conHict and 
dismount, and gather the spent balls under a raking enfilade; 
and heap them in herskirts, and mount him 01)· her charger 
to bear them to the revolutionary brigades, while she stayed 
on at her dangeroul gleaning. . .. 

She looked at him pityillgly, but there wail that in the 
look whiCh Berta had never seen but .once-when a woman 
of the Northern Isles had toiled wearily, begging her 'way, 
into Rome to look once more on her son'l face, and had 
reached in time to see the, last earth thrown upon hie coffin; 
while in the fair spring morning the' French· drUIDS rolled 
a cruel music through the violet odours of'the burial-place, 
and over the mlljesty and the shame oBhe great prostituted 
~~ , . . . 

. iYea, ~,: ~he Bai.d briefly; 'I you .ne~d 'rest .. ,~ l\i~~ t~ke 

yOllrwatc . h' 'fl to h' did h· . ·h 'd,·i,' ·t·· 
~:Il~j,~~W I .1B n e ,e~~ an , ~~'~1.;\ ~~,.: Il.J] 'i~ i Uf,on,.1 • 
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The boy went obedient; in one of the imiel' b01lows thai 
served as bed-cbambers his couch of grass WaB, spread; he 
had not lain down for tbree nights, and sleep sealed lua eyes 
BS SOOil 88 their lids were closed. Across the flame of tbe 
pine logs the Greek watched her irresolute, embarl'888ed by 
his own SUCCef!8. It was dark as midnight in the beart of 
the pierced sea-wall; the play of the rIsing and falling flames 

'fell irregularly on tbe gloom; she sat motionless, as she had 
sat upon the shore, ber clasped hands resting on the slanted 
rifle, the tawny splendour of ,the fire cast on the splendour 
of her face. 

Shp. thought no more of him; she thougbt alone of the 
man who would return to find her lost once more-the man 
she must forsake or must betray; whose body she must give 
to slaughter, or whose soul she must sIsy by abandonment. 
She looked down into the fantastic fficker of the resinoUll 
boughs as she had looked down into the ripple of the waters, 
and, as he watched her, the same shame which had moved 
him for his sins to her, when he had heard of her as within 
the power of Giulio Villaftor, stirred in her companion; it 
ever slumbered in him, at times it woke and stung him, yet 
it never stayed him from his sacrifice of her to the needs of 
his own craft;, the lusts of his own avarice. To serve hini. 
self, he had warped and misled the idealic ambitions, the 
fearless genius, the poet's fate, the hero's visions, that he 
had fouod in her earliest youth; to serve himself, he hsd 
taught the keenness of her intellect intrigue, fanned her 
worship of freedom into recklessness, snared her to evil 
through the noblest passions that beat in her, taught her t4 
hold her beauty as a mask, a weapon, a lur€', a purcha:;e
coin j to serve him~elr, he had roused her bravery into de
fiance, her pride into unmerciful scorn, her lrit into sceptic 
cruelty, and-when these were done-went farther, and 
soiled the fairness of her life with the dusky imperishable 
stain of lip-rumoured dishonour, and let the stain rest so 
that the world saw it 118 a reality; lI'hile she, knowing it 
false as foul, became too proud, too careless, and too callOUli 
to appeal against a world 80 credulous of evil, so incredulous 
of good, but took np in the haughty courage of an outraged 
dignity the outlawry which injustice contumeliously cast to 
her, and livea and fought, enjoyed and suffered. in grand 
contempt of all opinion, accepting, as her sentence, tbe,. 
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..,.e,.tJ loao" y lotIo, ronit'll ,_, unt il sucb isolation and such 
tontellt became to her things of preference and triumph. 
He knew that he bad done this guilt against her-partly in 
the cruelty of egotism that profited through her injury, 
partly in the blindne.. of partisanship that thought all 
mean. juetiJted to .. cure its end, ,chietiy, beyond all, in a 
raokling jeliolollB1 of those POsS8lSiOni aod that inheritance 
which haa made her I. ricn in power aud in gold, while he 
11''' penniless and an advenmrer; jealousy that the lavish
be.s of her gift, the generosity of her thought, never tem
pered, but inflamed. He knew that he had done this, and 
thlt of hil own act h. had turned the tenderness of her 
heart toward him into abhorrence, had changed the love and 
the faith Ih, had once borne him into the hatred of a proud 
woman fer her oppressor, of a fearless temper for a cowud, 
of a slandered honour for its traitor and its traducer. He 
knew that long before, in those bygone ;tears, when h,had 
crowoed her youner head with the wild laurel-leaves of 
Li,ada, 8Jld wooed ber with subtle words to the Delphian 
laurels of • perilous atriC. and a periioul fame, the Greek 
ohild had faltened her deep eyes on him aa though he were 
8 god, and believed in him aa though the voice of Delphoa 
sr.0ke in lail; and he knew that of his own act he had made 
t .e wOlllan on whom he looked now, in the dusky ruby heat 
of the uncertain bme, Icarn him with all the force of her 
imperieul intellect, Ibrink from him with all the abhorrence 
of • br.,e nature for 8 craven'. Bins, and alone withhold 
her lip. from cunei on him aa the ruin of her life, because 
memoriel that h. had outraged had still their sanctity for 
her-Itecaua. te the oath. he had broken she yet remained 
faithful. 

It had been wanton destructiou he had wrought, it WI. 
irrevocable lOll h. had IUstained; lOme Hense of all he had 
forfeitec\ and klll.! when lle had become her worat traitor, 
and bad mad. the "1'1 tlaat o_ce lought hie in love cast oa 
him their rigBteoUi 'OOl'n, amote him heavily and restlessl,. 
now, a. they .. t, witla the llurninr of the watch.ire between 
them, alone in the eavernoua gloom. In the whitenesl aDd 
the immutability of Jav ace there waa & grandeur that awed 
him; delpUe the weariua. and alteration of fatigue,ot 
fasLiBg, of wo'rance, it "" .. the Item, noble, disdainful 
be,.utr at ~. V.-eaIia ra1)e ~t h, ~ted, Gr~e~ in iW 
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type, :eastern in its calm. He thought of the great pa.1aee 
of ' the' V Rasalis stronghold, far eastward,. crowning its 
mighty thrpne of cedar-covered hills, witk the treasures of 
ages in"its innumerable 'chambers,and its sun-lightened 
plains" rich in, vine and olive and date, and watered. by a 
thousand winding streams deep and cool ,under lenti8CUS 
shadows; aU that her great race had owned, and over which 
ilhehnd rule.. . 

, If tlutt liad been mine-not ,hers ...... I would never have 
harmed her,' he thought. ,C Wealth is the devil of the 

'world.' 
, 'The'intensl) silence; the night-like darkneslJ on which'the 
",bite 'smoke ':floated mistily with an a.romatic scent, were 
horriblyoppressive to him; he had the' nervous suscepti
bilities of a vivacious iLnd womanish nature. 'He addressed 
het ; ~he did not reply. lie set food and wine beside her; 
she' did not note themj 'she 'sat immovable j tho intense 
str~in on all ph~sical imd mEin~l power brought its !eaction ,i 
a dull stupor like that of 'opIates steeped her lImbs, her 
sight, her brain' in its lifeless apathy. . 
H~ looked at her till he grew sick with the heat of the 

flames, with the blackness of the shadows, with the spice 0' 

the pine perfume, with ,dead memories that would come to 
him dQ what he would. He rose impetuously; he had been 
on fout or in snddle manr days and nights, eating . scantily, 
sleeping stillles8 jall' hIS 'frama was aching, and hilleys
balls were scorched with want of rest. " , 
, cYou will pot ~eave hereP' he asked her half imperiously, 
half hesif,atingly, since though he commanded he yet feared 
her~ . . . . " 

'No.' ' ' " 
'You give me your word?' 
"Yes," . '.' . 

"j 1-:heI!J wrugo B,eek 'tor Veni.' ';Hes~ould be here ere 
bow. , '" . " 

'Go' ' " 
The ~uionosylla.blell were cold, imp~ive,unwavering; tq 

her be could be now and hereafter hut an' assassin, whose 
crime had been frustrated by hazard, 'yet could be none the 
less vile because in its issue, foiled. : She obeyed him lest a 
worse thing. should come 'Unto the man .he had already 
wronged, but she submitted herself to him fn naught else •. 
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Ue knew that, her promise given, twenty avenuee 'of 
escape might open to fler, and she would .till profit by 
none; he hai known ber keep her word and redeem· her 
bond at risk and cost that might well have extenuated' her 
abandonment of both. He. turned quickly from tlaewatch. 

· Jir,e, and \,Vent· dpwn ,jnto .th~ .h~w of the fartber .. eoeelles, 
whence a Bteep cramped IItall'way, cut upward through tbe 
rock, led, like the ,8baf\ of a mine, into the lowest chambers 
of the building high above on. the erellt of tbe cliff; the bell. 

· tower of .tbe, f .. Uen castle, bare and, crumbling tG ruin, 
deserted, except when, as now, 80me fugitive who mew ita 
Becret lougllt It, .ubterranean .heIter. The.tail' waaper· 

· pendicular and difficult of ascent ~ . he thrust himself .lowly 
I up i~ and i"to ,the dull twilight,.,that by contraat looked 
olear as noon, of tbe basement square of tbe campanile. He 
bad no fear thAt ahe would fail her promise, but he had fear 
-a certain superstitious fear-of tbat 'grave,' colourless, 
magnificent face bent above the pine glow;' he could not 
stay longer; unller the leDse that ,ber eyes were on· bim, 
under the acourge of bel' nnuttered .com,under tbe mute 

· reproach that ,her' Illere' life, was to him. ,H.; would 'not 
,looBe ber to freedom, but he feared her.' ,He breathed more 
frecly wben he lef'll the darkness of the cavern for the uwer 
flo.rth; h.e, wa' . fevered and fatigued, and timorous of the 
danger round them as any long-chased atag I he' CMt him. 

· Belt' down, to rest awhile on the thick ion. lichens covering 
the tower atone., close beside the mouth of the' ahaft, up 
which every faintest Bound from thehollo~den below came 
·~o hi.m as distinct upon the rarefied air as up the' pllsage 
of an aural tube; I. . 

" Alone, bY tbe blazing tumbled heap of pine-wood, her 
attitude never ehanged j the light played OB the metal .t 
tho rifle, in the red-brown of the hound's ey ... on tho .carlet 
and the gold of her lOiled and torn mask dreal; b.yond, o. 
every side, Itretch.d the deDIe Rembrandt ahade of the 
vault j her eyes, wakeful with a terrible "tVa'k.fulnel. that 
lIeemed &8 though it would nevor agaiB relIJ: and sink to 
Bloep, never ltirred from the one apot; in the red. ember., 
"hieb they looked at without knowing what they 1111'.' ~ 
. ~ ~t is but just,~ ahe thought, ~ith that ltern .unsJ>arin, 
BelC-Judgment which 11'&8 strong m har as' hal' iisdamwaa 

. 'trong for the judgment. of the world..'· I never paus" 
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for any destruction; it ia but just that I must destroy the 
ouly life I prize.' . 

And 88 abe thought ber eyes filled with a great agony; 
justice on herself it might be, but how unjust npou the 
guiltless I-upon this man who spent his heart, his honour, 
his very existence on her, only by her to be betrayed or be 
forsaken. 

Through all the varied dangers of her past, her courage, 
. her genius, her instinct, her proweaa had borne her out. even 
when at loss and with Bllcrifice, unscathed and unconquered. 
here at lut no one of these availed her, but she was bound, 
powerless and paralysed. under the net of circumstances. 
Before thia she had never been vanquished; now she W88 

ehained- down. beyond escape beneath the weight of an 
mtolerable oppreBBioD. ' 

The pine-embers glowing crimaon on the gray ash dust 
Beemed to stand out like letters of flame-writing of fire 
that glowed around upon the blackness of the shadows, and 
eeemed as· though it repeated in a thousand shapes the 
worels that had fettered all her bre. W oreis uttered so 
long ago under the great dim oak glades of Greece, while 
the stars bumed down through the solemn woods. and the 
moan of elaasic waters stole through the stillness of the 
night.. W orels tllat she had thought bound her by holy 
withes to noble thoughts, to Bllered aims, to patriot souls, 
to the ransom of the nations, to the armies of the truth. 
Words pledged with a child's faith, with a poet's enthu8iaam, 
with • visionary's hope, with the all-belief of youth, and 
with the glow of ambitious too high for earth, too proud for 
heaven. W ordll dictated by lips that she had trusted then 
<&II though au angel's biddirig spoke by them. W orels that 
while she thought they but allied her to th08e who suffered 
.the martyrdom ofliberatora, who fought for the freedom of 
:speech, and· creed, and act, and who were banded together 
for the deliverance of enchained peoples, fettered her, she 
knew too late, into the power of one man. into the obedience 
of evil. 

She had taken her oath to Conrad Phaulcon and to his 
cause, while in the splendour of her dreams and the igno
rance of her gracious youth sbe had held the one a stainlesl 
patriot, the other a glorified martyrdom; sbe bad been tre
pr.nned $ll.rouib' th6 trueat beauty of her nature, blinded 
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ib'c;1iiRf. purest desiJ'('1 of her hrart. The piltriut 11'111 • 

bave, only 'lie more periioul beelluse also a coward; the 
eauae wu • lie, only the more perilous bocause it stole, and 
draped itself iD, the toga oC Gracchua. the garb of an etel'DlLl 
~~ . . 

Slowly ahe had awakened to the aure agony through 
which all youth pauea-th. agony of diaillusion. Slowly 
.h. had awakened to the knowleage that in giving herself 
to the aervice of liberty, ahe had delivered herself into an 
unalterable thraldom; that the guide whom ahe hlld followed 
as sh. deemed to the fruition of idealised ambitions, and 
the attainment of a atainle .. fllme, waa but a false prophet 
with a tarnished glory only in bia girt. waa but an outlawed 
and n8C8lsitoua l:amorriat, who aaw in her beauty, and her 
talent, and ber wide wealth from the vaat eastern fief ao 
P1any meana whereby to enrich himaelf and to ensnare all 
otbera. And wben ahe bad learned it, and felt its bitter 
fallehood eat into . her very aoul, be, lest ahe ahould break 
from him, had cast aubtilely about her that poiaonous film 
of imputed dishonour which once breathed never puses; 
he had don. it ruthlessly, or rather, lell othera do it and 
never laid them Day, which served as well. Sbe had been 
aacrificed, true, but tbat had been of little account to him, 
lince through it t.he gold, and the harvests, and the luxury 
of the &umelian posse .. ioDa were shared by him; hia name 
alone. Ipoken with bens, had east shadow enough to darken 
it. Then, when that lasli evil had been dODe against her, 
Ihe had grown hardeDed to this world, which so easily 
believed againsli her; Ihe had grown calloua to tbi. outlawry, 
which 11'&1 pronounced against her through the errors of 
another. She waa wronged; sbe did not stoop to ap~ 
or to protelli; the bravery of her nature .teeled mto 
defiance, the independence of ber lire accepted willingly an 
i.olation which yet 11'48 a sovereignty; she had a wide Ten. 
geance in her power, and she took it--with too little mercy. 

Those memoriea thrunged on her &B they had thronged on 
her foe in the lObeline .. of the 8ea-vault, while that vow of 
implicit obedience to bia will, of unvarying &B80ciation with 
hi8 achernea, of eternalailence on bia tie t.o her, and oC eter
nal devotiou to the interesta oC hia order, which bad many 
• time aroused in her luch paaaionate and contemptuoUi 
re\;ltlllioG evOIl whilt ab. repaid hia betrayal br £delit!, 110Y 
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seemed to stand out before her in tbe rantaSb.e~IHu{tfonlii 
bot embers. ' : -,>D .<.r7;::-'~ 

That oath had coiled about her many a time. 'b3d'BtiOed~ 
And bruised, and worn, and stong her beneath all the plea
Bures of her abundant life, had made her, the compelledac
compliee' C?f harm she:: strov'e 'to' avert; had poisoned those 
enterprises and those perils which were to her the sweetest 
savoul'-of her years, had bouod her down into an abhorred 
fealty to a dastard, lind had driven her- to loathe' the sight 
'of those fair bills and stately palacea.N ow it wound round 
another life than hers. ,She would have accepted as retribu
tive justice all that could bave be,fallen herse~ but here she 
could not suffer alone. ' ~ , '. . 

• How' can I, save i him!' How can I, save him P "sbe 
thonght unceasingly; save him not alone from bodily peril 
and. the fruit'of his own noble rashIieaB, but from the curse 
of the love be bore' her. ' ' , 

All she could do for him was to saye hismorlallife; all 
,she could be faithful to him in was to withhold from betray
:ing him:' Her nature was strong, and she could have wrung 
her own hearl, burned out her own desires, put away from 
.herSelf all peace forever without faltering, could she thereby 
have purchaeed oblivion and rest for him; but the.e things 
were unpurchasable rbi8 l!Iuffering through her was irremedi

,able and to 'endure this knowledge ahe had no strength. ' 
, . Time passed; she lIat still there, liar hands clasped round 
.the rifle, her head-drooped on its mouth, 'the Hames now 
dying low to darkn~Bs, and now up!eaping toward th.e black 
,roof -of the . quarried 'rock: Motionless, there,Wlth ,the 
tawny ,lustre of the 1ire on her, .he looked like a statue of 
,bronze, the ·outline of that, attitude of frozen ,vitality, of 
-mute' despair, thrown out distinct in the hot ruddy light 
against the darkness of the cavern around. A. deadening 
.insensibility stole on ber; ahe thought, and thought, and 
~hought, till thought grew an unmeaning' chaos; the 
lengthened want of Bleep brought on her the numbness of 
death by snowdrift; ahe heard nothing, saw nothing, knew 
nothing, till a band toucbed her, and a voice was on ber ear. 

• 0 God! what horror you gave- me! I traced the foot
.tepa on the sands down to the mouth oltbis den, or else-' 

,The words died on Erceldoune's lips, arrested there by 
the look he saw upon her face as it -ria raiaed and turned 
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to him. In a breathl"B, pitile.1 silence-they looked upon 
eacb other, the red gleam of the flames between; her head 
turned back over her shoulder in an intenlity of terror that 
looked the terror of an iufinite guilt, .. her whole· frame 
Ihuddering from him, bel' haughty beauty changed into a 
Ihamed Bnd Ihrinking thing of fear. . He, who had prayed 
thaI; the se81 might cover him if once her eyes fell beneath 
hiB own, rend worse than his death-sentence in that look. 
His arms, that had been stretched out to her, sank ;: out of 
hi. gaze, tpat had sought hers in such eager wonder, aU the 
light died; over his face passed the stern, cold, dark agony 
of doubt. . . 

• You fear me-Yot.I'· . . . ' 
The words were few, but they bore to her ear a reproach 

beyond aU otben-a reproacb too noble in its rebuke to 
4Juote the thouslind' clnims upon hSl" trust and ,honoul" that 
liis act. had gained, They called her to herself..;...to the ona 
memory lcft her-that he must be Baved. Her head feU-l.. 
she had not'strength to look on him-and Ihe put him 
backward fr~m her with a piteoull gesture. ,. ' , 

• I fear for you., Gi>-go-go I . Thil place is death" 
, 'Your place is !;Dine. Why are you here P' , " . 
Sbe an8wered 'nothing; 8he cowered there in the play of 

tbe fire'll glow, while ever and again'her glancslloughtthe 
gloom of the cuern'.' recesseiras a"hunted stag seeks the 
baunts of the forest whence. hii bunteramay spring. She 
had Baid thnt IIhe would keell truth both to her tyrant and 
to her Baviour i IIhe had' SaId that sbe would never again 
touch with hera the hand of the man whom her caresl would 
betray; she hadnp intent but to be faithful to both bonds. 
But she had not looked for the ordeaJof the actual presence, 
of the visible torture, of him whom ahe-had consented to 
for8ake; abe bad no coura~e. to face these; she had takeu 
no thought of how to bid him know their divorce WBII abBa.. 
lute and eternal. 'She wali u8urped by the one knowledge 
of the jeopardy bis life 1I'a8 in while Deaf him. was the crimi
nal who before had,lought i~he criminal she had Iworn 
to IIcreeD. ., 

His eyel 1I0ftened with an infinite yearning as he law 
her misery; it was not in him to harbour doubt while pity 
could be needed; his nature 11'811 long-suft'ering and blindly 
leJloroui; he OWl remembered that the woman ,for whom 
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b~ would have died a thousand deaths was there in her 
anguish. before him-anguish that was. for bis sake, and 
was beyond his aid. ·He forgot all else, with that nohle 
oblivion Qf a mind tbat takes no thought for itself. He 
.. tooped and strove to lift her up to hiB embrace. 

'Why have you left me P What is it on you? If 
dl.~r, I share it; if evil, I pardon it.' . 

She drew herself back before bis arms could raise her, 
and let her bead sink lower and lower until her forehead 
touched hiB feet; -tbat dauntless brow that had never 
bent; to monarchs or to prelates, nor drooped beneath threat 
or before peril. 

• As you have loved me, loathe me~ Go ! ' 
. .Leaning over her,he beard the faintly whispered words j 
he started with a shiver that ran through all his limbs j the 
memory of ·the guilt imputed to her rolled back on him 
like a great sudden wave of recollection that broke down 
beneath it every other. thought. 'It is a traitress of whom 
we speak,' it had been said, to him j it looked the remorse 
of a traitress that abased her at his feet. 

He stood. above her, not raising her; not touching her, 
the unspeakable love and compassion in him straining to 
contest the doubt that froze his. blood, tbe doubt that still 
seemed to his loyalty ,of soul so vile a crime against her. 
He was silent many moments, while the heavy throbs of 
his beart beat audibly on the stillness j cast there before 
him in the hot half-light, all her beauty of form tempted 
him with remorseless temptation. So that she were his, 
what matter what else she should be, guilty or guiltless, 
dishonoured 01' honoured, with death or with peace in her 
kiss, with cruelty or with mercy on her lips P All his soul 
went out to her in a grea~ cry. 

,,' 0 God I you are mine-you are mine I What do I 
ask else, or care P • 

It was the baser strength of his passion that cried out in 
those burning words j their fire thrilled her, their echo 
woke in her; yet with them, the force which had never 
before then failed her revived. Here lay bis danger-this 
danger, born of her own loveliness, that. would abase him 
and allure him. and destroy him; this danger, which filled 
her with on~ instinct alone-the instinct to tear him at all. 
cost frp~ th~ IIllake's ~Ilst wbicl.l hell! h~3 foc, tQ f;ompel 
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L1m at a11 hazard. r~tn herself, through wLom llisdestructioJl' 
came. She rOBe and locked her handB upon hiB 11m, and 
prelsed him forward out toward the mouth of the cavern. 

• Go-go I Thi. place iB death for you.' 
• What I-and you are here P • 
The word a were stern with th~ ltemness of doubt and ot 

demand aB he drew himself back from her hold, and looked 
down into her faCe with a look that hai Dever been in his 
eyea before when they had gazed on hers. The lODging of 
his heart and the agony of suspicion strove within him 
against each other. . 

A smile pas8~d over-Iler face; the smile that is the re-
lignation, the self-irony, of nn absolute despair.. . 

'He doubts at last,' she thought. 'He can be saved 
throu~h that.' _ 

And she .ad strength in her to bope from her soul that 
luch doubt might wrong her deeply enough to. spare this 
man some portion of his pang; might make her in his sight 
loathsome enough to be thrust out from every memory, 
cursed yet unregretted. . 

That smile stung him 8S scorpions sting; he crushed her 
in his armll, ere she could ellCape him, in the ferocity of. all 
intense torture. 

'You Bmile at my milery P Are you, then, the thing 
that they say-the beautiful, pitiless, glorious, infamous 
temptress. seducing men to your will that they may perish 
in your work, binding them by their passions that they' 
may die at your bidding P Ah, my love, my love I only 
look in my eyes as an hour.ago and I will curse myself thnt 
I ever asked you such shame j only let your lips touch 
!lline with their 8weetness, and the whole world shall call 
you traitress, but I shall know you truth.' 

The impetuous wiid words poured out unchecked, in
coberent; be Icarcely knew what he uttered; he only 
knew that the kiss of this woman would outweigh witb 
him tbe witness of all mankind. They burned deep down 
into ber heart; they brou~ht tbe subtlety of temptation to: 
her, insidious, sweet,. and rank as boney-hidden poison.· -
Her honour broken with one, her past withheld from the 
other; a bond ruptured, a silence kept; this only done, and 
the sweetne •• of liberty and the liberty of love werehets. 

But abe thrust it from her. Here she had no pitt fOI 
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herself j and. here l!he had pi~exhaustles8, and l111ed with 
an unsparing self.reproach-for this man, who out of the 
very nobility of his soul, the very guilelessnes of his trus t, 
fell thus beneath her feet, and hung hi81ife upon her. She 
had been merciless to others, devoting them to her need, 
breaking them througb. their own weakness, with the un
pitying contempt anq. rigour of intellectual. disdain and of 
ae~suous allureI!lent; here she was mercile~s pnto herself j 
here .ahe ben~ and, broke and cast. away all her own life 
wit~0!l~ p~use .or compassion. That which she had done to 
others she did also to herself. She unloosed herself from 
his hold, and looked at him with thecol,a unnatural tran
quillity which had. had itll terror even for ~he. Greek. . 
: .~ W;ho has calle~ me a traitress? ' _., 

His eager eyes burned' down with im'ploring appeal int~ 
hero~; the ardent fealty that would .have diabeheved the 
voice .. of Rea.ven against herg~owed through the ,heavy 
shadows of pam and dread upon h~B face. . . 

• A traitor' himself-a liar who shall, eat his. lie in the 
dust. God forgive me that I uttered the word to you! . But 
yol,[ speak to me strangely; you drive me beside myself: 
Doubt bas not touched me against you; I would not soil you 
with so"much as suspicion. 0, my loved one! your honour 
wall' "afewith me.. Do not think that one shalt of bis told; 
thatQn~ moment of belief gave him triumph. He spoke 
infamy against you, it is trne j .and I .swore to him .to bring 
that inramyto yOUl' hearing; but never because it glanced 
by me as truth-never save only for this, to prove him and 
branu l~im in .falsehood. You know me i as I love, so .I 
trust, :so I ,honour.' . . 

8h!i . .l!tayed him with a gesture; she couId bear no more. 
The swift, eloque~t, generous words seemed thrust like 
daggers thJ'ough her heart. The noble f~arless:tight of faith 
upO/~' his. faee made her blinq as with the lustre of ~he noon
day..sun.;, .This was the man she. must forsake for ever 
while their. lives should last; this was the love that she 
must change into eternal scorn of her as of a wanton, 
murderous, living lie. Her martyrdom grew greater. tJlan 
her' strength.· '. I ,_. . 

,~Who was he P t she asked. , ,_ ; I .. j ; 

,:~ Victor"Vane; your guest. your friend,'; 
·.~And. huaidP" . ." . ' : ., 
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-, ~l the llame her old superb irony flAShed over her face. 
her (1111 superb wrath gleamed in her glance, her lofty height 
ro~e ('reet as a palm, ber eyes met hie in all the (ulnass of 

o their regard. He,needed DO _ '·"er denial of the calumnies 
attainting bel'. ' - , 

'He eaidP' 
, What your look h&9 answered enough.' 
• No. Whllt does be bring to my 'chargeP' 
• Vileness that my lips will' never repeat. Hall! truths 

"uug into whole lies. o.a only such men CIUl wring them. 
Chiefly, be bade me ask you two things.' -, , 

• Tbey were P , _ 
I Who it is that sought my life in the mountains, and 

what tie a Greek. Conl'lld.Phaulcon, bears to you,' , 
A change passed over her Cace. like that _ change which 

IIteals all the liviug warmtb and hue from features that 
tho grayne8lt of death jsapproo.cbing. _ lIe saw it, and 
bis voice c:une in broken rapid breaths, imperious and lm-

o ploring. , ' 
_ • Are they one, this Greek and my murderer P , 

She answered him nothing.' He saw a bot deep flush rise 
upward over her face and boso~ -the 6 ush Q( a hitter degra-
dation. -

_ ' A moan like a wounded lUlimal's b:oke from _ him i ' be 
could not bear to live and Bee Bhame touch her. He Btood 
above her, while the flicker of tbe fire glowed duskily upon 
the dilated wondering mieel'J of hia eyes. 

I Are they one P Answer me.' 
Sbe did uot answer. nor did. ber look meet bia. 
I That man I Bbowed rou sleeping i. this Greek.' 

, She held silence still. 
,I Wbat! you BCreen him iD his' crimeP What tie has he 
to you, then P , 

Her teeth clenched tight u a vice to keep, }lerself from 
uttenuice of the words that rushed to ber tongue. 

110 Btared blindly at her i be felt suffocating, drunk. mad i 
. he Btood beside this woman. whoso every tress of hair he 
loved, whose' mere touch could Bend the vivid joy like 
ligbtning through his veins, and be arraigned her 88 her 
judge for bnving union and collusio~ with his attempted 
8laughter. 

• \\' ha~ is be til youP Where ill- 'he now r' he panted., , -



IDALIA. 

, • YO,n called him your worst foe. Do WOmen shelter thet. 
foes' guilt thus 11 You would not let me take my justice on 
hi. life. What is his life to you P' 

She looked at him with the rigid calm retorned upon her 
face;impenetrable as a mask of Btone. 

, I said that there were things that you could never know. ' 
This is of them. I have withheld your justice from you; I 

, have known your assa88in, and kept the knowledge untold to 
'you. I have. erred agaiDl~t you greatly. Think of me what 
'you will, what you must.' 

The reply WIIB spoken with a cruel mechanical precision. 
She moved from him and stooped above the pine-logs, seek. 
ing their heat. She felt as she had done when once, in 
'a Livonian winter, the night-snows had overtaken and en
shrouded her, and the life had begun to torn to ice in her 
veins. 

Something in the very action bespoke a suffering so mute 
and so iutense that it struck to hill heart, still so closed to 
'evil and so open to faith, so slow to give condemnation, 110 

quick to render trust and pity. ,He threw himself besid., 
her, drawing her hands against his breast, searching her 
eyes with the longing love, the bewildered incredulity, of. 
his own . 

• Think of you I What can I think P You are my mis
tress, my sovereign, my wife; you take my love and yield 
me yours; you have smiled in my eyes and lain in my arms 
alld spoken of a lifetime passed together; and now-now it 
is my murderer who ,is sacred to you and beloved by you-

·u')t I!' . ' . 
As though the fire of the words stung her into l,luddeI\ 

I ire, she ,turned swiftly, all, the light and the fever and the 
IlIIguish .of passion breaking one moment through the frozeu 
tl',mquillity of her iace. 
, ' Not you P Ah, would it were not, my love, my love, my 
love!' ' 

In the yearning of the accent a tenderness unutterable 
broke out and burst all bonds. As he heard the darkness 
passed from his face; a glow, like the morning shone 
there. 

, You love me thnsl You unnot have betrayed me ! • 
She stayed him; she knew that this glory of reawakening 

joy'must be quenched in an eternal night 
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• Wait." I lo,e you. I cannot lie to you tMrfl. But 
that ends, now and always. I aay you have been sinned 
against heavily. I must sin also against you; SiD without 
,bame by forsaking you; Bin with shame by life with you. 
I choose the leaat. Weare divorced for e,er i we must be 
aa are the dead toone another. Forgive me, if you can; 
curle me, if you cannot. Whatever you do, lea,e me as 
though death were in my touch.' 

All the ardour and the yearning and the warmth had 
passed from her voice; it was Bad as deapair, and in-
8exible. . . 

He liatened, watching her with a grave wondering pain 
and pity; he had his own thought of the meaning of hep 
worda: and the patience and the belief in him were in~ 
finite. 

I Though death came by you, do you think tltat I would 
leave rou P' 

The great salt tears sprang into her aching eyt's i in her 
agony abe could have set the muzzle of the rifts to hel" 
forehead, and died there at his feet. She had a more mer
cilellll ordeal-to live and make herself loathsome in his 
sight. 

I No; you would not,' she answered him. 'But-if dis
honour came by IDe P , 

His frame shook with a Budden abudder ; but still abe 
could not turn IIway the enduring tenderness that would not 
take even her own witness against her. 

• You U8e cruel words,' he said, while he 8tood abo,e her 
with the dignity of a judge, with a great nobility in the pity 
of hi8 gaze. • Hear me awhile. I have learnt more of 
your past to-day; I think that I can imagine what I do noll 
know of it. I think that you have been involved in evil,. 
but through errors that had root in virtue8; I think that~ 

" many have betrayed you and attainted you through the 
very brafery and generosity of :four nature! I think that 

• you have been bouud with crimmala because you first held 
them to be patriots, and because your bond was aocred to 
you even when aworn to worthless meD. Do I think 
ari htP' " 
: ~he heard in silence; bel' aonl went out in honour and 

adoration of thia man, who out of the truth and the virtue 
of hill on heart judged and di~ed her life thus rightly, 

21[ 
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degpite all weight of cireuIDlitance, rJ.I darkne!ll III caiamn,.' 
But she knew that to leavs him to think this I>as to bind 
her to him for evermore. She knew that .he must think 
else than this ere he would be forced from allegiance to 
her .. 

''You think nobly, because you think by tho light of 
your OWl}. heart,' she said in her teeth. ' Bub it is not this 
that you wele warned to think to.day. Your counsellor 

,was nearer right. Believe him.' . 
'. Were you .what he said, you would not tell me that. ! 

Judge you thus by thelighti of your own nature. You speak 
to me of divQl"ce-of dishononr~ You know the coward who 
attempted my life, and will not render him up to my justice. 
These are bitter things; yet I can see day thr~ughthem. 
It may be that you have fallen among much gwlt. and yet 
are unstained amid. corruption; it may be that you shield a 
lrime,.because to expose it would be treachery in you; it may 
be that you elect to forsake me because y1>11 cannot reveal 
to me .that full truth of YOl1r past which should be one of. 
my marriage·rights. This is how I judge you; If I judge· 
rightly, I said to you that you could not stretch my tender-. 
ness farther than I would yield it, I say so now; trust only 
TIly love, it shall never fail you.' . . 

'0 God I cease, or you will kill me !' 
She swayed forward, and sank down at his feet, her brow 

lind bosom bruised on the cold jagged Hoor of tbe cavera;· 
she had exceeding strength, but she had not strength enough 
to he.,r those tender words and give them no response, to 
behold. tbis limitless forgiveness stretched to ber, and leave 
him to think ber too ~callous, too abased, to return to it 
even gratitqde and repentance; to kuow tbat, as be judged 
ber, he struck to .tbe very COre of fact, and rendered her 
but sheer and rightful justice, yet that the acceptance of 
even. this j!1sticeat his p,ands was denied her through an 
alien crime. . . 

He stood above her, the great dew gathering on his fore
bend; the evidences against her that bel' accuser had un
coiled one by one .. in ,aoclose a sequence thronged on. bis 
memory; her attitude, her misery, her abasement, had so' 
much of guilt in them. yet had so far too Inuch of Buffering 
to be the cruel, wanton. voluntary guilt of Bucb • woman u. 
her calumniator had declared }ler. to lie-in be guilt. Bell-
IUOUS. tyrannous. and self·choI!eD. --
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He stooped to her, and his voice waa 80 low that it was 
hardly heard above the beatings of his heart. ' . . 

I I cannot, tell. I. it-not justice ,tbal; you need, but 
pardon?', ' 

Shfl answered him ,nothingwbere ,he had sunk in that 
bowed. broken abandonmeilt. ,'l'he nobler his pardon, the, 
darker.wu thtt wrong against~ him.l · Sbe could- have kissedr 
hi. feet, and cried out to ,him,for forgiveness, all though her 
own band had done that murderoua iniquity against bim,. 

,She could better ha.ve borne his curse than, she, could bear 
, his tenderness. " ,! 

He touched her j his hand shook like a leaf. 
I Is it 80 P I can, bear ~o know you IIrs human by error j 

you shall be but dellrerto me,fo~ the truth with which ,you 
redeem it.' ,: . " . 

. She looked at him with 8 swift Budden movement that 
raised the fllll beauty of ~er face upward in the tawny flame. 
light~.it was colourless, and linel} with ,the marks of tho 
damp stones, and had all its proud glory soiled and dimm~ •. 
yet It had the grandeur of an .intense sacrifice. of an in~eIl8e 
passion, in it. " ,,', ' 

, Ab, you, are just and,. pitiful as a god I Give no pity,; 
give no justice here. Only leave me-leave me, and~ve~ 
look upon lilY face again.' . .' ,'" 

• For whut cause P , ,. ' . ' 
" ',For the cau8~ - that, of my people YOllr murdere~ 
came.'",;" 

,He looked at ner with a terrible incredulity.;that' WaS, 
Ilowly hardening into the stern chill desolation of doubt 
that he had put from him so long,withao, leal ,an. aUe., 
giance. " 

'or' your people' ,You called the Greek-tom~,~ur' 
deadliest foe P', . " ' . .' , 

She ,,'as silent onC8 more; the testimony ot half tb~ 
nations of tbe eartb would have failed to .weigh .witbhim 
against her; but by her own blow8 the .torm-proo(fabric 
of his fuith was awaying t9 its .fall., ., " , ,_ . 

He laid his hands upon ber .• houlde. raJ c .. rue. bing -wider 
them the loose massea other hair. _, _ ' ,. ,. 

, First your foe, then your comrade-bated ~ud' abeltered 
-cODdemned by, you, and screened by you. What; is .he te 
lo~ thl. IIlan tOJ; whom lOU forswear yourself !D1l4 pl' 
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. Sbe answered nothing j the red shadow of tho fire 
gleamed upon her face, but it was not so dark and so hot 
aa tho Bush of shame that scorched there. His hands held 
ller like iron. The force of jealousy rose in him; the fero. 
city of bitter suspicion worked in him; against all witness 
he had disbelieved every accusation brought to stain her, 
but he could not disbelieve the meaning of that silence, 
of that humiliation, of that . eonacience-stricken abase-
ment. . 

The patience, so long strained, broke at Inst. 
'They say this brute was once dear to youP II it true, 

.inee you cover his crime BO fondly P , 
She· did not reply; her head was bent 80 that he could 

not look upon her conntenance, but he could see the heaving 
of her breast, with its rapid, laden breathing. 

His hands grasped her with unconscious violence; he 
knew neither what he did nor said; he knew only tbat she 
could nQt meet his eyes, that she could not answer his chal. 
lenge. . 

, Is it true-that you once loved him P , 
She bowed her head; a faint, chill, deadly smile crossed 

her lips one moment, sbe smiled as men, lying broken on the 
wheel, have laughed. 

A cry loud and hoarse rang frOID him down the stillness 
of the vault; he staggered where he stood, and loosed her 
from his hold, and stretched his arms out mechanically, as 
though he had grown. blind and sought sU'pport. Tbe mer. 
ciless light of certainty !leemed to have stncken his sight as 
lightning strikes it; that hideous assurance of conviction 
had come on him, against which the mind is at once lind for 
ever conscious no appeal is possible. 

Had she denied it, by the trustful tenderness of his na. 
ture, the evil told against her would have passed, leaving no 
stain, no shadow even, of mistrust of her; but before that 

,affirmation of her gesture, before that condemnation ot' her 
silen08,it lay no more with him to choose between bt'lief and 
disbelief. His faith fell, as a tree must fall when its roots 
are s.vwed. 

, There is o~e man-one man only-that your mistres. 
ever loved.~ . 

The word. ·lCemed whispered by a thousand voices thn* 
l'ueD.lld 40Wll the emptr air i he had been betrayed bl 
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her that thill criminal might be sbeltered from his ven
geance. 

He knew it; in that horrible hUlh of stillness that fell 
between them, his beart stOod still, his very life seemed to 
eease; it 'W&8 out of her own mouth that be 'condemned her. 
Hi. throat rattled, bis words blU'8t,. scarcely with any human 
sound in them, from his parching lips: I. " 

• What f you kneel there and tell me tbi. thing-you 
wbo swore to me that no kiss but mine ever tonched you? 
What! you fooled me witb ~ove words that you might lead 
me oft' the BClnt of my vengeancs f you turned a .living lie 
to harbour a murderer' Such vilenesl is not in woman! 
You a traitress I-a wanton I-a slave of your senses l-a 
priestess of vice I 0 God I Say the whole world is false, 
but not you! ' , 

She held silence stilL Her head dropped lower and 
lower, as though each word of that' appeal were a hurled 
Itone that beat her down lower and lower in her abase
meRt. 

He forced her upward in his armll with tbe unwitting 
violence of (luft'ering. and strained ber once more tu his 
embrace, and covered with kisses her lips, her brow, ber 
bosom. 

, Soy it-ssy it. Say the world lies and you are true, or 
-or-I think I shall end your life and mine! • ' 

Her eyes, beavy witb the mists of a great misery, falthom
lesl and hopeless like the eyes of the Fates, in Greek sculp. 
tures, gazed up to bis. 

'Do you dream I would stay yoU!' handi' It were'best 
10-SO I should be yours yet.' '. 

• Mine 1 What then P-you love me though you' are my 
traitress P • 

The word rang iu sullen echo down the stillness of th8t 
eavern; a hard bitter agony- passed over her face. 

'One may have guilt and yet have love,. she muttered 
faintly. 

He shuddered as he heard her; in the answer a subtle 
tempting coiled around him ; the perfection of her earthly , 
beauty might be his, thougb it were but the love or the 
wanton wherewith she loved him;' the taint on her sou.;· 
l"Ould not stenl the fr~grance from her lips, the volup~uou8 
li6'ht from her eyes, tue morlal glory from Iter lovelmess. 
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:rh~ has~r JlMsions of ~is soul longed for ~er, ~hough every 
evil that swells the sum of human crime had place in het:...,..,. 
thoug~ througlthe~ !3b,0~14 cO,me to him sin, ~lld desolation; 
ana~lsIiono,U1~ .. Y,Il~ he was ~ot their slave ;.,the greatness 
ofJ!~s naw,xe rO!l!l:abpV!l them, and, trampled Ollt. their 
tempting." ,~!l .put. per ,from his arms .lest his strength 
should fail him, thrust her hack from him so thatber breath 
s,hould be .iIlo.mo~~. again~t,his,c!J.e6Ii:, her .~eart throb no 
mote on his own.. . '" , " ''', 

. , Love that is . faIthiess and '~ha~eful PWhat' is that tc 
llle p, ,If yo~ ,h)l.rewronged, my vilest foe, the woman. I loved . 
is, dead,~ ..' ",' . . ..' . ' 

.The sentence in its brevity . .had ~despair d~ep as death. 
Where she stood, before him :/lhe howecL her. head, as 

beneath words that had the weight of a righteous law. 
Fo~ -W~---that he rose higher than his passinns', ~empting, 
that, he,.s~~gled the assailants of his, senses., that inti.
delityto his enemy wouldhave·heen as dark in his sight 
as in:6.delity to himself_he honoured him with a great 
reverence. 
, 'Yes. She is dead,' ~he an'swered him, with a strange 
dreamy .repetition. 'Where has she ever .lived save in 
your visions P She is dead-go. Do not wait by her grave.' 

,Thel,'. ;was & terrible meaning in, the, hushed hopeless 
words; across their calmness a single cry broke-"-a Cl'Y that 
had in it all th!l desolation of ~ ruined. life, ofa breaking 
hearl. " ' 
. 'Then silence fell between them. She had no courage to

look; uponhilil face.j she dared not read all that she knew was 
written there. . " ' " .., , 
~he,droop~g flames, rea~hed Ii. dry bough ,of pille, and 

flared afresh with it, and rose up in a writhing column of 
light :tliatJiashed,its ruddy,glow into thjl darkest shadows 
of the cav~rn.; ·As the :Ilames darted into.lustre they shed 
their hue on the fair head of the, Greekl:ltretched out ·in 
all its velvet beauty from the' deep gloom of the farther 
vault .. He. drew back swiftly, as the tell-tale glare searched 
for him ~d fell upon his face..' . 

. Before he could reach the shelter: of the inner. den, the 
one he had wronged . saw him; and, with the leap of a 
staghound, hurled himself upon him, and dragged him 
from. the depths of the vault forward into the full light of 
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the flames. The slight limbs of the Athenian had no force 
8~ninst the vengeance of the- man who saw in him at once 
biB murderer and her paramour; be was torn out frou:. 
his lair and tossed upward, as a wrecker's hands may toss 

beam of driftwood., ' ' 
Erceldoune forced him downward into the circle of the' 

burning pines, so tha,t full in their light and full in her 
sight ho should take his justice on the wretch ,who l111d 
once struck at his life, and now took far mQre t.han life 
from him. He only knew that this was the man who had 
sought to assassinate him; that this was the man for whom 
and to whom she betrayed him. Yet, beyond the memory 
of his vengeance, beyond tha violence of his hat-red, beyonli 
the rage of jealousy in his lIoul, was a terriblepntbos of 
wonder that looked out at her from the re}>roach of his 
e~e8; it was for a thing so, vile as ,this she had betrayed 
him; it was for a lite so infamous as this that she had 
given herfSelf to guilt I _ , . ' 

Reeling, swaying, striving they wrestled breast to breast, 
strangers from the far end of the earth, yet bound together 
by the kinships of wrong and of hate, while she, wlio had 
cast herself between them, strove to part them-strove, to 
tear them asunder-strove with desperate strength ~q end 
their contest. Erceldoune thrust ~er back, and tlung hf.'.r 
lIeavily off him. 

• y'~l1 stayed my hand once-not again. Stand there, 
and Sf.'e the felon you harbour die as curs elMl' _~ 

His face waa black and swollen with the lust for blood 
that she had ieCo there when he had fought with the 
Neapolitan Churchman. Wound in one another they 
straggled together, seeking each other's life. with the 
breath of the flames hot upon them. , 

The Greek's lipl were white with fear, but they laughed 
as he glanced aaide at her. . 

,'You love to lee men at each other's throats! You love 
to see tiger'l play P So, 10, Miladi !-Then look here.' 

He slipJ?ed loose with a swift, supple Dlovement, and 
freed his nght ann. There was the glisten of IIteel in the 
light· the blade quivered woft to strike down straight 
throu'gh heart ~r lung; before it could fall, his wrist !al 
eaughtin a gI"lP that snapped the bone, and wrenchmg 
the knife from his hand, flung it far away into the deptha 
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of the cavern, while the sinewy arms of the man he} had 
wronged gathered them fresh into tbeir deadlyembraea. 

The slender southern limbs had no chance, the flerpen. 
tine suppleness had no avail, the fox-like I!kill ha.d no 
power, against the mighty frame and the ruthless will of 
the avenger who at last had tracked him; a shrill scream 
'broke from him as the steel was twisted from his grasp, 
the numbness of dread overcame him as he was choked lD 

tlie ami's of his victim, and down into his looked the un-
_ bearable :6.re of the eyes he had left for the carrion birds 

to tear. A sickly horror, a facination of terror, held him 
breathless and unresisting to the will -of his foe; Erccl. 
doune swung him upward, and held him, as though he 
were a dog, above his head, his own height towering in the 
glow of the flames. 

e 0 God!' he cried in the blindness of his agony and of 
rus hate. a Is there no death worse than what honest men 
die for this brute?' 

She threw herself on him, she seized the loose folds of 
-his linen dress, she held him so that he had no power to 
move unless he trod her down beneath his feet. 

e Spare him! for my sake spare him!' 
e For your sake! You dare plead by that plea to me ?' 
, 0 Heaven! what matter what I plead by! Give me 

hialife-give me his life!' 
, The life of a murderer to the prayer of a wanton? A 

fit gift! Stand back, or I shall kill you with your para. 
mour.' 

, W &it! you do not know what you do! I saved your 
life from him; let that buy his life from you.' 

He stood motionless, as though the words paralysed 
him; all the tempest of his passions suddenly arrested; 
all the wild justice of revenge, that had made him strong 
as lions are strong, turned worthless as at last he grasped 
its power in his hands. The blow that struck him was 
memory-the memory of that death-hour when, through 
her hands, life had been given back to him. 

By that hour he had sworn that she should ask what 
she would of him, and receive it. At last she. claimed her 
debt; cla.ir!led by it the remission of her sins; claimed 
by it mercy: to the companion of her guilt. 

He stood motionless a moment, the leaden night.like 
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,hadows heavy I\S murder on his face and on his soul. Then 
at her feet he dashed the Greek down, unbarmod. 

• What you ask bl my honour, take by your Ilhame.' 
And, without another look upon her face, he went down 

through the gloom, and out to the air, to the sea, to the 
day, ere his strength should fail him, and the stain of 
t>loodguiltinesB lie on hiB hands. 

CHAPTER XXXIV. 

IJ 6In lIY ]lODY :rOR EVER TO INHERIT l't11fISBMEJrT, 
A.n PIlfE.' ' 

CONRA.D PBAt1LCON Illowlr gathered himself from the 
ground, faint,blind, Iltaggenng from the force with which 
he had been thrown, and looked on where she had fallen 
senselesll, her proud head Ilunk on the gray wood-ashes, 
her face white with the whiteness of death. He thought 
her dead; and a mortal dread fell on him, a mortal chill
neBS froze his heart. In his own cruel, tyrannous way 
he loved her still, and he thought that he had killed her. 
Moreover, she had been faithful to him. Listening and 
watching there, he had found that she had .kept her bond 
to him, and had not betrayed him. The evil against her 
died out from him; a shame that was almost remorse &tole 
on him. Senseless there, like some fair statue shattered 
down by a hand that stayed not for sake of beauty or of 
genius, she smote his conscience, all dulled and crushed 
and bumed though it was. Throughout their lives he had 
betrayed, and oppressed, and goaded, and dishonoured her; 
throughout them' she had done him good for evil, and 
been true to him ag~inst his own untruth. This strength 
and this fealty pierced him harder, because of their utter 
unlikeness to the cowardice and the greed of his own 
nature. 

With hands that trembled, and tears that stood thick 
in his eyes, he touched her, and sought to revive her. His 
temper was the temper of a. child, and he had a child's 
fleet facile emotions, a child's wanton crueltr and worth .. 
lesl repentance. Like a child, he could wrmg his bird', 
throat without meN:y, and weep useless tears when the 
victim lay cold and huddled in death. 
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'Idalia., Jda.llal':~JJ.e murmured 80ftly.,- .He feared the 
lOunll of.lis own ~oic~ ill that. stillness. '" , 

After 8,,·hile .sense returned ~Q ber l'her lips parted with 
.low· struggling'breaths, ,her ,veins grew warm, her eyelids 
quivered 80nd opened heavily to the glare of the resinous 
Hames. She knew him where he bent above her, and lifted 
herself with & sudden breathless' shuddering force. ' 

, ' Go, go, go! Never dare come again in my sight!' 
He lingered, scared and awed by the words and the ges. 

ture, that were like JItlimprecation upo\!. him, by the blaze 
of her eyes u they linclosed; wide and 'wild, to the tawny 
light. . ' " ' " i ,:. • ,,', 
. , Go, go !' she cried &fresh. 'You could hear what he 
deemed me, a.nd hold your peace! Go j there are wrongs 
gods, themselves could not pardon;' ;, '). ! ' ' I 

, He knew it; .he tUl'lledslowl! .away, imd :went from .ha 
gla.nce, from ,her presence. . .'" . • ' '; 

She. rose f&intIy, and rceling lightly j , her eyes dwelt on 
the black noiseless gloom and: the checkered play of the 
flames with that· gleam, like the gleam ·0£ madness in them; 
that had had irresistible, terror .for the man she banished. 
She stood awhile looking out at the .darkness that closed 
her. in, while :fo1', aU the world. without the morning sun 
was shining. She was like one drunk with alcohol; her 
brain wustunned, yet her force intensified; the power 
a.nd the vitality in her were strong almost to ferocity
,the .ferocity of that unbearable ,suffering which is in itself 
a madness. Like some .lithe-limbed .leopardess, stung- to 
blobdthirstiness ,by the dastard shot -that has struck it 
from an unseen hand, she pused swiftly across thedeptha 
of shadow to the place where the boy Be!-'to lay sleeping 
still in the intense slumber of long fatigue. ' . 

She la.id her ha.nd upon him. 
'Wake." 
Ee did .awa.ken, and.. spra.ng wonderingly from his bed of 

dry sea-grasses. 
, 'Ilhistrissinla! What is there II' 
'There is need of you.' ' -. .; , . " 

. 'lam reaay.' The fair, pale, boyish face had the calm 
keenness of the N apoleonio type. • It is-P' 

'C .' Treaeo:Q.' . 
,o.',AhI' .• 
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Hia eyee caught the terrible meaning. his. mouth the 
terrible BDlilc, that were on hers. . . 

• TreaiIon-againat me P If to me, so to all, so to Italy. 
A.. traitor neVl'r sins~. Go, seek Lousadi and Veni. 
eeek your brethreD, seek anyone of our people. They 
know how t~ avenge the unpardonable sin. Bid' them 
bring him here! I will give him his sentence..· . 

The boy smilcd-the Bmile of a St. Just. 
• He ha81ived his life,' he said, in the old Roman idiom 

'His name, EccellensaP' . 
She· stooped and breathed it OIl hia ~e name of 

Victor V &ne. . 

Without word. or pause he bowed low, took his rifle, anei 
went on her errand. A child bYYe&nJ,yet already weighted 
,nth the wearineaa and the wisdom of maturity, by reason 
of Ul. penalty he paid for having let his Childish soul 
brood over the burdens of the peoples, and dream of 
libertieB under the ~£kuS shadow of' a dominant priest-. 
hood, while other c· en laughed and played, and only 
asked of life that the vine Bhould give fniit, and the sleek, 
herds milk; that their gay feet should ply in the taran~ 
w.'. measure. and Ulo sweet sun dance in their own bright 
,yea. 

She, left there in solitude, and bound by her word. to 
keep the limits of her deD, paced to and frO in the fir&.lit 
da.rkneaB in that fierce, futile rebellion with which she had 
paced the dungeon of the Church. Her erea were burn
mg, her throat was swollen with long ~ her teeth were 
locked like • vice.. A..1l sense, thought,. volition, seemed 
lCorched up and withered in one intolerable misery, one 
unaltemble shame. Oue thing alone aeemed left to 11e!'
!au vengeance. 
. She was of the nature which happineaa makeS sweet, 
rich, generous. &8 . southern sunlight; which calamity ren
den fearleBB, strong, and nobly c:l~ beneath all a4VeJ'8e 
faith; but which wrong and treachery in an instant turn 
hard., dark, dangerous as the force of iron. 

She laughed aloud in the lonelineaa. 
• He played the traitol'-110 ! Well, he will learn hoW' 

'We deal with traitors. FooI. fool, fool!' . . 
TheD, &8 that laugh died, the weakneaa of her bodily 

frame, the agony of her soul, beat down. the false alieu' 
strength of bitter l)assiona. 
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• 0, my love; I!ne moaned. I It WM for your life, not tor 
mine.' 

And she sank down amid the gray ashes by the fire that 
was slowly dying out, with the stupor of exhaustion steal
ing on her, and her eyes fastened on the gloom beyond, 
strained, and senseless, and savage with pain, like those of 
an animal that is chained to a stake for the torture: 
, To her there could have been, no martyrdom like the 
martyrdom of undenied dishonour; borne for his sake, and 
incurred through the fulfilling of her oath. ' 

Without, the boy Berto passed into the white not glare 
,f day, His. errand was perilous; and he knew what 
Tedeschi rods were like, how Papal steel could thrust; 

, but he had the firm, silent heart that Nature early givea 
to those whom she will hereafter make leaders among men; 

, and, havin{:!: a purpose to accomplish, he did it unflinch
ingly, through to the end. He went swiftlyand straightly 
now over the lonely shore, with the eye of a hawk, with 
the speed of a greyhound., glancing on every side for those 
he sought, and going warily, lest he should he seen by the 
soldiers, whom he knew were out, more or less near, seek- . 
ing for' the proscribed who had escaped them. He ran 
swiftly, mile on mile; reaching a crest of land, he paused 
at last for breath. On one side lay the. sea, now blue 
ancJ. laughing in the full noonday; on the other, mountain .. 
bounded, the low-lying lands, with their broad sunlit de
solate tracks dotted with herds of swine and grazing buf
faloes, with' the thickets of wild myrtle and green poola 
of water. ,There he saw what made him drop suddenly, 
and hide like a young hare. . 

What he saw were the barrels of carbines among some 
acanthus-covered stones, that screened a score or so oJ 
soldiers, and farther onward the solitary figure of a mal& 
in: the clothing of the Capri fishers. The soldiers lay close, 
their heads alone above the fallen blocks of shattered tra
vestine; the tall form of the Capriote, dark and towering 
against the intense light,came onward, fast, blindly, tak
ing heed of nothing, seeing nothing, in his path; passing 
straight through the horned cattle as though they were an 
in:sect cloud, with his head bare to the heat, and his eyes 
without sense in them; headlong, as if he were deep in 
d.'ink, yet with a nameless, terrible madness on him that 
ltaJ ~I! terrilile a majesty. ' . 
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Fallcinated by it, the Roman boy watched' him as he 
reeled through the sunlight, while the browsing herds were' 
llcattered by: the tornado of bis course. Others watched 
him also. as he came nearer and nearer straight across 'the 
plain. pausing for no obstacle, brel\kin~ through all vegeta. 
1;ion. passing like the wind over the WIdth of the country. 
Then, rapidly 8IS a las80 is thrown. the soldiers sprang upon 
him 88 he passed the broken stones; his arms, his limbs. 
his body. were bound and knotted with cords ere he could' 
cast oft' one of the score of hands that seized him. Fettered, 
powerl~ss in an instant. with the naked blades flashing' 
round him, he stood like a wild horse netted by Guachos. 
hil mighty muscles panting under the close-drawn bonds, 
his eyel wide-opened on his captors, red and glaring' imd 
sen881esl. There was no escape possible. ", . 

He stood a moment, looking vacantly down on his bowed 
limbs and the savage wolf-eles of the soldiery. All con~ 
acioumess seemed dead in hun; he had rushea on through 
the scorching day, till, had they not arrested bim thus, he 
would have fallen sun-stricken j he was passive from the 
sheer intoxication of Buffering, and he was weak iu his body 
also. for. from a wound on his shoulder, blood Wall' oozing 
through his shirt. Yet, as he felt the withes on his limbs, 
he made one bound, like some magni6cent forest animal 
entrapped i he fought against his captors then on the sheer 
instinct of combat, with his head dropped like a bull ot 
Aragon when it charges to give to the torreador the fatal 
blow of the cogida i and with his firm white teeth, the only 
weapon left; him, clenched hard and fast at th~ throat of the 
.oldler nearest him. 

For lome minute! there WIU! a struggle that made eveil. 
the bold veins of the Roman boy -run chill-weakened, 
hampered, jammed, powerless &II the captive was, he had 
terror for hiS aasailants, as the bull when its black hide is 
steeped scarlet with gore, and its flanks are trans6xed with 
the lance-heada. carries death for picador and banderillo 
,till. Then, brute force conquered; the hirelings of Francis 
were Bearce better than brigands, and courage awakened no 
homage in tbem. When they fell away a little from each 
other, and tbe dust of the parched plain that had risen in 
clouds above the Bcene of the conflict sank, they had pulled 
!lim doWll .. with ~ lasso-he W88 Btretched there -OD the 
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ehqrli b:U'~t turf, p~s,ey~s ~.Btended •. ~is mouth filled with 
land. hIS lImbs lashed ,fast, with, cords. 

To, .them he, was, hut ,a Cilpri, boahnan, a. thing of the 
peop1e"a scum o.f the Ilea. a rebelon whose life Ii good price 
was., ,lIet.: an anlmnl,to be thrust to the 811ambles. how 
roughIYlDa~tii~ed)i~g~ at' tb",t 9.ut~fr,hi~heart t11eyshould 
c;uj; t11at,whlcI! t~ey'soug~t,to k~ow., _ " ' 
, ~heflieavedhll~ llP., wlt,h a,.Jr.,lCk, by th., e: r. oP, ell tbey bad 

passeQ, ,;roun(r,pis, waillt" aud" uudei.-, bis shoulders; they 
Ioollened ~ little;thl) cords bindiIlg his ankles, and bade him 
8t~"!ld; holdirig,B ,carbine' at his bead j then they fastened 

'him by his Qelt,to two 'of ,the 8,tronge8t-built of their band, 
an~,,~itp.bayonets ,fUed in his'rear, dtove him on in their 
l1enj;r~,as th,e Aragon, bull i~ driven on at the point of the' 
lance' from pasture to circus. , ' "'" :" , -' 
. flo. ~hey tppk their way th;rough ,i~e :wli!te',bre~dth ?f ~he 
l!unIlgbt over the brown lonely plmn!1, WIth' thellolprlBOJ;ler 
set in their midst. ne had never spoken bnce. ' ; " 
, The child Beri;o rose sl()wljfrom his hiding-place in the 
Jc)W myrtle-bushes jmany a time his hitIld had been on his' 
rifle, tc;> send a message qf death throllgq these wolves (il" the" 
Apennines whl> WOre the king's livery, and dishorioured the' 
title of soldier; ,as many, times he had paused" !snowing that 
one' shot could avail nothing, and that, were it' fired, he' 
wou1donlr share ,the .capti".itr of the manw;ho\Jl ,he sought 
tQ relE)ase. As hlB, Bh~ht gll,',hsh frame rose tiP out of the' 
lea~v ,screen and.~gl\l~s~, the B~mnY,blue of' the' sky', bis' 
teeth were ,set ,tIght"h!s pale .features had'OOgrown liKe 
marble.' ' , ' " ' , " ' ) , ,..' " : 
, 'They" go to talte him to thei~ captain r they will make 
pim, tell where her refuge is. If he will not tell they have' 
rods, they have, the, water-torture-drop, drop; drop, ah ! 
tilJ one is mad I' he muttered aloud, 'in his' breathless Tage: 
He k,new nothing or this stranger, save that he guessed'him' 
by pis dre~s to be the sailor whom he hadbeard had rescueif 
her from Taverna-in the cavern 'his sleep, had been. too' 
yrofound to awake to any distant sound~but, the ,sight of 
ti),e conflict and thl! capture alone sufficed to rouse all the' 
'revolutionary and patriotic soul that ',vas in him. ' 'He' 
:wtYJ;lg pis hands as be watched the 80ldiersmove over the 
,plafliin

l
, growinJ dark and dista.ntt ais~;nitfar.ofl'troo'P' of 

b\1 a o. " " , 
'., .. . .... 
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, Ab, the brigands l the assassins I And I could not fire· 
a bullet for him!' he cried, in his solitude. 'Miladi must, 
know of it. She can Bay whether he will bear the scourge 
and be Bilent. It I had thought he would' speak, I would 
have shot him dead before they could have got him. Almost; 
I wish I had. It had been surer.' . 

For the Roman lad knew the means-passing the strength 
of humanity to endure-by which men who were mute· 
againlt royal or priestly will were made to find voice in that· 
fair dominion of Naples. '. . 

'She must know,' he mused; waited an instant, then 
witb the speed of a lapwing, once having the swell of the' 
hillock. between him and the soldiery, he retraced .his way: 
over the lowlands to' whence be came, until out of the laugh-. 
ing brilliancy of the noon·Bun he came into the darkness of 
the cave, which now was only lightened by the low flicker of 
the expiring pine-8ames. .. 

Her attitude bad never changed. There was thst in !it, 
al she 8st beside the great beap of silvered ashes and. at: 
burnt-out wood, that struck the boy'l heart with.a sudden 
awe and fear. The abasement, 'the subjection, of a fearless 
life hRa ever in it 0. certain terro~the mournful terror, of 
every fallen greatness-for those who look upon it. 

He wel~t softly to her, an~ I'poko low in her ear before 
ahe !law him by her. . 1 '. . . 

• Eccellenlll, the soldiery are out.' .' " ' , ' 
She gave no sign that she heard him. ,." '. ' , 
• The soldie1'8 haTe· him! Can you trust him. mustri&o 

aimaP" , ' 
She stillaeemed to hear nothing where her gaze was fixed 

upon the dsing fire: The boy touched her timidly. ' 
• The king'. people have bim, Miladi. Will he be true P' 
She started, as tnough SOlDe corpse had been galvanised 

in life, and turned her face to him. ' ", ' 
, True P :\VilJ. who be true P He whoni all are false to P 

Yes, true to «leath-true to death I' '. ':'. I ," 

He saw that her mind wandered, that .he had bot aright 
understood him. : . 

• Eccellenza, hear mo,' he said BOftly. 'The soldiers havs 
made that friend of yours their prisoner.! .:.. ..: 

A cry broke from her that woke all the echoes :of the 
cave, and thrilled the lacl with itl piteous wail; she -apranl 
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to ber feet, conrolaed to pnssiona.te energy, to frellh 
existence. 

, Prisoner P The king's prisoner P-ne l' 
The boy's voice sank to a ~hisper; he had not thought it 

"ould move her thus; he knew she was well used to send 
men out to die. 

C They took him on the shore there, by the ruins; they 
caught a brave man like a snared wolf, the cowards! He 
fought-gods.! ,how he' fought; but they threw him like a 
bull in the lasso. Will he keep silence, think you P' 

, Will ne 1 He will keep silence till they lay him mute 
in death. Ah! God reward you that you CIt.IDe to tell me! 
Keep silence P He' would perish by a thousand tortures 
ere ever he would betray his darkest foe !' 

She knew nothing that she uttered as the words poured 
from her lips; she put the wondering child aside, and swept 
across the vault to the chill dense shadow where the Greek 
had crouched; she stood before him ere he had seen her 
move. 

I I break my word to YOll. I go from here.' 
• Go!'-he rose dizzily; tho violence of his fa.ll had stupe-

fied him.' Go. Not where I dA Dot follow.' 
• Follow, it' yon will.' 
I Where, then?' 
'To the soldiers of Francis.' 
She laughed aloud as she spoke-the laugh of a breaking 

heart; she knew that the' cowardice of his nature would no 
more let him pass out where she went than if gates of 
adamant opposed him. He was startled and bewild'l'E'd ; 
he felt tenfold fear of her as she stood there in the f ha~ow~ 
before him; with that despair on her face and that laul:h 011 
her lips; he had. thought her dead or dying j a superstitious 
hesitation held him afraid lind irresolute . 

. I Wait-'-wait,' he said, stretching his hands out to hold 
her. • What is it you dream ofP What mad thing would 
~u~r . 

. C Save the life you and I have sent oul; to destruction,' 
Before he could arrest her she had passed. him, and was 

far out beyond the watch-fire, and lost in the gloom of the 
entrance passage; her hand was on the boy Berto's shoulder, 
and thrust him out down the tortuous passage, swiftly and 
ejIt!nt1y up to the open air. When once more she dlu-kueSI 
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Jay behind bert and on her face wal the breath oC the mom
lng, tlhe bent to l1im. 

• Which way P' 
He pointed to tbe northward, looking with wiatCul 

anxiety in her face. 
" Miladi, what ia it you will do p' 
"My dutt-late in the day.' ' 
The hound had followed at her side; s'he stooped anel 

kissed bia forehead, then sent him from her back mto the 
Ihelter of the cavern, reluctant, yet obedient. 

" Will :rou not need him P' the boy asked. 
"No. Even a dog'llife is too noble to perish Cor mine. 

8ee you to him, and cherish him for my sake.' 
" I ! I go with you, EcceHenza.' . 
" No-go rather on the errand I gave yoo.-
'But- O 

• Hu@h! I have said-none go with me. And-tor that 
you came and told me this thing-may the beauty of life 
rest with you ever, my child !' 

She plU!lsed her hands sonIy o,"er his tair curls, with" the 
glow ot" the morning fallen full on her eyes, and the bright
neslI of the Ilea lying before her. 

Then 81 Tapidly and silentlyaa a shadow PIU!ISCS she wenl; 
from him on her fatal way. 

Over the heavy rugged ground the soldiers forced their 
prisoner, with his arms lashed behind him, and the carbine. 
held 8t bia temples. They were a dozen men under a cor. 
poral, IIcoutl sent out by tbe commandant olthe gendarmerie 
Icouring the Bhore; low Bcoundrels who bad been thievel 
ere they donned the king'B uniform, and wou!d be briganda 
when they had dotTed it. So tbat they dragged him to their 
captaino and C"ompeUed him to tell wbat they sOllght from 
bim, they heeded nothing beyond. His bound feet stumbled 
over the rough declivities; his chest was Btilled under the 
croB8ed cords till he could barely breathe. With everi 
jerked Itep tbat hil guards took over the roughneB8 of the 
ground tbeir shot might be lodged in his brain j the red 
ants, disturbed in their hills, Iwa.rmed up hia limbs and 
c1un~ there; the open wound of hia shoulder was cut by 
the tIght-drawn ropel; still he s~id not one word, but went 
on in tbeir midst, with his bloodshot eyel Btaring out .. \ 
earth and Bky,yet seein~.nothingo and with a heavy, lulleD, 
1Jlvderoua darkneSi OD Jlis face and OD hia IOui J. . 
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. or 'physical suffering he was insensible; the- deadness of 
clespslr bad numbed in him aU corporeal consciousness. 
There had only survived in him the mere mechanical brute 
instincts of defence and of ret'istallce. Beaten in these, he 
resigned himself passively, dumbly; too vast a ruin had 
fallcn on his life for him to heed what befell his body. So 
far as thou~ht still was distiuct to him, so £"\r as any ray of 

. it pierced the blackness of desolation in wlllch every memory 
B:tVe oue was lost, he wi~hed that tlley would Btrike him 
dead upon the plain they traversed. 

They wondered t.hat, cramped lind bruised as he was, and 
~trong to ferocity as they had found him, he went with them 
thus mutely and unresistiugly; they did not note the keen, 
hard, ravenous. longing look, as of one starving at sight of 
food, that his eyes ever and again cast upon the steel tubes 
of the slanted carbines that earried death and oblivion so 
near, and yet denied them to him. . . 

Beyond this he knew nothing j he was dragged over the 
low-lying country at a pace as swift as the heat of the day 
and the unevenness of the uncertain paths would allow j 

whether he had force to bear it, in the sultry noontide of 
summer, they never heeded. If he had fallen, they would 
have pulled him on still, 8S best they migllt, with his head 
!ltriking the Itones. He lmew nothing; the sunlight. was 
like the blaze of fire ever about him; the hard hot skies 
seemed to glitter as bra.~s, water, mOlllltain, the darkness 
of myrtle, the rush. of wild birds, tIle blue gleam of the sea, 
the brown baked earth beneath his feet: these were all 
blurred shapeless sh:1dows to him, while his eyes looked out, 
straight onward, with the rcd dusky mastiff Hame in them 
that made hiB guards mutter among themselves that this 
mon was mad, and should be shot like a maa dog. '.' 

And they judged rigltt: he was mad, with the Othello 
madness that believes what it adores dishonoured. \ 

At lost the~ march paused; the silence was broken by 
the noise of loosened tongues; there were stir, and tumult, 
and the elsah of arms around tbem; they had joined their 
:omrades, they had brought their prisoner to their captain 
to be judged .. Under some mighty pillars of yellow tro\'es
tine, the lonelyrelica of some forgotten temple, four or five 
Beore of bladi:~browed, lpose-harnessedsoldiers, the worst 
ofa worthless army. were IICllttered,lY1ng full length ill tho 

. . , 
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.hilde, taking their noonday meal, or slaking their thirst at 
• sluggish noxious streamlet stealing by the columus' base 
among the violet-roots. Thev had been checked a moment 
ill their search by the sea for the fugitives i ahd l"y like 
hot, panting, ferocious dogs, ready to rise &I1d UBe their 
teeth at a moment's tempting. -

They swarmed round him like a 'pack of wolves, but no 
chan~e came on hill face i with a hundred soldiers rouud, 
him, Jean, Barage, ruffianly, for the mo~t part, as &I1y Abruz. 
zian banditti-wilh the glitter of their steel, the muzzles or 
their carbines, the yelling of their oaths, the clamour of 
their triumph about him ",here he stood powerless in their 
midst, they eou!d not tell that he 'even saw them there. His 
eles never glanced to them: they looked still, straightly, 
Ilghtleuly, to the low line where sea touched sky. There 
\\":IS no consciousness in them; but there wss that reddened 
light that stilled their riot of exultation with a vague sense 
of donger in this chained man, st:mding so calmly in thoiJr 
hostile crowd. .. 

They fell bw::k as their commander, told of the capture. 
tame from the nook of shadow, where, with bis subaltern, 
he had been at rest apart. He was httle .IDore than & 

guerillero - a coarse, rough, careless, .Calabrirul. born 
filibuster. 

He glanced over the captive brought him, in whom be, 
liko his men, BtlW but a fi~hcr of Capri. 

C A fine animal,' he muttered, as he glanced over a paper 
of instructions, comparing the details there with the per. 
lanaI appearance of his prisoner. 'So I you are the sacri. 
legious scoundrel who broke into the monastery of Taverna, 
nnd used foul violence against the august. person oC his 
larred grace ViIIIl80r!' 

'lam.' 
Erceldoune answered mechanically; his tongue clove to 

bia mouth j his voice was hoarse and savage. 
, Masta I YOll are in haste to bo hanged I' swore the Cala. 

briall, half disappointed at an avowal which ld't him no 
excuse for the ingenuity of threat and torture. • Since you 
confesl yourself guilty, go farther, and tell UB what have 
)'ou doue ,,·jth the bona roba you stole from her prison P' 

The word struck like .the stl'oke of lightning. 
Life, sense, Jl."\me, grier, fage, rushed ove,- h!s hearer 
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with a torrent' a force; the foam gathereel on ht. lip.; 11. 
strained for a moment like a fettered lion at his banda 
Then he waa still aa with the atilluess of death. 

, Speak-where is she P' 
He made no answer. 
, Have you no tongue l' We will make you finel it. and 

use it. Tell me, quick, where is this woman hidden P' 
His vengeance waa in his hands; one word, one gesture 

only, to where the BOlWave lay, and hia wronga would be 
avenged, without the lifting of his hand. 

'Speak out: hissed the soldier, whose rage WS8 rising. 
• Where is this empress democrat P Where does she hide P 
She knew how to use that bu1falo strength of voura; but 
she will fool YOD, once she be free. We know what Mihdi 
is! Give her to us; and you may Bave youraelf a necklace 
of hemp, mayhap" 

There was still no answer to him; the great dark eyes of 
his captive looked out. far beyond him, far beyond all 
around them, with a dry. yacant, aenaelesa agony in them 
that never changed. 

• Baa the sorceress put a spell on you" swore the Cal .. 
brian. 'Look Y0U-YOD are safe to go to the gallows. 
Corpo eli Christo! it will be odds if his Grace do not; think 
a quick twitch of the noose too genUe a punishment for 
you: Monsignore haa along arm and a heavy hand. You 
are a fine animal-it were a pity all that sinew should rot 
in quick-lime; we will get your life saved somehow if you 
put DS this minute on the track of your mistress.· 

He mi~ht never have spoken for aught by which he could 
tell that he waa heard. The threat that his body would be 
given to slaughter had little import to the man in whom at.. 
life, save the mere breath of existence, had already been slain 
by worse than a thousand deaths. 

, Have yon no voice P' yelled the commander, infuriated 
that his unwonted offer of mercy met no response. • We 
will find a way to make vou speak, with your will or 
against it. Ouce for an-='will you show U8 where thit 
woman is sheltered P' 

'No.' 
The Calabrian gnaabeclllis glittering teeth. 
• ..fIt,.. ! You defy DS, you hound i' We will see how 

JoDS that obstinacy laab. I have licence to deal with YOll 
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.. I Ice fit j to Itring you up by the throat to that column, 
if I judge it right in the need 01' my service. We will 
loon malee you find voice, you dog of a rebel! Here, take 
him, and lash him to that pillar-there in the full sun! ' 

He was already bound fast, in cords that crossed and re
crossed, and left him scarce lihert.r to draw the air through 

\ his lungs; it was an easy matter to fasten him to the shaft 
of the shnttered column that stood in the glare of the nOODr 
unshadcd even by a branch or a coil of ivy. L 

• Strip bis sboulders, and let the gnats find him out," 
Jaughed the Calabrian, moving away to finish his meal and 
take a midday slumber. • We will see it: they and his thirst 
do not make bim give tongue.'-

Be was obeyed. 
Tbey Btripped the linen Cram his chest and shoulders, 

Bnd left him, lashed with cords to the travestine in the 
fullest force of the vertical rays; his wound uncovered, and 

. his head bare. A.t his feet ran the half-dry brook. They 
went themselves into the IIhadow, and lay laughing, Bwear
ing, mocking, taunting, chanting obscene songs, and bold. 
ing up to him in the distance the wine-cans they had 
drained. 

The insults passed by Erceldoune uunoted, the jeers un. 
henrd j in the desolation of hiB life they were known np 
more than the sting of an insect is felt by one whom the 
Bmoke and flame of a burning pile is consuming. 

Yet they bad chained bim to a martydrom. 
The intense beat poured upon his brain; the scorching 

light quivered about him; his veins swelled till it seemed, 
with every fresh pulse of the blood, they must burst; the· 
innumerable winged insects, humming through the summer 
hours, attracted one by another, settled on his naked breast. 
and thrust their antennm into the bruised skin, and pierced 
their Btings into the opening of the wound. He could not 
free his hands to brush one of them away. His throat was 
dry as leather j his tongue was swollen and black; bis thirst 
wal unbearable; and at his feet tbe shallow water stole to 
madden him with the murmur of the cool ripples he could 
Dot touch. The moments were as hours; the minutes as 
years. The earth, the nir. the sky. were as one vast fur. 
Doce that enclosed him i wbere the jagged and beating 
Il"rvel bad b~en laid open bl the hatchet-stroke, the bl1&« 
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zing gnnts alit; and cluve, and stung, and. feasted. Weak. 
lier men would have had the mercy of insensibility; with 
him the vital strength, the indestructible foree o{ life with. 
in him, kepteyery nerve and every sense strung to their 
keenest under the torture. 

Yet when they came to bim ever andev'er again, and 
asked him if he would speak at last, his silence remained 
unbroken. He was faithful to those, who had betrayed 
him. . 

He could receive release, as he could take vengeance, 
by the utterance of one word. He could deliver over his 
assassin to justice,'and unloose his traitress to the 'doom 
that waited her, by the same sign that shonld free him 
from this slow excruciating death. He could cease to 
Buifer, and become the just aCCllsel" of those by whom he 
was destroyed; He cou!d sever his bonds, and divide those 
whose'guilty union was a worse agony to him than it lay in 
the power of his ,torturers to deal. ,His own fate and theirs 
rested in his choice. . ' 

And he bore his martyrdom imd kept silence. The 
supreme hour of his passion had come to him and tempted 
him, and found him strong. The purity of his honour 
would not let him take a traitorous shame even against 
those who dealt him treachery; the great love in him could 
not forsake her utterly, although itself forsaken and be
trayed. 

The bond. of his word was as religion to him still; and 
in his sight, though fallen, lost, dishonoured, she still was 
sacred. 

So far as thought could come to him in his agony, his 
thought was still to save hor. 

And he hung there, bound by the waist, "'ith tbe 'blaze 
of the ,snn in his blind eyes and on his throbbing brain, and 
the clouds of the boo~ing circling gossamer wings growing 
darker aud larger as hiS tormentors swarmed. down to fastell 
upon him.' . 

Olle of the soldier!!, whom he had heavily bruised in thll 
struggle for hi~ capture, came out of t~e B.bade and dipped 
.. wooden cup :'1 the brook, and held it Just beyond the 

, reach of hi~ Jip~. 
'Spealr, IInti you· shall have drink! • 
His throat WIlS baked!~lre burnt clay j hiB mouth was 
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full of dust ibis tongue was cloven to his teeth i he 
longed for water with the death thirst of the desert. . 

1'he Italian reached and touched his beard with the rim 
of the cup, 60 that the cooln88s of the draught mocked him 
close. 

• Will you Bpeak P • 
He faintly moved his lIead in Clenial. 
The lIoldier langhed 'With taunting mirth. and shook the 

water froUl ths bowl out on to the herbage at his feet i he· 
knew that every wMted drop would be nn added pang. 

Still he never spoko. 
They left him again to the Tantalus torture. He had 

his freedom in his o-sn choice i in tho utterance of one 
word; and he let them do their worst upon him rather 
than turn traitor to the womao whom he held his traitress. 

They came and grouped about the pillar, and looked up 
in hiB fnee again with riotouB laughter and foul-mouthed 
Qutrage at him in his defl!ncelessness. The braZen sky 
burned abo\'e in pitilcfD fire i the smiling cruelty of the 
8alt sea mocked him with its tossing .IIunlit freshness i the 
red ants 'Were 810wly climbing the base of the column, 
Bcenting bloo!l, Rnd Bwarming upward to fasten on him i 
through the air the first mosquito winged itB way, herald of 
trooPB to come. . 

, Will you anBwer now.' • Rsked the chief. . 
He turned his aching scorching eyes on them, while his 

mouth could scarcdy whisper the reply ~ 
'NoI' . 
The Calabrian flung himself round on his men in the 
~~ , 

I Take him down, and scourge him till IOU cot the. truth 
out of his heart! ' . . 

They were like a herd of P,renean dogs; the eight of 
prey roused all their ravenous 111stinctB. Men tasting once 
the powt:r and the pleasure of tortuN rarel! pause till th61 
lose their sport to lhe king-plnyer, Death. . 

They unbound him from tho column, and fastened. him 
afrol!h to a low block of stone, stripped to the waist, so that 
hiB cbcst and back should be left undefcnded for the curling 
throngs of the lasb ibis f.'\Ce was set still seaward. so that 
the fair breadth of the free watcrs mocked him with itl 
libertI' Hie head hung heaviil downward i . throea 01 



IDALIA. 

pain, like the scorching of fire, throbbed through hill 
wuunded flesh, the rushing of pent-up blood filled his lungs. 
bis brain, his ears, his throat to suffocation. There was a 
'pnuse of Bome moments j they were weaving together some 
cords and some leathern belts into the thing they needed. 
The chief sl1.unterednear him once more, and looked at 
him doubtingly:. he knew the Capri mariners could be 
dogged in brainless obstinacy as any Capri mule, but he 
liaw that this man's endurance was far more tban the mere 
mute, contumacious persistence of a' sullen ignorance. 
He struck away, half compassionately, a gnat that was 
alighting on the prisoner's bare breast. 

, You are too fine a brute to be cut in pieces with the 
lash. Look you, they have tough arms have my men; 
they will make their belts Illy your lungs open if you keep 
'silent.' Do you know how the leather can cut a mau's 
flesh P' ' ' . 

He bent his head in assent; in Russia he had seen a Berf 
'die under the scourge. ' , 

'You do? Well, that grand fl'ame of yours will not 
spare YOI1 ;' they will wash it to pulp. Will you not speak 
'-now" 

• I have answered.' 
• You are a fool and a madman!' swore the Cnlabrian. 

'You lose your life for a worthless wuman;' 
A spasm that the bodily torture had never brought there 

passed over his captive's face. He kept silence still. 
The Italian shrugged his shoulders and strolled away. 
There 'WIIS a moment's longer' pause, then two" soldiers 

came to their work; they ha:! the whips that they had 
made, with the heavy buckles at the end of the belts serv
ing as the leaden points with which the lash is COl JIlonly 
'weighted. T4e blows would fall from either siiie as the 
.trokesof the woodman's hatchet fall on a tree. Tile rest 
of the band closed round in a semicircle, their comma.ndanl; 
slightly in advance. 

Then-then only-as he saw the scourges in their hands, 
Dnd knew the indignity thaI; approached him, the mute 
ralm of his endurance, the apathy of that desolation of the 
heart in which all bodily suffering passes as naught, changed 
and broke. All the fire of his nature, all the pride of his, 
race, ~ll thll 4i~ni~ of hill manhQod, flashed to Buddeillit'e I' 
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he never spoke, he W8B bound, motionless, but he raised 
his head ~nd looked them full in the eyes, with all the 
11~ughty passion of his fearless blood once more aflame. It 
was but one look; his:arm could not avenge him, nor his 
strength resist the outrage; yet before it they paused and 
quailed. For the instant they stood irresolute, cowed by 
the challenge of his unshl'inking leonine regnrd; then, 
Bavage at their own sense of shame, they threw themselves 
forward, the metal·weighted throngs IIwirlen round their i 
heads, gathering full force to curl round him like a serpent's 
folds i the watching soldiery drew deep noiseless breaths in 
Bilence, the hot hushed air of nool'l had not a sound upon 
it; he stood erect to his full hflight, the courage of the 
soul victorious over the torture of the. body; befllre the 
uplifted hands could fall, a single word echoed down through 
the stillness-' Wait I' 

The scourgers paused; tlIe chief swung round to see who 
dared bid his men's obedience halt; into their startled 
crowd came the woman they sought. Against the glitter 
of the sea and the brown desolation of the plains they 
saw Idalia. . 

From the captive they had bound a long bitter cry rang· 
-a cry that tne lash would not have forced from him, 
though it should have cut his heart in twaip. 

Breathless as a long.chased stag, she 'Pressed her way to 
him and fell at his feet, and strove wlth both hands to 
wrench apart the knots that held him, and looked upward 
at his face with the dumb agony of the brute's; The 
Calabrian seized her, and drew her back; he knew her 
but by name, and her face was strange to him; 

, Woman I-how dare you P Who are you P ,. 
'I am Idalia Vassalis. Take me-bind me-scourge 

me. But let the guiltless go.' 
. The rough mountaineer looked at her amazed, awed; 
dazzled. doubting his own senses. 

, You are the Countess Vassalis P • he echoed slowly. . 
There in her mask robes, with the gold all soiled and 

blackencd. the scarlet aflame against the sun, breathless; 
worn, exhausted, yet with such command in her eyes, with 
Buch misery on her face, with such majesty in her .glanee. 
she moved him to fear as the sight of Cleopatra, ca!>tiv~ 
W9111d ~lIove llIovecJ a I-atin 'boQ/.' 9f the Cohort .. 
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'Yell, yes, yea! .Axe there no men here who can !Wea.r 
to me P I am the rebel you seek. Take me; do what YOll 
will with me; deliver me up to your masters-but free that 
man who is innocentI' 

The Calabrian .haded. hill eyes with his band.; he felt 
giddy before her. _ 

• Is it she P , he whispered. a comrade. 
• It ill she!' said a Lombard from the ranks. r I Ba.W her 

before Verona; my Bhot killed a horse under her.' 
She turned. her head to the Boldier. 
• I thank you for your witness. Now-do your duty. 

Bind. me, and. free your prisoner.' 
, Free him !-So I-he has as muoh guilt as you.' 
, He has no guilt. You tortured him to discover me;

now that I r·eld myself to you, what plea have y~u to hold. 
ltim longer Unloose him, I say; fa.sten me there in his 
stead.; use those thongs upon me; it will not be the first 
time you scourged a woman. Take him down, and bind me 
there in his place, by,every justice in earth and heaven! ' 

Erceldoune's voice crossed her own, husky, and forced 
with difficulty from his swollen parched throat. 

, Do not heed her. She speaks only to save me-
The Calabrian laughed coarsely. 
• Ah ! This fine Capriote dog, ill he your love toy, then, 

Dlustrissima P , 
, He is my victim. May not that bett.er release him P , 

The coarse outrage had no power to wound her; she had 
no consciousness, except of the man who, for her sake, was 
bound. in the cruel Bcorching noondaY' well-nigh to the 
pangs of a crucifixion. • Is he to Bufferfor those who have 
wronged. him P He does so when he suffers for me. If I 
be your enemy, I am tenfold his; ,,;11 not that quell your 
rage against him P I have ruined him; that should give 
him grace in your sight. FrOql first to last he has been 
wronged by me. Plundered, wounded, left for dead. by 
those who were of my people; used by me, forsaken by 
me, driven to peril and bondage by me-has he not more 
to hate me for than you P In the nobility of his heart he 
shields me still, because he once has pledged me shelter, be
eause his honour Btill is greater even than his immeasurable 
wron~s i but he does so only because he is above even his 
own lust vengeance, -only because he will not purchase 
freedom even at cost of lives that are his curse.' 
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She sank down at bis feet once more; she strDve to rend 
lis bonds asunder i-he seemed to her great as never man 
were great in that silent martyrdoin, endured for thoso 
who had betrayed him. He looked down on her, doubt. 
ing his own senseI, doubting that the burning of the sun 
made him, in delirium, dream the worda he heard, the face 
be saw. \ -

• Free him t ' ahe cried aloud, with that ferocity of un. 
bearable misery "'hicb makes the gcntl~8t savage. • What 
plea have you to hold him P I am here; I surrer.der to 
you. Take me to king or priest, as you choose; gil'e me 
only his liberty for mine! ' 

Instinctively his lleart went out to SOV8 her; his con. 
Iciousncsil awakened through the fcveridh mista' of paiD 
enough to know that remorse flung her here to perillh lor 
him, enougb by unconsidered impulde to seek to save her 
.till. . 

I Do not heed her, I say,' his lips breatbed hoaraely. ! She 
onlyapl·o.ks to IIpAre n1e--' . 

I Ho " laughed the Calabrian, ' how you 9unrrel for the 
kiss of the lush t Now we have you we win keep J'ou
both.' 

She turned on Mm with her old imperious command. 
• Yuu will not dare to take hid life! He is of Eng!and 

-not of Italy. Such tbings as he hal done a~ain8t your 
king and your law8 he haa doile never for himself, only at my 
instance--' 

• A likely talc, to screen your fellow-rebela, miladi I Tell 
it to more credulous hearel's-' 

• You think that 1 apeak fulsely P , 
For the moment the old glonoua challenge of her dis. 

cininful pride beamed from hor face; thoy wbo BOW it, 
thought, despite themselves, that il' this womnn wore not 
abol'e a lie, then never trut}} was uttered in tllis world. . 

'It is no matter how you apeak,' tbe Italiau made her 
aDswer j I you are my prisoners. I sball but give you over 
to those who will judge you: 

• Give me, then. Am I not her.e thnt you mny do your 
wont with me P But by alljuatice, nil mercy, all pity, leave 
bim free I' 

I It I. impossible I ' . 
She threw bersel£ before bim i abe let her fullen hail' 
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bathe his feet, ahe poured out the vivid utterances of a! 
eloquence that none ever heard unmoved, she sued to him 
liB never for herself would she have sued an emperor; for 
the only time in her life she abased herself to supplication 
~8he to whom the praying of such a l,rayer was' worse 
tnall the endurance of any chastisement. -

1 The Calabria:D heard her, startled, dazzled, slHlken, but 
i he would not yIeld. 
. e It is too late,' he said abruptly. 'Miladi, why did you 
not think before what serving you might cost to a brave 

.1 man? You treated him like a dog: wcll, he 'must die a 
do,g's death. The blame of it is not mine.' 

There was a certain pathos in the words; he was brave 
enough himself to honour the courage he had so mercilessly 
tried; her head sank as though the rebuke of Deity spoke 
by the rough soldier's moutb; she crouched, with a low 
moan like a stricken animal's, at the foot of the cohmm 
where Erceldoune was bound. 

He turned on her his strained and aching eyes. 
e Why have you so much mercy on my body P , 
There was an infinite reproach in the infinite patience of 

the wondering words. Why had she who had slain bis soul, 
his spirit, his hope, all in llim that made the living of his 
life of any peace, of any worth, thus had mercy on the mere 
torture of limb and nerve and sinew P Why did she who 
had been so pitiless, so wanton in her cruelty, feel compas
sion and contrition before the coar.3e indiffercnt doom of. 
mereiy physical pain P 

The Calabrian looked at them in silence, then motioned 
to his men. 

e Take them froin 'the sun-glare, aud bind them together.' 
In a sense he felt pity, b!lcause he felt the homage of 

courage to courage, for this man whom he had seen so 
Joyal at such awful cost l but for her he had no emotion, 
save dread of her as a sorceress, save wrath against her: 
for one whose fell temptations had been so fatal and so I 

ruthless. • 
She made no resistance; sho never felt the grating of 

the leathern thongs upon her wrists; she had lost all 
consciousness of personal Buffering; she had come to de
liver up her life for his, and the sacrifice was given too late l 
ahe had Jl,O lsnowledge left her eave this, Jl.(1 heed for what-
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.oever they might do to her, though she had given herself 
back to a worse captivity than the prison of the grave. A. 
the leash with which the soldiers coupled them like hounds 
was pulled tighter, drawing her wrists together, and up
ward where she was sunk on the parched turf at his feet, 
her hand touched his; he shuddere~ as he had never done 

. when the mosquito had thrust its sting into his unshielded: 
breast. .' 

, She felt rather than saw that mute agony of the bound, I 
: defenceless, powerless limbs; it passed through her in ten
fold bitterness. This man, who had held himself unworthy 
to touch but the hem of her garment, who had. deemed 
himself blessed as with the gift of gods if her eyea but 
dwelt with a smile on his, now shrank from the contact 
of her hand as from pollution, from iniquity. 

• Take me away,' she moaned wearily. • Would you 
chain him to his murderess P , 

They hesitated, and looked toward their chief. 
• Leave me, and take him down!' she said, with that 

vibration in her voice that scared them like startled sheep. 
• He dies there, and you. have not mercy enough even to 
lift him up one drop of water, even to thrust away one 
sting that fastens on him. He is dying, I say. 1£ YOll 
are men, and not fiends, unloose him I ' 

They had been as fiends in their sport; the Bouthern 
eroelty that will rend a. bird's wings from its body, or a 
butterfly's dainty beauty asunder, laughing softly all the 
while, had. been awakened in them; they were loth to Q.uit 
ita indulgence. 

He looked as though she s~id aright, and that he Willi 

dying lashed there to the column j his eyes were blood-red, 
hiS mouth open and swollen, his forehead. purple with 
suffused blood j his heart beat visibly, great slow laboured 
throbs, under the cords j he was fast losing consciousness. 

She wrenched herself from ·their hold, and ca.ught the 
wooden cup the soldier had cast down, and filled it witli 
the water oE the stagnant stream, and held it upward to his 
lips j he quivered from head to foot, and shrank from the 
draught that through the parching heat he had been 
athirst for with so deadly a longing. . . 

• Do not torture me--more I ' 
The whisper was almoBt inarticulate from his dr1 
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stiffened: lip! ;_ the cup fell from her hola. She knew MI! 
meaning; remembered the memory wlJich made the thirst 
that he endured less torture than that action from her 
band. She turned passionately on the Jlearest soldie1·s. 

'Show some human mercy! llindme the1'e in hilt ;,i:ead, 
tear me limb from limb as children tea.rthe fire-flies; it 
will be rarer pa.stime for you to put a woman to torment! 
You know what matter of thing is justice? Then, if you 
do, by every"law of justice mal{e me suffer, and spare 
him.' -

Under their drooping lids, his eycs lightened_ a moment 
with a gleam of consc:ousness: his instinct -was still fOI 
her defence. 

'Let me be. So best,' he said faintly. • It will BOOB 
end.' 
_ She_ was worthless, Nhe had so declared herself; she was 
his traitress and another's paramour; yet the loyalty in 
llim survived still---':still to lay his life down for her had its 
sweetness to him. 

A shrill wailing cry broke from her like that of some 
ereature perishing in the trough of waves or under billowy 
flames. _ " _ 

'0 ChrisH have you no llity? Take him down while 
there is breath in him, and bmd me there in his steltd. _1 
will neTer bid you spare me one pang! ' 

They looked doubtfully at their chief j he signed them 
to obey her. _ _ . 

'She says justly; it is she who ought to suffer. Loose 
him and briug him out of the snn.' -

They unloosened the knotted cords thnt swathed his 
limbs to the cohimn; when they- were wholly unfastened 
he swayed forward, his head fell on his breast, his body 
bent like a reed, there was foam upon his beard, and his 
eyes were closed. - -

A great stillness came then upon the soldiery about the 
place; through them, under tlJ('il" breath, they whispered: 
that their work was done-that hc wu.s dead. 

She alone thought not as they thought, that his sacrifice' 
for her was croWlled by the last l!acrilice of all. . 

, He is not dead,' she said simply. . " 
There was a. strange calmness and certainty in the words' 

that thl'ilied through those who heard them i they looked-
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at hcr, .neilher touching nor opposing her; she had terrol' 
for them-terror for t1l1'm as of some great, fallen, half. 
Illameful, and ball-g10!·iou!.! thing. Every intense }>o.ssioD 
co.rnel its reaction of fear upon those who witnesllt; hera 
IIo.d such on them now. They dimly felt that if they, in 
their wa.nton cruelty, had been the actual murderers· of 
this mlln, she knew hersel£ far more utterly his deBtroyer 
than they could be, who bad but harmed his mortal form. 

• He is not dead,' she said, with that vibration of an ex
quisite joy crossing the icy desohtion of despnir which 
smote the most callous there to some vague sense of un· 
Iwerving pain; - as thou.~h her voice reached him, he 
raised himself slightly, where two soldiers held up his 
sinking frame, his lips glt~pcd for breath, his eyes un
closed to the dazzlin~ gll'n.m of the day, he stooil erect, 
while a loud cry broke fr.)m him· 

• 0 God I-I cannot die!' 
The English wOl'ds mis~c(l the listening Bouthern ears; 

she alone knew the agony ill them of the great imperish
able strength that would not let life ll,o.ve him, that would 
lurvive all which strove to slay it-sUi'vive to keep sens&
tion, memory, knowledge in him, and to refuse the only 
mercy he could ever know, the mercy of oblivion and 1IoIl

nillilation. 
'rhe Calabnan, who had ordered him this torture,looked 

loftcned, and went and laid his hand upon his prisoner's 
shoulder. 

• You are a fine brute. I am lorry you provokeJ UB. See 
here-this woman ill the guiltier: .he saya so; she is come 
to suffer in your stead: . 

He heard, though all hiB senses still were dim-though 
enrth, and lea, and Ikr, and the ring of the armed men, and 
her face in the white lurnace-ht'at of the I!lunlight were all 
one misty blaze of colour to hiUl. He heard, and his lipa 
moved faintly. 

• She shall not lutrel"-fo. me."' 
So far aa thought could be clenr to blm, he thought that. 

having sinned 10 deeply agaillst I.im, rernorJe at the last 
had atruck her, and drawn her to bear witne~s for him r he 
thouaht that there yet ·dwelt in her too much still of native 
cou~e, of inborn nobility, to let her rest ill safety and 
aecurity. while tb·'Ough h~r sin, and to Jtive her freedom. 
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he endured the doom to which ahe had cast him out; he 
thought that, so far, she was true to herself, though false 
with worse tl..<1n a Delilah's treachery to him. To take 
vengeance upon her WIUl a poor, vain, wretched quittance 
that never glanced by him; a grossness, a basenells that I 

1 
could have no place with him; his great tortured passion\ 
could no more have slaked itself in such a payment than it r 
c~uld have wreaked its .wrong by the brui.sing and the mar- i 
rmg of that mere lovehness of form wInch had been the 
lure and instrument of his destruction. 

The Italian swore a heavy oath. 
, Are you mad P Why, of her own testimony sbe hal 

been your ruin I • 
He saw his captive's breast heave with a mute, tenrless, 

convulsed sob, that no corporeal torment had ever wrung 
from him. 

, Of a woman's compassion she says it-out of her own 
mouth you would not condemn her P , 

It was the sole denial, the sole evasion of the truth that 
ever his voice had spoken. To save himself, he would not 
have borrowed the filintest likeness of a lie; but in the 
dizzy mists of his reeling senses, in the exhaustion of in
tense pain, this one instinct remained with him-to save 
her even from herself, to screen her even from the justice 
that would avenge him. 

As she heard, where she stood bound, held back by the 
guards who had seized her, her eyes met his across the 
breadth that was between them, of hard, hot, white, cruel 
light; - guilty or guiltless, faithful or failhless, by that 
look he knew that she loved him as no woman will love 
twice. 

lIis head sank, his eyelids closed, he shivered in the 
scorching day. She loved him, or she had Dot come 
thither--ahe loved him, or never that language hali burned 
for him in her glonce. But this lo\"e-Io\'e of the trai
tress, of the yolnptuous betrayer, of the temptress of ain, of 
the' queen of evil, lady of lust '-what was this to him' 

He could have better borne to see her lie dead at his 
Ceet. 

Some touch of veneration for the courage they had wit 
nessed, for the self-sllcrifice they vaguely understood, had 
come upon the bl·iga.nds round him-brigands in their 
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eoaneneu, their training, and their brutality, tbough they 
wore the livery of a monarchy. They bad Been that tbia 
man could hold his own in oontest with tbe atrength, and. 
tbe rage. and the prolonged reaistance or liona; tbey saw 
DOW that he could auffer and aubmit with the mute enduf'O 
ing patient self·aurrender &:ld aelC-command of tbose sainta 
of 11 hom the priests had told them in their boyhood, dim, 
pathetic, ancied legends. half forgot and half remembered. 
They yielded him a certain, reluchlDt. wondering homage, 
and they brought !l..=m,with more gentle usage, where the 
thickly-woven oliva and acanthna made a ahadow from the 
aun, and gaTe him water to alake his burning throat, and 
drew the linen folds of his d.reaa over hia wounded chest 
with what was. for them, almost tendemess. To her they 
had no auch pity; they knew her a revolutionist, a rebel. 
an infidel-aa they were told. a woman of evil. munlerous, 
and fearful sorcery, who could revenge with the jetl4t_ 
all those who incensed her by resisting her seductiona; 
they hated her with a great aUllen hate, the atronger be
caU88 it w.a the bubaroua hatred that is bom of fear i but 
for their commander they would have ahot her down with 
a volley from their carbines. that those fatal eyes might 
gus on them DO more with the glance that they be
lieved could wither them like a sorcereaa's incantation. 
They bouud her arms behind her with rutb1eas severity, 
ti!l ber fair Ikin was lacerated and bruised i then they 
forced her down on to the yellow graasea that grew lank 
and long among the fallen temple-atones.and paBBed the 
ropes that bound her round a block of travestine: from 
the moment that ahe had asked for his deliverance, ahe 
had neyer spoken. 

II e waa so Dear ber that. stretching her haud out had abe 
been free, abe could have touched him wbere tbey had laid 
him down i his pain-racked limbs were ati1f' and motionleBB; 
he could not haye stirred one atep to Bave his life i hie frame) 
was racked with cramp, and the virus from the inaects' ~b 
teemed to eat like fltriol into his flesh i his face 1raB buried 
in the graaaee as his f{,rehead rested on his arm i he could 
Dot bear to look up()u her; he could not· bear to feel her 
gue was on him. To the watching eyea or the soldiere 
about them, to the certainty or captivity, or 'Worse, that 
waited them the11fele lIoLh unconacioU8; all that either 

2. 



knew-was that -presence of the- other, which surpassed any 
. martyrdom to which military and priestly power. coulll ever 
bring them. -' . 

There was silence for some time aronnd; the chief or tha 
.scanty troop had sent the fleetest runner among them 
northward for orders from the one who, with the warrant 
of his Grace: of Villaflor, had. the direction of his search 

._and the disposition of his prisoners. Hewa:f uncertain 
;what to' do,.and whither to -talte them; in a thing of so 
: much. moment he feared to mOl"e rashly or wrongly: the 
people were inflamed more,Dver, the times were me with 
unrest and sedition, the mouths of~he populace were 
whispering tales that made the national blood burn hot 
against the Bourbon; he feared a riot-even it might be a 
rescue-if he bore this woman, to whom his superstition 
gave such spells, and to whom the revolutionists gave such 
homage, in the full noonday captive tOll'ard Naples. 

,An hour heavily pass~d by; Nund theIl!' the ~oldiers 
were couched, pantmg In the- heat, but WIth theIr look 
watchful as a dog's, and their cocked carbines slanted 

.. toward those ~heyguarded. Where they had fastened her 
she sat with her head bowed down, and her eyes, that, 
burned like fire under their swonen aching lids, fastened 
on him where he lay; he never stirred, but every now and 
then a grea.t. shudder' sbook his wbole- frame,-though be 
never, lifted his face .from where it rested on his arms, 
though his limbs felt dead as with the numbness of Arctic 
frost. Fettered, she sat and looked On him-this man, 
who had thought no _evil thing could ever come to -him, 
onca having gained the treasure .of her love. He had' lost 
all actual knowledge that she was ncar, in the exhaustion 
that had succeeded to the long strain on every nerve and 
fibre. J>elirious teeming fanci('s swam before his brain 
even in that lethargy of worn-out powers I in them he had. 
no !leDse of the. realiLy of ller presence beside him, but in 
visions he belitj,>ed he beheld her, the priestess of passiou 
lind pa.in, the go(ldess of darkness and of the spells of the 
senses,· whom. 110 IDan shull worship and live. 
Theme~senger returned. The answering' command was 

whispered by Jlim to his officer. There was noise and move
ment lind hasie and defw.y around them under the shadow of 
the aged silver olive-troes. ·Neither Jcnew nor ht~ded it. 
Fete hall. wrought its worst on them. 

c 
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, : Th'o'eoldiett brought", long low ,,'amion, taken from i& 
lJomestead some way in the interior; oxen drawn, and com· 
mODly used to benr the load of millet.sheaves II~ harvest, or 
the piles of purple fruit at vintage time~ Thcy half' drllgged, 
half lifted him upon the straw within it-with II, kinuly 
~r.lltleneH' still, for tll6Y pitied llim insomuch as he hud 
fallen beneath IWI' power, they honoured him insomuch' as 
theiruttermo~t inge1luity ot'torture bad failed to wring from 
him one moan or oath; and they roughly motioned her to 
11 place be~ido 111m, a superstitious terror of her keeping 
theIr hands fl'Oln touching, ami their tongues from offoring 
hur insult. She Btooped over him where he lilY, half Bense
lesll, on tho strewn cornstalks. 

II 0 Heaven! .]IOW you -suffer! " 
The darkness of his eyes, humid and lustrell.'s9, gleamed 

on bel' a moment under his half-closed lids; he turned with 
restless fcver on the straw. 

, You think (hi, pain~ P' 

. CHAPT~lt XXXV. 

I r WOULD HAVE OIVEN JlY SOUL PO. THIll 

. TilE oleu toiled Io.boriouslyon their wearisome way; tna 
,wagon jolLed on itB lal'ge unpainted wheels j the soldiers 
marched on either Bide, and in tho "an and rear: tho tawny 
leathern covering flapped idly to and fro, while about it 
.c1ung n faint sweet fragrance frolll grass-crops and. vine
londs carried through many changing seasons of the earth. 

Where they weni sho had no knowledge; they had bound 
llCr eyes; that the noon in time passed and the cooler day 
followed Blle could tell by Bome diminution in the intensity· 
Df heat, and by the tender music of birds' throats that every . 
. 1I0W and then broke out from myrtle-thickets and lemon.' 
'gardens that they wended their way through 301 the hours 
advanced. The measured march' of the men, anel. of the 
heavy tread of the cattie, at intervals paused; then sha 
heard the muttering of voices, and some change in their 
~uards' position. round the wagon, as though oneaMiness or 
~nsecu~ity Will! pt:evalent among the,.8(!allty troojJ.'l'ime 



lIeemed endless; but she kuew that ,she might easily el't' in 
its reckoning, for the oxen moved with great tardi.ness, and 

. neither man nor beast could press on with any swiftness 
till the sun had sunk lower. At her feet Erceldoune lay 
motionless; she could not see or touch him, she would listen 
for each sigh and catch of the painful breath he drew 
through his aching chest. The exhaustion which had suc
ceeded to the torment he llad undergone still lasted; a 
'feverish letHhrgy l1eld him almost insensible; he was con
scious of, some lL'llrest, of some added pang when the un
even rugged roadway shook the labourmg wagon, and then 
he turned wearily on the straw beneath him, but to greater 
sensibility he never roused. They had screened him from 
the heat with some broken boughs, and had laid some 
wetted linen on the excoriated skin that their blpws had 
bruised, and the gnats llad stung-the soldiers compas
sionated him as the prey of tIle • evil eye.' At times, from 
the weakness that bad followed on tbe ordeal he had en
dured, his breathing and the pulsations of his heart were so 
low that neither could be detected by her eager ear; she 
could not tell whether life had ceased or not, and her own 
heart stood still with a fear that no jeopardy of her own' 
life had ever roused in her. And yet-what wonld exist
ence, if it lingered in him, be to him I Only existence-
dragged out at the galley-oar amid' the companionship of 
felons. Or-even if his ,country and his friends gained 
freedom for him-only one unending misery through his 
memory, through his loss, of her. 

In her despair ~he strained at the cords that bound her, 
and bent toward him, though her hand could not reach nor 
her lips touch his. 

• Speak to me I-for pity's speak to me!' 
There was no reply; her voice had ceased to have power 

to rouse him. 
• Can you'not hear me P' she murmured to him, as tllat 

horrible stillness froze her blood. • 0, by the love you have 
borne me, hear one word, olle word only-1 have never be
trayed you! ' 

1'here was no answer still; sunk in tllat lifeless languor 
even "these words-that came too late-hnd not the spell 
to wake him. His bodily Buffering had ~onquered his bodily 
.trength at lnst; he was stretched like a felled tree at hel' 
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teet, and had nor sight, nor hearing, nor any knowledge of 
her presence near. < 

The escort moved on, on its weary route. . 
Through the darkness and the stillness round her the 

lounds of the declinin; day, that was still bright upon the 
world, came with strange distinctnes,. The song of a child's 
voice on the air; the noise of a water-wheel in a. stream; 
the slow droning notes of monastic bells; the laughter of 
vinedressera Bmong the budding vinea; the mournful chant 
of a requiem III a village funeral passed with the crucifix 
borne aloft; a thousand murmurs of sweet sunlit idyllic 
life, came on the stillness with a jarring cruelty through the 
ceaseless tread of the aoldiers' feet, and the slow creaking 
of the reluctant wheels. . . 

At length they paused finally .. The lun by thiswai 
linking low westward. The Calabrian in command touched, 
and bade her descend. She drew back. • Where he goes, 
I go.' 

tihe spoke, Dot with the supplication 9f a woman who 
loved to rest near what she loved, but rather with the en
treaty of remorse to ahare the victim's fate, with the de. 
mand of .,leader to endure whatever fell to the lot of one 
who too loyally obeyed auch leadership. The soldier laughed 
noisily. . 

• 0 yea I you shall have your lover. 'llustrissima. Come
or it will be worse fol' him I • 

She obeyed, obliged to be conttlnt with such a promise, 
lest the threot ogainst him should be borne out. Her eyes 
were still bound from the light. She heard them lift him 
down from his bed of straw. She thought they bore him 
after her, as heavy steps followed in her rear i and a heavy 
hand thrust her forword down .long stone passage-ways. 
Where they had brought ber was a large granory, or group 
of store-houses, very lonely, and built strongly in early days 
,.·hen the ungathered grain had to be not seldom defended 
witb a fierce struggle from the raids of foreigu bands that 
fought their ~uarrels ant upon Italin!! soil. The building 
was two-8toned, and the vast barn-hke chambers were of 
stone, with slender windows barred with rusty iron, and with 
a foiut dreamy odour in them from sheaves of millet .store::l 
there, and from" quantity of the boughs of the sweet 
'mlrtle, which .had been O~ti. away ~1~1 clellJ' t49 ~t~ms of 
Qlives to the w. -
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Thcr cut the rord that bound Iter h:ll1d!', and M\ hI." 
just \nthin the door as thcl c1u"l,d i~ and dl'l.'" the boltl 
lI·ithout. 

She tore do,,'n the bandage tha' cOfered her eyes, :mJ 
lOAW that thl'y had played her false. In the darkened room 
ahe stood alone. 

For DIanl hoUJ'B af\eMrard time 1nl8 a blunk to her. 
Whether I'\.l'cp su('C('C()cd to the exhllustion, tho cndur

ance, and the aleeple88 toil oC the pnat days alld nights, or 
whether aho &.,<>&in 108l;conl!ciouBnes... ... and 181a9 ill a tranre, 
ahe nevcr knew. The irreaistible reaction thaI; fulluws on 
overwrought excitation came on her. The worn-out lilllb~ 
and the strained nerves succumbed to it, and it stole up,nrd 
at length to the brain, aud dl'adcned it; to all Rcobeut; life, 
to all renlembrance, to all thought. 

When ahe awakoued, sho WAS lying, thrown for .... rd on 
the hl'ap of dying n1rrtle. AU 1I'1IS intensoly still; through 
the slit of the casement the midnight stars wero shilling. 
and the hooting oC al\ 0\\"1 came wailingly on tllestillnl'sa. 

lIer first memory was of him. Her first action was to 
arise and look out 011 the night. A beautirul country lay ill 
the pallor of the young moon's rnys ; !lho Ime,v the 1,IDJ_pe" 
.. ell; it WAS but Cew lcagues fl'OIll N"ple& Below. untler 
aome great trees oC olife8 and of lemon. t\\"o llt'utinel8 weN. 
pacing with their ear-bint's Blanted; except for tlle1r m('a.~urt'd 
treud there was no sound. The place ,,'as loneiy and de
serted I the outbuilding among mnilo-fields and olive-slop.:s 
belonginJ{ to tho Crown. She looked I then ,,-ent back to 
tbo coucn of withering myrtle, and BOught to DlIlke bu 
thoughts ~row clear i and tho manifold hazards and remem
brnncca oC her pnst bt'Clllne of use in her extremity. But 
the task W89 beyon,l Iler strength. She was fasting-she 
WS8 devourt'd .'ith thirst-she was conquered by physiral 
flltigu~he could 8<'<\ hear, remember, notbing but the 
fnce of tbe man who had been willing to peri ... n for htr 
aake,-tho gallant bt>nutl bound to the stone-<,haf\, llIuti
IAted, bruised, a.,"Onised,-lhe voice which yet ,amid all thnt 
torture ~vo bel' no reprow.'h mol'O bitter than',that olle re
buke • Why bl\ve yoa so much mercy on my body P' She 
loved him with the voluptuoos ",annth of soutbern paa
aion i but ahe loved him also with tbat power oC aelf-nega
tioD which would have made her aCCt'pt aUI doolQ for 
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tenclt, eouhlt;ue I.bertby bave released him to freedom and 
to peace. Her pride of nature, her imperin1 ambitions. 
her habit of dominion. and ber del!ire. of homngt". bad gi\""ell 
her long a superb egotism, even .·hile she had been eyef 

willing to gife all abo owned for t.he furtherance of ioftr 
aiola. But now all beed of herself was killed in ber i oil 
hcr own fate she Dever cas' a tbougM of pity. She had 
played a great game, won mAIl,. CAsta in it, and lost the last. 
That waa but the see-B8W of lite. But he-for bis loyalty 
he perished j for hi. nobility be BUfl'ered as felon. suffer i 
by t.he very greatness of Lis faith he was betrayed i bl the 
Yery purity of hi. Bacifice be was 1000t for erer. 

Time cn-pt darkly on. ,The odour of the myrtles \t"8S 

like th. mournful fragrance from flowers atrewn npOu a 
coffin. l'rom below. tbe monotonous tre:,d of the slow 
regular steps BOunded faintly i ill the gloom bata ill'''' to and 
fro, and an (lwi. who had her nes' among the rafters, flit
tered in and out through the bars of the unglaud CAse
ment, eeekirig and bringing food for her callow brood. The 
silence was uubroken i the darkness very heavy. and filled 
.. ith a atealing, sickening BenM of unseen life, as rat. and 
hard d4rled o\"er the atoues, and the do .. ny wings of the 
Jlight-birda brushed the ail'; ahe felt as though ahe should 
Jose reason itself in tbat horrible st.illneaa, that fettered 
nlisery, that impotent iUllction. ' 

Amid an, there came on ber a atrange dreamy wond(' .. 
how the life of the worlJ was passing. For twelve clays she 
bad been .. dead as though ahe had lain in her tomb. Wben 
thel had seizoo her at Antina. the time had bt't'n pregnant 
of great things i ",hether they had beeD Drought forth or 
.trongled in their birth abe could not tell. All that h:!d 
beeD done among men was a blank to ber. 

Then all such memories drifted far from her again. One 
remembrance alone remnined-tbat of the man who suffered 
his marlYNom for her ratber than renuer lip to justice' one 
br.'hoUl be believed himself betrayed more foully than tho 
Bleeping Sit;era alain under the aanctity of the root~tree. She 
uew it might \\"1.'11 be that never again \\"ould therlook upon 
tllch otber'B face i thd tbey might drag their lins on asUII
d~r, chained apart at the labour of felons. -ilb eternalsilenct 
betwixt them; and bowing not eYen when each other'. ~ 
ebould ceaaa. 
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It is a horrible knowledge-that one, living, Yflt will 1:e 
for ever as the dead. . 

Fear had never touched her; yet now a suparnatural 
terror seemed to glide into her veins. The black shades of 
the stealing lizards, and the cold touch of the bat's wing as 
it passed, grew unbearable; the darkness seemed drawing 

lin on her closer and closer; the eyes of the night-birds 
Iglowed like flame through the gloom; she uttered a bitter 
cry, and threw herself against the bars, and shook them 

, with all the force of destiny. 'Let me see him once, that 
. he may know I ' she cried out to the peace of the nigbt •. , 0 
God, that he may know ! ' 

'The cry, though not the words, was. heard. 
The door was unbolted, and opened. The light of a lamp 

fell on the floor. The Calabrian entered. 
, So! what is it, Miladi P , He came, careless and ready 

for a braggart's insolence. She turned her eyes on him, and 
the look smote him speechless. . 

'You played me false,' she said to him. 'Where is he P' 
He stammered, then was silent. She dazzled and af

frighted him, as her sudden apparition had done in the blaze 
of the noonday. He thought course and-evil things against 
her j he had heard them said, and deemed them true j but 
in her presence,even to think them seemed a sacrilege 

'Where is he P' she repeated. ' Answer me.' 
I He is near you.' He spoke at random; with the flicker 

of the lamp on the scarlet of her dress, and the gleam of 
her loose-hanging hair, her beauty looked to him un
earthly. 

• In this building P , 
'Yes. You are both-kept here because-until-' He 

stopped confusedly, and bent above the wick of the lamp. 
as thou~h it needed trimming. 

4 Until what P' 
'Until the king's pleasure,' he replied Bullenly. 
She came closer to him. 
'You are a soldier P' she asked. 
'Yes.' 
'Well, then, brave men are commonly pitifuL Let me 

see him for one hour to-night.' 
He would have laugbed ou' a coafse iett i but as lie mQt 

her IQoi ~e 4ared ~Q~. 
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• Impos8ible I ' he an8wered curtly. • No prisoners must. 
eommune with each other.' 

• I know; I know! ' she interrupted llim. • Dut gold keys 
unlock all barriers! I am rich. Name your price. YOIl 
eballluwe it if' you can give me one hour with bim.' 

• Impos8ible I' he muttered once Inore. 
• No; possible-if you will do it. What can it hann 

you P You have both under lock and ward. All I ask is. 
little speech with him. See, I told you I had wronged him 
deeply. Can you not tbink I want his pardon P , 

The humility of the wordd coming from lips so proud, 
and bending a spirit so indomitable, touchod the soldier, 
wbo under a rough rind, bad a certain latent kindliness. 

• Nay; I would do it for you if I conld out of charity,' 
he made answer. I But it is not in my )Jower I tell you.' 

I It is in your power, if' it be in your will. An hour
a half hour-but a few moments-and you shall have a 
tbousand-five tbousand ducats! • 

He looked at her stupefied; he was avaricious, like most 
Italians. . 

• How can you get them P They will have confiscated all 
you have! 

• In Italy Iell. But tbat was little. My wealth lies else
where. I Will write you an order on Paris, that will give 
you the sum down in gold.' 

• You speak trnthP' 
I Did you ever hear that I Bpoko any other thing P 
He laughed. • Basta, never. They all say that you lash 

king and prie8t with your tongue! Well,I will see what I 
can do.' 

He lel\ ber; barring her in. Sbe waited in an anguish 
of drea.i. She had spoken calmly and briefly to him; but 
alone, the great veins 8tood out ou her forehead, and her 
limbs shook with the passion of hope and fear. She would 
have laid her bead down on a scaffold with the breaking of 
dawn, if to-nigbt abe could thereby have purcbased the 
power to any but a aingle word to the man who believed her 
his traitress. 

Before long the Calabrian returned; he had nothing of 
lhe sof!; grace common to bis countrymen; bul; he had • 
r::ugh good faith, which, blent with hiB liking of gold, aerved 
llfff b\\tter. :Ue ~e1d her an i:Qkhorn and a Blip C!,f !la1l8". 
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, • It was a mirar]e to get .these; I sent tq the o:ltiary for 
• them. Write, snd you shall see this strickenlioll of yours; 

.fIure you ha.\'e wounded him Borne way worse tha.n ever we 
did.' 

She laid the paper on the stone ~ndow-BiIl, and wrote 
an order for the payment, in Paris, of ten thousand francs 
in her name to his. He read it with the hesitation of a batl 
scholar by the feeble oil light; then a laugh spread itself 
over all hill features. . 

• So I I have a brother, a sjnger, in Paris; who will Berve 
for this work. It .were aamuch as my life, Miladi, were 
worth for your name and mine to be seen together. Come,! 
you shall go .to your comrade,; but, of n surety, rich lips like 
yours might add one another payment P' .' . ' 

,The indignant blood flushed her face; but she restrained 
,the haughty impulse that moved her •. 
" ,~' Brave men do not insult raptives who cannot resent,' 
ahe said briefly. 'I have fulfilled my bond. Fulfil yours.' 
: .He hung his head ashamed, and motioned her to pass out 
before him. There was a short broad stone passage, with II. 
door at the fartper end-:-the great bar~-door of auother I$toue- ' 
chamber. He drew the bars aside, aud pushed it open, set
,ting his lamp down within ,the entrance. 'You !Jhall be 
.alone an hour,' he said, as he closed the door afresh, and the 
bolts rolled bark into their places. . 

'1'he oil-fed wick shed but a narrow circle of light beneath 
it; it ,did nothing to. illumine the impenetrable darkness 
that lay beyond in the central and distant parts of the corn
Nom; there was no·lDore sound llere than in her own prison
place, the same flitting of grey dowuy wings, the same glid
iug murmur of hidden night-awakened insect life. She 
thQught ~hat again the Italian had betrayed her j that she 

_ was sti\l.m Bolitude. . ' 
But thoughhe~ eyes .could not pierce that dense wall of 

'uulightened Ilhadow-that frouted her, such light as ca.me 
.from the lamp-for, here the moon did not shine-was cast 
full about her, and ,on the dusky scarlet cloud of her dra
peries. And on the silence a cry rang that startled aU the 
night~bird8 in their ,restless ,flight, circling lumeath the raf
ters.' Unseen himself, he, saw her, and deemed it a vision 
(of, the bitter dreams that swam, as shadows soom to Bwim 
on, waters, tbroJlg4 hill aching braiu. , 
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He rose Ilowly from the stra\v iu which he lay, reeling h· 
and fro in his weakness, and came out from the gloom anJ 
faced ber-silent., ' 

She looked at him a moment, then fell at his feet" as she 
bad fallen when he had been bound beneath hia scourgers. 

He did not move, nor touch her; his eyes¥,erelastellell 
eensclel~ly upon her; he shivered all though hot iron senrell 
him. '" ," , 

• Can you not leave me iu peace to BuWer?' be' cried 
"ildly. • Off-oW-offl . What I loved is dead I Ay;';""you 
tempt me-you brillg me her beauty-you would give me 
ber lisscs, her passioD, her 8weetness, her shame. I will 
Dot-l will not I What Iloved is dead! I am faiLhfult~. 

A 11 through the houn of the night. dreams of her had 
mocked, and pursued, and tortured, and aS$ailed him ;'he 
was drunk &8 with the fumes of wine with the burning9f 
the love that still lived; his mind. weakened and deliriouf\. 
had only bcen cODscious of phantoms that seemed, to throng 
on him. tempting him in a thousand shape~. binding biul 
down the slave ot' his eenses, forcing on him joys torn out 
from the hell of guilt. • What matter what you be-what 
DlDtter what death come by you, 80 you are mine !' The. 
old, old subtlety that has tempted all men from the first hour 
tbat they fell by wome,:!, bad besieged him through al.l ~he 
lonely watches of the mght. N ow he knew not her livmg 
presence from the visions of his temptrcss. 

J n horror ahe knelt before him. 
'Hush I hUtlh! Ah! for heaven'e sake, believ:e my love 

at least. though it haa cursed you!' '.' 
He thrust her from him, wIth tbe senseless blaze still in 

bis eyes. . 
• LO\'e! Ay. ebared with a Bcore. 'Love tbat is 'polSon 

and inlamy'j love in my arms to-night, in another's to-mor. 
row I .0, 1 know, 1 know-it is sweet, 'and cruel, and rich, 
and Olen raIl by it and perish through it. - But to mtJ it were 
wors~ tban naught. Can you not tell how 1 loved her P' . 
. The words which had been at first raving and violent, 
Bank at last into an iufinite weariness and patho's: : Tears 
rained down ber face aa sbe beard thelli; neyer had she 
honoured him as she honoured him now, wben he refused 
Bubjection to a vile p&l!sion, and beld ber delld to him because 
be held her base with tho baseness of deliberate aud sel! .. 
chosen vice. -
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'I can tell!' she murmured. 'YOG love 88 she merit. 
not, LOr any 1foman. Yet-love farther still, and, if you 
can, fl)rglve I' 

He started as the voice thrilled through him, and roused 
his consciousness of some actual life near him. 

• Forgive P forgiye P' he answered Iler. 'Do you not know 
thai; what men bave torray for, before 1fomen like von, is to 
have the power. to "ate Forgive P That were sweet as the 
touch of your kisses I It is to shun, to abhor. to resist you, 
that strength is needcd !' 

He was nol; lI-holly conscious of her presence; the sense 
that 1fhile she had betrayed sbe yet had borne him a cruel. 
worthless, sensual passion had been forced 'on bim even while 
he had found her sheltering his foe, had been borne out by 
her own words, even by her outbreak of remorse, as sbe had 
pleaded for bis life on the sea-shore: tbat Bense remained 
with him, and against the weakness in him that made such a 
love even as this look pricelE'BB, straye thaI; nobler instinct 
which had governed him 1fhen he had said to her. 'love that 
is faithless and guilty-what is that to me P' 

He had thought that, for her sake, he should sbriuk from 
no crime; that for the guerdon of her beauty there would 
be n~ guilt before which btl would pause; but even now, in 
the semi-insanity brought on him by the torment through 
which he had passed, he 1fas truer to himself than this; and 
tbe caress of a wanton could never have replaced to him the 
loss of the 'one loyalty, one faith' ofbislife. He1fould have 
defended her and cleaved to her in her extremity. and 
endured in her stead for sake of the imperishahle fidelity he 
had sworn to her; but it would have been onlY.1fben the 
last thing was done and the last sacrifice re~dered. to bave 
put ber from him Cor .vermore. and Deter to have looked 
upon her face again. 

She lay at his feet, and beard him tbns abjure her power; 
thus entreat for forco to be blind and de.'\d to the allurement 
of wb&t be deemed tbe voluptuous visions of his cheated 
passion j and she honoured him as never slie bad honoured 
any living man j honoured tbe slaye who, because his slavery 
wall shame, broke from it, and liee:mle ber kin/{ by virtue of 
th6 v::!y majt:lty of that rebellion. Snakes ha4 crawled and 
be.ls!s ha.!-c.-ouched in human likeness many a time before 
bar i ~hiI mill .. lone .Lood bof.re her uudebued, bavin~ rent 
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t.he withee of bue desire, haring cleaTed to the liberty of an 
UD.I!taiDed honour. 

And her heart; went ont to him in IUpplication. remem. 
b6ring alone the wretchedness that through her had fallen on 
bim. 

'My God,;rea I I baTe brough~ YOI1 only evil. But hear 
me once before we part for ever. Hear me but once: YOI1 
perish by me, but I havG no guilt to 9°/4' 

He breathed loud and hard i his eyes stared on her in the 
duskyligbt; he took but one senSG from her words: that the 
infidelity of hel' life had been against others; that though 
abe had lied to him and beguiled him and forsaken bim, 
against hi. rival she had done deeper sin than against 
himsel£. 

• You 1000e me P' he muttered, aa he .trove to thrust ber 
back. • Be silent, theu. Go, go, go I I have no strength. 
If ouce I pardon, never sball I reeist you.' 

Pardon! Ita lof\ened mercy took the sbape of deadliest 
temptation i it looked aweet as life to forgive i to forgive, and' 
steep allnong. all Pain. all hate in one divine oblivion; to 
forgiVe, and lleed 1101; U.e pollution of the soul, so only the 
grace and grsciousness of mortal form were his; to for~ve, 
and eall ain grace, Rhame honour, and treachery truth, if 10 

alone the heaven he bad lost were hi .. 
She 1018 up and wed him, ailently awhile; the great 

alow tean awam before her aight; her tongue was stricken of 
ita fluency; Ihe knew that for her, through her, bl her, this 
man was condemned to a living death; yet that It waa not 
his lost life, but her lost purity, which W88 hi. despair now. 

Then she went to bim ere he could repulse ber, and laid 
her bands upon hi. breast, and looked full upward to hi. 
eyea; and her 1'oice waa low, and had a strange sweetness 
in it. 

'When to-night i. 01'81' we abaD Dever meet again. 1.l.e 
truth may be told now. I bave never betrayed you.' 

A marvellous change passed over bis face; the su1Fering 
.:"=ld tbe darkneu and the haggard desolation on it were 
,uJ.denIy crossed a. with a golden flash of light. He 
answered her Dotting i but his gllH strained down into hers 
aa thougb it read her soul. 

Her banda ltill leant upon his breast i her eyes still were 
1itl.ed up to hi. ; heL' Toice bad. ltill that Iweetneas, which wu 
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c'S(>' calm iiI! with the cahimcss of" thosafromwhom all hope 
laas passed, and yet had a yearning piteous paBsioll ill it that 
!to words could give. - , 

'We may speak now as the dying do-you and I; wo die 
to-night. To-morrow the living world will have no place for 
us save a frison, and a grave. You peri.~h through me j I 
have kille you. Your murdcress-yes; but nerer your 
traitress.' 

'He trembled' through aU his limbs under her touch ,and 
her words; the breath of her lips seemed to toss his life to 
and .fl·o;as, the winds ]llny with reeds. His brain reeled. 
'111ey, had said that her voice could steal reason itself from 
those whom it temptl'd;, they had said that her lie brought 
II. thousand times subtler charm of conviction than the truth 
of otherwomcn ever bare in it. At dawn she had abased 
~erl!elf in gum before him; now, at tIndllight, she swore to 
him that no treachery to him was on her; . 

·,Not'mine.!', he echoed, 'when my fve is your paramour, 
~ny,assasBin,your carel Silence! silence!'l'hey say that 
yOll; tempt men till they losc alllikeu6!!.'1 of themselves-all 
llower ,to Beo 'you as: you are I but you. died to me for evel' 
l"hen, you owned 'yourself dishonoured.' 

'Wait! At dawn you gave me your,pity.' 
• Pity! pity I God I you know wl111t a man's r.aasion is!' 

hocded .to; her.. 'Can it yield that cold, mercifuT, sinless 
thing when it consumes itself iu hell fire? ,Pity I Whot 
pity had you P , 

It was the Bole reproach he lutd east at her; , 
,,' Ah; lit·ar me-..only hear me. 'To you I h&d no sin.' 
lit! gave butene meaning to her allswer; il bittermonn 

broke from him; for an instant his arms toucned her to draw 
her .once more ,to h. embrace j then ther fell as though 
nerveless and useless. 

• The,n you had sin to another. I have no't the strength I 
thought; 1 cannot. pardon to the uttermost. I would not 
forsake you'; I would not harm YOll. But the 'Woliuln. 1 
loved is dead" I say. Do not bring me in mockc/'y of her a 
courtesan.' " ' , 

The words were inooherent and faint; but they had all 
exceeding pathos; the longing aching melancholy of a life 
henceforth withollt ~lUebope. lier very heart seemed to, 
break aashe heard ,hem,as they ,strove afl.er justicl!' and 
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, 'tenderness to her even amid the hllvo~ of his shattered faith, 
, his ·unutterable desolation. . 

• Listen I' she answered him. • I bring you a woman who 
Rinned if ambition were sin, if too little mercy were sin, if 
imperioul! pride lind cruel victory \ll"ere Bin, if evil fellowship 
and enforced sufferance of alien crime were sin; but of all 
other I am innocent.' \ 

His hands fell heavily on her shoniders, in the dim light 
that flickered on the paleness of her face; his own WILS 

wholly in darkness; but through the gloom his'eyes burned 
down upon hers with the glare .of wildly~wakeniDghope 
8trainillg through the belief, by her own lips, of her guilt. 

• Innocent! When you are his mistress !' 
I I nm not his, nor any man's.' . 
I Ah, God I Take care how you betray me afresh. I am 

mad, I think, to-uight.' . . 
I I do not betray you. I have never betrayed. I felt 

you to believe me dishonoured lest worse should come 'unto 
p~ .'. 

• What I when you loved him P" . 
• I loved llim in childhood-yes. Then only. 

o' t In childhood I What are you to him P' . 
• Wait! wait I It sickens me to tell. 0 ut of the grent

neSl of your own heart you judged my life i you judge!) it 
rightly.' '. ,. 

• What III'G you to him P , 
• To my eternal shame-his daughter" 
Her head was sunk down on the atone floor of the prison

ehamber as the'wordsleft her, slowly, unwillingly, as though 
her existence itself were toru aM dragged out with them. 
To the womlUl who bad the pride of an imperi1l1 blood. with 
all the luperb insolence of beauty, genius, nnd power, with
out their pe~r. it was humiliation as deep as to lay bare a 
Celon's brand to own her kinship with crime and ,,~ith cow
ardice, to yield :up the secret disgrace of her mighty race. 

He, dead to all else, heard but the answer that gaye her 
back to him; doubted not, questioned not, paused not for 
)lroof or for dread, but with a great cry-the cry of a heart 
that was breaking with rapture-stretched out his lacera.ted 
arms, Dnd drew her U}' to his embrace, and crushed her 
close a~l\inet his bruised and aching J>reDst. ". . 

• Gad forgive me that ever I believed even your own voice 
against you I God forgive me that I wronged you I' 



Ria Word, rang clear ad loud and ,.eet at elarion', 
nng in hi, unutte1"&ble joy. Tben bit "t'ad lank, bit 
wounded limbe failed him, ecBWoy nnquisbC!d hia atftngth. 
at never Wl'etchedne~ had done; fol' the lirst time in all 
his year'll of manhood he bowed himaelC dOK1l and 1I't'pt u 
1fOIDt'n 1Illt'1\ with the agony or passion. with tbe abandon-' 
ment or childhood. 

• • • • • • • 
Not untillo::g after were oLhel' WONs uttered. bet'nen 

tht'm. The ~ that weN t!poken 1I'eN hers. while the 
pulse of her heart; heal on his, and tbe low Ilame or the 
lamp Bunk out slowly. 

• What use! whu uae that you know lhe trutb!' Bhe 
moaned. • You ha,e been martped for me. fhrough me 
yon will r.erisb I ' 

He smiled, as Dlen smile in BOme 81reet Cancy or dreaming 
t!leep. 

• Though I may die with the dawn. I ran thank God ... 
I have liVed.' 

, Lived to be cUJ'llE'd by me I' 
• Lived to be loved by TOn;-it is enou/l1l.' 
• LoTed by a love that; destroys you I Can yon aTe!' f'oI'o 

'Tt! P , 
G' • Forgive P W'bd is len to forgive. linee you a!'8 mine P , 

• YOlll'll-for your ruin. raur torture. your &laughter. 
These 8!'8 the love gin. I bnng you I ' 

• Think not of them. Lin .Tour lipe to min. and they 
a!'8 fO'l'gOlten .' 

Ris thought. held. no olher thin~, his ~nsciousneM 
gr:\sped no other reality, than thiB one li,ing pria.-lees surety 
of letT', that came bome to his beart. beTOnd doub'- beyond 
tttlspicion. 'trith all tbe divine fol'C8 ot a resiatleea truth. 
Ml'mories or evil and of crime floated. Ihapelea. amid \he 
Budden ~lol"1 that seemed to fill tbe gloom or hiB midnight 
pl'i~on wltb the glow of a southern da'trD: h. let them pull 
-be could ~o' hold them. She unlooaed herself from haa 
arms, and kne!' once mON be6ide him, eo thaL in the 4im 
.lIado," 1"&" <.>f the lamp he could only Bee the raJeneaa of 
her u,Jlurn(d brow. She lonfCd to be Bbeltered even frun ~. 
Bight In that hou:. Sbe b3<1 no fo?U' but tbat the ~tDeea 
of his nature wovJd reach to me!'eY and to paNu~ She 
kne" that justice to the uttermOllt, and an infinite telld ... 
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Dees, would ever be hera at his hands. But none the lesl· 
Ihe knew tbat through her he would perish; and none tbe 
lesl were the Ihame tbat sbe must reveal against her race, 
the taint of coward 1,. crime tbat must rest on her byimpli
·eation, the degradatIon of her Dame that she must lAy bare 
before him, bitter beyond aU bittel11ess to the pricie that . 
was born at once of royalty and freedom, to the courage 
that would have faced a thousand deatha rather than have 
bent down to one act of baseness. 

• Forgotten P' she echoed, where ehe bowed heraelf at hi. 
feet. • You are wronged 10 deeply, that no love but yours 
could ever outlive such wrong. Listen!· I have Bpokell 
but truth to you. I have striven to save you with all the 
rJight that wae in me. I have never been false to you bJ 
deed, or word, or thou~ht. But, all the eame, your life 18 
lost through me; and m me you Bee tbe daughter of your" 
vilest foe, of tit. man who ehot you down with a brigand'. 
murder and a coward'i lecrecy. Yes; I!-I!-I!-who 
believed no emprel. never had wider reign; who bave treated 
men 88 dogs beneath my feet ; who have told you the legends 
that gave me heroes' and sovereigns' blood in my veme,-I· 
have greater ehame npon me thall the pooreet eerfthat ever 
crawled to take bread at m., gates. I am the associate and 
the accomplice of an aelUSID i I am the daughter of Conrad 
Phaulcon. 

He heard i aDi the words earned their way to his mind, 
that had been delirioul with the weight, and now was giddy 
with the release, of pain. He heard; and tbe violence of 
the hatred h. had borne this man Ihook him afresh, as 
tempeeta Ihake Itrong tree.. He breathed Blowly and 
heavily. With the rich liberty of hie arisen joy came a 
deadly and heart-aick oppressiou; with the sweet dayligM 
of his renewed faith came the poison-miste of a dead crime.i 

• My God I bow you must have auffered I ' 
The euffering that luch a tie as this had COBt her wal b 

fint thought, before all other. 
• You think of me and (or me Itill-etill t • 
• When I lhall have ceased to think of you I Ihall have 

~eed to live.' 
Burning tears reU from her eyes upon his hands. She 

.,oaJd Dot let him raiBe her nearer him, but knelt there . 
where th.laint od golden-hued light of the dying lamp 

2. 
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straye~ Boftly to her, nnd fell upon her Ilead like a halo of 
martyrdom in the piC?tures of old masters. He stooped to 
her. 

, Tell me all.' 
• All my shame P , 
r Not yours; you had no share in it, or ),ou would not 

kneel there to-night' 
.'.Yes, mine:. for the shame of one man is the shame of 

his race, and the evil that is shielded is Ilhared.' 
She felt him shudder for one moment from her. .. 
~ Stay! You were never leagued wjth that infamy P , 
I Against your life P No. I suspected-I feared; but 

ther dreaded me, and hid it from mil,. lOnce I brought it 
against .him; and he swore .by the memory of my mother 
that he' was innocent. This one oath be bad used to hold 
s:wred. 1;ly' it he duped me-that once.' ,.' 

.A hate, unforgiving and deadlYi ran through the thrill of 
the. words. In the :sigh,t of her fellI:less eyes. the one un
pardonable guilt was the dastardly guilt of a lie. . 

'.Tell you all p,' ,she pursued. while her voice rose swifter, 
and gathered the fluent eloquence which, wns natural to· 
her as its warmth to· the slIn. • In years I could not tell 
the torture of.that tompanions}!ip lhav!l endured so long. 
Ab, you must paint it to yours~!f; . no words of mine could 
give it. Look I I am brave, I am born linked .. with a 
coward;.I am proud, I have been bound to a man who 
Dever .knew .what it was to wince under tbe lash 'of dis
honour; I am ambitious, and I have been leashed with.an 
ad-v:enturer whom the whole continent brands as II. knave; 
I have IO'l"ed truth and the peoples' rights-it is all that bas 
redeemed me-and I have been fastened hand and foot tc 
the baseness of intrigue, the venality of mock patriotism, 
the criminal craft ,of secret societies. Look! That man 
conld hear what you called me and deemed me a few· hours 
ago; and :he (lould hold hill peace and 1al1~h, nnd never 
breathe one word or strike one blow to defend my honour. 
to redeem my name. That will teU you ,what hisli!e has 
been.' ,,' .' .,. ,: .• ~. 

A bitter curae moved his lips as he heard. 
I Why did, you stay me when my hand was· on' his 

throat Pi, .' 
, Oo,ul~ his guilt annnl h~ti~ .t~ me' By tha.t one bond 
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iflild42 , 
he haa claimed bia immunity, and enforced my rbcaH'dtN,~ 
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through all the evil of his years.' 0 C I 
• Yet, why not have told me P' ;pC) , 
• 13ecausc I waB bound to silence by my oath. k i ~ 

told you bow my eady life waa spent; but I could n~l 
you the influence Conrad Phaulcon had on it. My mother 
died while I was in infancy. She w'as the love orb is youth, 
and she hod passed away fro(Il. him ere she had worn that 
love out. There are green places which never wither ill 
the heart. that are searest; such was her memory to hinr, 
but her" race he bated. with a reckless hatred. He had 
looked to share their dominion when he wedded her; but: 
there was feud between him and J uIisJlIAnd J uIjan read 
him aright, and held him in distrust, arid none of their:: 
wealth came to him, and he hated their greatness with· a 
bitter envy •. I have had him curse my face because it was, 
like the Byzantine line; yet, on the whole, he loved, and 
was gentlt', to me. And I-I thought him a god, a hero, " 
patriot. He was a communist, an agitator. an adventurer;" 
but I knew Done of those names. I thought mankind. was. 
divided into the oppressors and the oppressed, into the haters 
and the lovers of liberty; and I revered him as a Graechus, 
a Drusua, an Al'istogiton,.stoned by the nation's ingratitudc., 
Once he was proscribed, ane! I knew where he lay hid,; 
though I was but a few summers old, and t4ey took and 
starved me to make me speak. ,)3ecnuse the fooel would. 
not tempt me, they tried blows; and whenI still kept silent, 
they wondered, and at last let m4 ,go, because one of their, 
patriarchs reproved them, saying I was more faithful· to 
man than they were to God.' . 

And he knew that you, his young child, sU1re~ed. tnat. 
for him P , '"' J 

• Snrely ho knew it later in Athens.', ." 
• Audit failed to make you sacred in his sight.' . 
• Nay; it ouly showed him that I was perhaps of the 

Bteel that would furnish him forth a choice. weapon. I war 
proud to Buffer for him; I adored him tben ; and, chiefly: of; 
all becausel believed. him. swom to the p~oples'good~ and 
a martyr for .lh!, aakeof fr~edom .. , .. WhIle .:1 was lltill so, 
young those, things were still. 80 close. at my, heart' ,'And 
he loved me in answer then, though I saw him seldom .. and,· 
1Jlight bre lived on charity ht for Julian Vassalis; . then' 
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and until the time came when, there being DO ma~ .. cr .. ~ 
great Byzantine race left, I succeeded to the wl\ole or it. 
splendour, and, by the will of the dead chief, bore ita name. 
From that moment the hate his foiled ambition And his 
cheated avarice bore against the Vassalis line blent against; 
me with the old tenderness that he bore me, and from that 
moment he saw in me only his prey.' 

.She felt l1is l!ands clench; she he8l'd his breath catch on 
passionate words of imprecation. 

• Ah, peace, peace I' she murmured to him. • Aid me 
rather to forgive, if I can. M.y own wrongs I might j but 
yours-' 

• Nay, mine are but of the hour; yours are lifelong. 
Tell me all-all: 

• I could not if I spoke for yeara. A brave nature bound 
to a cowlU'd j a proud one leashed with dishonour-that is 
an agony that lies beyond words. 'Then he saw me thus, 
so young, given this wealth and this power he had so vainly 
desired, a desire of vengeance entered him against me ; and 
also, with the craft of his school,he saw in me a fitting in
strument for his many schemes. Well he knew his sway 
over me j Julian dead, there remained none to counteract 
it. A revolutionist ere I could reason, and ambitious with 
AD ambition fllr outleaping all the goals of the modern 
world; a child still in my ignorance of actual thinga od 
my belief in the omnipotence of truth. yet already mistress 
of what Beemed to me the magnificence aDd the dominion 
of a Cleopatra, I came to hiB Bnare as a bird to the fowler's. 
I would nave gone to martyrdom to have hoerated the 
nations j I would have Bold my soul to have reached the 
Bovereignty of a Semiramis. By these twain-my strength 
and my weakness-he ruled me. And through them, in all 
that glorious faith of my youth, he bound me by oath to 
himself and his cause. That oath I have never broken.' 

- There was Bilence for many moments. Then she spoke 
again, while the dying lamp Bunk lower and lower. and the 
halo ceased to fall upon her brow. 

• Many besides me, unseen of men, wear those secret fet
ters of political oathB Bworn in the rashness of their youth. 
and faitn to what they believed the cause of freedom-to 
what too late they know an inexorable and extortionate 
'p~nl th~t throu~h all their a~r-liv~8 will never sf~ 
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'While I thought myJelC an empress they were fastened 
round me, and made me a alave. Ah! I cannot travel back 
over that w88te of years! It is enough that I swore fealty 
to hi. cause and obedience to his order-that I swore, 
moreover, adhesion with him in all things, and secrecy upon 
the tie he bore me. This last thing I vowed because he 
willed it-it 1I"as easy to maintain.· His marriage had long 
been concealed from fear olthe Vassalis' wrath; and when 
the world knew me, I bore another title than his. Too 
late I learned what this fatal exaction cost me Had I 
been known 8S his daughter, the evil notoriety he had 
gained would have sufficed to blemish my own repute. Ail 
it was, 1 might as well have come forth from a lazar-hoUBe 
or a felon's cell. None knew his tie to me, except, oflate 
yeara, the traitor who taught you to aee in him my lover, 
my accomplice. True, my riches, my youth, my ancient 
name, my brilliancy and extravagance of life-other gifts 
that men law in me-all brought me celebrity, notoriety. 
triumpha, luch aa they 1I"ere. But from the first to the 
laat-companioned by him-they were darkened by falsehood. 
And he-ah, you may well ask if a man's heart ever beat, 
if a man's blood ever glowed in him J -knew it; knew it 
long ere ever I dreamt it, and let the shadow of his own 
evil fame be upon me, because through it his schemes were 
best served l because by it he could best secure what no 
other should ever share with him-the wealth that I held 
and he coveted. He feared that I might one day break from 
him, that I might one day give the 10,e I give you. So he 
desired men to think me worthless as they would, and his . 
preslnce beside me sufficed to fulfil his desire. No, no! do 
not pour on m. those noble worda; I am not worthy of 
them I Though linned against, I am not sinless. When. 
too late. I law what my fatal promise had wrought for me. 
I wal in lo,e with the dangers. the victories. the sway, the 
intoleration I had plunged into; I had drunk 10 deep and 
10 freshly oC the draught oC Power. I could not have laid 
down the cup though I had kn01l"n there 11'88 death in it. 
And-under lcom and hate, and all the unutterahle miselJ' 
tbat came to me when I saw myself betrayed by him-my 
.ery nature changed. I grew hardened, reckless, pitiless. 
l!yloyalty to liberty, to truth, to the peoples. never altered; 
lIut that W88 all the better thing left in me. I remained 
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faithful, even to Ii traitor. But thli world and r were fo, 
ever at war; I cared not how I strude, BO that I only 
struck home Evil had been-spoken against me falsely, and 
I lived in such fashion that they should know one woman 
at least breathed whose neck could not be bent, nor whose 
spirit bowed by (,.alumny. Men came about me, tpad for 
the smile of my lips, but not true enough in themst!lyes, as 
you were true, to pierce to the _truth in me,and I gave 
them a bitter cnastisement for their blindness: I slew them 
with their own steel. 13ut-O God! what avail to tell you 
this? I cnn tell you how that which was spoken against me 
has, in part, been truth deserved, and, in part, the malignant 
coinage of envy. I can tell you that at dawn to-day I had 
no choice but to leave myself a traitress in your sight, or 
Bee you slaughtered by him as the issue of my love. I can 
tellyeu this-but _",hat avail P You periph through me, 
for me, -by me! What use that you should hold me faithful 
to you? I -am none the less vour murderess because I 
would give my life for yours, my love, my love, my love I ' 

Her voice, that had been sustained _ and eloquent with 
the vital strength of remembered wrongs, failed her over 
the last words. The memory of the ma~dom which he 
lmd borne for her; the memory of the destruction of -all 
his future, which through- her befell him; the memory of 
the only existence that could ever now be his dragged out 
beneath the gaIley-chains and companioned by the.worstof 
criminals; alone remained: with 'her. Gnilty or guiltless, 
faithless or faithful, having cleaved to him or having for. 
saken him,-w hat mattt.'red it? Wherein could it _ scrvEl 
him? He was lost through her.; _ __ 

But this thought-never came to him._ His eyes looked 
down on her through the heavy. shadow with & light _ in 
them that had the sweetness of release, tho glory of victory 
through all the infinite pain and hopelessness of their fated 
love. 

• What avail P' he answered her. C Do you know me yet 
so little P Do you not know that I could lie down and die 
content, since I have lmard that you are sinless P' 

• I know, I know! You would have died for me when 
you thought me vile with the vice that I cherished, branded. 
with the kisses of shame. .Alld yet-"-is there no doub~ 
with you now?' - -. . 
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'Doubt P Did ever I harbour it save at your own bid. 
ding?' 

, Yet-what have you but my word, the word which that 
Iscariot told you was only A dulcet lie, soft. and falso on, 
every earP' • ,_ 

She felt the tremor of hi. passion run through all his 
limbs. - \. 

, Were I free but for ona hour-' 
I Be at peace. I have given him to vengeance.' -
Her V\'IICe had in it that strong immutable merciless ven-

geance that came to her with her eastern blood; that smote 
rarely, but when it smote, never wavered and never failed. 
Then her voice fell, hot tears dropped from her aching 
eyea, and she refused to be lifted to nis hca.rt, she shrank 
nom his hand a8 though unworthy of its touch. 

I Vengeance!' ahe moaned, I what use is it to me P You 
are 10lt through me-lost for ever I You I pity, honour, 
love me still I I could better bear your curse! ' 

In the darkness that waa about them, ahe rather felt 
chan law the infinite tenderness of his. eyes as they gazed 
down on her. 

',Hush! Would you wrong me still? Can you' not. 
think one hour that lays your heart bare to me thus, 
and brings me thus the Burety of your Binlessness; is worth 
to me a lifetime of common joy and soulless pleasure? 
Let its cost be what it will-it is well bought' 

She knew he held it so i and for this, that he loved her 
with thi8 exceeding holines8 of love ifor this, that there
storation of ,her nobility and honour in his sight was price.:. 
les8 to him, as no paradise- purchased by her crime Gould 
ever have been j for this, the woe that she had wrought 
him, eat like iron into her soul. ' 

• Well bought! It will be bought by a living agony of 
endles8 years! Manhood, pride, peace, joy, all killed in 
yo~ j your vel'., name .lost,. 'your' very fate forgotten, till 
your hair is whlte with sorrow and your e~es are b~d with 
D"e! Ah, God! what matter what I be! It IS I who 
h~vo condemned you to this ! It is I who have been youl 
ruin!" 

His arms drew her upward, eloseagainst the heart that; 
only beat for her i his hot .lip8 quivered on her own i in 
the night-silence and the darkness that was on them his 
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yoiee thnlled through her 'neet .. remetnbeftd ~ 
after death.' 

• Do :rou think tbey .lWl eYer part U. DO.? Deatla 
ahall urute WI, if Life cannot.' 

The houn paued, and they were left in 101itude. A. 
they h:ul forgot all ot hel' life saye t beir own, so bl it tMy 
.eemed forgotten. Througb the heery masonry of tbe 
iroD-bound wall., DO ecbo of the worid without came to 
tbem; on the hush and tbe gloom of the chamber there 
... DO sound. an on1y the soft gliding of • night-bird'. 
1'etItl_ wing. WbateYer fate roee for them with the 
dawn, thi. nigbt at lean .u theirs: there is DO 10". lik. 
that which liyea nctoriou. e .. en beneatb tbe .hado. of 
death; there it no joy like that .hich find. ita para.w. 
eYen amid the erne1ty of pain. the fierce long .truggl. of 
d~air. 

1\e .. er i. the Toluptuou. glory of tb. InD so deep, .. 
rich, u .hen ita last exceee of light b1ll'U abo ... the 
purple edge of the tempe.t-clowl lW aMra up.aN to 
coyer and dnolll' it. 

The h01lJ'8 paned, anel tlle nya .f th. momm! a10wly 
.tole inwanl through the narrow fUt'ment, bedded higla .boY. in the granite block., while with the coming of the day 
the bird, of the night retumed from their outward Bight, 
and neetled in their dark haunt, with their eyea hid be
Death their win~ A. the first Jig!lt touched he,. brow 
-.od the d.wu came not there till tbe da,.u full-Ne. 
for the earth without_h. lIIDiled m hia eyee, and loosened 
from her boeom the sleDder Reel blade, IQI"C8 broadel' thaD 
• needle'. width, that had reated there so long. 

'Tab it. You haTe aid-the, aball Dot part u. DOW.' 
Hill hand clOlled OD it .lule hi. 1IIDil. anawerM hl:ft. 
• J .ill ind .trength enougb for that;-it aball p' ... 

elf-mal h"bel'ty, etemal UIlion.' 
Once before h. had pWged tbia prOm.iae to her. ~Iul 

a. ahe had knowu theo, .. ab. knew DOW'. that he .ould 
lind BtreDgth to deliTe .. her from cfuhonour and him.aelf 
from t'IIptirity; ItreIlgtla to lie tn. to hel', eYe. to u.. 
.... t thing of all. 

IIaring reached til. IUpnm. eeeWl aDd tJae supreme 
anguiaJa Of life, death ... to them,.. te .:.. ncu jf \he 
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fOung 'World. the ."a of det'p benignant eyes. 'Whose toucJa 
'Was releaae, and whose kingdom was freedom. on whose face 
was light, and in whose hands 1flU balm. 

EYen aa tbe worda left his lips. on the quiet of the air • 
lingle .hot; rang. . 

Tbe first IUnbeam had alanted tlu'ou~h the Blender ehink 
aboTe j the .tillness waa intense j far belo'W the meuured 
mp of the eentinel fell muIDed on the turf, and the liquid 
lteAling music of water, that fell down through thick acan
thUI folia"'e without, alone waa dimly heard. A' that mo
ment, a. the b.ri&htnesa of the day reached high enough to 
enter the Tlultecl chamber of the upper Itory of the gra
nary. the Btillness wu thUI broken. There waa • Btilled 
cry j then silence reigned agaiD j and on that ailence there 
wu heard no more the monotonoul tread to and fro of the 
IOldier on guard. 

He ata.rWd to his fee~ 1WI band on the Venetian Iteel he 
bd iUBt gt'UJ>ed. 

• 1"be man 18 abot" 
. Hia Toice waa low and rapid. his eyM turned on lIera 
with tbe lIUJle thought which eame to both alike. There 
were tbose in that 'World they had lost who would baTe 
done all that courage and true friencUhi~ could in their 
len ice bad they known of their extreDllty j there were 
men by the eeore who 'Would have let there livea be mowed 
down like the millet abeaTea around tbem in her c:auae. 
had they had power to reach ber from the grip of priea' 
and king. 

Hope had been dead in tliem. 
In the lowest depths of woe the obliTion of paasion W 

made them aenscless to all else-ecnse]css eTen to tbe fate 
that must await tbem with the awakening of tbe dawn. 
But no thought of deliverance hAd ever come to them. ] Ii 
had aeemed meet tbat tbeir lives uould end. on.,. haTing 
reacbed tli. det'peat joy that life could bold j joy taken 
from the Tcry jaws of the grave; joy bW'lliDg through the 
frozen chillness of despair. 

Yet now, when hope. TlIgue .. rememberedclreama, once 
touched them. they felt dr'IlDk with it aa with the fumea of 
wine. 

Tbeyliatened, .. Done eTer listened live those on wAoee 
.training ear the lint IOWld that falla will brin: the m .. 
.. ge of death 01' life. 
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For a Ihoment that 1t.ushed stillness lasted, unbroken no" 
by even· the treading of the soldier's feet. Then there 
broke forth the loud rejoicing bay of a -hound loosed on 
to his quarry; shot answered shot, steel clashed on steel: 
the din of tumult filled the soft peace of the early day; 
the old-remembered rallying words that had so often 
o.oated to her ear above the din of con8.ict, vibrated on it 
now~'Italia!" 'Idalia !'-the two names blent in one. 

As she heard; she rose erect; her whole frn.me seemed to 
Btrain upward to the sun that glanced through the high 
bars of their prison-room; there were fire in her eyes, 
light on her lips, the glow of liberty on all her face and 
form. She was the living symbol of Italy unchained. 

'Do you hearP Do you hearP' she cried to him. '.81" 
is free!' 

,Before her own freedom~venbefore his-the libera
tion of the nation, so long enslaved, came to her heart first ; 
then, while the great tears coursed down her cheeks, she 
clung to him, trembling with a- terror that had never 
touched her fearless life-the terror lest for him, as for 
the laud ~()r which 'she.ha.'4 so long endured and suffered. 
this hope only dawned. again to die out in endless night. 

, Ah, God! give them strength-courage-victory P' she 
prayed! 'a~she lifted ~er face to the sun. 'My love, ~y 
love! hsten for me, listen! I· cannot hear. Hope. kills 
m~hOpe£or you t' . ' , . 

i'hey stood, there, 'barred, in, in the shadows which that 
ray'o£ wandering sunlight on high alone parted, while be
neath them unseen raged the struggle on which their lives 
hung. Confus~d, broken, indistinct, the echoes of the con
test came strangely through- the hushedprison-charnber. 
The bitter riot of war tossed to and fro the fate of their 
coming years; the balance of chance swung, holding their 
del!tiny, and they could not tell to which side the scale 

, was 'swaying ; the measure of blood would be the purchase 
coin of their ransom, or the price of their bondage, and 
theycould'not know Whether foe or friend now claimed it. 
They stood, locked in, in solitude, with but a hand's
breadt~ o~.the morning sky through the grating above 
their heads, the only thing visible of all- the living world. 
without, and heard the tUUlult stl'iring far beneath upon 
w~ose issue all ~heir fut.u.re bung. . ' 
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The time was very brief; a little bird upon a.n ivy-coil 
cuLBide the window-bars had lifted its voice ill daylight. 
Bong aa the first shots were fired, aud still was singing 
softly anI!. joyously, untired; but to them the moments 
seemed as years. At last, loud and rejoicing on the sum
mer air, wild vivas broke the bitter noise of. ,conflict, and. 
crossed the moans of 'fallen men;' the dropping shots 
grew fewer and fewer. ,Upon the stone stairway. the rapid 
upward rush of feet came near; the bolts were drawn back. 
the door WSlS flung aside; with his flanks white with foam, 
and hill migbty jaws crimson with gore, the great dog 
Bprang on ller with a. single bound; behind him" upon the 
threshold, stolld Conrad Phaulcon. 

His eyes :net their. one instant; then headlong athei! 
feet he fell, a. deep lIloW' ~tream of blood staining the gray 
.tone of the floor. " 
, Thus at lust he met his foe. Thus at last his foe looked 
on him after the weary search of bamed vengeance, long 
and hot as tiger's thirst., 

A. he fell hill hands caught the hem of her dress. 
• Idalia. ! ] dalia. !-I . 
The word dicd all his head smote the granite, and the 

broken sword he had pressed into his side to lend him 
strength for a moment pierced farther, driven in by the 
weight of the fall. 

Erceldoune staggered forward and raised him. 
, . • He is dying I ' he said, as he looked at her. There came 
upon him a strange awe as he saw the death that at dawn 
he had so nearly dealt, smite thus, as another day broke oli 
the world, the man fl'om whom he had fled, as David from 
the sight of Saul, lest murder should be upon his head if 
longer he ~gered where his enemy lay. . , 

She never spoke. but sank on her knees beside her father' 
"hcre be had fallen, held up in the arms that· a score of: 
hourI before had flung him upward like some worthless 
driftwood to be cast into the' flames. Her eyes were fas
tened on biB flushed and haggard fact', that still had 80 much 
Idft of the old bright classic beauty. . -. ' .. 

. ' You have lIaved UB 1 'You-I'-
She doubted her own senses! she thought she dreamt as 

madly' e.s though she were dreaming that t~e heavens 
opened and. the angels: and archangels. of· medueval \ltory 

. .; 
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descended with the aword of Michael. with tho apear of 
lthuriel. to their rescue. 

He drew his breath with a great eigh, and his ,oice cam, 
in broken whispel'S. 

• You said right-there are things gods would not par
don.-:rour wroogs are of tbem. You stuog me at I~t 1" 

She did not answer; she gazed at bim with blind telU'o 
less eyee that eaw his face. but only saw it u in the mists 
of dreams. 

He pressed the sword that haa broken ofF in his loins 
doser and harder to staunch the blood. while his yoiee rose 
riogiog and resonant. 

• Our day has come I They haye Palermo i Naples must 
follow. The kiog has enough to do to think of hu, capital • 
. They fear the Den sllould get to the populaee. We have 
dooe a bold stroke to-day; they have been hunting us dowil 
like wolves. but we have turned and torn them. The sen
tinel killed. the rest was easy. Ah! look Tou,-there ja 
'Yen.,rreanee for you too. Thot white-faeed Northemt'r be. 
trayed you to Giulio ,moflor. Well. the bOT Berto 
caught him in his own toils. They hold him we; they 
will kill him like a cur at your word. Ah, Cbrist I how the 
steel pierces I I would Dot die if I could help it. N 01; 
just now-not till I hne seen that traitor's face. It; is 
hard-hard-hard. IIe bas cut and galled me 80 of\eu. to 
die just when I could pay him all! ' 

The ferocious words ~ve wily as his breath caught them i 
be moved restlessly, drlViug the blade in still. so that by 
this means be Dlight yet gain a moment's forte. As his 
wandering glazing eyes glanced upward he saw whose arms 
lIupported him; and the old relentless hate glowed in them 
-dark and deathl('SL 

• So I he bas his 'engeance. and I am balked of mine I 
Lay me down, signore. I would eooner die a minute t'Arliel' 
than gain the minute by your help,' 

The old sav~ tiger lust was in the yords. ErcelJoune 
DeTOf' heeded tbt'm, be'rested the Greek's head on his own 
breast, and held bim upward with gentleness and in silt-nee. 

Idalia hung over hiln with one praIe1' onll on her lip .. 
one command only in her ,oice. 

• Tell him-tell him! If you 'WOuld atone Col' your ,in
if JOu would redeem your inflUllJ-if IOU have ever know. 
remorse-bear me witnesa what you are to me I' 
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The evil faded off hia face; a aofter look came back 
there. 

• Late-late-late I' he aighed: yet he lifted hia head 
and made the si~ of the crosa with that latent superstition 
which lingered In him even while he made reckless jest of 
Deity, and denied with flippant laughter man'a dreamin, 
hope of God. 

'By her mother'a memory I Iw'ear,-Idalia Vassalis is 
my daughter. To her most bitter calaruity. Those who 
have spoken evil against her have lied. I have been a 
coward, a traitor, a shame, and a darkness for ever on hep 
path; but-she hal ever been loyal to me. She never 
feared, and she was never faithlesl; I loved ~er for that), 
but-for that too-I hated her." . 

AI the words, more vivid in the louthern tongue he
uled, left hie lipl firmly and distinctly, her eyes filled 
Ilowl}" with tears, aud across the stricken form of the' 
wounded man, met those which had seen her aright through 
all the mists of calumny, which had looked down through 
the shadows of doubt, and read, despite thew, the veiled 
truth of her lifo. The faith in him Dad been sore tried; 
but at length, after many days, his reward came. . 

Neither spoke. Tha.t one look uttered all between them. 
Conrad Phaulcon pressed his hand closer yet ullon the 
jogged steel that for a few brief momenta still could thu8 
bold life in him. Something of hia old laugh hovered on 
hillipa. 

• Look I I make a fair ending. Pity there ia no priest 
to crow above me. Death-bed repentance !-:-there ia no 
coin like it; you sell the game you have lost already, and 
you buy luch a fine aroma for notbing-' 

She lhivered a' the awful mirth as' sbe ltooped to him, 
and posaed her hand over hia forehead. 

• Silence I Live rather to repent. He will forgivo; 
and I-you have tried my mercy long; you need not fear. 
~~~ . 

'No: he muttered more huskily, more faintly. 'If YOIl 
had been willing to take your vengeance you could-long 
ago; you knew what would have sent me to the galleya. 
But you were true to your word. Strange,8tra.uge enough I. 
You were 80 bold, 10 ca.re1esa, 10 proud, 80 rockleal; but. 
.ne could ho11! yo. in a bridle or irOD if once you had givell. 
10IU word: . 
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, His sight, tbat was beginning to £'\il him, Bought her face 
with a wondering baffied glance; through whole life this 
loyalty to her pledged honour had bewildered him, even while 
by it he had found so merciless a power to bind and to drive 
one whom fear could never have I;lwayed, nor force han 
moved. As she heard, she 10Bt remembrance of the deadly 
wrongs dOJ?e against her by the man who should have been 
her foremost· guard, her 'surest friend; all the long years 
th).'Ough wliich he had persecuted .andpoisoned her freedom 
and he~' fame 'fell from her.,' Lying in his last hour at hel' ' 
feet, having' thus, at laSt, however late,however Blightly,' 
redeemed the cr\leJty; of· his .past against her. he brought 
to her but one memory: that' of a', 'long-perished timt\ 
when on her childish ear his voice had 'come like music; 
breathhingth~l)Oetry,andthe heroism of the world's dead 
fout • , ' " ,., 

, Be more just to 'us both,' s11e' murmured; while the salt 
drops fell from her eyes upon his brow. • What I remembered 
always ",as what you at last remember too: the love you 
1I0re my mother, 'the love she gave to you. 'Let it bring' 
peace at last between us." . ". , ' '.: 

If e shuddered as she spoke. " J • • 

, God! If priests' and women's tales be true; and' she 
lives in anothfr life I I would go to hell, if a hell ~here were" 
BooneI' than see her face; Booner than hear her ask of you 
at my hands." ' . . 

,'Hush! . ·Have I notBaid 1 forgive P' . . ' 
The soft and ,solemn cadence of, the mournful words 

Beemed to fall upon his ear with a deep calm he 'dared not,' 
or cared not· to break; he lay silent some moments, 
breathing heavily, while his drooped lids hungs9 though 
in sleep i then With: a' suddeil upleaping of the vivid life 
within him he raised 'himself once more, while the careless' 
melody of hi" .swee~ laugb ~cho~dwith its old chime' 
throuoh the air.' ,.., " ""'. " 

, I have been a coward all my life. . Well, I willd~e like 
a hero'. They will make me a monyr . when I am gone. 
Why not p'Let Diy'epitaph lie Mit 'will, it cannot lie 'like 

. a priest's or a king~B;. So this is the end of it all; the drama 
is not worth the playing: They have taken Palermo, I teU 
you. Well; they.revile us; ~ut, afte,~an, wob~ve ~ruth !n 
us J the people wrll see that ono day; ·Thec8I'ltal II!. 1\1.1 It! 
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eoufusion. They.could only leave YOll a half.dozen guara~. 
Lousada and Veni, and a few other", thought we could do 
Bomething if we struck well; they have got a brigantine 
too. If you fly at once you will be safe.' ' 

The incoherent fragments of speech were pantedrapidlv' 
out. Scarce pausing for breath, be looked once more upward 
at Erceldoune. with the old unquen(!hed hatred still burning 
dark in his glance. , . ' ; 

• Yoa will have the VassaJis' fief. Ah; that cuts harder 
than the sabre I I would give you twenty lives now to keep 
you Dsuuder from her. But sbe stung my, memory; cou-, 
science fools call it. I could not free . her witbout freeing 
IOU, or I would have done. ,You bate'me P' 

• I pity you beyond nil w~rds.': , 
, • Dccaul<e Ilia here like a shot'cllr P' 
" • No. ,Because you wronged her.' ' 

There was a meaning in the grave and weary answer' 
tllI!.t cbecked the fretting and galledpassioDB of the d"illg 
Ulan. . ' , • , 

'Yes; .I wrongcd her. It was for Julian's ,wealth 'that I: 
flated ber. Sir, you swore, to, deal me my mortal stroke.: 
Keep y~)Ur oath., ,:Pluel, that brokcn steclout of my loins; 
I shall not live a minute., You will not P Why, you 
break lOW: VO\V : God I how the pain burns! Look hert', 
then I . . ' 

With a sudden movement be drew the blade out from tbe, 
wound in ,,·hicb it was bedded; the ,pent-up blood/let 
loose, poured from it. ,He smiled. ,It seemed liS though in 
that hour the courage of his Achrean fatbers flowed into the 
veins tbat ,were fast, changing to ice beneath the throes of 
dissolution. ." '-

• My life haa disgraced you; my death will' not,' bo said, 
• as bis heavy eyes. we~1! )if~ed to bers. • CaD JOIl forgivQ 

all P.'. . , ,~ 
• God i. mt witness-all.' ,.. . " 
, Ab, yoQ. were ever generous! Idalia,-,;.'. , ' " ,~l 
And witb her name thus latest upon his utterance, as if 

had been the latest utterance of so many, his head fell bllCk 
lipan her bosom, and through his parted lips the lingering 
breath came in one long deep-drawn sigh. 

When that sigh ceased to quiver in the silence he lay 
dead in the morninlt light • 

• 
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The low Quk entrance hal! liIled In that moment with 
armed men. Their weapons dropped blood; their faces 
were hot with the heat of war and of nctory; their passions 
were at white heat with the madness of joy; they were of 
that nature which long before showed its BOuthern grandeur 
in the midnight charge of the Aurelian trench. and mnde 
the 'five hundred of the ~ion pierce their way throu .. h the 
dense and hostile host at Manarene. At tbeir heaa was 
the young boy.Berto. all his slender limbs quivering with 
tbe ~lory of triumph. and his fair face, with the yellow 
hair Hung back. transfigured like tbe face of some angel of 
vengeance. He came eagerly through the gloom of the 
porc:hway, followed by the Italians,. who obeyed him .. 
though he were a god. He had received tbe baptism of 
blood when hi' motber had been ahot down by the Papal 
troops; he was the son of a great patriot, wbo had fallen at 
tbe gates of Bome; and while yet in the first years of his 
infancy he hid stood at the knee of the Liberator, and 
laughed to see the balls pour down upon the SavareUi roof 
around tbem; the hands of U go Bassi bad been laid in 
benediction upon tbe golden curls of the young child of 
liberty. His word was tbe law, his sword WaB the sceptre. 
of the men who came with him now. 

Breathless, covered with dust, bruiaed, wounded, but 
with a mnrvellous luminance beaming through the calm un. 
changed repose of his colourleaa faee, he came to her in tbe 
fluah of hia triumph. 

• Eocellcnla, we br~ you the' best gifts of life 1-1I'e 
bring you liberty; we brmg you vengeance.' 

Then, as he saw the dead man lying tbere. his proud anel 
glad voice dropped, he made a so1\, backward movement of 
his hand, signing his followers to pause upon the threshold, 
he bent his delicate head in reverence. 

• He has won higher guerdon than w.,' he Bald gravely; 
• he haB died for you.' 

For he had no ltnowledge that thia one hour of remorse 
had been the single, narrow thread of gold unravelled from 
tbe long, twisted, tangled, poisoned WAh of a lifetime of 
1I'lOq. 
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CHAPTER XXXVL. 

1.01'1' Ill' THE !rIGHT, A.ND THE LIGlIT 01' TH11l BEA.' 

Axo11lfD the high-leaping Hames of a fresh :{lile of pine. 
)oughl, that flashed their lustre on the bangJDg crystals 
and the hollow depths of the cavern by the Bea, the Italians 
who had freed her were gathered when the night had fallen. . 
They stood in a half circle about the Breat pyramid of fira,. •• 
whose heavy aromatic scent rolled out down the vaulted· 
space; the light and shadow played upon their bronzed 
f~_8, on the metal of the rifles, on whose muzzles they 
leaned their hands, and in the· darkness of their eyes that 
were lustrou8 with longing rage and impatient joy. Joy 
for the Iweetness of the 8urpassing hope that the pa8t da'y 
had brought; Palermo won, Naples would follow; their 
nil once loosened to the toucb; they would be with the 
Thousand of Marsala, with tha deliverers of Sicily. Rage 
against a prisoner let in their midst, a prisoner who had 
been false to Italy, and false to the woman whom they 
loved a .. 801dier and 8ervant, Doble and minstrel, alike 10veQ 
Mary Stuart. . 

The silence was unbroken even by a loud drawn breath I 
the sound of the flame consuming the lithe limbs of the wood 
WRI the only thing that. 8tirred it. They waited for her 
judgment, and they bad known tbat judgment inexorable as 
those given fioom the stone justice seat in the early ages of 
her own city of the Violet Crown.. With his arms bound 
behind him, while they stood around him. ready to spring at 
a word upon him and sheathe their steel ill. hiB body with ~ 
the fierce:swifli justice of the Bouth, :hey held captive the 
man who bad lold her to Giulio Villaflor. 

To thill end had his high ambitions come. 
He had known that, 800n or late, hiB lin 01 treachery 

would almost surely~find him out; would reach him though 
be were housed within kings' palace8 j would 8trike him down 
even amid those gods of gold and .ilver for which he had 
bartered hi. brethren. Yet the vengeance he had looked 
for had been the concrete vengeance for his outraged oath, 
of hi. fol'laken order; of tbat bodr politio to which be had 
nom tbe lecret; '0w,t of his implicit obedience; and eveD 
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this vcngeance, in the· ovcrslght of that intelhgence which 
deemed itself safe enough and sure enough to play with all, 
and remain true td hone, Victor Vane had held lightly. 
Rulers who wore the purple of power had been scarcely less 
false to such oaths than he, and he had thought that for him 
as for thelli the blow might be temporised With; warded 'off, 
bought off, uutil he like them should have risen too high for 

,even that unerring and invisible hand to reach. But now, 
by the lnen whom hahad scorned, with all the Bcorn of his 

, 'Ilstnte abilities, a8 the mere raw material 'that may be turned 
to the IJtatesman'~ successe~, ~he fo?ls of patriotic visi~ns 
and' rude honestIes, of childrshfatth,,' and .of barbarmn 
warfare '; by these he had been bamed; checked, vanquished, 
meshed. in' the intricate web' of 'bis' own treacheries;. by 
t!tese ll~r had been conquered and dragged down, to stand in 
his'dIllhQMur before' tho one glance which had power to 
mnkll fhat; dishonour worse to' him than a. thousand pangs 
of death. To'this end had his life come!' . 

All cad mol'S bitter to him it could never have reached, if 
bis: limbs had :Swung in ,the· hot- air of Naples from the 
hangman's chains. . The hooting lips and ravenous eyes of 
the million of upturned faces :of 'a railing populace would 
have been powerless to bring home to him his shame;' as ona 
regard bent on him 'brought it now: " .: 

For beiondthe undulating, wave of Harne; and with that 
gulf of fire and of shadow parting them, the gaze of Idalia 
rested on him. , .. '. . ,. ',,,,' .• , 

'At.hel:>\lidO' Erceldounestood .. :His head was bent, hIS 
eyenvere'on the ground, and-bis' arms were folded.on his 
bl'enl<tll18'knewf that ;if'he; looked up or unloosed bis 

'1Ittnd, ,he should break the "'ord that he had passed to leave 
thelr·vengeance with bel', he should forestall. the death
stroIte that the soldiers of the 'revolution waited there to. 
stril(o. ' 
7 :She'fa<!ed them in the {Jeel? .. ush of tIte silflnce '; so l1e.>p 
that through the cavern the far·off chiming of the waters on 
the shore! could be.faintly.heard.· The warm glow of thai 
pine-flames, like the' red Bun that' burnlJ" on' the Nile, fell 
aboul1 ,her· in a splendour' arhot td.\vuy gold. Her eyes were 
dark'and dreaming, liS with,the'memoricsand secrets of in .. 
n'Umerable ages, like the unfathomable lustre of the eyes tha' 

-,. poets give to Cleopatraj'ber,U1outh:was'gY&V'e and weary as 
o t • 



'LOST IN· !lRlJ NIGHT.' .' ;with tilo }all{;uor of pa.st and deadly pain; her hrow was in 
.badow, a. though the shado of the thorn-crown of those 
",ho suffer for the people still 11'88 there; yet Oil her face 
Ulero WI1S & light beyond that which the burning sea-pines 
ahcd. It WI18 the light of the dawn of freedom. ' 

Sho' never spoke; but her gaze rested on the man who 
had betrayed her into captivity~"'ho had l'poken· falsel ... 
agninst her hODour-w ho had given her beauty to the scourge. 
ber frcedom to the chains of her enemies. And he who was 
DO cowllrd, but, bold and sure, and of self-contrel passin'" 
those. of most men, closed his own eyes involuntnrily, a~ 
thougb the ,lightning smote tbem, and cowered downward 
like a .brinking dog. 

For wl:at tha.t 100ii and'silent gaze had quoted against 
him 11'&8 wrong-far heavier than that Bgainst her own life: 
wrong against all mar.hood, as inhiDi stained; against all 
human nnture, as by him shared;' against all bonds that bind 
man to DU\n, 88 .by, his treachery dissevered; Ilgninst all 
liberty sought for by the nations, a8 by his false adoption of 
it. fair name, prostituted. .:':: ,:':' ' 

It was luch reproach as thiswbich that one unvarying 
gue spoke to him; and there was loul enough ,left in him 
to ma.ke him know its deeoeBt meaning, and ta.ste its deepest 
agony. . 

• A traitor!' , 
Her lips hnd never Bpoken the word; but itB shame ate 

into biB beart as it ate into the heart of Iscuriot. In tIlat 
one moment the austere, the divine, the Bupreme majesty 
that lies in truth 11'88 revealed to him, and blinded him 88 

the blaze of the beavens blilideu Saul of Tarsus. In that one 
moment he knew what he had denied all his years through; 
that men who, for it, render their lives desolate and barren, 
and, for it, die unloved and forsaken of the world, may know 
in life and in death a beauty that never comes to tIle multi
tudel who grasp at gold, at power, at the sweetness of las 
civioua ease, and at the wide fools' pnradi~e of lies. 

The Italianl who Btood around. him, leaning on their 
loaded rilles, while ever and lignin upon him turne~ thIS 
waiting savage brilliance of t.heir glnnces, "'Rve on iUlp:tlicnt 
movement that shook the clangour from theu. arms 'out ·in a -
ahrill echo. " 

'liia lenteD.ce, Eccellenaa • 



IDALIA. 
~-. 

They were thirsty to deal him a trattor's due; ~ l~ him 
out yonder on to the starlit sand, and with one volley fired 
on the still night air give him the death that all deserters 
meet, and see this justice done ere their boat should be 
thrust through the foam, and their oars should cleave the 
'TBters apart. and their vessel should be reached, that would 
fjear them southward to where the Sicilieslay. 

She made them no reply. Still with her eyes fixed on 
. Mm she stood. with the light that was like the after-glow of 
. Egypt full upon her. To him she ceased to be the woman 

he bad loved and coveted; she seemed to him transfigured; 
with that mystery of thought, with that infinitude of re
proach, with that passionless scorn, and with that passion. 
less pity on ller face, she looked to him like the avenging 
shape of the honour he had sold, of the land he had be. 
trayed, of the freedom he bad surrendered, of the cause he 
had forsaken. The rebuke of her gaze was not hers, but; 
the rebuke of the peoples, weary and abandoned by the 
leader who bartered them for gold; the scorn of ber gaze 
was the scorn of the martyrs of liberty, who through all 
ages perish willingly, if with their bodies they can purch8.'le 
one ~y of bigher light for the world which knows them 
not until too late . 

. By her he saw how vile he bad become. 
By her he saw how bigh be might bave reached. 
She had her vengeance. 
The impatient fire of the same demand J'I\Il afresh through 

the revolutionists around him. . 
• His sentence, Eccellenza ! ' 
He never beard. He had passed throu1~!1l the bitter.. 

ness of lieath; it 11"8.'1 her look that killed . 
. The cry rose louder: • His sentence! • 
Then at last she answered them: 
I Loose him, and let him go.' 
A sullen furious yell of dissent, that not even their 

loyalty to her could still, rolled through tho vault. 
I E traaitONJ I e traditm·tl ! • 
By his crime they claimed their justice. . 
A heavy sigh parted her lips; then the full sweet melody 

of her voice came on the clamour like music that moves 
men to tears. 

I A traitor i yell ~d for that you would deal him 



, L052' IN THB NI(JHT.' 

death r .. Nay, think me not gentler than ;rou. I mea.ti.t to 
deliver him up to your hands. I bade hIm be brought to 
my judgment, that your vengeance might strike him, and 
lay him dead at my feet. I am no holier than you. 
There was an hour in which I longed for his life with Jhat 
thirst you know DOW; there was an hour in which I would 
bave taken it, and not apared, though his mothe. bad 
prayed to me. Ah, friends I such hours come to all. BIlt! 
now, the darkness has passed. I see clearer. Death i" 
not ours to deal •. And were it ours, should we . give him 
the nameless mystic mercy which all men live to crave: 
give it ILl the chastisement of crime P Death I. It is rest 
to the aged, it is oblivion to the atheist, it is immortality 
to the poet. It is a vast, dim, exhaustless pity to all the 
world. And would you summon it as your hardest cruelty 
tosinP' ,. . 
. They were ailent I ahe atirred their lOuls-she bad not 
hounel their pnssions. ' . 

• A traitor merits death,' they muttered. 
• Merits it I . Not so. The martyr, the ,liberator, the 

leeker of truth, may .deserve its peace; how has the traitor 
won them P. You deem yourselves just; your justice errs. 
If you would give him justice, make him live ~ live to know 
fear lest every wind among the· leaves. may whisper of hii 
aecret ;.: live to feel the look ;of a young child's eyes a 
shame to him j live to envy every peasant whose bread has 
not been bought with tainted coin; live to hear ever in his 
path the stealing step of haunting retribution; live to see 
his brethren pass by him as iJ, thing accurst; live to listen 
in his 'age to white-haired men, who once· had. been his 
comrades, tell to the youth about them the unforgotten 
.torr of his shame. Make him live thus uyou would have' 
justlce.' . ' 

They answered nothing I a shudder. ran. through them 
al they heard. . . . 
. ·.And if you have-aa I-a deliverance that forbids YOIl 
even .. 10. much harshneBll, still let himliva, and bury hill 
traosgrelsion in_Iour. hearts. Say to him as I 181':
U Your sin was great. go forth and sin no more." , 

Then, as the words left her lips, she moved to him from 
out the light, and stooped and severed the bonds that 
bound him. and left him free; imd DODe dared touch that; 



, , > In.cLl.t. 

which aho had m!ld. sacred. but stool1 mute, and af""&id, u 
those who stand in the presence of a soul that iagreAlor 
thnn their own. 

Ant! the IIUlll who had. siunod. agains' hl'r, fell d her 
ftj6t. 

• 0 God I If l.hnd known YOll as I know you noW'! ' 
• UU never hnd betrayed me.. No I-Live. then, to be 

true to greater thwgs than L' 

While the niqht ",-as still young. a ship glided south .. rd 
through the wiae white radiance of the moon. The waters 
stretcbed one calm and gleaming sheet of yiolet light. 
from the. fast-retreating shore a fair wind enme. bearing 
tho frngmuce of a thoU8lllld hilla and plains. of golden 
fruits, and flowers of anow. and pasaioll·blossoma of purple. 
and the scnrlet heart of ripe pomegranates i througll tho 
silence Bounded the cool fresh ripple of the wavea aa the 
yesael left her track upon the pliosphoNlill'er. and aboTe, 
from a million stars, a purer OOy seemed to dawn Oil all 
the aromatio perfumee of the air, and all the dim unmea
sured freedom of the aeal. And Bhe, who went; to fl'efldom. 
looked, and looked. and looked. as though never could hOI' 
Bight rest; long enough upon the limitlesa radianee, nor he_ 
lips drink enough in of the swee' fresh delicious treasure 
that the watera g&1'8 and the winds brought ;-the treasure 
01 her liberty. 

• You come to my kiugdom J' sbe .. id IIOftll, while her 
dreaming eyes met her lover' .. 
, And he who had cleaved to hel'with that surpassing 101'1 
which calumny but Itrengthoua and Are but purifies, which 
fear cannot euter and death cannot appal, 'drew her beauty 
closer to his breut. . 

• My kingdom is here I . 
_. And the ,ship _ swept on through the stillness or the 
Lutlhed hours, through tbe glory or tbe light, to glide out 
tbrough the eternal Bea-galee of the old Roman world, and 
pasa into the cloudless glow of eastern skies, where alread! 
thl'Ouah thll TohwtUOUl night th. star of morning ro ... 





'releeapnlG AaGftlf-BOOJrBTOllE, LOKDOlf. 

Allen (F. M.).-Green as Grass. CrOWD 8vo, croth, 3$. 611. 
Allen (Grant), Works by. CrowD 8vo, cloth. 61. each. 

'JIh .... olualonlet at La.... . f .oopl.nd Id:.U • '. 
..... -...... dlal PhUoaoph,-. Crown Bvo. an)inen. 31. 64. 

Crown !Yo, doth u.tr", y. 6d, each; pO$t avo, Wustr&ted boards. ~U. eaeb • 
•• "~JOIl. 12 JIIustruiODloI Th. D."We DI.. I Th.Duob ••• ol.o ......... 
• 'I'an,. Storie.. 'thi. Mo.l&I CoU. Blood R07al. 

J:: ::=.~nl~:!'... ~:: :::.-: ;~::,.'" ~~~8~:r:;:=~::!!-::--
PIIIU.,Ia. DumaJOe .. •• Dau,hk.. I A, M .. au., Val". 
IDall.b..... Undo Bealed Ol'd.... I 
'!'b. h .... r 811. .... POPULAR ED41IOH, me4lum avo. 6d. 

Anderson (Mary).-Othello's Occupation. CrOWD 8vo, cloth. 35.6d. 
Antrobus (C. L), Novels by. Crown 8vo. cloth. gilt top. 6s. each. 

Ollall'l' Co...... I Wllde .. moo.. I The WIDe or FIDY ..... 

Appletoll(O. Webb).-Ruh Conclusions. Crown 8vo. c1oih-;Js:--6d; 
Arnold (Edwin Lester), ,stories by. 

~b. WODds"'" &dven&a ... of Ph .. Ihe Pbaanlal&ll. CIOWD 8Yo. doth extra. willi .12 

'J'b~OC::~~~It: o~'a':: :;i~:":: 6d~itr:':~:~eb~.~~~i Crown avo. dole. ,.. 6t. r 
pleture clotb, flat badt..i-.. "'.'-,,-,;-:::;--,,....,.,,......,_......,::;--_-,--;-~,___,;;--_, .. _:_;

Art (The) of Amusing: A CollectioD of Graceful Arts, Games. Tricks. 
Puules, and Charades. By FRANK. BRLt.EW. With JOG IDustratlons. CrowD 890. dotb extra" ".6tL 

Artemus Ward'. Works. With Portrait and Facsimile. Crown 8vo, 
doth at .... 11. CWo-A_. PoPULAR EDITION post "" picture boards. u. 

Ashton (John), Works by. CrOWD 8vo. cloth extra. , •. 6d. eac~ 
Hamo.p, _ta. aa4 8.1.1 .. of ,fl. a.v ... teen&b Celltupp'. With .. lIIustrarions.. 
BDC11aII. Culaal"" aa. "'U .. on lIapolsoD ,be Fi.... WitJt, us lllustnUoos. 

_1aI1d,." ,be ~ of 0 ...... ADD" With 8S lUus_ CIOWD ...... cIotII, p. W 
CrOWD ho. cloth. cilt top, 6.1. eacb. 

Boolal LIfe 811d •• the ."eDoy. Witb to JUustrations. 
.... IseI· •• 0i4' I Tilo S ..... oI (;"OR(;B lV. WIlli Ph,"",,",",", Proatlspleco IDd u_~ 





CHATTo A WINDU.s, Publisher .. III 'Sf. Martin'. Lane, London, w.e. a 

Barlne Oould (Sabine, Author of' John Herring.' &C.), Novels by. 
CroWD 1M. doth extra. ]I. &I. each; PM! ftyo, iUustrated boardl. sr. eaclt. 

_ Bed Spld... I B ..... 

Beaconsfield, Lord. By T. P. O·CONNOR. M.P. Cr. 8vo, cloth. 5S. 
Bechsteln iLudwlg).-As Pretty as Seven, and other German 

5tl)riu. With ddltionel.Talel by the Brothers LRIMM. and 9B Illustrations by R.ICHTER. Squu. 
ho, dOlh e.l:Cra. 6.t. tJ.: l'iJt edges. 7S.6d. • ' 

Bennett (Arnold), Novels by. Crown 8vo. cloth, gilt top. 6s. each. 
The 0.&84 8 • ..,108 BOMIa A F&Ill.sla on Modem Themes. I ADDa of til. 1"1 •• TOWD" 

L.ono .... 
Tb. Gat •• of ..... h. Crown Ivo, Cloth, )1'. 6d. 

Bennett(W~C~~LL.D-:HOngsfo'-r-::5:-n:-:iI:-o-r-s.--:P:::-O-s-t-=S-vo-,-c-:'I.:-I:7im-p-. 2-S.' 

Bewick (Thomas) and his Pupils.' By AUSTIN DOBSON. With 95 
IlIum.dons.. Square a .. o, doth ext .... IS. 61/. 

Bierce (Ambrose).-In the Midst of Life: Tales of Soldiers and 
_~i"ilian.. Crown 89'0, cloth extca. 3S. 641. ; post Bvo. ihustrated ~rds. u. 

Bill Nye'. Comic HistorY of tile Uni·'7te==d-===S"'ta"-:t==e'--s.-W=it-:h-I,,-=6-:I:::U"""u-s. 
tratlona by P. OPPBR. Crown &Vo, eroth .:ltn, y. 611. 

Blndloss (Hnroldl' Novels by. Crown Svo. cloth, gilt top, 61. each • 
.& 10." of w ...... &. The CODoe •• loa-Hunte ••. , Thelllte&:re •• of Bonaven,UH. 

~.tn.lIe·. Ja-.Ja I A Romance of the Hinterland. Cr. avo. doth,,,. 64.: picture cloth, flat back. WI 

Bodkin (M. McD., K.C.), Books by. 
Dora -V.I, ,h. Lad. D.' •• 't ..... Cro_8~cloth. p.6d.; pictureclotb, flatbac:k. aI. 
Bhlilelach and 8ham.ocll. CrowD ITo. cloth.,]S. 6d. . 

Bourget (Paul).-A Living Lie. Translated by JOHN DB ViLlERS. 
With ,peclal Prerace (or the Ene-lish EdItion. c,':-'O"'W:.,:":..:8:.:Vo"'."c"lo:::th"'."'''':.:o;::6d::.''''. ________ _ 

Bou-rne /fI~Fox), Books by. 
An,lta" ilerah.n_ I Memoirs in lliustrathm 01 the Procreu of British Commertf!. WIth 32 tUus_ 

nallons. t:rown 8"0. doth. 31. &I. 

_J_~:I::;'_~:~.::.Ji:;~ ~~.:1~1:;~~1~~!~t;i~:::;;;rOD:tO::!~8y~~lott~~toth .• S'. 

Boyd.-A Versailles Christmas-tide. By MARY STUART BOYD, With 
51111ustradonl b, A. S. BoYD. Fc:a~ .• ·0. doth ~It and &ilt top, 4r. ' 

Boyle (Frederick), Works by. Post 8vo, illustrated bds., :as. each. 
ChPOnlol •• of If ........ •• LaD •• I Camp No&6.. I 8 .... ag. LIf •• 

Brand --(John).=ObserVatlons -on Popular Antiqui:'t":'le"-s-;-c""h"-ie-=/l-y 
t::~~~r~1 ~~~~nr~o'::no::o~;II~t-:. ';,~:'lIo Ceremoniel. and liupentitioas. 'W Ilh ,he AdditiOftJ ., Sit 

BraY6haw (J. Oodsworth).-5Ium Silbouettes: Stories of London 
1.118. Crown avO, cloth. y.6d, 

Brewer'. (Rev. Dr.) Dictionaries. Crown Svo, cloth. y. 64. each. 
The R.ad •• •• Handbook of FalDaue Mam •• In Flo'ton, AJluelo ••• Bef.renee .. 

Prov •• b .. Plo&a. 8&op ... , and Poem. A New Elhuon. R.w.ed.. 
A Dla'loD". 0' .11'&01 .. , lmiLall.,e. ke.ilisdc. and Dog-made. 

Brewiter -jSlr Davld~ Works by. Post 8~'=o::",-c-lo-th:--.-4-S-. -64"-.-ea-c-h-.--
.0" Wcno.da ahan One I The (;'"'" of the J.hilo.opber ad Hope of the ClnistiaD. WIlli Plates. 
The .... y ... of 8ctenoe: GALILSo. TVCHO BRAHK. _d KULER. With .fertraits. . 
Le" ••• on 11.'11 ..... mact.. With DUmeroul Jlluarations..::----=-__ -:--__ -:o--___ _ 

Bright (Florence).-A OIrl Capltall6t. Cr.8vo. cloth, gilt top, 61. 
Brlllnt-Savarln.- Oastronomy as a Fine Art. Translated by 
~ R. e.. ANDERSON. N.A. Poe 8'90, balf·bouna. II. • 

Bryden (H. A.).-An Exiled Scot: A Romance. With a Frontis-
piece. by 1. S. ~"O)(PTON. R.I. CroWD ~ c1otb. 31'7."''''::':-___ -::::::--:-_-:::--:-_-,:-_ 

BrYdges (Harold).-Uncle Sam at Home. With 91 Illustrations, 
fiost ,,"0, tnU'5trated boards. .... 1 cloth limp. ... 6d. , / 

Burton(Roberi':":::'TheAnato""m""y-o-=fc-'M'=-=""e-=-la-n-c-=h-o-=ly-. -W=i-:"th--=T-ran-sl-a. 
lions of the Quotation.. Oem}" ..... doth en,.. 7'. U. 

, ,..I .... ObolW ADa_qad, AD Abrid.f""'" of BURTON'S ANATOIoIY. P ....... hall.cJ. .... f4. 



4 ·CHATTO 6: WINDUS. Publishers;, .• St. Martin's Lane, Lond~". W.C. 

Buchanan (Rob"rt), Poems and Novels by. -
The Complete Poetical Works of Rober&: Buabanan. 290ls.. croYill avo. buckram. with 

_. Portrait Frontispiece to each volume. J:2S. • 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 31. 6d. each; post 8\"0, illustrnted boards. 2S'" each. 
fte Shadow of &he Sword. 1 Love DIe fop Bve.. Witb Frontispiece. 

:o~h~~~~~:;::-:'W~~~t~/;I~~:!\:~'hY :~:~"e:~::ia1'd.1 ~~!f.l:lY~r::~o., 
Lad,. KUpatrlck. rFRED. BARNAR)J. MaU: A Story of a Cara\"an. With Frontispiece. 
'J'he Man:vrdom of Madeline. With The Masler of the Mine. With Frontispiece. 

Frontispiece by A. W. COOPE.R. . The Heir_of Linne. I Woman and &be Man. 
Crown 8vo, do~h. JS. &I. each. 

Bed alld WhUe Heatber. . I And.romeda: An Idyll of the Great Ri:"er. 
Tbe Shadow of 'he Sword. POPULAR EDITION. inedium Bv, ~ -........... _ 

~b~~~1~~:!a:;T~li.':t~::iO:'~1;~~r.~~~~y~~~~:rel\~~~~. Crown evo, cloth. with a 

Burgess (Gelett) and Will "-win.-The Picaroons: A San Fran-
_ cisco Night's Entertainment. Crown 8vo. cloth. p. &/. . fIlm 

Caine (Hall~ Novels by. Cr<;lwn 8vo, ~loth extra, 3S. 6d. each. ; post 
;be il~lb~dr:~ oa;'~' ~I::; llothlimlo:·o6fii~c;u. I The Deems~t'. 
Also LIRRARY EDITIONS of the three novel, '4et in new type, crown avo, bound unifonn with 

The Christian. 6.r. each: and CHF.A.P POPULAR EDITIONS, ntediwn 8vo, portrait-cover,64. eadl.
Also the FINB-PAPHR EDITION of Tbe Deemster. pott Svo. cloth. gilt top. 2S. net; leather, gilt 
':.dges, y. net. . . . . 

Cameron (Commander V. Lovett).-The Cruise of the' Black 
Prince' Privateer. Post Svn, picture boards, 2.1". • 

Canada (Greater) : The Past. -PreseI}t, and Future of the Canadian 
North·West. By B. B. OSBORN. B.A. With a Map. Crown 8vo.. cloth, 35". &I. 

Captain Coignet, Soldier of the Empire: An Autobiography. 
Edited by LORIiDAN LARCHEY. Translated by Mrs. CAREY. With IOtt IUustratio~ Crown 8vo. 
cloth, 3S. 64. . 

Carlyle (Thomas).-On the Choice of Bopks. Post 8vo, d., IS. 6d . 
. Carruth (Hayden) • ...:..The Adventures of JoneJ. With 17 Illustra 

lions. Fcap. 8\'0, cloth. 2S. . ., 

Chambers (Robert W.). Stories of Paris Life by. 
The King In Yellow. Crown 8vo, cloth, y.6d.; (cap. Svo. cloth Ibup,:u. 611. 
In the QUa.r1ier. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, SLt. M. 

Chapman's (George), Works. Vol. I" Plays Complete, including the 
Doubtful Ones.-Vol. n., Poems and Minor Translations. with Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE.-VoL 
III •• Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., crown avo. dot~ 3', 6d. oo:acb. 

Chapple (J. Mitchell).-The Minor Chord: The Story of a Prima 
Donna. Crown Svo, cloth, .]S. 6d. 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. HAWltIS. With 
8 CnlouNd. Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Crown "to, cloth extra, y. 6ti. 

CIt.uce. fop Schools. With the Story of his Times and his Work:. By Mrs. H. R. HAWIiIS 
A New Edition. revised. With a Frontispiece. Demy avo, cloth, 2J'. 6d. 

. Chess, The Laws and Practice of. With an Analysis of the Open. 
lbil' Dy HOWARD STAUNTON. Edited by R. B. WORMALD. Crown SVo, clolh. 9. 

'l'h~egi~~~~c~f:tl:~ :.f K~~~S~~ AaJdreE.ti~~ ~~~'i~~or:=\:!~~~o~o~:I~:,~iencet-o Stra_ 
he Ha,ting. Ches. Tournament. Containing the Authori!>1ed Account of the ~]O Cnnle5 

§~~~~F~~~,.s.t~~c~~~~~·R~R~~~~~~n;,s BblA~:CL8~::::'YG~:SS:B1!RRG. ~~~:t~~M~~~I~I~~ 
AL'lIN ; Bio~raphical Sketches of the Chess Masters. and.u Portraits. Edited by H. F. CHESHiE.E.. 
Che=t.per Edition. Crown $va. cloth. sr. 

Clare -(Au5tin);-storiesb"'y2:.."-------. --~.------
Fop the Loye or a LasL Post Bvo, iltustrated bqards. SU".: cloth. 21'.6;l. 

::.';.t'd:::;" ~~!.:!::';;fo~~:fl~~~P~~~ches i" South Tynedale. Crown Svo, cloth, y. &d. 

Clive (Mrs. Archer), Novels by. 
Post 8,"0. doth, p. 6d. each; picture boal'ds. ~.r. eae-h. 

Paul FerroU. . . I Why Paul Ferroll Killed. "I_ WIre. 

Clodd (Edward, F.R.A..S.).-Myths and Dreams. Cr. 8vo, 3'. 6d. 
Coates (Anne). -Rle'" Diary. Crown 8vo, cloth, ~s. 6d, -- » 

, . 
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Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by. 
The Cur. 01 80ul.. Post Ivo. Illustrated boards, 21. 
Th. Red ... Itan. Cl'Own 8.0, cloth extra. p.6II. ; polite,,," Wustrated boardJ. •• 
The Burden Df .aabel. Crown 8vo. clor:hexua.y. 611. 

Co.!1ins (C. Allston).-The Bar Sinister. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 

Collins (John Churton, M.A.). Books by. Cr. 8vo, c1,,35. 6d. each. 
Illa., .. ,Son. of 'I'enn7'.oIl. 
Jon .. lban a.ifl. A Bioa-r8IJhicaJ and Critical Study. 

COillns (Mortimer and Frances), Novels by. 
Crown avo. cloth eatra. ,... 611. eacb. post 8yo, illustrated boarfts. 21. each. 

PJoom Mldat,ht to MldnJ.h&. ,Blaok.mit.h and Schola. 
Yoa P1Q me FaI... T!t!....!Ul .... ~omed •• 

Post 8vo, muslrated boarrls, 21. each. 

nrll-:t:'~~O:';"QD.. I ::::: :::~::~~r. , ".all08 .. 
COIIlRs -(Wilkie), Novels by. 

CrowD ."0. ,loth eatn. many Illustrated, V. U. each; post avo, picture boards, u. eacb; _ 
cloth limp. '&I. 611. pah. 

:::~~JD" j fln:-a:.~:~l""tea. ~-:'-:~~~:~tt'!,'t'!.~.· 
-Hide and 8.81r. 1»00. BUa. Plnah. Heart. alld BalaDC&. 
-The Woman In .. baa.. MI •• or MI'8, 'I 'I SaY' No." 

:~!~ ,!:~n=~:~ ~:: ::O~e=":e~~n. :h:04~~'~~!~~ .. 
-The Dead a.uea. Tbe Law and she Lad.... L'~tle Novels. 
Ah •• Dal'k. The Two D •• llnl.e. The Lega.ey of Cain. 
~:.J.!:n-:'D ., aean.. ~:: :a~i'e':.&t~!':e':.l. BUDd Love.. 

-ss Marked • hue been reset in new type. in uniform style. 

POPULAR EDITIONS, mewwn 8vo. &d. each • 
.,.he MMnnone. I AnlOnlna. I The Dead Secret. 
The Woman In WhIH.1 TIle ~'!..~ lIIacdalea.1 Man &lid WUa.IAll'madale. 
'Jibe Womaa I. White. LARGB TYPE. FINIS, PAPER EDITION. Pott ho. cloth, &ilt top. 2$. 

Det: lealber, adt WK_, ".. net. , 

Colman's (George) Humorous Works: 'Broad Grills,' 'My Night. 
cowft aDd Slippers.' .~ With Life and Frontispiece. Crown avo. doth extra. 3'. 64. • .... 

Colquhoun (M. J.).-Every Inch a Soldier. Crown'Svo, cloth~ 
__ y~~~ta.o. iU~I~t:::ed,-board== .. !C ... = ___ -,.,_-:-= _____ -,-_c'--~ __ 

~olt.b!eaking, Hints on. By W. M. HUTCHISON. Cr. Svo, cI., 35, 6d. 
Compton (Herbert), Novels by. 

The Intmllable mH. __ Ingham. CIOWIIBvo. dot1l. 31.lW. 
The Wilful WaVe Crown 8vo, cloth. ei1t top. 61. , 

Convalescent Cookery: By CATHERINE RYAN. Cr. 8vo, I~. ; cl., IS, 6d 

Cooper (Edward H.).-Geoffory Hamilton. Cr. 8vo, cloth. 3<, 6d. 
Cornish (J. F.I.-Sour Grapes: A Newel. Cr. 8vo, cloth, J(11t lOp, 65. 

Cornwall.-Popular Romances of the West of England; or, The 
1lrt"II1!t,. Tr.<1lrion" and Supentili0ft5 of 0kI Cornwall. conKted by R08RRT HUNT. F.R.S. WIth 
two :tlftJ "1~1f:$ by GEOR(;I! Cw.u IKSHANK. Cro9O'n 8vo, cloth. fS. CotL=-c-__ -.,.,-___ _ 

Cotes (V. -Cecil):=-Two(fi~is onaBarge.--With 44 lllustrations by 
F. H. TowHSP.!'fD. Crown 8Yo. clotb erua" 3",-:=64::: . .:.., ",PO:::"::..:::8Y:;,,-, d=ot=",-,21:::.c:64=.,-__ ~ ____ _ 

C-raddock(C:-Egbert), Stories by. 
Tbe PPO'Phel of ,he Grea& amok •• O\Ul'&al.lW. Crown ~ doth. 31" &I •• post avo, 

dlustrated bnarrt ...... 
St. Yanlahed S&.aI'. Crown 8To., cloth. 31. 6t/. 

Crellin (H. N.).-Romances of the Old Seraglio. With 28111us-
tratiORa by S. L. WOOD. Cro .... a"o, cloth, 1".6L 

Cressw-ell-(Henry;:-~ALadyo-'-Mi.srule. Cr. 8vo, c1otb,gilt top, 6s. 

Crl-m (Matt.).-Adventures of a Fair Rebel. Crown 8vo, cloth 
.aU .. with a Frontispiece by DAN. BP.ARD. y.6d. : post 8vo, illustrated boards,. u:,:._-:::--:_=-

Crockett (5. R.I and others. - Tales of Our Coast. By S. R. 
~:.~~r~~!'~~:!:~ ~:~~:;.~A~~!t~~:.~~~~:'li and W. CLARK RUSSELL. With 2 
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Croker (Mrs. B. M.l, Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, JS. 64. 
each:. post 8vo.llIustrated b<.ards. 2.1'. each; clot'll limp, AI'. 6d. each. 

Pl'aUy 141 .. lfe .. Ul. 'I Int •• rerenae. I Vlna,. Tal ••• JUD.,l. 
'Proper Pride. A Pamll¥ Liken... Tragedies. 
A Bird of PD. •• ag.. A Third Peraon. I The Real Lady Hilda. 
~!;:\r!:;:~:.g,on. Mr. J ovl.. ,1IIarr1ed 01' 8In"le" 

. Crown 9vo, cloth p::ltra, 31.6d. Cft.ch. 

r:~:8 0:::. BJ::; of Ke •• :v. I r~:::'~I~atne'. ·&&*-1 
Terenae. ~ith 6 Illustrations by SIDNEY PAGHT. 

ITo Le'.' ao. Post lWo, picture boards. u.: cloth limp. art 64. 
The CaS' ... paw. With 12 IUustrations by FR.BD. PEGRAM. CroWD Bvo. clotb, Rllt top. 61' 
Diana BarriDgton..' POPULAR EDITION. medium BYo. 6d. 

Cruikshank's ComlcAlmanack. Complete in Two SERIES: The 
~~:~i.:.=y~otgD~8:l1y~:~Ex~:~R:~os:r:~. ~·;:~~KBA,.?~~~:~;fB~~. ~~~i:;! 
bumerous Steel EngTayings and 'VOQ(lcuts by GaORGB. CllUIKSHANK. HINR, LA.NDRLLS. &r:c. 
Two Vols., crown evo, cloth gilt, 1S. 6d. each. 

fte LU. of aeor,e Cruikshank. -By BLANCHAllD JERB.OLDo With B4 lUustratiou and • 
Bibliography. Crown Svo. doth extra. 1'. 6d. 

Cussans (John E.).-A Handbook of Heraldry; with Instructions 
for Tracing' hdlgrees and Decipherinlr Ancient MSS •• &Ci Fourth Edit,on, revised. ,nth "oa Woodcuts 
and 2 Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6.r, ' 

Daudet ~Alphonse).-The Evangelistj or, Port Salvation. Crown 
evo, cloth extra, 3$. 6tI. ; post &Va, illustrated boards, u. 

Davenant (Francis. M.A.).-Hints for Parents on the Choke of 
a Profession for their Song when Startl.llg lD We. Crowu Svo, cloth. u. 6d. 

Davidson (Hugh Coleman).-Mr. Sadler's Daughters. With a 
Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown ho, cloth extra. y. 6fL . 

5»avles (Dr. N. E. Yorke-I, Works by. Cr. 8vo. IS. ea.; cl .• II. 64. ea. 
g~~.~:;~r:t'! :-:~::~r~~!i~~rn ~'!:lt::r~~a!ln" . 
Food. fa. Ute Pat; I The Dietetic Cure or Corpulency and of Gout. 
JUd. '0 Lonll Life. Crown 8"\'0. ..... ; cloth limp. :v.6d., . 

Davies' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited. 
with lotroductlon and Notes, by Rev. A. B. GROSART. D.O. Two Vo1s., crown avo, doth, 31. U. eacb. 

De Ouerln (Maurice), The Journal of. Edited by G. S. TREBUTIEN. 
With. Memoir by SAINTB·BsUVR. Translated from the SlOth French Edition by JBSSrk P. FROTH
INCHAM. Fcap. Bvo, half-bound. tIl'. 6d. 

be Malstre (Xavler).-A Journey Round my Room. Translated 
by HSNRY ATTWRLL. Post BTo, cloth limp, Sf. txT. ' 

Derby (the): The Blue Ribbon of the Turf. With Brief Accounts 
ofTHB OAKS. By LOUIS HaNRV CURZON. Crown Svo. cloth limp. os. 6:1_ 

Dewar (T. R.).-A Ramble Round the OIobe. With '220 Illustra. 
tlon!'. Crown Svo. cloth em .. 78. 611. 

De Windt (Harry), Books by. 
Through ~he Gold-Fielde of Aluka io a_rln' Shalt. ... With Map and 33fUU·paee: ru. 

tratlon!;" Cheaper Issue. Den,yavo, cloth. "". 
True Tal •• or Travel and Adventure. Crown avo. clotb, 31. 6d. ." 

Dickens (Char-Ies), ,About England with. By ALfRED RIMMER. 
With 57 lIIustrattons by C. A. VAN'DBRHOOF and tbe AUTHOR.. Square 8va, clotb, 31. 6li.. 
Chrt.t.mu Da:v. with Bos. By Pslt.CY PITZGBRALD. With illustrations in Fac:simn., or Olel 

Prints. Crown avo. cloth, y. 6d. . IS""",1)o. 

Dictionaries. .. 
!rb. Reader'. Handhooll: Df Pamoul Ram •• In Ptat.lon. Anuslone. RefeNnaa.. 

Prove.bs. Plota, .t.or •••• and Poem .. By Rey. B. C. BRE.WEM., toOL.D. A Ne ... E~ 

A ~r:it':,~V::::' Oi.i:::I~:~o;~ir.rt!:· Realistic, and no.-natlc. By the Rey. E, C. BR8WBit. 

.a~:ti~ 8~:;: r:~~g~':t· :fr;eat _en. With Iflstorieal and Expl.nat~ry Notes by SAMUEL I 
/t.. BENT. A.M. Crown avo. cloth eztra. t.r. &I. , : 

t:: .. :!~~:l:.t~::"/~:.r..n.o:orD:~t~o~~c;'~~~o~~Q~~~t ~dO~t~:::il~~~Q6t.ld~terw. B, 
ELIBZER EDWARDS. Cf"OWII8YOI cloth olttra, 3'- 641. . 



, CttATTO • WINDUS, Publl.h", ... St. Martin'. Lan .. Lon~~~'f.!w ..... 
. Dllk.e (Rt. Hon. Slr.Charle., Bart., M,P .• ).-The BrltI5.r~ " 

Crown '.0, buc.kram, )1.64. 

Dobson-(Au-8tln)~Work5 by. 'f -. 
"'hom •••• ,..a ... and hi. PapU •• With OS illustration.. 91,uare ,yo, eloth, 31. 6.4. \0,. 
.0 ...... nab_omeq. With ,"our Po",.lt., Crown Ivo. bucknun, gilt top. 61, .. 

~11!'a'::.~~b O~.~~~~'~~;·'':~4 l:,~~:p.~~~~ w~o:rll~:~i. lIt~r;.~: t'~c-;:~,!;. 6" 
__ a,de-walll .~"d~ .. _~~J~~r~l~n~~~~~.~ccr~!!-~f_~u~~r_.!~~ilt top, 61., 

D'!.~.~~J~'.,Tj.-Poetical Ingenultle. and Eccentricities. l'ost 

VUnovan (Ulck), Detective Storie. by. 
Pott Ivo. lUu.unfed board .. N. Ncb; cloth Hmp, 'II', 6t1. ellch. 

"he ..... Bante.. I Wanted r I .... plolon Arou.ed.' RI4dl •• a •• d. 
CaUlI'h& a. L ... L Tn.oked to Doom. A De'.GUv.'. Tplumpha. 

~::k::,':::'~l~~~:.t D~s.:ak.:' LlnIL ~~::'·I:r!:,:!.~:: it::.Sva •. 
"lI~M::~;.::t ... :.r:.,::;,~.~.C~lt~~~ 1"u°.:JI~~i::~,f board .. N. nell J dow. N. 611. each. 
!l'ba .,._, 01 • ..-t.. ........... I Tb. IIb.oa.o ••• or •• ab ... D ....... & ••• 

Crown 8v·o~,I~ M. each. . 
. 'J"h. Iteoord. or Vtnaent TrtJl, of 'he D.,.attve aervlee.-Also picture clotb. flat back. 21, 

"he Adven&u ... of Tyl.r TaUoall, •• lva'. D.'eoUv •• 
Deaoon .POcU. i or, aeMod II .. Mas.k. I Tal •• 01 'l' •• rd. 
Dull D •• d.. Crown Iva, plcturo cloth, Rat back. Ill. 

DOwlhig -(Rlcbardi:-Oia-COrcoran'~.'M"-O-n-e-):-. ""C'-r-o-w-n'S""v-o-, C-'Ir-.,-3S-.-C6=-d. 
Doile(A~Conan):=T6eFIimofOird1estone. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3" 64. 
Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo. cl. ex., with Portraits, 3$. 64. per Vol . 

... "onaem'. WO._" With Notes. Critical and Ihtplanatory. and a 810afapblcal Memoir b, 
WILLIAM (;'PJo'Ollo, Bt1lted by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Volt. 

Cba/':~~;:n~:I~:~ P'~.!'!:·b~A~ C.~~I~BC~~C::~ e':LPlif! Tf":;,~!r!~~n~:7 :.!;; ~r:dm:n~ngd~.!:~~ 
.... Iow.·. Work .. Edited. with NOI.t. by CGJonel CUNNINCHAM. One Vol • 
..... In ••• •• PlaV8. From GIP}lORD'S Teat. Edited by Colon.1 CUNNINGHAM. On. Vol. 

I>ublln -Castle -and-OubflftSoclety, Recollection. ot.--By A 
_ NATly~:-c~~.!.~ Ivo. clot". "It top. 61. ' 
Duncan (Sara Jeanne::'t~tCe"::: "'M':7""r.-.'";tl<"v-B-R-"-R-D-C"--OT-B-S-:)-, "'B=-o-o .... k-s-.-b-y-. ---

CrOWl!. ho. cloth .. rr .. 11. 6tI ••• eh. 
A eoetaJ D.p .... u... With In IUuililratlof\l by ... H. l.·OWNS"HD. 

~:. A.T':~l~al:~:~~:.~':.~o: .• :':::"~~~Rwt,i~~;,1tI!i!I!n~1:~~· TOWNSBHP, 

Jl Daa,b' •• 0' To-Da"l '"in 8Y~~~:o·;!~·:l:;:teW~tb 41 JlIUltndont by HAL HUltS? 
Dutt (Romesh C.).=£nglandaai4-lndla:-ARecorror-PiOg-ress 

durin~n. Hundred Yea.... Crown &Yo, cloth. 111. 

Early EngliihPoets. Edited, witb Introductions and Annotations, 
PI.:::;'.~o~i~~~c::S~'~i~'.~~.'dn~~:'~.' 6tI. per Volut.... • 
D.v ••• • ,8t. Joh ... ) Compl.'. Poe&1oal Wor"'., Two Voll . 
• 1dD.,,'. t81. Ph.UlpI Com.!l.ta P~"Cla.I Wor~ •• Three Vol •. 

E-dgcum be(Slr-Ei;-R.Peareei;- ZephYrC::u"'S::":=CA:-:H~o""I""id"'a-y-i""n"""B""ra--'ziJ 
and on the Rt.., Plate. Wltb "I rIlU!tralion!ll. Crown tl:.:v-"o.=-.:<:::r"',-,h::...:::e,:.:, .. c",,-,' 5,,':..' ________ _ 

Edwafifel (Mrs. Annie):-Novel8by. 
A Potn' .r Mono.... Pnn "'D. lIIultrnted bnArd~ '1, f A Pia.' .. laID" Cr. Ih'o. cl.,,.. "'. 
AN.hl. Low.II.· Crowulvo. ctofh!2'".6d. : "Juatn,ted 'u .... rd ••• r. . 

Edward-; -(Ellezer).-Words. Facts, and Phrues: A Dictionary 
~'iou •• ~u.lnt. an~ ~·!!:.!!!...~Y M!!t.r •• _C..!'~~!.-!.~lli~._~"!!'.~_o._~~.!.'_. __ 

Egerton (Rev. J. C •• M.A.). - Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways. 
wuh IlitroduCllon by Rn. Vr. It. WACH. and Four lIIustrntlona. Crown Iva. cloth _"tril, 51. 

Eggleston-(Ed;;a-fd):=-ROxY:A~P~~illust. boards. 21. 

Engllahman .IAn) In Paris. Notes and Recollections during th; 
~ .• _I(" 01 Loul. Phllip~ and the Empire. c~ 11'10. cloth, v. 6d. .. 

Engllahm_n', House, The: A Practical Guide [or Selecting or Build~ 
__ ~'Il~~~" c. J. RICHARDSON. Coloared Ptopt.ISP~34 ~!I~It~!~ •. cJ~!~ • .1:'~ 

~~ Our: How to Preserve Tbem. By JOHN BROWNING. Cr. 8vo,~!= 
Familiar Short Saylmrs of Oreat Men. By SAMUBL ARTHUR BBNT, 

A.M. t'illh H<IId .... ROYI .. d au4 Halarced, (;, ..... 8\'., doth ...... 1'. 64. 
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Farada, '(Michael), Works by. Post 8vo. cloth extra, 4,.64. each. 

T~~ c~~mloa.1 ",.ator», ~fras~a~i~I~~~I~~~!Yu~::~~~i':I~S. before a Juvenile Audience. Edite4, 
OD 'he 1J{arioQS ........ _ .. _ . J Nature. and lheb Rela.$lon. to each oibe •• "Edited b, 

\VU.UAM CRQOKES. F.e.S. With Illustrations. . 

Farrer (J. Anson).-War: Tllre~ Essays. CrowD 8vo, cloth. IS. 64. 
Fenn (0. Manville), Novels by. I 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y.6d. each; post !?VO. lIIustrnted boards. 2J'. each. 
Tbe Ifew •• _tl'eo. I Whneaa &0 'he Deed. I The Tige. LU:v. I The White ytpglD. 

. c',own 8vo, cloth ]S. 641. eac:b.. 
A Woman Wonh WIDDIBIII Double Cunning. I The 8to17 of Antony Grace 
Cu •• ed by a Fortune. A FluUered Dovecote. The Man with a Shadow •. 
Tho CasBof AHsa 61'Q. King 01 'he Caat13. One Maid'. Mlscbief. 
Commodore Junk. The Maatiel' of 'be Ce.4!I- Tbls Man'. Wite. 
Dlaok Blood. monies. In Jeopard;v. 

Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. eacb. 
The Bag of Diamonds. and Three BI'801 Pas&,e. 
Running Amok I a Story o( Adventure. . 
Tbe Cankepworm I being £pisodes of a Woman's Life. I BJaak.Bhado ••• 
A Cplmson Cl"lme. Crowl! Svo, clt'Jth. gilt top, b.r. ; pidut'e cloth, fta.t back. <21. 

Fiction, A Catalogue of, with Descriptive Notices and Reviews of 
over NINE HUNDRED NOVEL.-;, wiD be sent free by Messrs. CHATTO &: WrNDus upon application. 

Fin-Bec.-The Cupboard Papers: Observations on the Art of Living 
and Dining. Post evo, cloth limp, 2.f. 6d. \ 

Firework-Making, The Complete Art of; or, The Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury.' By THOMAS KBNTISH. With 267 Illustrations. Crown Bvo. cloth, 31'. 6d. 

First Book,My. By WALTER BESANT. JAMES PAYN. W. CLARK Rus· 
SELL, GRANT ALLEN, HALL CAINE., CEORGB R. SllfS. kUDVARD KIPLrNG. A. CdN .... N DOYLE. 
l\f. E. BRAnDON'. F. W. ROBINSON', lI. RIDl:!R HAGGARD. R. M. BALLANTYNE. 1. ZAIfGWILL. 
MORLEY RORERTS, D. CHRISTlR MlfRRAY. MARY CORE.LLl, J. K. JEROME. JOHN STRANGB 
WINTBR. BRET HARTE,' Q.,' RODBRT BUCHANAN. and R. L, STEVENSON. With a Prefatory Story 

\ by JEROME K. JBROME. ana 1:SS Illustrations. A New Edition. Small demy 8vo. art linen, y. ¥. 
Fitzgerald (Percy), Works 'by. 

LIUle 8118a78t Passa2'e5 from the Letters of CHARLBS LAMB. Post Bvo. cloth. N. 64. 
Fa&'al Zepo. Crown 8vo, cloth extra.,]S. 6tl. : POSI8vo, illustrated board5t:!S. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards,:J.S'. each. ::n;.Dcmna. f ~:~a::p:!,~::~iome. I i::e~~;~;::r;:;,:~~<t:=e~·&.. 
811" Henp7 Il"ylng: Twenty Years·atUie Lyceum. With Portrait. Crown BYo" cloth. 1.1'.611, 
Cbpl.tma8 Da,.. "irtlh Boa. With JUustratiOll1 in. Facsimile of Old. P~ints. Crown 8vo, cloth. 

y. 6d. [SMrI(y. 

Flammarion (Camllle), Works by. 
'. P°I}~~~X.t8t~~t~OT~!! ~Ia~:::~ ~sn[~~:~i~~heM~r~~n:;o.1~~~~ ;z J. ELLARD CORB. 

Ul"ao' I A. Romance. With 87 Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth extra, ,ss. ~ 

Fletcher's (Oiles, B.D. Complete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 
Heaven, Christ's Vi.orie on Earth. Christ'S Triumph oYer Death. and Minor Poems. With Notes bJ' 
Rev. A. B. r.ROSART. n.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards. 31. 6d. 

Forbes (Archibald).-The Life of Napoleon III. With Photo. 
gravure Frontispiece nnd Thirty.six (ull·page IUustratlon~. Cheaper Issue. Dem)' 890. cloth, 6.r. 

Forbes (Hon. Mrs. Walter R. D.).-Dumb. Crown 8vo, cl., 35. 611. 
Franclllon (R. E.), Novels by. . ' .. 

Crown BY'o~ cloth eztra, y.6d. each: post 8vo. IIII1~trated boards. ,.t. each. 
One bV On8. I.A Real Queen. I A Dolt: and hi. Shadow. I Bop .. or Sand. IlIu!ilt 

Post 8.,0. iUusttated boards. 2J'. each. 

~:::';,~;re~:'::~"~1i.~~~:!:.BVO, ~Iot~~,:~oe. 01 ,he Law. I ~tn. OR .xD.yaP. 

Frederic (Harold), Novels by. Post Svo, cloth extra, 3'. 64. each; 
lIIu!I;trnted boar4s. 2.t. eil.Cil. 
Seth'. Bpothep'. Wife. I The Lawton 01.1. 

c 



C"ATTD A WINDUS, Pabll ..... r .. '" St. Martla'. a .. ar, Londo .. ' W.e. 9 

Gentleman'. -Magazine, ·The. IS. Monthly. Cont~iD~"'Stories. 
Artides.poD Ut .... t" ... ~.lMovnph, • .meI Art. and· Table Tallr' by SVLVA.'fVS URBAN. 
e. • • ~ .. rul "-'_""If." ~ ,..,.. b?l.1I .,«~ &I. &II. hUA. c.su,., llUutiy, u. _",<4",. __ _ 

Oerman Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers GRIMM ar\d 
~::-;:~:t:r,I~~1:K~A~'::; a::.I~O!::~:t:nci~J::.~$~;;~IUN. ud - Steal Plata aft.-

Olbbon (Chas.), Novels by. Cr. 8vo,cl., 31. 64. ea.; poRt8vo, bds .• 2S. ea,. 
Rob'" 0.... With FrondsplleCe. I Lovlne a DNa .... I '1'be Braes 01 YurQw. 
The Gal •••• bah.. With a;,GGtlspleca. or H1Cb Delllr ••• 

. If_ ........ &.be .oreldo QuaeQ 01 &he ... dow.. • 
Post hoo. iU ...... te .. bouds. aI. 0Kb. 

..... De .. B...... lID .-& ...... GreeD. \ lID RontW. BOUDd. 

.0. Lack of Gold. In Love and WIU'. Hearl'. Dellc.b .. 
Wh., WUI 'he __ 14"" A He .... '. PPOble.ah 8100d-Jao ••• _ 
.0. ,he .In,. B, _.ad aDd .u ..... 
A H~ KilO&' Fanc»" FNe. 

Olbney (Somerville).-Sentenceell Crown 8vo, clotb, IS. 64. 
OUbert'. (W. S.) Original Plays. In 3 Series, post 8vo. 2S. 6d. each. 

Tbli F,a!rr SIIRn:::s conlains.: TlMi Wicked WOrkl-PJlrmuOll ud. GaIatee-Charilr--The PTiu~ 

The ~~c~~~c;:It~,:~h8~~ ~e!:~i~~,~~-:.sWfttheam-cretcben-~ .. n·1 Druce-l'om Cobb 
-H,M.S.· rtn.tore'_ Tbe Sorcerer_The l'ualesol Penzance. 

n.P~=!-~~!!:I~~a.!Ma..~d~~¥'S{~!t::c~:~'tr== 
Tb. MOUDlebank.6-UIOpit. 

·1I!~h~~~~II~~~~R~rs=~~'hebySo~e~::~,~~~l.·.J;;o:·~t!e~ra:::){c~,!~,:~: 
nel~:~~s~~~-= 1~~1J::u;::~.J.e"'t!:nJU~~The Yeomen of tho Guud_ 

HI'Ii F.lI.ceu-I..-y-Utnpl" LaQlited-Rud,hli:'Ore-ThtI Moulut!ban~Ha.'ite 10 the Weddt"i:. 
ft1!a'lbePl an. 8ullivu .t"'hda. 800k: .2,uotations lor Eu~ry D:,y in tile \'e .. r. select~ 

Ro,:::;:o.~.::~n!~II';~e~~ u~.r .. - by Sir SULUVAM. CompUiN b. 4LliX. WATSQ.'II. 

Ollbert (William). - James Duke, Costermonger. Post 8vo, 
lIustrated bo.rds. u. 

Olssing (Algernon), Novels by. Crown 8vo, clotb, gilt top, 6s. each. ::u;:: :: ::: ::~b". . I l-:.e A':=:II.~b .t'!.~:~~ .. 'aa.. ' 
Olanville (Ernest), Novels by. e...,... ... o., cklth ....... ,.. 611 • • Ada; poll 8\00. WUIlrated boards. .... each. 

fte Loet R.t ..... A Tale of Lo .... Battae. and Adventu.... Witb Two JUusualions by II. NlS.BHT. 
"he Poeelak •• , A Remaftc:. 01 M • .ttonalAnd. Wttb Two IUaIIlDtiona bw HUMti. ~'Sl/.aT. 
A.&1I' Coloa1at. Wilb. FIOIIUspICIC'CI by 5'CAHI.P..Y WOOD. , 

"he Gold ..... 11. 'With. Front~ by STANLiiYWOOo. CroWD'" doth ~tra.". 6L 
kloo, y ...... CrownlYo cloth. II. tat. . 
'!'aJ .. fIoom 'he Veld. With T ... .,. JlhlStratiord by }.f. NISBP.T. C1'O'W1l 1tYo. cloua., 31'.64. 
II&a TboralOa. Wnh. IUUS\raDoU by J. So CaOMPTON, R.L Laq:o aow. Bvo. dolb. ~i1t 
ed~ SS. , doth. lilt top. "-

Olenny (Oeorg'e).-A Year'. Work in Oarden anel Oreenhouse: 
Pr8Cttcal Adriataa to the Mana,eementchhe Flo"IfrC:r, Fruit •• ftd f'rll]ne Gl'lrdelL .-()";tho.).S. :ekxh." u. (i.{. 

Ooelwln (Wllllam).-L1ves of the Necromancers. Post 8vo. cl.. 2$. 

Oolden Treasury of Thought, The: A Dictionary of Quotations 
ftOlatbe8f111t Autho ..... ,THEODORe: TAYLOIt. CroWll8~clo~~!.3I.,-6t! •• ______ _ 

~ooelman (E. J.).-The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, 31.64. 
Oore (J. Ellarel, F. R.A.S.).-The Stellar Heavens: all Introduc. 
~ s~,. of tJ:e Stan and liebulz. Crown ho. cloth. u. DeL . 

Orace (Alfreel A.).-Tales of a Dying Race. Cr. 8vo, clotb, 3S. 6J. 

Oreeks anel Romans, The Life of the, describeq from Antiq,;' 
• MOIlUlDebu.. By ERNST GUHL ad w. KOllaR. Edlte4 by Dt. Ii. HUBF~BL With S4S IUU$lr~. 

Uolft$. l....Azxe CroWD 8\"0. cloth tmt .... '., •• -'''''-=--;-_-,-_-,,.-_-..,=,.--.. 
O..eenwood(Jamea: .. The Amateur Casual ").-The Prisoner 

... lIe 00011 1 Wy Fou, Yean" !)all, Exprnmces In tbe Lond,-.n Police COQrts. Cr.1tYo. d .• :is. w.. 
Orey~(SlrOeorge).-The-Romance of a Proconsul: Defng· the 

=f,..U~.::'.. !~:;.:.: ~RO."~ GREY .... C.&. Br J4"1'S MII.HII- Willi ~ SF.t(l~1I 



'0 CH'" TO a WINDU.s, Publishers, II' st. Martin's Lane, I.ondon, W.C. 

Oriffith (Cecil).-Corinthia M.arazion: A Novel. CrowD 8vo, cloth 
elrtr .. ~.u. 

Ounter (A. Clavering, Author of 'Mr. Barnes of New York ').-
. A Florida Bnoban$mena. Crown 8To. cloth. 31'. 6d. . 

Guttenberg (Violet), Novels by. 
ReUh •• .rew DOl' On.... I 'rhe Po ••• of the Palm'''' 

Hair, The: Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. . Trans
lated from the GermRn or Dr. J.PINCUS. Crown8vo, LI'.; doth. 1J'.6I(. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Oordon), Poems by. Cr. Bvo, c1. ex .. 6$. each. 
Me. 87Dlbola. ,I La.end. of the MOROW. I IJ'Ihe Serpen' P1Q. 

!lald.n Ba.' .. ;,'. Small 4tO, cloth ext,.. lr. 

Halifax (C.).-Dr. Rumsey's Patient. By Mrs, L. T. MBADB and 
CLIFFORD HALlPA.X, M.D. Crown Bvo. cloth. v.6d. 

Hall (Mrs. S. C.).-Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous 
Illustration' Oil Steel and Wood by MACUsa. GILBBIlT, HARV8Y, azul CSORGS CRUIKSHANK. 
Small demy ayO, cloth ext .... 18. 611.. . • 

Han (Owen), Novels by. 
The Traak 01 a'S,orm. CroWD. 8Yo. cloth. sr. 6cI. i pitt .. cloth. nat back. ar, 
ole'....... eroWll a.o. cloth, lit. 64.::-__ ,....,_::-_.,.-_ 

CroWD a.o. dotb. gilt top. 6.t. each • 
• a.NIra. I Bvnando. 

lialliday (Andrew).-Every-day Papers. Post 8vo. picture bds., 2$. 

Hamilton (Cosmo), Stories by. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 35. 611. each. 
The Olamo,.. 01 the Impo .. lbl.. I !rb1'Ou..,. • Keyhole. 

e._ The two stories may also be had bound toe-ther in one 1'Olume. crown 8vo" cloth. ,.,:64. 

Harte's (Bret) Collected Works. :Revised by the Author. LIBRARY 
EDITION. In Ten Volumes. crown Ivo. cloth utra. 6.r •• Rch. 

Vol. I. COMPLETU POaTtCAL AND DRAMATIC WORKS. With Shlel·plate Portn.it. 
II n. TUB LUCK OF ROARING CAMP-BoHamAN PAPBRs-A.NSRICAH LEGB."fD, 
II tn. TALES OF THE ARGONAUTS-EASTBRN SKIi·rcHBS. 

IV. CABRIBL CONROY. I Vol. V. STQRIIl5-Co."lDBNSBD NOVELS. &C. 
II VI. TALRS OF 1'HB. PACrP1C SLOPS. 
• VU. TALBS OF TtcR PACIPIC SLOPB-II. WIth Portrait b, JOHN PaTTI" R.A. 
• VIII. TALBS 01' THB PINE ANn 1'HB cYPRIt.~ 
II IX. BUCKRVB AND CHAPPARBL. ' " 
n x.. TALBS OF TllAIL AND"-:T,:.=:O\;:."""'''ltc.=.,-:-:-_-,_ 

aret Harte'. Chot" Works. 1ft Prose ud Verse. Wit. PomaIt of the Author end CO IUu. 
trations. Crown Bvo. doth, y.6d 

Bre' HaP'e-. Po.tlo~ Wo.k., Inetudlnlr "Some lAm Vases.- Clown '" buckram., ....... 
80me Lat •• Ye ••• " Crown 8vo, linen R'ilt. sr. 
~:nad:nO~!':aWN:~:~~ ~~~e.r.~~;r.:v:·8~~'tt":I~:~~i ftP!,~~~o~doth. ant top. u. neli leather, 

eUt e~os. 31. Det. 

CroWD ho. dotb" 4lt ... ch. 
On the Old Toall. I Poom Sa"dhlll to PI"e. 
Undu &be .ed_Q04. • .. .iaalr RamOn'. =~c;.~~~,~. LI,llt and. 8h .... o •• 

Crown8Yo. doth extra. ".. U. each, poIllYo. pietuN boards. .,~ each. 
GaltPl.1 CORMY • 
.A. Wall 01 'he Platn. Wltla 10 murnatltlns by STANL'BY L. WOOD. 
.& w ..... or &be Gold •• GaM. With 59 JIlustratJons by STANLEY L. WOOD. 

Crown avo. cloth extr., y.6tl. .. ch. t 

::.?t:o~::~~~~r::1\~~!~t~~~"w.t~.bAlM~N~~::J~"3.~~ 
The ~ell .. Rlnc .. of AII.e1'., &e. WTth ~ Illustrations by DUDLRY HARDY and.,tb.,. 
ClaNnae, A StOQ' of the American War. vlnh ~ht lIlu!ltratl.uns b, A. JULIi GOI1DMAN.. . 

g:~rl~r;.!;.~~~~ &cWI~~i!h~~~~:=O:S~. t. O::R~~':.,.a. rAUL HARDY, .~ . ' 
Th. C.ueade 01 the •• Bxa.lldo..... '~Ith a Frontis~iece by' J. RRRN'A'RD PA'RnmC1l. 
'rh ... Pann ••• t or. The Bac Strike ott. Hea",. Tree Hili. With 8 llIustnrohoDl ~ J. GULICIL 
'1'.,1 •• of T .. all and Town. With Frontisptoceb~ Go. P.JACOMB.Hooo.. 
:Me. COBden_tlNo .... ' .vl •• qu ... 

• Clown 8'10, doth, sr. &t. .1K:"'h:=;'-P""Ic-tu-"-CIo:--':'h-. "flat hat'k,. III. eoach. 
The Luoll 01 Roarln, Camp. and ..... Uoa Noy.l. Conden •• d • 

.& aappbo or :.:~!~l;f'~k HamIlJ-•• ~~i!~':.::u~!~,~!:::·~~fUl .. 
• Post 8Yo., Ulustrated bonrds. at.I&o'le .... 

AD B~. or lied Do,. I ~.~tlO~Vt0a.!'I-". Cam" I CaUrorDI ... St ...... 

I'u.. 'OIl two. s:.:~ boards. w. oach I <:10\1), at. ~ ;b;i1l8 o. 'be ...... 
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HaRdwrltln~, "'-he Philosophy of. With over 100 Facsimiles and 
__ ~!!~o..,. T."t. Dr [)oN' FELIX DB SALAMANCA. POll IYo,. "al(-doth. st. 61'1. 

Hanky-Panky: Easy and Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of 
Uand. &-c. E,Uk'iJ b)"W. H. ("RaUE .. With ~1UustntlonL Crown8\ro, doth en ..... ..,.6d. 

Hardy' , Rev.- E. J., Author of • Ho"'; to be Happy though M'Miied ').-'-
__ Lo."_~~~htP. aad_~ .. !~~~. Crown a.o. clutta. p.6tt. • 

Hardy (Iza OuffusJ. Novels by. 
c-.. _ Ua<II, RIll """ " .... h. 

Tbe L.-. •• lL I Man, Wom ..... aDd. ...... 
________ ---"&~.II~ .. I'fI .. t H. Frienck and ber l"OI1Unos.,='-_______ _ 

Hardy (Thomu).-Under the Oreenwood Tree. Post Svo, cloth 
e'Wfr." ~. U. : Ulu.,.ted boarda. . .,,; ,.Jot .. limp, ... 6t-Also tbe FINS PAPB." EDITION, pon Bvo. 

• __ ~h.W~~~:.!.'~'.II'~"~od~(GI.~l'JI,-: .• ~.~L,-______________ _ 

Hawels (Mrs. H. R.), Books by. _ ' 
The API o' ••• uay. Wkh Coloured FrontIspiece IlDd 9' lnustnttons. Sqllate 8"0, doth M!l.. ". 
"he .AI'S of De.o .. don. With CGlouMd rrontispiece IIDtt 14 Inustratlollt. Sq. '''0, cloth bds.. 6.1'. 

t:::a~ ·lo:r:::-ooi".:.tb~,::':&l~::; ':;O: .. 'Tb!~: :nd~~'\v~k. ANew Edition. nylsed. 
With • Frnntl,~'.ce. Demv 8\00. cloth. at. 64. 

Claauoe. fa. Chlld.... With,s IULlSU'atiobS fI Coloured). Crown.eto. clotb enn",. JI!:."",-=---:-:-: 
H.wel;'(Rev-:-H~-R:-;-M.A.).-AmericanH umorlsts: VI ASHINGTON 

IRVIMG, OLiVIlR WR!'fOKLL HOI.MRS. JAMBS RUSSIlUo LOWKLI. AIiTaWUS WARD. MARC 
TWAI", and BRIlT HAIilTL croW'D.8\o'f-.. "d:;:otC'b::. • ..::"::. ______________ ~ 

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by.· . 
c.:.ro..lvo.. dntb extnl.. y. 611. ud1 a poll lYe.. Dlustf'8.tM boards. v. Hch. 

0...... I alii" Qu.n'tD. I a.auts Randolph. With Fourllhl~ .N'U ... " ..... Du ... four IUuscs. David Polnd.s.' •• •• DI ... p~ ..... 
I'o5t IYo. W,=_--_-!.,-~ .... ~~';~~~=:.u. 01 Ul. Cam •• a. 

.1 .. Clad...... I Lon--02 _ II ..... 

...... Uaa ....... C ..... '"' clotb. y. U. 
He"e:kethorn (c. W.), Books b·"'y"'.""-"'C'-r-ow-n""'S"'v-o-, -cl'--o-th'--,-g-'i'"'lt-t-o-P-. -=6s-.-e-a""ch;-, 

!-oadoll .ou".nt .... I London •• mOPI •• , .oelal. Blac.oploal, and 'ropqpapblaal. 

Helps--(SlrArthur). Books by. Post Svo, cloth limp, 21.611. each. 
Aalmala all. \Ita!. ........ I .oalal P ... u ... 

_lwall_d.~l~D' Ii Novel. em ... avo. dotb e_.tn. p. tW~ post 8vo- Wustnted boards, at. 

Henderson (Isaac). - Agatha Page: A Novel Cr. Svo, eL, ]S. 6<1. 
Henty (0. A.), Novels bra' -

::a~':.~ '::o~:~~::.. '::':'"i. c ;~':'F~~=:: :t::r:::.,: L. Woou- Su..sl dClDlf IYoe 
....... RIII..tc-. JI. c...-_ clot ... ". '" each. ' ' 

"b~O!t~a·~~Qp. I D~~~"~'a Do"Ib.I.~ 
~erman (Henry).-A Leading Lady. Post Svo, cloth, 21. 64. , 
Herlzka (Dr. Theodor).-Freeland: A. Social Apticipation, Trans-

lated b, Aa THua RANSOM. Crown Ivo. dcm. e.t1'~; .. ::,,~. ----c---...--.---.=---;----.---, 
Hesse.Wartegi(Chevaller Ernst von).-Tunls: The Land and 

the PeopIa. Witb. '11u5trationa. Crown 1tYo. doth ulra~.~ .. ~.~6ot.~.-__ ~_-...-:-: __ --,--.---
iriII(Headon).-Zambra the Detective. Crown S\lO, cloth. ]S. 64.; 
~ .... pictoN boa'~nII.~'~'"-. ....;-_____________________ _ 

Hin-(John)-;Works by. 
TNaaoa.P.loa,. ~ 8Yo, L:.ard..... ,ft. COlftftlo'!.....An~A~ CI'. a.o. cI~. ".61. 

ffinkiOn (H. A.), Novels by. ' Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each, 
___ Pa .. _.! .... ~d. t .UI._~ .. ! .... :';I.'-~;____;--;_--
~~!,. (Mrs. Cuhel).-The Lover's Creed. Posf8vo, boards, u. 
lIoliday, Where to go for a. By E. P. SHOLL, Sir H. MAXWELL. 

itlU't •• ,a.P •• JOHIt WAT!IOM'JANa BARLOW, MAlty LovrM'CAJl'BRON, Jtl!ITIHH. MCCARTHY. 
PAV1. LA.reG .... J. W. GRAHAM. J. H. ~LTBR. PHlliDR ALLILN, s.J. BRCiaTr. L. ltIvaas VINa. 
and C. F. GORDQII CUNNING. Crown 8vO. doth. 11. oJ.. 

Holmes(Oliver Wendell):--Work:~s:::.;b~y~.-----------
'1'10. a .. _.at of ,b ......... ' ... ·h.... '-"ted.., 1. CORDO .. THOIISOIt. ..... _ clolh 

rb!'"'l'ui'Oa~ '!,;o~~.: ~'!:!.:~r.::~~_=t;.d·ft .... ,.... at ..... ..u ..... T.bl .. 
J.o .. \'01. P05IITo- bait-bound. .... ~_._---'-:_.;:_,--_==_-:;;--_,;_-_.__--

Hooper(Mr.. Oeo.).-The House of Raby. Post Svo, boards, lIS. 



." CHATTO It W!NDUS, Publisher .. , II. St. Martin's Lane, London, w.e. 
Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works in Prose and Verse. With Life of 

the Allthor, Portrait. "nd 200 Illustrations. Crown "svo. cloth. 31'. &t, 
Hood'. Whims and Oddities. With 85 Illustrations. Post Bvo, halt.bound, 2J'. 

Hook'~ (Theodore) Choice Humorous 'Vorks; including his Lndi-
crous Adventnres. Bons Mots. PilUS, and. Hoaxes. With. Life. A Ne ..... Edidon, with a Frootispiece. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. ]S. 6tl. ' _ 

Hoptins (Tighe), Novels by. ----''--~--.-----
Po. li"reedom. CrOWD &vo" cloth:::.:;6s:::._,--,-__ .....,.-.., 

. Crowil 8vo, cloth. 31'. tid. each. • 

~h~I:,~~:::s ~';"c~::~~:::: ~ Fint~~ilcH~rrend~~~ ~~~~rrn~~~~t~~s~~;n!,'-J"::GoRY. 
Horne' (~. Hengist). -Orion: An Epic Poem. With Photograph 

Portrait by SUMMERS.' Tenth Edition. Cro1'l'ft Sva, cloth ext~, 78. 

Hornung (l::.,W.}.-The Shadow of the Rope. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
RUt-toP. 6.5', , • . 

Hugo (Victor);-The Outlaw of Iceland (Han d'isiande). Trans-
lated by Sir GILBERT CAMPBELL. CroWD avo, cloth. :IS.6d. 

Hume (Fergus), Novels by.' , 
The Lady from Nowhere. Crown avo. cloth. ]$. &/. i picture clotb. Bat back. ., 
The MHJlonall'e My.iery. Crown 8yo. doth, y.6d. . 

Hungerford (Mrs., Author of • Molly Bawn '). Novels by, . 
CrOWD BVG, cloth ICxtra, y. 6d. each: poIt Bvo, illustrated boards. 2$. each: cloth limp, 2f'. M. each. 

A MaldeD All ForlorD. t Pete.". WUe. I An Unaatlsractopv LOYe •• 
In Durance YUe. Lady PaUV. The Professor's Experiment. 

:~::~rn CIrce. ~::~!:~H:~:'PM~~ .. i~:aT~::::,:..ace.. ~-
AprU'. Lady. . . A II.Dial S,.uggt. 

. CYO'Wl18vo, cloth extra. v.6d.eac:h. - -
An Anxious Moman,. I Tbe Comlug of Chloe. I A Point of Conscience. I Lovloe. 

Hunt's (Leigh) Essays: A Tale for a Chimney Corner, &c. Edited 
by EDMUND OLLIER. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2.5'.' 

HUllt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by. . 
Crown BYo. cloth eztra, JS'. &I. 'each: post avo, Dlustrated boards. \1'1. each. 

The Leaden Casket. I Self-Condemned. I That; OUlel' Pel'.oll. 
.... Jultet. Crown 8vo. clOtIl extra, J,t"' • .::6d::;.'--::--:-:--::-_-:-:-__ -::::-:--,-_--:::::-__ 

Hutchison (W. M.).-Hints on Colt-breaking.' With 2S Illustra-
tions. Crown 8vQ. cloth extra. y. 6d. 

.Hydrophobia: Ali Account of'M. PASTEUR'S System; The Technique of 
his Method. and Statistics. By RENAUD SUZOR. M.B. CMwuBvo. doth extra. 6.r. 

Idler Magazine (The). Edited by ROBERT BARR. Profusely llIus-
trated. 6d. Monthlv ... .,--,-;-;;," -. .. --:-.--,~-:--,;---_;_7T---;:-;----

i l11_pressions (The) of Aureole. Post 8vo, cloth, 2 •• 611. 
Indoor Paupers •• By ONE OF THEM. Crown Bvo, xs. ; cloth, IS. 611. 

Inman (Herbert) and Hartley Aspden.-The Tear of Kalee. 
Crown 8vo. cloth. gilt top. 6.t. ,-

In Memoriam: ."f"rses for every Day' in the Year. Selected and 
arrAnged by Lucy RIDLEY. SmaU square Bvo. cloth. '2J': tid. net: leather, y. 6d net. 

Innkeeper's Handbook (The) and Licensed Victualler'S Manual. 
By J. TRBVOR·DAVIBS. A New Edition._ Crown 8\'0. cloth. '2,'i':'-' -:--;---.-=co.-,-,;-;--:--

irish Wit and Humour, Songs of. Collected and Edited by A. 
PRRCRVAL GRA"fiS. Post 8vo, cloth limp. Itt. 6d. . 

Irving (Sir Henry).: A Record of over Twenty Years at the Lyceum. 
Bv Pf-RCY FITZGBRALD. With Portrait. Crown Bvo, clo",tb",-,:";;;,,,6d.,,,::-==-.:;-. 

James (C. T. C.). - A Romance of t,he Queen's Hounds. Post 
Bvo. cloth limD. IS. 6d. ' 

Jamesoi1(WlIIiam).-My Dead Self. Post 8vo. cloth, 2S, &1. 

J,app (Alex. H., LL.D.).-Dramatlc Pictures, &e. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 5s. ' 
Jennings (Henry J.), Works by. .. 

f::~O~!~::;V~~~~l~'i:!:~p~~~ ~k~t~~th ~\1~~ r~~t. Post lYo, doth. ~J'. &I. 



, CHATTO • WINbUS. Publlibere, III at. M.trtld'. L.a., Loadoln, W.e. 1.1 
Jefferies (~Ichard), Books by. 

Tbe 0 ... Aa.. I'OIt 1Y0. docll, at, 64, 

•• '1De ..... fo"':d~ .. c~c:,:O":-'.=oodI'--:""I-_-I-":-"-~""'o-:-~~ It~. ~,~b:c~a1d. 
A'-eJ.~o~:'~ n..~:I:~ =~ :'~~~~ON oI~ Tbe 1.1,. ., lb •• 1eId. Poct a.o. cloth, 
,. •• ~ .uJOC»' of • ..,h .... ~.II ... ~ D, Sir WAL1'lia BE..SANT. Wltla. PhOlOlr~1a Port .... , 

f..:rowo tI.o, dueh el.lra, os. • 

Jerome (jerome -K.), Books by. -' 
.'.,e'and. With,.. tDu51,a.ions by J. DRRNARD PARTRInCR. Fe.p. .. to. picture COYer, U • 

. .loha In ••• n.ald.&rc. \\'uh? IIhuolS. by A. S. BOYD andJVHN CVLl~H. Fcap.8vo, pic. cu •• 11.611. 

Jerrold-(Douglas).-Tho Barber's Chair; and ThoHedgehog. 
_ .. ,.... Po.t 8", printed on laid pl.peI and hatt-bound. u. 

,JerrOld-(Tom)-;-WorksbY:-Po'"-s'7te;8~v"'0'!!, !:..lS~.:""e-a-. ;-c·I-Q"th"'li-m-p-,-I-I.-6d.::-;--ea~cb;-. 
Th ....... " ,h., Paid 'ha •• nt. 

___ ~~~~bold _~~P_"~u. ... A (;'ossip _hout F1c:=:0"="'=:-:C7IDi'u::,,= .. ::ted=.~~-..-:-==:-:--. .. _ 
Jesse (Edward).-Sienes and Occupations of a Country Ufe. 

t'oIot "0. cloU. limp, u. . 

Jones cWlWlam. F.S.A.~, Works by. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra. 31.64. each. 
___ ~;;~~~R~S t;;~~~:::~~ ~~'!;':; ~~~:::d:~b 9~:;~~!~~:I:ds or lllustratlcms. . 

Jonson's (Ben) Works. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
• BIOi'raphkal Melnni .. by WILLIAM CWPORD ... Edited by Colonel CUNNINGUAY. Three Vola. 
crown ."0. cloth ext, .. sr. fIJ. each. 

JOsephus, TheComplete'WO'rks O'f. Translated by WIlISTON. Con: 
_. !f!:"~~·~;~~~Ih.I(!C~~~.J:::~~f'd 'Tbe Wan of the Jewa.' Wilh,. IIl.lf.tlona and M.~ 

Kempt (~obert).-Pencll and Palette: Cbapters on Art and Artists. 
Post IYO. doth limp. at. 611. • 

Kershaw (Mark). Colonial Facts and Fictions: Humorous 
S_Ir.~~~!,- Po5t _1T.~_UJ\~.~ted boards. .... ; clotb, v. &(, ':, 

I(In2 (~. Ashe), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 
, 'Tba .-.riD, of 'be a ... D.' I .... 1011. .. Slaw. I BeU ...... 

. _ A D~~ _~&m~_~~.n avo. ~oth. Y'. &t, ; post ho, iII':lstrated boBTd'FS'",";::'~=;-;===_ 
Klpllnlr Primer (A). Including Biographical and Critical Cbapters, 
~~:t~d: ~~~~r::'·~::~~~I.~~~~~~,&~:,\-:~b~~-:a!tt~esCr:!n Fh;-cro~;~:t Eclitor 01 

Knight (WIlliam, M.~.C.S., and Edward, L.~.C.P.). - Tho 
•• Ue .. '·. Vad. _.auml Ha.to Cet Most Benefit from Medical Adme. Cr. 8vOr, clotb.u.6d. 

Knllthb(The)-of-the Lfon: A Romance of the Tbirteenth Century. 
t:JI'.d, witb an Introduction. by the MARQUI\~ 011' LORHH. X.T. crown IYG. doth .~ .... II. 





.~ ~. ", / .. ~ ,..,....."",--. 
."ATTO 41: "'INDUS, j..bl ........... , &t. M.~ .. rtl~. ...... Len ,W.e:. III . 

'- hl~~Donald (Oeorge. nf )ks by. ........ -. 
Wor".o' PanG,- and Im .... ln... "015 •• 16mo. cloth. ~ ed,es., 
Vol.lbeJ~~I:~~n:~ ~:.::t~~~~!fji'E nlD_ !~lr~~F:~ aI. 6d. each. .. 
It 11. Tlip. DISCIPLJlt._T .. aG05PRL WOMP.N.-BooKO'PSOHNi!T9.·-oRCAlf ONe-A 
" Ill. VIOLIN tiONGS.-50NGS OF THP. DAYS AND HI~H·rs.-4 Bool'-Op DJLB.A -ItOAmiIDB 

PuRWS,-PORMS POR CHILDREN. 
.. IV. PARABLHS.-BALLADS.-SCOTCH SONGS. 

: ~i ~.\~H:'t~~A~=~~c~~~~H~oG:-:~~·s HF.ARIT.~~i:~wlH8 PoaTENT. ') 
Of IX. CROSS PURPOSP.s.-THIl CIOLDF.N J{P.Y.-THE CARASOYN.-LITT1.R DAVUC::HT: 
" X. TH&. CRUP.L PA'NTF.8_ THB Wow U RIVVR,.;,...;-THB CASTLR.-TliB UaOKBfIi 5W'OR,DS. 

-THR GaAY WOur.-UNCLE. COkNP..LIUS. ' 

.~~~~t a! .• ~~:~. ~!~ ... aaoDoia&1d.-Col~-~d Anangwl by the Au~. Two YGis. 

.. '1"h",'oJ. Cord. Edited by CRORGR P.,,,CDOHALD. Post "0, cloth. St. 
Phan&u .... A Faerie Rom.nce.-~\vitb;5IIJL1~tratJons bY J: BaLL. Crown 8"0. c10th extra, 31'. &f. 
Iteath •• and anow. A Novel erownlvo. cloth eKtra. y. 611. i po5t Svo.llluirrated board&._. 
LUUh I A atomallce. SIiCO~D EDITION. Crown 8,,0. cl(,tb extra. 6.r. 

~rackay (Charles. LL.D.). _lnteaude'~s=a'-'n"'do-·U""'""n-cd'-e-rt7o-n-e-6-;-o-r-. 
MlWC at Twilight. Crown B.-o.cloth extrll 6.r. 

Mackenna (Stephen J,I and J. Augustus O'Shea.-Brave Men 
In "RloD I Tbrillinll Stories J the British flag. With. JUu&tratiolUll by STAHLRY L WOOD. 
SlQaU dem, ho. cloth. atilt edges. 9. 

Macllse PortraICOallery'-:('"'T'"h-e')-o"ro';lI'"l-u-st;-r'lo-us---=L"Ii7te-r-a-r-y-"C"'h-a-ra-c-. 
::-l=d::'~~=t~!. ~A~~:-t:!:4~~':::'; t=t~!,:~~i::j!:!~;t CC::~~~;y~~;io~t~~~ 
BATRS. B.A. CroWD 8 .. 0. doth extra, v. u. 

Macquold (Mrs.). W ork':!s-"b;:'y=-. -=S'-q-u-ar-e-S"'v-o-,-c"-lo-t"-h-e-x-tr-a,-"6'-s.-ea-cTh-,-
In Ihe Ardenn ... Wttb.., IlIu!ltrations by THOUA~ R. MACQUOID. 
PIO\u. ... and La •• nd. ~m. NOl'llland .. and arlti&&fty. 34 JIIoltS. by T .. Po. MACQUOID. 

I::~~~o~:::::!d~it~4~ru~~:.~~i~;s ~~ l.' .~A~~8I~~ID. and a Map. 

Magician'. Own Book., The: Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c, Edited b)' W. R. CRa)fRR. With 200 lUustration.. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, <C$. 6d.. 

Made untern. The. and its Management: Including full Practical 
DIrections. By T. C. HEPWORTH. Wllh 10 tllu!trations. Crown8vo, II. ; cloth. 1I.6tl..7-_",-=_ 

Magna Charta: An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 
lot I.Iwum. 3 r.et by 2 reet. with Arm. and Seal' emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 51.,-. ~'---C;r";',.,--

Mallory(Slr-Thomas). - Mortd'Arthur: The Stories of King 
""bul' Mid 01 the Knii'hts 01 tho Round Table. (A $cIe<:don.) Edited by B. MONTGOUP.RIB RAN· 
lUNG. Poar avo. dotb hmp" u:

c
.--O.-"'7 __________________ _ 

Maflock (W~H.), Worka by. I 

~:: =:= :::r~~ v~:;a~I;~r..i::;,:~l~bo. doth. u .... 
_ ~---.!!I~~ S~aII "'~._p~men~~~. I.1le Wortb Living? CrowD tho. cloth extra. 61, 

Marguerltte (Paul and Vlctor).-The Disaster. Translated by 
Fall.Ol'RIC Lpp,". Crown 8V9. dOlh. y.6tI. 

Marlowe'. Work"'s:::.=I"'n~c:;I"'u""d"-in:::g=;..,h...,i-s...,T=-ra-n-s·l.a-II-o-n-s.-...,E"""'d.,-it-ed ........ -w-"'it"'h--"N':'o-t-es 
and Introduction .. by Colonet CUNNINGttA"'. Crown a .. ". cloth eztnl. y.6It. 

MasOo-:-(Finchj.-Annais o, theHorse~SjlOe-Clu·~b-. --..W;71""·t ... h-S""I"'U,....u-s. 
___ I..!-UoM ~--.!~~...!''''1fO~ ~ clot~, ailt t~op"-,.::6:.!',---;'-=.--__ -c"..... ___ -,""""""-; 

Masslntzer's Plays. From the Text of WILLIAM GIPFORD. Edited 
by Col (!UNHI":C:HAM. Crown 8YQ, cloth ext .... y. 6tl:._ .,-:-_=_--,;-_-;;:_;-;;-_=_ 

Matthews-(Bnnder}.-A Secret". the Sea. &c, Post 8vo. illus-
U<1ttd boanltt. U.: dotb 11m ... .. '.: . .!u~'""",;----,:-":'--o--c;----:-.--.,.---___ _ 

Max ~O'Rell,-Books by. CrowD 8vo, cloth. 3S. (>d. each. 
au .o~al BlahD ... Woman. I Be'w ... 0 ........... 

___________ Bambi •• In Woman]a"n,,,,d!.. ______ .,-___ _ 
Meade (L. T.), Novels by. 

A Boldl •• of .01'&118. Crown 8..0. doth. ". 14. ~ post 8\'0, lUultl'ated beards, at. 
cro;n.yo. doth, y. 64. eacli. 

'!'he Yolo. of the Cb •• m... With 8 lIIu"tI'at.ons. I An Adyentar8lJs. 
In aD IPO. 0.'.,. I On ahe BPink 01 a Ch...... The Blue DlamODd: 
'l'h. 81 ... n. The Way of • WODl.... A .,umble b. &.he WQ. 
D ... u. .... W-- PadeDt. A 80D of '.hmael. 

CtrrIrft -."Go. dotb. C;It top~eftl''', . , 
1f'1l1 ...... 0.1 ...... WOPId. I ROIMb ...... ___ .,--.,--.-r __ 'T'C~ 

Merlvale' (Hermanl • ...:::.Bar. Stage, and Platform: Autobiographic 
.:hmorMt.. 'Wilts. Portrait.. CroWD be. dotb. rilt coo. w. 



16 CHA'I~;' '" W.\N~Us. PU~II.h;"'" .11 5~1)''''S Lane, London, w.e. 
Merrick (g' 'nar~Novels by.. ",.' 

Tile lIIan --is ... GOOeL Po~~o. p~ture boards. U~I 
: Crown8vo, cloth, sr. 6d. each.' 

This St.age of Pooh. I Cyntblae A Daughter oftbe Phitistines. 

Mexican Mustang (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By 
A. E. SY"ERT and}. ARItIOY KNOX, With 265 lIIustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra.1s. 6d. 

Miller (Mrs. F. Fenwick);-Physiology for the Young; or, The, 
HOllse or Life. With numerouS lllustrations. Post avo, cloth limp,2$'. M, 

Milton (J. L.).-The ,Bath in Diseases ·of the Skin. Post 8vo, 
as. ; c1oth~. ,~s.:.:' 6d~. ·,-...., .. --=.-___ .---.;--=--. .... -:,......--,c;-,---~:_:_;:_:c::_77 

Minto (Wm.).-Was She <lood or Bad? Crown !lvo, cloth, IS.6d. 
Mitchell (Edmund). Novels by. 

~be LoDe Blu Bush. . With 8 Illustrations by NORMAN H. HARDY. Crown Bvo, cloth. )". 6d. 
CroWD Svo, doth. gilt top. 6.r. each. 

1. Tbe \BeUa. of Clllbe •• 
Crown BYo. picture cloth. flat hackS. 2$. ea.ch. 

Ploite .. of Pari.. I Tht! Teftl.1)le of Deat.h. I Towa'Pdl 'he S'&8Pftal Snow •. 

Milford (Bertram). Novels by. Crown ~vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each. 
The Gun-Runner: A Romance of Zululand. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY 1_ WOOD 
~::s~:l:.::::~nli·~~;.e~\a.:~~::.rontispiece bySTANLBY 1... WOOD. . 

Crown evo, cloth. ].1'. 64, eacb; picture cloth. Rat backs, 2.1'. eacb. 
The LueJr: of GePaPd. RidgeleY'. 
The K1D4'. Au.,,,,, With Six Cub·page JIlustrations by STANLE.Y L. WOOD. 

_ BavtJand'. Cbum. Crown sv-;'-cl;th. gilt tnp. 6.r. . 

Molesworth (Mrs.}.-Hathercourt Rectory. Crown I!vo, cloth, 
3$.64.: post8vG,,,Uustrated boards, 2.r. 

Moncrleff (W. D. Scott~l.-The Abdication: An Historical Drama. 
?:.i~~,4S~;~:!~~~MbyC~<;'~'!~~"7~~~~ ~~?:11~~~~~:' J. MACWKIRTEH.·COLIN HUNTER. 

Montagu (Irvlngl.-Thlngs I Have Seen in War. With 16 flul. 
page lIlustrations. Crown 8vo. do:,'O",. "'",.,. ,.-_______ - _______ ~~ 

MoOre (Thomas). Works by. " 
The Eplourean; and Alclphron. Post Ivo. half.bound. sr. . 
Proae and YerBa; includin/;!' Suppressed Passaget from the MEMOIRS OF LORD BYRON'. Edited 

=~...:b~Y,-"R~.c!H. SHRPHERD. "lith Portrait. 'Crol\'1l a"o, cloth extra. 7S. 6d. 

Morrow (W. C.l.-Bohemian Paris of ToaDay. With 106 I11l1stra· 
tlons by EDOUARD CUCUEL. Small delllY Bvo, doth. gilt to.~p,"" ",,,.'-,.~ __ ...,,. .... _-;-~ __ 

MUddock (J. E.), Stories by. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 
BuUa tha .Jaster. Witb Frontispiece by STA~LEY WOOD. - .. 
Y01lD1l LocblDllap. I The Goldanldol. 

Post avO. illustrated boards. ~: each. 
!l'ba Dead Man'. Secr.t. I From 'he BOSOM of the Deep. 
Stor1.s Weii'd and WondertDJ. Post 8vn.ill~Mra.ted ho.·lrd~ 2J'. : c1ott... 21'. 6.1. ' 
Maid M...san and Robin Hood. With a lUu$lrations by S. L. WOOD. CrOWD avo. doth es.tra. 

3', 6d.; picture cloth. Ila.t back.,';"'C'._ .... .....,. _______________ _ 
Murray (D:-Chl'lstie). Novels by. . 

- Crown 8vo, cloth extra. y. 6ft. ea.ch ; post Bvo, Illustrated board!;, 'U. each. ~ 
.A LUa'S A1;onement.. r A Model Fathe.. \ Bob Marttn'. Llute Girl. 

. Joseph's Coat. ):2 lIIusts. Old Blazer's HePO. Time's Reveng ... 
_ Coals 01 Fire. 3lnusts. Cynic Fortune. Fronti.<:p. A Wasted Crime. 

Val Stirang.. By the Gate of tbe Sea.. 'In Direst. Pepil. 
HeaMi.. A B1ti of Human Nat.ura. Mount Despalp. 
The Way of the World. First Penoo Sin,u.lar. A Cap'ul 0' Nails. 
The Making o ... Moyell., : A~R-Experinieniln Autobiozraphy. With a Collotype Portrait" CI, 

svo. buckralll, 3I'.6d. 
My Con1iempOl'uiee III Fiction. Crown Svo. buckram, 3f.6d. 
Hil Own GhoSti, l:rown 8vo. duth. 3-t'. 6d ; p;c~re cloth. flnt back, u, 

Cruwll 8vo, dOlh. ~\'. 6d. each. 
This Little World. I A Raoe for MUUons. I The Churcb of Rumani'l' 
Tales In Prole and Yerae. With l;rontisplece by ARTHUR HOPKINS. 

·"e.palr'. Last Joarne¥. CrOWn8Vo..-CIOth1ilti~~:=.~ Pather. 
Joseph'. Coa$; .... PoPULAR EDITION, DlediuDl Bvo.,-'6d::.:..... _______ ----=--

Murray (D. Christie) and Henry Herman. Novels by. 
One T.aYeW:;·R8:~\I~~~: erua, y. 5d. each; ~ost~h~h.8y:~e:p':.'i:;b~. each. 
Paul "Qnflll'. Illlas, &c. With IUustratlo~s bY A. »:ORH~TI'~~ .111" (t. N,(:OLl3;T. 

r 





-._ ... rro It Wh.OUs. ,.. ... IaIIer •••. 1J ... u.m.'.~ .......... 0 .. W.e::. 
Pandurang Hari; or. Memoirs ;;r--Hind~ With Preface by Sir 

BA.RTL2 FR.&R.E. Pow e.o. iIastrated boud!I. •• . 

Paris Salon, The Illustrated Catalope of the, for 190::1, (Twenty. 
"_ founIt Yeu.) W"u ~)DO Iltustrar-. ne.y &.0, 31. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New Translation. witb H,storit;;a/ 
fnuoductioo. ad Nales.". T. )I"c&J.E. D.D. ?_ an.. .... <iadl. .. 

Paston Letters (The), 14::1::a-1509. CoDtaining upwards of 600 more 
~br).ur-:r-c.:'R~":: ::'iaalht::-.:.c.~ s~N~ ~ ~6'~Z.-:--"= =:s. ~ ~a.:;::.,: :::.~ 1IeI~;::va:=:?: = .. ~~. -CGaMlol.,. 

Paul (Margaret A.).-Oentle and .simple. CrowDBvo. cloth, .. i;h 
FrtIII~ by' HIlL1Df PAYERSOII'. JW. W-; posas.o. IBustTaled oo.d.s..:u. 

Pennell-Elmhirst (Captain Eo ).-The Be;::-::s7t "'o:-',F:.tLh-=e'Fi":cu=n.-.,,,,O:'I=· tb 
• c_ ,_ ~ G. Do GILES," .. ~ Block _ 'NIdoo ~ J. STUKGBSS .. Go 1>. 
Gn • .Es. Kednaa 8"'0. dotJa. eiIt top. 16.1. -

Pennell (H. Cholmondeleyl. Works by. Post Bvo, cloth, 2.1. 6L ea. 
hell: oa Pegan.. Wo l'IIIstatioM.. 

~~':.·.::;~:'~~f.e!der~~~c.c.~~~1EL 
Phelps (E. Stuart). Works by. Post 'lvo, cloth, u.6L each. 

.. a 0141 _aLI'. ~ I IlIUIPU8 .. .--. 

..,... tIM a.... POll .... pictare CO'ger. u.; doG.. ;, .... 
~adl "be .t.bermaa. J~ bp C. w. R.EE.D. u ..... I"N. doa. u. 61(. 

Phon Mav's Sketch-Book. Containing 54 HDmorous CanOOIlS. CrOWD 
folio" ciaO. &I. 6l. 

Phipson (Dr. T. L), Books by. CroWD Bve, canvas. gilt top. 5'. eacb. 
Pamoa. Ylollnl ... aDd .... e "Io~ I 9111. eo., .......... y .. ~ 
Yolce &B. YlollD: SkeCdws,. ADec::d~ad Rawu:sceo.:eL 

Pilkington (Uonel L).-MAIJender'. AUstake. CroWD Bvo, doth, 
cilt ..... ..,. 

Planche (J. R.). Works by. 
=C:=J;::~~ ~~~~:1.~~~~J!t6l. 

Plutarch'. Uves of Illustrious Mea. With Notes and a Life or 
PIutarda ~ JOKIC ad WI(. L&JtGHORXE. ad Poftn.ia. Two YoIs.. ..,. .... -.aY'<ieai _.6IL 

Poe's (Edgar Allan) Choice Works: Poem$, Storie$, Easay5. 
W"ttb _ IDtrodoctiaa b:r CHARLES B"U~LAlRL era.. hQ" dodt. v. w. 

Pollock (W. H.).-The Charm, and other DrawiDg.room Plays. By 
SirWALTEa BBSAJIT'" WALTZa H. Po1.J...OC:L lV"1lIt." ~ ern..e.o-. doGeiIt. "'. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Post Byo, cloth limp, 2$. 

Porter (John).-King.sclere. Edited by BYROM WaBBEa. With 19 
ful"P'lP and .~, ... .aIeI- IDa.'WnIri0e5.. Cheaper EmbOlI. [)eoray IYo,. doc"-=,,"-.. o.i.'T;--:--:-::-::r

Praed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post 8vo. iJlost. bd&.. 2.1. each.. n. ___ ... _ In.-.crr_a_ 
c..-. _ doGo. Po 64- _: __ • hourIs. ... -,,-

:-:'.~';~~br ~~:::'~:A~~~ w ........... "' •• .u,;n. 

c,..,.. ..... c::klO.~.""'eadI.. 
.abaa.· , ....... baa. I -.... Wa&cII .. Ute WIDtt--

Price (E. C.).-Valentina. CrOWD 8yo. cloth, 31. btl. 
Princess Olga.-Radna: A Novel CroWD Byo, cloth extra, 61. 
Pryce (Rlchard}.-Mlss Maxwell's Affections. CrOWD 8vo, cloth, 

wittII F~e br HAL LUDLOW. y. 6£: pall ho" _1IIlJ3Ied, bauds. _. 

Proctor (Richard A.l, Works by. 
Plow .... ,&h. airy. \\-ItIl~II"""" s.u.~ .... c.ta6ntn.V.'" • ..,. au.. w..oD .. W"tdt.Scaal.p'_...-y"icMiadrleV-. c ........ daIIa.. ... 
• amU .... 8elea ... ta.... c.-. e... dotIt. eaIn. w. 
~-::=,.::~~l:r.:.-:-8:.:.. ~ ~~ =.,.. n:-~~ ~::;. ~h _~ ... 
The Unh' ..... 01 .a. ... &Oc. W~~l~ C'~a.o.doUauua. ... 
Wac .. aad WaDc. of IIcIeDcIe _.,IIe ... C,..,..a.o. ......... 

RamboSSOn (J:).-Pop-tiiar Astronomy. Translated by C. B. PITJIAlI. 
W-... ~"""'_6JW_ .. _ c-__ sa.64-





\. 
, ...... t 

'-', .••• I"!'O ~ '~ublllhv •• ·_, -. ,~i.-.""";.rtln'. Lane, London, w.e, 
~. ,I (JaOles/, St~liYr'''' -.-\, 

b1uranand Scholau. PostSvt.<?flotb, ~ ~ H ' 
Sb:LB FFa and SheUba. '<5. Cro~".n Svo. cJo". if. _________ _ 

Russlail(Dora), Novels by-.--~ . I' 
A Cou.I.llOr" Sweetbeart. Post 8vo, picture,booMs. "I'. ; picture cloth. Sat back. 21. 
Tbe Dl'lftt of Fa'.. Crown Svo,cloth. ]S. 6d. ~ picture (loth, Rat baa. ~. . 

R.ussell (Herbert).-True Blue; or, • The Lass that Loved a Sailor.' 
Crown Hvo, Cloth, 35'. 6d. \ 

Russell (Rev. Johnl and his Out-of-door Life. By E. W. L. 
OAVISS. A New Edition. with lllu!itrations coloured by haud. Roya18vo. cloth, IW. net. 

Russell (W. Clark), Novels, &c.; by. 
~~,:::v:h~o:.el~~ra'.¥i::-. each i post 8yo.Jtlustra~~ ~~~'il:'';:.'g~~o~b. limp, u. 6d. NCb. 

In 'he Middle WatCb. I My Shipmate LouTs •• 
On the Fo'k'sla Head. t Alone on a Wiele Wide Sea. 
A Voyage &0 t.he Cape. The Go04l Ship' lIIohoc:l!t.. 
A Book lor the Hammock. Tbe Phantom Deach. ::: ::ai::-:a C::r tr:D~C;CLa:"J~~::' ~e~:fjt:t O::~? I ;~: l~;I~tD~~~ 

The "-ale of 'he Ten. . 
. • Crown avo, clotb. 31. 6d. each, 

A Tale of Two Tunnel.. I The Deatb ShIp. 
TheShip: Her Story. Withsolilustrauons by H. C.SP:PPINGS WRIGHT. SmaU 4to, dotb. 6J-. 
The 'Prettv Poily': A VO)'al."C of Incident. With 18 Illqstratioll$ by G. E. ROBEkTSON. 

L'"l1"g'e crown 8vo. cloth. gilt ed~"es, 58. 
OverdUB. CrowD Bvo, cloth, .. wilt tup, W. 

Saint. Aubyn (Alan), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each: post 8.0, Ulustrated boards. 2.f. each. 

A Pellow of Trtntt.a. With a Note by OLIVHR WeNDELL HOLMES and a Frontisy'::ece. _ "'-

~::h~al~:.::=: I l:~~a:!:: c:,~ :~~ ~::;!f~"" I ~:eH~:e~'re~i D~=:.ds. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3r. 6d. each:-

i-~~t,:::·~n~::e~Q"· f, :afl:'n'~;y R;on:~~ooll. I :o~-:.~tC::~::~~dU. 
lIIIary Unwin. With 81l1ustratiuns by PERCY 1'ARRANT. Mrs. Dunb&l". ·Secrafj. 

Saint John (Bayle).-A Levantine Family. Cr, Svo,cloth-;-3S:-6d. 
Sala (George A.).-Gaslight and Daylight. Post 8vo. boards. 2S. 

Scotland Yard, Past and Present: Experiences of Thirty-seven Years. 
By ElC-Chief-Inspector CAVANACH. Post avo, iUustrnted boards, 2.1'".; cloth,:a.r.. 6d. . 

Secret Out, The: One Thousand Tricks with Cards: with Entertain- , 
inc Experiments in Drawill2"-room w • White' Magic. By 'V. Ii. CREMER. With 300 Illustrations. erowa 
8vo, cloth extra. 4$. 6d.! . 

Seguin (I.. G_), Works by. 
The Counir:v of the Pasalon PlaY' (Oberammel'gau) and the HI~hlands of r.a.varia. With 

war.;: ~~d K.~~~:~ti~ith i::·~I~:' a~dt~6ei~:t~ti::;;, Crown 8.0, doth C][tra, 6.r. 

Senior (Wm.).-By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth·"','-'2:::s.-6d"""-.-
.Sergeant (Adeline), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35.6d. each. 

Under Pal .. Pratencea. I Dp. Bndlcolt~a B:I[pel'1m..D_~*= • .--:-;,-;:-

Seymour (Cyril).-The Magic of To-Morrow. Cr. 8vo. cloth. fu. 
Shakespeare for ,Children: Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare. 

With Illustrations, coloured and plain. by J. 'MOVR SMITH. Crown .. to. cloth (!ilt. y.6.i. 

Shakespeare the Boy. With Sketches of the Home and School Life, 
the Games and Sports. tho Manners. Customs. and Folk..)ol"f! or the Time. By WlLLIA~1 J. ROLFE, 
Litt.D. A New Edition. 'Mth ":1 lIhl~!ratious, alld an INDEX OF PbAYS AND PASSAGtiS RIi-
l't-:RRI!D TO. Crown 8vo. clflotb lrilt. ":lS. ~_,. ______ • __ 

'Shelley's (Percy Bysshe) Complete Works in Yerse and Prose. 
EJitt'd. Prefaced, and Annotnted by R. HP..RNH. SHEPHBRD. Five Vols.. era ... Bvo. cloth, y. U. each. 

Poe,lcal Works. in Threa Vols.: 
Vul, 1. lutrOl.luction by the Editor; Po~thumous Fragments of Margaret Nicholson: SheUe,'s Corre-

• \ ~~c;t":t~~~ ~~!s ~tR~U!~J R!J\H!Yen~'~~~~]t~':~s 8:t:~n~t~t;:d':~::i~l&c~Otes; Aluto.-, 
II n. La('lll and Cfthna: 1'he Centi: Julian IUld. Naddalo j Swel.lfoot tbo ·.'yromt; The Witcb. 01 

Atlas; EplpSychidicm; HeUns.· . .. 
.. Itt. Posthumous Poems: The Masque of Anarchy; and other Pieces. 

P .. ose Works. In Two Vots. ~ 
VoL I. The Two Romances or ZRStroai and St; InyneL: tbll!l Dublin and Marlow P.\lnphlfts: A Rern. 

II. T~=t~~~~eiEe~~~e;:;~ ~b;O~~~ ~l~:;~b!!i'o~n!~rr~~~~:'~~·:d~~ ~r;~~CS·HBLLIlY. 
With a Diographyof Shelley, and an Iadex of the Prose Works. 

Sharp (W.illiam).-Children, of, To-morrow.' Crown 8vo, cloth, fu, 

" 



l ~lu'o 4t~WINDUS: ,.. . -' fO"~ 1 ~ lne. LO~~ , 

Sherard (R. H.).-Ro)ft (A ,~vo, ~(b, JS~O'tJo.~ t=~~ 
S'herldan's (Richard -'':~nsle~1'-1r~wrPlete Works, with Life and 

Anecltotes. Includir'~ Drama, Pro~ and ~., I ?o7tansJiltiOIlS. Speeches,. Jokes. Cr. 8vo. c:loJ;b.~v. 6d.. 

, t::r::'l::':C~~e.:Ic;.~~~~:PR~~~f:!!~ Th:t~~h~~ISio:8~:~~cia~~I(tdi:~~,~hh an'lntro-
rlucllbn and Notes to each Pj\IY. ami a ~io"raphical Sketch, by llKANDHK. )1A.rniEWS •. Witll 
III~traltolHl. lJemv 8vo, bu!.:kram. Rilt top. J'loS. fir', , 

Shiel (1\1. P.), NoveiSby. CroV;:;; 8vo, cloth, Rilt top, /l •• C::::!:', 
The Porple Cloud. I Unto 'he 'rhl.d Genepa&loD. ' 

SIdney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, ancluding all 
thole in' Arcadia.' 'With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c.~ by the Rev. A. n. GROSAk';'. 

_ I?..!>. Three Vuls .• crown avo, cloth boards, 31. 6dy:;tCeac=h~._----.-:-___ =-__ --;;",_ 
Signboards: Their Historl' including Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and 

~:~ea~~b= fl;:!'!~~T~~!I. BtJ,~o8~O. ~.~~~~~:~?~J~H .CAMDEN HOTTl!N. With Coloured Frontis. 

Sims (Oeorge R.), Works by. 
Post a"o. Illustrated boards, u. each i doth limp, u, 6tf. eacb. 

The Rtn, 0 1 BeU •• I Ml' Two Wive •• I Memoir. of a Landlad.,.. . 
;!;~Ite!:~;~~:~:;. "c~al.' of To-d • .-, ~b~nT:Z:COr:.:'~-:':~::i.: Storl .. 
Drama. of Idf. Wfth 60 JlIultrationl, -

Crown 8't'o, picture cover. u. each: cloth, u, 6d. each. 
Tbe D"'OD8. aeali •• and Reader. Being Readings an" Recitations In Prose ~Ild Ve".. 

Th:'C='':i ~~::;.wC::~~r.~~~G~ R.. rlltSt,agonat Ditties. (F~D The Refly",) 
How 'he POOl' Ltve. and Horrible Lond-on--:---With a Frontispiece by F. B~R"ARD. 

ClOwn a"o. 1eatherette, II, I I)a.on~t Dram .. of lhe Dav. Crown 8va. ,",', 

I lIarir3=~~'';;~t~:b:!'leach iI:;~8ja~~tuMa~;i~d.2S·1 eaehj::~~:II:Dd·y~g~b~Dd •• 
Dagon., AbMad. 

Crown tsvo, cloth, p. 6d. each. J 

Onoe upon. CbPl.tmaa Time. With 8 Ulustrations by CHARL1!'S GREEN, R.I. . 
In 1.011 don'. Hean: A Story of TlHlar-AIsO in pictu.rccloth. flat back.2.S' I A BlIlld Mappla._ 
~I!::rc:a"p'h~b:f ~!:b;~~:~ liJeh;i::!~s ;rt:j~~~ Movlnz S~~:.8mall·P&J"' J,a.d~ •• 0. 

Sinclair (Upton).-Prlnce Hagen: A Phantasy~ Cr. 8vo, cl., 3'. 64. 
Sister Dora: A Biography. By MARGARET LoNSDALE. With Foul' 

. lIIu~~~iont. Demy 8vo, picture coyer', 411.; cloth, 6tI. 

Sketch ley (Arthur).-A Match In the Dark. Post 8vo, boards, 2$, 

Slang Dictionary (The): Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 
Crown bo, cloth extra. 6.1'. 6d. 

SRiart~Hawl~ey~)~,~N~O-v-el~s~b-y-.----------------------------
Crown 8"0. cloth sr. 6d. each; rost 8vo. picture boards. SI. ~ch. 

Beablee and aenedlck. Long Odds. 
W'loboll' Lova or Lloellae. The .Ila., •• of RatbkeUJ' • 

.. he Oat.lde. croWD8vo,cl,tb'I'r'&c'i'~~ Rubbe •• 

The Plua,er. Post 8". p'C~Iu~re~bo~a~r~d'!;:'~"~' =====:.::::=-______ ..,....-=_ 
SmlthlJ~-Mor). Works by. 

~:: ~!::,O!f &t·:!.!:;.,&:~t~ii~~~~~~~ Pf)C\.:'iriu~~~~i~~!~~ ra~t:~o. cloth, 61. 
Snazelleparilla. Decanled by G. ;:,. JiDWARDS. With Portrait oC, 

G H. SH'AZELLB, Bnd 65 Illustrations by C. LYALL Crown 8vo, cloth, 31.6d. 

Society in London. Crown 8vo. IS. ; cloth, "". '64. , 
-~- ' l 

Speight (T. W.), Novels by. . J 
Pom- 8"0, d1ustrated boarc1t, 21. 

\ 
it '1\8 .vuer ••• 01 HerOD .o»"k.. • I The L ~ .. dwate. TpaQ'edJ'. 
-'6 11 Devlou. Wav •• &c. Burgo'. Romance. .. ~::s:~'d:.dl.::.&Dr~:::: :':t't~~~· iul:~:::4If.:.:ltb •••• 

Post 8vo. cloth llinp. &s. 641. each. 
A ........ '1'1&1.. ' I Wife ... Ko Wllaf 

A Bea .. , 01 ,h. Bea., ... ~~o;~;"~:~~Ui' ~h~' .~a. 0' T •• nanc.~ 
~h:W~::':~:~~:~: IT~~~';=ce rf thT~:t50~;:h;;)JIya.' Ii::: i::l~~I,i. .. 
"'be .'rang ••• puleD ... of ••• Venahol'le. J A.I& was Wl'lUea. • 
• ~~plllil Blindfold. «:?own .... ~Jt top. 6s. 

Spaldinglt. A., LL.B.).-Ellzabethan Demonology: An Essay 
on tile Belief in lb. EaisleDc;e of DcYlls. Crowu 8,,0. doth excn. sr. 



"'~ ..•• I'TO) It '. ·~Ubll.~er~"~~·· ,~i.~~aruu·. Laue. London. w.e. 
1\.':1 ,1 (JaQles," St~liYr"'H-:-\ 

Ii urana.Dd ScholaH. Posl8v't.~!iOth. ~ . '-. 
~~B Fia and Shell_ba. '1:8. Cro,-.. n 8vo, clo:, .J. 
Russi'ah(Dora), Novels by-.--~ . -. --------

A Cou...,rY' 8wee'hean. Post 8vo. picture,boo.rds. ..... ; picture cloth. &at back. 2S. 
. The D.lfti of Faloe. Crown Soro.-cloth. y. 6d.; picture <:Ioth. Oat back, =to 

Russell (Herbert). True Blue; or, 'The Lass that Loved a Sailor: 
Crown SVo, doth, 31. 6d. ' 

Russell (Rev. Johnl and his Out-of-door Life. By Eo W. L. 
DAVISS. A New Edition. with Jllustrations coloured by ha.nd. Roval BYo. doth. r6r. net. 

Seguin (L. 0.), Works by. 
Tbe CoUlltrY' of the Passion Play COberammeq:au) and the Hi~bJands or r.a.varia. "~itb 

w~k: :~d .f.~~:tiw~ i=:'~I~';!' :!~t~6ei~:-t:~ Crown 8.0, doth extra. cs.-. 
Senior (Wm.).-By Stream and Sea. Post Rvo. cloth. 2$. 64. 
'Sergeant (Adeline). Novels by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3'- 64. each. 

Undu Falae ppe~ce.. • Dr. BndlcoU'. BzperlmenL 

Seymour (Cyril).-The Magic of To-Morrow. Cr. 8vo. cloth. 6s. 
Shakespeare for ,Children: Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare. 

With lUustrations. coloured and plain. by J. MOYR SMITH. Crown .. to. doth eik. :;u-.6.i. 

Shakespeare the Boy. With Sketches of the Home and School Life. 
the Games and Sports. the Manners, Customs, and Folk.)ore or the TilD~. By WILLJAU J. ROLFE. 
Un.D. A New Edition. ,.,th 4:1 Uhl..::ratious. and an INDEX OF PhAYS AND PASSAGIiS lUi· 
VERR1!D TO. Crown 8vo. cl('Otb vilt, 'U. 6r.i. • __ _ 

'Shelley's (Percy Bysshe) Complete Works In Verse and Prose. 
Edited. Pn!raced. and Annotated by R. HERNE. SHRPHIiRD. Fiftl Vols.. CroWD 8Y0. clotb. 31. U. acta.. 

PO:~~OS:-~ ~:-l~~:i!: r:'ia: ~~~~r: Poothumous Fragments of Margaret Nicholson; ShelleJ's Cone-

• , !~n:t~~~ ~:s~t;~~J a!J'H!re~~~!lt=~s 3~:;!n~':~(i::~"&~otes; Aluror. 
H II. LaoD and Cfthna: The Cenci; Juliao. and. Waddalo; Swdlfoot tbe TyriUlt; The Witch 01 

Atlas; EPlpsychidion: Hellns.· . , 
.. lit. Posthumous Poems; The M~ue of Aoarcby; aadother Pieces. 

PrOBe Works. in Two Vols. ~ 
Vol. I. The Two Romances of Zastrozzi and St. Inyne': the Dublin and Marlow P:tmrb~; A RefU

tation of Deism ~ Letters to L~b Hunt, and some Minor WritiultS and Fragments. 
II. The Essays: Letters from Abroad. Trans1a.tions and J:ra21l1en~ edited by Mrs.. SHliLLBY. 

With a Bioppby of Shelley, and an I.delE or the Prose Works.. 

Sbarp (~illiam).-Children 0'. To-morrow. Crown Bvo, cloth, 6s. 

'\ 



. Sinclair (Upton).-Prlnce Hagen: A Phantasy. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3'. 611. 
Sister Dora: A Biograpby. By MARGARET LONSDALE. Witb Four 

_ IIhastriltions. Jlemy tvo. picture cOYer, 4d.~. :~C~lo~th~.~64=:'70_ .. ,---,-_=-:-;;_-;-_-:;_,-
Sketchley (Arthur).-A Match In the Dark. Past 8vo, boards, 2'. 
Slang Dictionary (The): Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 

Crown bo. cloth extra. 61. 611. ' 

SmarC(Hawley), Novels by. . 
Crown 8¥0, doth sr. &I. each; rost avo, pleture boards. u, ,aeb. 

a •• ble •• "d: aenedlck. Lon, Odd8. 
Willlo", Love o. Lioenoa. The -_' ... f B.tbkeu,. 

IJ'he Out.td.. CrOWll8yo.~tblr·~&o~~~ Bubb ••• 
The .Iun.... Post .~. picture boards. 21. -

SmlthlJ~~MOr)' Works by. 
__ ~:t ~!::"O!, Ut':~i..:~t~k~~~st;~!~~U.!e~:lriu~~~~~i~~!~ ra~:tvo. cloth~ 61. 

SnazelJeparlJla. Decanted by G. S. EDWARDS. With Portrait ot 
. ~~'. S_N~I.~LL" and 6s Illustnuons by C. LVALL. Crown avo, doth. ].I'.M. . 

Society in London. Crown 8vo, u. ; cloth, u. '6d. . 
Speight (T. W.l. Novels by. 

POlt S"O, illustrated boards. 2J'. each. 
I)'be .V.t •• , •• of H •• OII D;,-_a. • I The Loudw .. ,el' '1' • ..,.4,.. 
By DevJou. Wav •• &c. Bur,o·. Romance. 

~::'::"d::,d":O::u'r7::.t: ~,.t~~~· iU~~~~::J;':':'t·b. I •• 
A ...... 'Ill.. P~St8VOldotbtp·'Wt~.c::·.o WIf.' 

A aea .. , ot the aea. t .. ~~oo~;-·ftl:~~'rr· ~.:: .• ~te. 01 T.enanae. . 

:h:W~::':~:~~:~: IT~~~~::cOtJf thT::lb~:h;:YfUYa.' ~:: t:::!~tl.'8t 
IIJ'b •• ,pan •• B.p .. l.na .. 01 _ •• V ... aboyle. I A.II ... WrlUen. 

-.!!~pp!~.'~~IDdro)4. CroWD 8Yo~lt top. 61. 

Spalding (T. A., LL.B.).-Elizabethan Demonology: An Essay 
on the Belief In the IiUstuCCI 01 Dorill. Crvwu 8vo. cloth exuw. St. 



.' , \ I 
'--"L"""~~ IJ-IN.-.-:.~Ubll.bep •• _,· ,~t~·.~·, Lan",.London.~\ .. .::. 
~o_,!""set (LO'r~ .. flry).S!~o~): AC.~· 'Small 4to, Jap. vel.. 61. 
Spenser for Children. By M:o~WRY. With Coloured Illustrations 

by WALTBRJ. MORGAN. CroW84to, cloth ca.r •• ~. 6d. 

Sprlgge (S. Squire).-An Industrio"-u-s--=C':"h-e-v-a:":U-e-r.-"'C::-r-o-w-n-:CSv-o-. 
clottl,gUttap,w. 

Spettlgue (H. H.).-The Heritage of Eve. Crown BvO. cloth. ~s.:
Statford(John~Novels-bY:--:-

Dor.a aDd I. Crown 890. cloth. ,.,. 6d.. I earlton Prlo... Crown BTo. cloth. rilt top. k. 

StaiTY HeaveDs(The): POETICAL BIRTHDAY BOOK. Roy. I6mo, cG-;.-6i. 
Stag. Hunting with the • Devon and Somerset:' Chase of the Wild 

R.ed Dcor on £unoor. By PHILIP EVERRD. With 70 Illustrations. CrowD 4to, clotb. 161. net. 

Stedman (E. C.).-Victorian Poets •. CrOWD 8vo. cloth extra, 91. 

Stephens (Riccardo, M.B.).-The Cruciform Mark: The Strange 
Story or ttiCHARI) TRBGBNNA, Bachelor of M@dieiue(Uni., Edlnb.) ClOwn Swot cloth. ].I'.6d. 

Stephens (Robert Neilson).-Phillp Winwood.: A Sketch of the 
Domestic History of an APlertan Captain In the War or Independence. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 611. 

Sterndale (R. Armitage).-The Afghan Knife: A Novel. Post 
Bvo. cloth. 31. 6d.; IUustrated boards. 2.1. :-:-=' -::--.:.' _____________ _ 

Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by. 
Tl'avela with • DODlley~'w::h8=j;::=~~~; W.u.~ae:~wB. 
::n:n:::ds!"u0lt::e~r W~t:: ~:dtis,l~k~ WALTHR CRANS. 
The Silverado Squ.U..... With Frontispiece by J. D. STRoMe. 
The Ma .. ry Man. I Underwood., PoeIUS. I Memol'1811 and Po,'r.lu. 
Ybflnlbua Puaplaqua. and other Papors. 1 Ballad.. I PrlnGe 0",,-
Aopo •• the Plalna. with other Memories and Essays. 
Wetr or Herml.'OD. J In the Soutb ..... 

~c:.-:·1::b1,::e~I~T.:" 'tio:'C\,:~. ruckrulrt rllt lap. 41.1 post 8na. WllStrated bonrds ..... 
-POPULA.R EDITION. medium 8va" 6d. 

S'b. Bulolde Club; and. The ItgJab .. Diamond. (From Nsw ARABIAN NICHTS.) With 

S'b:i'~~~~u::.t~~mR:U~Ji ~=:!~:Yiro;~~n~~?ri:!;t:r ~:O~EkT LoUlS Sl"BVBN50N. Etilte4 
by LLOYD OSBOURNB. Post 8vo, cloth. 2J'. 6d.; buckram. gilt top, y. &I. 

'be Poolla& B.L.B •• Fa.ourite Pass.res. SOlan s6mo, cloth, u. ber: leather, 3$. net. 
IIA.CB TYPE, FINK PAPBR EDrrION9. Pott 8vo, d.1iifi ~tlP. su. netench: leathpr, trllt edl['C$. II. net each. 

YII'.lnlboa Pual'l_que. and otller Pnpers. • •• ArabtaD ""btl. . 

:~;::I~:y~~:=~ :fS::'~ ~~~~!"rI.DON. With. Portral"- CroWD SYo, buckram, 6.r. '. 

Stockton -(Fraiik-R:)::::The-Yi)ung Master of Hyson -HaJl;--Wiib' 
36 IUustratlonsbyV. H. DAVISSON and C. H. STBPHBNS. Crown avo, cloth, 31. 6d.: picture doth, u. 

Stories from Foreign Novelists. Crown Bvo. clotb. 3". 6d. 
Strange Manuscript (AI Found hi a Copper Cylinder. By JAMES 

DB MILLS. Crown Byo. cloth, with 19 musts. by GILBKRT CAUL. y. 6.'1.; post Bvo. hannis. 2J. 

Strange Secrets. Told by PERCY FITZGERALD, CONAN DOVLE. FLOK
SNCB M AR.R.YA ,'. &1:. Post 890. Ulustrated boards, u. 

Strutt (Joseph). - The Sports and ,Pastimes of the People 01 
8n,.and. Edited by'Vrt.LIAM HONa. With 140 Illustrations. Crown &Yo. doth. y. twl. 

Sundowner, Stories by. -
Told b¥ ihe TafhoaU. lor. Ivo, cl., 3". 6d. I The Tale oltbe SerpeDt. Cr. &.0. eI, O.t back. 'IU. 

Surtees (Robert).~Handley Cross; or, Mr. Jorrocks's IiUDt. 
With 79 illustrations by JOHN LuSCH. )ost Bvo. cloth, ..... . 

Sutro (Alfred) ,-The Foolish Virg:lns. Fcap. Bvo, picture cover, Is. 

iiwlft's (Dean) Choice Works, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 
Portrait, and Facilimlles or the Maps ill • Guniver'$ Traftlt.' Crown avo. doth. sr. 6:1., 

GaUtvel"a Tpave'" I!Pd & Tale of a Tub. post avo. half-bound. 'lI,I'. • 
tlODa'han Swift. A Study. Dy ,. CHUN-TON COLLINS. Crowll8vo. cloth eatra. a,,:-. __ =_ 

Talne's HIstory of English LIterature. Translated by HENRY VAN 
LAU". Four Vats •• demy &Yo, cloth. SOt.-POPULAR 1:WTION. Two Vol5.. crown 8'(0, doth. IS". 

Taylqr (Bayard).-Dlverslons Of the E,bo Club. Post 8vo; ~1:;Zs:' 
" ,J 



Temple ISlr Richard, O.C.S.I.).-A Blrd'a-eye View 01 Pictur-
_ !SQU. IDdta: With P IUldIratioOl by the Author. Cro .... avo. cloth. "'It top, U. _ 

Thackerayana: Notes and Anecdotes. With Coloured Frontispiece and 
Hundreds OlSketchelbr WIt.uAII MAKBPBACB THACKERAY. CrownS"". cloth exua. y. 6d. 

Thames, A New Pictorial History of the. By A. S. KRAUSSE. 
With _ roustrations. Poat lYO, cloth. u.64. 

Thomas (Annie), Novels by. 
l::~:::·;,.'::!' ~!!'::~o~t.~~~:' ~Iety. Cnnta .... cto)h, Po ... 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. 6/1. each. 
!I'll. Vlou.. •• J.:r... I In a e.'h ...... el&:r. 
ft. Boa .. OD tbe Bau. !fo:: :,.~o~I~~o~oP.,6I. eT:. 80D of the Hoa ... 

Thomson's Seasons, and The Castle 01 Indolence. With Intro
duction by ALLAN CUNNINCHAM, and 48l11ustrw.tiODs. Post Bvo. half·bouad. u. 



',' \ '~ .... , '\ I "-

. - ...... ·~t b. : ' .... ~Ubll.~er • - ~i--- i'",'. Lane. Lun.n.:"L".c. 
-~<~ ----.:..-ryllV·~~ ... -~ ..... ~----------- ---

SonK·.set (Lo'r:;;:;c:ftry).Stu.-;-fll1Y~~I"th, 3s. 6<1. each. . 
__ l 'rt .8ytl ~jN.h. ! :Its Famous Coffee.houses. Hoste1rles. and 

Spenser for Childrell'" ,,»y Y.~cltle.~~.lVRY·.r D.lusio .... Imp.,.'.'" Spo"i~ Seen ... 
by WALTER]. MORGAN • .atricaIFCo., &c. With ,,8 Jlfd:. dons. • 

Sprlgge (5. Sqully), Novels by;------;;; 
ciotti. gUt top. 6s. • cloth ettra, 3'. 64. eadi; post8vo, illustrated boards, ,s. each. 

Spettigue (Ii. H." lC;'~I~D Pay.: I :-~e ~~:~l.~~~:r:.amllV. 
~afford(John),"k. I T::S~8=~~t~~~tE:::::~:U'1 oa~be Golden Lion of Cran1'81'80 
T~r1. aDd I. <il:nces E.), Novels qy. 

L,kY.!tl;~;=:v:h~o~~:" 3S;,rab~1~= ;Co~~~os~ustrated IboaA<!:D~' P~~ne8" 
Troll~e (T. A.).-Diamond Cut Diamond. Post 8vo,iIIust. bdS •• 2S. 

Tytler (C. C. Fraser-).-Mistress Judith: A Novel. Crown 8vo; 
cloth en:ra, 31. 6tl.; post avo. illustrated boards, u. ' 

T~tler .(Sarah), Novels by. . 
Barled Dl~;;;:=' c10thtxt"rabiBtifa:k~~lf~h~:i!~ust"d 'W~ 1,:c~iune Through. 

PostiV'O,"filustrated boards:-;s:each. 
"'JIbe Bride'. Pass. -I The Huguenot; pamu!V'1 Nobleslie Oblige., DIsappeared. 
Saint. MUDllo'. Clt.,.. Lad,. Bell. _ Beau&y and she Bea.'" 

" Crown 8vo. cklth. 3-'". 6<1. each~ 
The lIIacdonald La.a. Wah Frontispi~ I Mrs. Carmichael'. Goddesse •• 
The Wltch .. WJfe. I Rubel L1D"~-:'-;;g D~:=~~~a, I A Honeymoon's Jlal1pa. 

CUo:.-•••• JacqueUn.. CrowD. Bvo. picture cluth, flat back, u. 
Crown Bvo, cloth. gilt top, 61. each. 

'rhree lIIen of mark. I In Clarl .... '. Da.y, I 8tr David'. YIsUi-rl. 
Upward (Allen).-Tbe Queen Against Owen~ . Crown 8vo, cloth, 

3-'". 6d. ; picture cloth. flat back. 28.; p~ Bvo, picture board5, U •• 
Vandam' (Albert D.).-A Court Tragedy. With 6 Illustrations by 

J. RARNARD DAVIS. Crown Bvo, clotb. V-6d. -

Vashti and Esther. By' Belle' of The World. Cr. !lvo, cloth. 35. 6d •. 
\ Vlzetelly (Ernest A.), Books by. CrOWD 8vo,'c1oth, 3S. 6<1. each. 

The Scorpion: A Romance of-Spain. With a Frontb;piecp~ J The Lover'. Pl'ogresa. 
WI&h Zola In Bnlliaud: A Story of Exile. With,Ponraits. 
A Pat;b 01 'l'bOt'D.. ero,,", evo, doth, ..::iIt top. M. 
Blu.beard: All Account of -Comorre the Cursed and Gilles de Rals; with a Summary of nrious 

"I'ales and Traditions. With 9 Illustrations. Demy avo. cloth, 9$. net. 

Wagner ILeopold).-Hctw to Get on the .stage, and how to 
Buaaeed the... Crown Bvo, clotb, sr. &d. 

Walford's County Famili'~es~'''''of'-:t'''h;:-e::-''U''n::::-I''''t''''e'd-':;K''in::::-g::-d-:'-0:-:m=-'-(19o4). 
~~~~!n~t~~':fl\:: i:eti~H~c:.I;P!~~~'or:P~~~::p~~~~d!~o(;:;; ~~e';b~llh:b!ioOC:el!r.~~:~frl!~~~ 
and Country Addresses. Clubs. &c. RoyalSvo, clotn gilt, SOl. [P,ejtllr'1I1¥. 

Waller (5. E.).-Sebastiani's Secret •. Wltb 9 lIIusts, Cr. Svo,-c1:-;6s. 
Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler. With. Memoirs and Notes 
\. by Sir HARRIS NICOLAS. Pott Bvo, cloth, gil~to(J. 2J". nflt; leather, Rilt .d':e5. 3'" net". 

Walt Whltmanj Poems by. Edited, with Introduction, by WILLIAM 
M. ROSSETI'I~ With Portrait. Crown avo, band-made paper and buckram, 6f. -

Warden (Florence), Novels by • 
.Joan. the Carate. Cl'own avo. cloth. 31. 6c1. ; picture doth. flat·back. aI. 
A "lgbt. lei .. FlnlBb. Crown BYo. cloth. 3$. 6IL. . 

The Heart; of a CUrl. With ~~t~:~io~th, fUt tC;:~te~:gh& .he t.o do' rSJrD"'(1'_ 

• Warman (Cy).-The Express Messenger. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3" 6d. 
Warner (Chas. Dudley).-A ~oundaboutJourney. Cr.8vo, C\" 6s. 
Warrant to Execute Charles I. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures 

wa~:a~eca~o J:~::,':.n ,,:i.e; Q~~:~ ~ttsa:~" A FacslmUe,lncllldinC Queen ~lIzabeth's Signa-
ture and the Gr:eat Seal. 2.1". 

Wassermann (Lillias).-The Daffodils. Crown 8vo. cloth, Is, 6d, 
Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectro$~ope, 
I J5r F W. CORVo With Ten Jllpstrationa Crown Ivo U ; c~ath, u.6.d. 



• 
_ (;""TTo .t WINUUS. Pllbllsb .... II .. 1M Lane. Londo .. \ 

Webber (Byronl.-Sport and 5p ~ .crown Svo, clo~ 
WernU(A:~hapenga's Whlte~ • Crown 8yo, cloth. t.:'6. 
~:~!~~r.r. .. f~~!.h~I:='!~!rol!,~~owlb ~Fernbrook: A ~. 
Westall (William), Novels by.. \ - '" 

T.uea Monev. c,1O.n .vo. cloth. )I. 6d. , POfit .Q.llIust1'a~~ boards. v. 

AI a _ ... So.. I :::L:f:°i.~~:rb:~·:~ l~ I !rbe Bao .. d Cp,aclna •• 

crown8vo,doti;-"""ir~h. 
A Woman "emp ••• HI .. "MIIf •• Porta.aull. I The Phantom C_tV· 
"0. Honou. and LUa. Ben Clough. I Bll'ch Denl. Halph Nopbraok'. Tra ••• 
H ... Two Million.. The Old Jl'ao&o •• ,also &ltMt.) A ~U ••• Raca. 

t .. ,~ ~~~o~'!.~ 0j~~:'" :~~n'! ~::::!.. ::. ~r .. ::~~~u ... 
A _Red B.ld.... II •• Lad»"8hlp'. aeoret. 
Wheelwright (E. Oray).-A Slow Awakening. Crown Syo. 6s. 
Whlshaw (Fred.), Novels by • 

... l'ol'bld4u lIame. A Story or the ~oun of Catherine the Great. Crown '''0. cloth. 3'. W. 
Crown 8'"0, cloth. i'll' tal'" 6I."each. 

__ ~ .. ~_,-p: .. _ I I!-..!". 'he T ..... De .. D ... 'h. __ I __ A apl.l!dl~~o.&~_ 
White (Ollbertl.-Natural History of Selborne. Post Syo, 25. 

Wilde /Lady). - The Ancient Legends, Mystic Charms, and 
SIIJ"lnrttions of Jrela"d: with Sketchel of the Irish Past. Crown 8vo, clorb, y, 6d. 

Williams (W. Mattleu, F.R.A.S.), Works by. 
Bot.no. In 8h01"& Chapte.... CrAW" hoo cloth extr •• ,So .w. 
A Simpl. TN." •• on "" .... With IIlustrarions. Crown8vo.cloth.at,U. 
Th, Ch.ma.t.ry ot Cook.ry. Crown avo, cloth e,;lra, 6.1'. 

Wllllamson(Mrs:-F:-H:r.=A"Chlld W:~I';'-d;-o-w-.-=P-os-t""'S'-y-o.-'b'-d"-s-.,-Z-S-.-
WllliTe. J.), Novels by. . 

An 8&8,,·'oln, FeUow. Crown BYe, ,:.Mb, ,.,.6.1. I HII Dead Paa&. Crown. &Yo, cloth. ". 

Wilson (Or. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by. . 
Ch .. p •••• on Bvolut.loD. With 159 lIIustlUtionL Cro,,",8vo. cloth extra " • .w. 
L.t.u ..... Tlm. St.udt ••• With illustration •• Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 61. 
8t.udl •• In Lire and 8en... Wlth!6 IIIu!Iotrarion!. CroWD I:Ivo, cloth 31. "". 
Common Acoldent.a. How '0 TN .. ' Them. With Illustrations.. Crown 8¥o.11.; doth. II.U. 
DUmp ... at "a,ura. With !oS JUustrationt. Crown avo, cloth e:ll:trn, 31. fI,{. 

WfiiterlJohn Strange), Stories by. Post 8yo, illustrated boards. 
ca~:~.:s.d~~r!.IDP. u. 611. ~ch'. I a.,lmen&a1 Leg ... " .. 
Cayal.v Lite aud .allllmen,a1-L--.-ceiiCfL1:,-:-Svo;-doth.,.,. 64, ; picture doth. flat back •• .I. 

Wood-(H-:-F.), Oetea.Ive Stories by. Post SYo. boards. 2S. each. 
_~~ Pa ••• ~~ fHm Sao, land Yard. " 'the Bnltllahman of ,he Rue Cain. 
Woolley (Cella Parker).-Rachel Armstrong; or, Loye and The-

oIoey. JaO!lt 8vo,cloth. gr.6d. 

\Vrlght (Thomas, F.S.A.), Works by. 
Ca.toalUN Htno.,. of 'be 0.0 ..... ' or. Annals of ~he ':IOU!118 ~ HuOftr. Co~pllecl hm 

Squl~ 8roacb.lde$o Window Pictures. Lampoou. and Pldony Cancatures or tbe TIlDe. Witb 
OTer]OO ll1uuratlon.. Crown he.. doth. ~. 611. . 

HI·~~:t.r~lI~a~::::a~:-b~nF~':~ :~I""~~~:\~:. 1~':W1~~I~~.':~. 8011Ip&u ......... 

WYnman(Margaretl.-My Flirtations. With 13 lllustratioDs by 
).HBRNARD PARTRIDGR. Post 81'0, cloth limp, sr. 

Zola's (Emile) Novels. UNIFORM EDITION. TraDslated or Edited. with 
Jnfroductiona. b,. EItHllST A. YlZHTBLLY. CrowD BYo.. cloth, y. 611. each. 

~~~ ro-::ttlt~~ .. ~~: :::.~r.~:;~ Tbla. I .08", 
Gepmlnal t .. a ..... and .aD. The DNam. 
'J'he Honou. 01 t.he ApmV. The Downfall. 
Ilbbe lIIou ... ,·. Tra.n.gre •• lon. Doct.or ......... 
The ,"o.,un. of t.h. Routloa. Lou.Pd ... 
Ttl. Conqu.eet. of .l.......a. Rome. 
Tbe D .... -llbOP. P •• l .. 

PoPUUR EDITIONS, lPel'lum Bvo, &I. earb. 
IIf"he D .. m-ahop. t The DowfttalL 

\ 

r .... ttruln .... 
Work. 
'1' ... , ... 

.It.b EOI& lD .nlliand. By ERNliST A. VIZIiTHLI,V. Witb Foul' ~raJts. Crown 8v~, ~oth. y.u. 
; zz '-(~Z;ngwlll).-A Nineteenth Century Miracle. Cr.-S;O.3s.64. 



Ille Mayfak Library. Post I"'; c:IotIl limp, as. 6L _ VoIu_ 

~~yo::..~.,;:~AJIS. t::...~~#~U~!c~WOOD. 
.~-T - IlF ___ '¥.x. DEIlAlSl'1t& n..0N0l.a-.._ B1 JAC08Lu._ 

=ti~p:::" ~:"FDI:~BSOX. =~~L['~,~~. 
-,. ., 111* w., ... B...... Putim_ aM Pla~ BY R. WACGRE:GOL 
............. etr.......... By Sir A HEU'S. .ew hU aDIl Varcm&L By w. II. IiLU..LOCX. 
Bodal Prunre. II" SIr A. HF..i.Ps.. hd. _ p~ By tL C. PE..'-"''"ELL 
An.rna er BrMkfia..r.aue.. B,' 0 w. HOLlIES. ~,,&.e.a.441e4. By H. C. PE. ...... ELL. 
c.no.aU.ofCriucUa. By H. -,_ lE100'llt(;S. ft. II ... ., lI&yfaIr. ItT H. C. PE-"'ET L. .. 
1'..cQ. ......... et:I&. By R... REJoin. By.::rea.. aM. a... By ,.,lLl.LUI S~Jc..IJl. 

The Oolden Library. ~s.o,.,- 1im", ... _VoIume. 
.... fwBaDon.. JlyW.c.RE-'~rr. I ..... .,O"'..,.LUe.. Bl'ED.ARnJ~_ u...., .... ~ Bt'\Y.G--'OW1~ I.& ......... ~: Selecbaasf~~AL1.()a.y. 
~ ... tocrU ell tbe BreMfu& ~ B.r ~ JloeUeal Warb 06 .AJeDadC' Pope.. 

0Ln"ER WE.J\"DELL Ho~ J)t..--.r ... ScM CIa .. 8AYAR.O TAYI.OIt. 

My Library. Priated _laid paper, """, ..... baU·Rosbaf1!be. ... 64. eadL 
~ loIuu.l of Ilautee •• herta. I CIlridIe I.......... ~ CHARLES READE. 

~~~~~I.AIIDOR. r ... ....-. ByClUaLESIU>ADE. 

The Pocket Library. Post 8,,0. printed Oft laid pa_ and bf.-bd.. !S. 9Ch. 
~. BrBRILLAT..sA~·ARlX. l'hes.ayaftlSU&. ByCKAItLE.....:o LAW&,. 
&otdaaoa en..oe.. Il1uSb'aled t;t G. CRt'~AJI& ..... eOIIo'"- of tat.e Clergy. By J_'C~"'ii LAR.W'OOQ. 

g~:utt.=~~~HOUl£S. ~e~A:;~~~~~~i:~~ 
........ OddJU.. BT THOMAS 11000. 8~'1 rra .... &c.. hy Deaa SlUFr .. 
I.aip a .. , .. £Daya. Edited bv E. ou.T1!R. n-. &euau. ~ 
fta .......... m-ir. BT DouCLAS JERROLD. "II.U •• BMaral IIIat.ory eI &eI-.. .. 
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~THONV TROLLOpt 
.y we Un -o.'IIk.rboro4gh a· 

Frohmua.. The .1.&Dd.Lea; 
ODI'.,.., '. 
By IVAN TUROENIEFF, ... 

f:roIII Forelga .oveltst.. ..... ............... 
By MARK TWAIN. 

c, Worb. .P'a.4d'Dbead wtlsOll. 
brU'yof BUlDDU'. '.:'he Gilded. Age. 

'l'u boocea ... Abroa4. triace &ad tl.e Paaller. 
Bou,hing It; and Tile L..te Ob the MiuluippL 

J."\Qocenti at 1loIIle. '1'1.8 Adv81lwru of 
A 'tIAmp Abro&4. . Buc.k.lebern" FUm. 
'JheAmeri(;&ftCl&1maDt. A Y&nkee a' the Court 
Ad"eDturuTo.lllSa,ycr of KlnR' ARhCll' . 

. Tom Sawyer Abrou. Stolen White ElephaDt. 
%OIIl .... r.r. De&eet'n .tl.OOO.COO BaIlk·1lOte. 

A Do_bl.b&rT.lIed. Detective Story. 
C. C. F •• TVTLER.-IlilI_J1l4Jth. 

By SARAH TVTLER. ' 
WhatBhe C&meTbroao;h • Mn ~daael'. God. 
Bute4 DlamCllld.. I ....... 
Th. Bla.ck.b&ll Gbolt. Buhel J..aD.1\01l. 
The Ila.cdODald Lau. A HcmeymooD', EcUple. 
Wtkh·Wile. I BapphiTa .A Young DrA«OQ,. • 

By ALLEN UPWARD. 
ne Que •• agatDJ;t Ow ... 

4~~~,ERT D. VANDAM. 
By E. A. VIZETELLV. 

ft. ICOl1Jloo.. , 'I". !.oTtr". Pr.,gre .. 
By FLORENCE WARDEN. 

3oaa,. tbe Cur&Ce. I A FigM &0 a FiDlIb. 
By CV WARMAN.-E"" ........ ag .... 

, By A. WERNER. 
Gbapn.p •• Wblle 1Iaa. 

By WILLIAM WESTALL 
I'or Honour and Ltt~. nl'! Old F&etorJ'. 
AIR'01Il .. 'I'empt.e4JUa aed RynagtoD. 
Btli' 'fwo MiUloD&. b'pb lforbrec:JI.'.~ 
Two PiDebu of lAd. 'l'rua,,"mODey. 
-i&'d For....... Sona ot BeUal. 
Birch Debe. , Roy of ao,.'. Dolin. 

It;.~:.'''~ Cltr. r~~~~ Eacle. 
Bea Cloaca. Straaa Crimea. 

Ber La.4yuip'. lecn&;. 
By ATHA WESTBURY. 

'Ib8 Shadow ot Bilton Fernbrook. 
By FRED WHISHAW • 

.& Forbldd.ea .ame. 

By B; ~O:r~LS'tRA~O~I~Ht-· 
Ilaftlry Wo; ... 4 Boglme.O&l Loge....... ' 

By E. ZOLA. 
The loy of Lite. I m. 1Iu&erplec:la. 
ft. Fa.,...... 01 the Bn.8ODL 
Abbe Jilo1u"et'. "fraaacreuio •. 
n. Coa,qlled of PlauaIlL I &er1IIf:aaL 

i"!1e BOIII01D' of U. AIwi" '!'be DOW'8fa11. His E%eeI1ell~. -

~~p~ I~~ i::.~:!:'i Work. 
!'he I'M .~4 the 'lblA. Pnu&hllDesa. f 'I'nIt.b.. 
By • Zz. '-A Jlla __ CeatuJ' Ilirado. 

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 
. POSI 890, illustraled boards, ... eaelt. 

_._~_A:!.T~~S WARD. PhIJIatIa, ~7a2.~~T~~D...gh ... , 
By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 8 ........ 8~rtoo. DGc •••• fPowyal&D .. 

_ .. hi. 911 ... WWow. I A LU'e In""", POI' M&1m1e. 8ak.L Bloo4B.oyal., {piece. 
8luad FaM. MMl&. Cbok'e III all Shades. haa Gree' _ lilUHr'o ,,&lvi •• Pat... By Womaa. WiL it: ~...to:'&~~ ~:. ~~iL 

By E. LESTER ARNOLD. 7ho 'f_of 8._ A' Kane. V~ ... ,....UoePII__ 7hoa. ... _ Vllllo~ __ _ 



L:'~ . ,."".~~ j '-::'S~~(i\TTO · ........ :~~\.v(rs; 111 t. Mart· Martin's Lane,'Lon'ioil, W.C. 
S"S."ILLING NOVELS..:..... .... _}st. ~y C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 

~ .v,. . BY FRANK BA~RETT. Th. Gun.Run" Blnlnor. 
SJ1le5t.l'!C"xfni:-n. iO~!~f~~.. ~UCkO!~~~".r~~~ F~A~~~~~~!;!~S 

" .-". Woman tilt Life & Death. Por Love 3.ndBoD B".umiP.'tlon. I The VJ:1lAge Comedy. 

~(t'f1.e ~~~t~~~\~:os:.s°ul1Ch. tv::::~ir~;Bra Il&thereo :;:h~Uln1gh' to JI14. if~:.:=.:n:8~ 
~'~itr Stnthan.&b&l. The H&rdinq> Scuuta td !1ft Fij'ht with PortuD.., France •• 

, .. ~P,.t D.~.. A JIlIoInKWltn .... · u. tt By M. J. COLQUHOUN • 
• A Prodigal a Progren. • B .. 'svery Inch a Soldier. '. 

By Sir W. BESANT and J. RICE" <. By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK 
BeadY·Monel;. Jll[Ortlbo-/l B&a,Cella" Arbour. fte Prophe, of the Grea.t Smoky 1II0UD~ 
~r~:~G.1dCro1rn. ~.p~:!.':.~:1:i/I.n. By MATT CRIM. 
'!l'b.iI fl:on of Vulc&Il. ~heC&8eof:Mr.Luc:,1rR. ft. Adventure. of a Fair RebeL 
'rh. Gold_n Butt.rll". In Traf&l ... ·• Bay, By H. N. CRELLlN.-T .... of U..lla11p". 
'J'he MonU of ThelemL The Ten Yer.ra' TeD&Dt. By B. M. CROKE R. 

By Sir WALTE~ BESANT. Pr.tty M1 .. tiIeville; vW.g.'l&l ..... d.1anglo 
All Sort. And Cond!· The Bell of 6\, PAul'" Dito!l8. Barrington. 'tra.gediel.· 

" ~~OC~::J!:~i100m. :f::n!:!r :Ol;One8Se. .~T~fJ.t;;;r P3II&g.. . ir~ J=tL . 
.All in to Ga.rcteu.l'atr. S,K&thertne'8bili'lVWe!" Proper Prlde. The ReaJ. L&d:yBllda. 

~:~~!J~ner.. . V;::nn:~UI1e.. •• '1 ~:r"p;t.=~ =~e':c::mgl'1 
Tt;.r.~:n.W.D'V'r:v r.:: i":t!It g:!'!"n. By ALPHONSfl D.AUDET~. 
ra~~~uf!8~lbeoD. B7::\c~ DrelUDl of '!'he EvaDJ;~~Mifsri:~MIi:Le. 
Por F&ith and Freedom. '!he Revolt of Mau... A strange KanUICript. 

:geC~~ ~: ... man. ~.Dcm;,;;! ~~~"!. !"h. JI.&I1.:lnt!:.ICK Dg~~X~~f tho Lt. ... 

1Du..':Zt~~ .. ROSB BIERCE. ~~~t ... r~'tan. rr ... 'l'v.r.:'.for .... tIoa &eo 

By FREDE~ICK BOYLE. ;~~t-:~1oe .. 4 Hetty if::'bad~n~~' 
cam" Noin. I Chronielu 01 No-mu'. Dunca.n ., SuaptefoD. Aroued. 
Bavage Life. Land. Ifa.n. 'rom Jr!ancheater. JU4cile. BaacL 

BY BRET HARTE. AD.tectlv"'Trlumpha 
CalltomtaD. Storl8l, I Flip. I lIIaraJa. '!'he Mystery of Jama.ic& 'f'errace. 
Gabriel Conroy. A. Phyllb at the Sierr... '1'lJ.e Chronicle. of J41cb.&el Da.nevU;cll. 

~e~.::i!:~rl.~D"!~: ~::~r~~.~iaJ::e. A P~Jt !1W .... ~NI~Are.g!" x!.~~ES. 
Sbado!!r ~Os~~T ~.:!~~~:':·.f II.. JIo ~y EDWARD EGGLESTON. 
A Oblld of Natur..· dellD.. >q By G. MANVILLE FENN. 
God ADd the Man. '!'he New Abelard. '!'he !few lnstre.lll. I The Tiger LU, •. 
Love Me for Ever. The Heir of L1nlle. Witness to the Deed. '!he Whiie Vll'gbI. 
Foxglove MAnor. Woman and the KRon. 
'rh.lllaotero!tll._ •. Rach.ID.n., I Kat" By PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Annl\ll Wa.ter. Lady Kilpatrick. Ben .. Doua.. I Second)ln. TUloboD. 

B BUCHANAN and MURRAY N.ve.llor80tt.... S.vent" ·11 .. Brook. 
n.lharlata.n. •. i:~·zeJ'O. . ~etr~; of Brlmtom. 

By HALL CAINE. By P. FITZGERALD and IIthe~s. 
n. Shadow ot .. Crime, I The Deemster. Stl'ange Secreta. 
A Son o! llAgar. By R. E. FRANCILLON. . 

By Commander CAMERON. Olympia. I King or Kna .. ' . 
!'he CruIae of the • Bl.a.ck Prince.' One by On.. Romeee. of the La •• 

'1'h'Ad!!~t!~J~o~~. CA~RUTH. ~~:~o'l;h~~.. ~E~~:':~·8ba40. 
B AUSTIN CLARE By HAROLD FREDERIC • 

. For the L.o.,lof • J.,a,a.. • Seth's Brother'. Wife, I The L&wtoa Girl. 
By Mrs. ARCHER CUVE, Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRE~E. 

Pa.ul Ferroll ' '&Il.duraug Barl. 
WIly Paul Ferron lWled .... Wlf.. Robin G~/Y. CHA~LE~ g!!!!O:in ... 

By MACLAREN COBBAN. Fancy Pr... I Flo".r of the Foren. 
ne CUre of &oull. I The Red, SulMD. For Laek. of Gold. .oIf'he Bl'MI 01 YllJ'J'Ow. 
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~::~ro~~rtl5· ~~·~~~::!t~~r. ~ J&IIl •• eJ •. WIL"-IAM QILBER-T. 
Th. N ... I11"""'I.... ~ .... and.Bot..... By ERNEST GLANVILLB 
ne Frozen Deep. 181, .Hoi n. Lost Heire... I The FollielLel'. 
~: ~: ,~~~~~~ m~lO ':0:::'''' A Pair Colonia\. 
'rho B&1Ul't::d Bo •• t: L.gacyof IIaID. By Rev. S. BARINO OOULD 
A 1I0gue'l LIfe." '. Blind Lo... ... Bed Spld.r. I Ii'" 



tHATTO .. 

TWo-SHIU.... 8" . By AND~a. "d .. 
IYH7-4ar ._ ... ~ DA ii 
Vod. UJ.BI .. !~!!.~ /" ~Dy • .( 
O ...... By JlILiAN H~~1'!~."c'~ 
EJ~' Qu •• tln.' 1 » .. 14 Poind." ... to .. DO!sIO:::!- . h:P~~:;:. 01,. 
Dun. C61Hra.' ,04 
Bo .......... doIpb. 

Iftil ,:S~r A~THUR HELPS. 
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\'rou .. r.loDr. . 
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