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COUNTESS DAPHNE

BOOK 1
MY STORY

CHAPTER 1

“ MYSELF ”

I AM only a Stradiuarius violin.

Such an old violin! One that has been knock-
ing about the world for a hundred and fifty
years at least; one that has passed through
many hands, and seen much of life and of
human nature; one that has told its tales and
sung its music to thousands of ears; one that
has at last found a heart to understand, and a
hand to chronicle the records of its long career.

Not that I will permit my chronicler to inflict
all my history and adventures on those that
may chance to read these papers. Far be such
a thought and intention! No reader would
believe one half of such a memoir, and no pub-
lisher would undertake to issue a work so
stupendous. A century and a half of loves,
griefs, angers, hates, rivalries, and jealousies,
have passed before my notice, but only a very
small portion of these various passions will
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10 COUNTESS DAPHNE

play their part in this story—the story of one
who loved me and owned me in far-off years.

My birth-place is Cremona, and my maker
the famous Antonius Stradiuarius. I am perfect
of my kind, and my value is estimated now at
a price that, in those early days, would have
been a fortune to my maker. I left his work-
shop with the stamp of his full approbation, but
I fear he had little payment for my manufac-
ture, or his ceaseless toil after that perfection
in the minutest detail which have made his
instruments superior to all others.

It always has seemed strange to me that men
will work so hard, and spend heart and soul
and life only for the good of other men who
have not half their genius, or nobility, or worth.
I have seen so much of this, and I note how
each age only repeats it, how each individual
heart only suffers for it. The poet, the artist,
the musician, the statesman, the writer, all
seek the same reward for their labours, namely,
the appreciation of their age. How few of them
find it, or finding it, are satisfied with its scanty
guerdon! How few— But there, I must not
moralize over abstract wrongs. I have no
desire to be set down as prosy, or have my
words thrown aside unread. As I said before,
human nature in every age is but a variation
on one endless theme, and I ought to know
something about it, after nearly two centuries
experience.

I have been in many countries. 1 have
studied life in many phases. I have lived with
artists who loved me, and amateurs who made
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a show of me as they do of their old china, and
old pictures, and everything that bears that
magic word antique upon its surface. But I
will merely relate one of the many histories
that have come under my notice, the incidents
of a romance in which I have had a share.
Those who have played their part in it are dead
and gone now. It is only I who live on and
on, and yet am never worn or feeble. I see
customs change and fashions alter, and one
generation succeed another, and yet—am always
the same. Only I mourn often and often as a
strange hand wakens my melody, or a new
touch disturbs my peace and solitude. And
often, as some wave of sound dies off my strings,
or sobs itself to rest, like a weary child, I think
of the man whose genius, like most great gifts,
finds its recompense—too late! But now for
my story.



CHAPTER 11

MY NEW MASTER

"IT is a genuine ‘Stradiuarius,” not a doubt of
it. What splendid preservation, too ! Sixty
ducats, you say ?”

’"Si, signor, and cheap it is, too, at the price.
Only that I am tired of having it here so long
—ten years in that case there, if a day—I
could not let it go for that. But times are bad,
and an offer is an offer.”

I was in an instrument-dealer's shop — a
dusky, dirty place as 1 saw when the bright
morning sunshine streamed in through the open
doorway, and lit up the curious articles which
were crowded into every corner, and hung on
nails, and peeped through broken cupboards,
and were now all thick with dust, and in various
stages of spoliation from neglect and disuse.

A man held me in his hands and turned me
carefully from side to side.

""How they got that exquisite finish—that
perfect completeness,” he murmured, '"it is
wonderful. The varnish is as good as when it
was first put on. And yet this is a hundred
years old, if a day.”

12



MY NEW MASTER 13

‘I have another violin here—a Guarnerius,"
said the voice of the dealer. " It is just as fine
—finer I often think. If the signor needs it
for public use he will find the larger instrument
best. The tone is more sonorous, and carries
further.”

I was laid down, and the other violin passed
into the hands that had so lately held me.

" Odd that a man who studied in the factory
of Antonio Stradiuari should not have copied
him more exactly," said the stranger, giving
my maker his local name. ““No, I don’t like
this ; the build is slovenly ; there is that same
peculiarity, too; the s holes are cut almost
straight.”

““Try it; the tone is fine; Giuseppe at least
used excellent materials.”

The stranger took the violin in his hand
again, and drew the bow across the strings.

"A master-touch,” I thought, as I lay there
neglected on the counter; <‘oh, if only he
would try me?"

A flood of melody seemed let loose upon the
air. The artist forgot place, time, scene—all
and everything around him—and revelled in a
world of his own creation. The tender melan-
choly sweetness of his notes filled the little
shop and held the old man spell-bound, and drew
a crowd of children round the doorway, all
listening in breathless awe, and wondering
delight.

He put the instrument down at last and then
turned to me.

"I will try this now,” he said, and played a
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few rapid passages, which displayed the won-
derful brilliancy of his execution.

""Can you sing, little Strad?" he asked me
presently, while the children held their breath
in wonder, and the old instrument-dealer folded
his arms and listened with placid content.

“It is like all the nightingales in May,” he
murmured, wonderingly. “ You are a great
artist, are you not, signor?”

The player laid me down, but still kept his
hand upon me.

““I hope to be so,” he said with a sigh; "I
am only a beginner yet.”

''A beginner! And to play like that!” said
the old man in astonishment. <“‘It is divine
wonderful—I have heard many players in my
time—many; but you 7

""Do not flatter, good Tonio,” interrupted the
stranger, hastily; ““never mind about my play-
ing. I want an instrument; your Guarnerius
is fine, but the Strad is finer. Is sixty ducats
the lowest price?”

““Indeed, but yes—" stammered Tonio, " it is
not much either. The violin has a history:
the great Paganini himself had it once. It is
no lie, indeed, signor. It fell into my hands
through one of the maestro’s pupils, and----- "

““There, there, that will do!” laughed the
stranger ; “no more romances, if you please.
I will give you the sixty ducats, but don't you
trouble to give the violin a history, which in no
way enhances its value to me. I don’t suppose
Paganini has breathed any magic power into it.
He can have given it nothing that it did not
possess already.”
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He laid the money down on the counter as
he spoke. As he did so a child, who had been
wistfully regarding him for some moments past,
crept timidly up to his side and fixed his gaze
on the empty case with a sorrowful regret that
surprised the stranger.

““Who are you, little one ?" he asked, looking
kindly down at the bare-footed, brown-eyed lad.

"He is my boy, my youngest;” said Tonio;
"he has played on that Strad sometimes. I
think he is sorry it is to go; he loves it, and all
things that make music in fact. Don't you,
Tista?”

"Oh, is it going away ?” cried the child
piteously, as his colour changed from red to
white, and his great dark eyes turned to the
face of my purchaser. ' Have you bought it ?”

"Ay, that he has,” answered his father, " and
paid for it, too; and right glad am I of the
money, for times are bad, as you know, Tista,
and not a thing have I sold out of the shop for
months past, and we with scarce enough bread
for all the many mouths, and------ "

The child interrupted the words by bursting
into a passion of sobs.

""Oh my bird, my beautiful Rosignuolo," he
wailed; ''it will never sing to me now.”

""Chut!" exclaimed the father; '"this is
foolishness; there are other violins here; you
could not expect I would keep this one always
for your pleasure.”

““Can he play?” asked the stranger, won-
deringly, as he looked at the small stature and
baby face of the little lad.
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""Play—oh, yes,” said his father impatiently;
""he plays strange things enough, sometimes;
like no music that one has ever heard. He says
the angels play it to him while he sleeps. I
can't tell” (shrugging his shoulders). ' The
boy was always odd and full of fancies. He
played on that Strad often, that is why he cries
to lose it. There, Tista, dry your eyes, and
run off.”

But the child did not seem to hear him. His
eyes were fastened still on me as I lay on the
counter beside my open case, and his little
bare chest, from which the white linen shirt
had fallen back, still heaved with the sobs he
could not repress.

""May I say good-bye to 1t?” he asked, sud-
denly.

The stranger hesitated a moment. He scarcely
liked to trust his new treasure into a child’s
inexperienced hands; but something in the
little lad’s wistful face and pathetic tear-filled
eyes moved him to sympathy. He gave me
into the eager hands that had so often held me
before—yet never trembled, as they trembled
now.

A rapt look crept into the boy’s eyes—his face
flushed beneath all its sun-kissed darkness. He
took the bow and began to play.

It was not like any written music; not like
anything that I knew, or had given utterance
to before, but then I knew of old that Tista
rarely played twice alike. A strange wailing
solemn air it was that he drew from my strings,
and yet so sweet in its sadness, so simple in its



MY NEW MASTER 17

pathos, that I saw the stranger listen in aston-
ishment.

The music was perfect—never a wrong chord,
a jarring note, an imperfect cadence.

““The boy is a genius!" I heard him murmur;
“It is a gift of God!”

““Who taught you to play?” he asked at
length, as the melody ceased, and the little
hands laid me carefully down.

““No one,” said the child simply.

““But how could you learn by yourself? It
is impossible. Your ear may be correct; but
phrasing, expression, style, all these you must
have learnt, surely, from a teacher.”

“ 1 have watched old Orgagna; he is sacristan
at the chapel of San Stefano, and he plays the
violin; he has one, but it cannot speak like
this,” answered the little lad.

"What was that you played—what music, I
mean?” persisted the questioner.

The child looked puzzled.

"I played what I felt,” he said dreamily.
" It comes.”

““Tonio,” said my new possessor, as he turned
to the dealer, who had been listening patiently
to this colloquy, " your boy will make the world
hear of him one day, if I mistake not.”

““Pray do not fill his head with those ideas,
signor,” was the impatient rejoinder. “ It is
bad enough as it is; he is so idle, so useless,
always dreaming, never thinking of aught that
is useful or necessary. To me he is a sad
trouble.”

""Would you like to learn music, little one?"
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asked the stranger kindly. ‘I mean learn it as
an art? The highest natural gifts are the better
for cultivation and training, and in time you
might become great.”

The child’s face flushed hotly. ““Great!” he
murmured. ‘Do you mean a great player—
one whom all would listen to and wonder at—
great as Viotti, Tartini, Masoni, Paganini? A,
that would be too much happiness | "

""You aim high,” said the stranger dryly.
""What do you know of these men you speak of
so glibly?”

““He has all their histories by heart,” said
his father. <““The sacristan fills his head with
such tales.”

“ Ah well,” said the stranger, taking up the
case in which I had been replaced, ““if I can
help him, I will. I am a Florentine, but I stay
here in Cremona the summer through. Here is
my address. If the child likes to come to me
once a week for lessons, I will teach him. He
has a great gift—that I can see. 1 have many
pupils, but I will teach him for the sake of his
own natural talents—that is, if you care for him
to learn.”

The man grumbled something that sounded
to me ungracious, but the child broke out into
rapturous thanks that stilled his objections.
After all he was fond of the boy, and if the
saints had given him a taste for music it was
better he should use it and get what he could
by it. So he said at last; and then I heard no
more, for I was carried off by my new possessor,
and the old shop where I had lain so long,
became a thing of the past.
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I had been in many hands since I had been
made, and age had improved and mellowed my
tone, and I knew I was an instrument that any
artist might be proud to possess. It was true
what old Tonio said, that the great Paganini
himself had once possessed me, and taken me
with him on a tour through Lombardy. He
was but a youth then, and his days of fame
were to come, and his father treated him badly
and the poor young artist suffered greatly under
his tyranny.

I had not been long in his possession before
I was sold to a rich Italian prince, who had a
famous collection of violins, and took a fancy to
me. The sum he offered was so large that it
aroused the cupidity of my young owner’s
father, and he insisted upon my being given up.

The Prince never played on me himself,
but I was often exhibited to his friends and
acquaintances as a specimen of the best work-
manship of Antonio Stradiuarius, and I suppose
this is all my new possessor thought necessary.
At his death I passed into other hands. I was
sold and re-sold. I was owned by artists and
amateurs—sometimes played on and sometimes
neglected, and finally found my way back to
the old dealer’s shop in my native town, where
I lay undisturbed for many years, to be finally
purchased, as I have just stated, by the Floren-
tine violinist, Francesco Delli.

I could tell many tales of the lives of those
other possessors of mine, but I do not care to
do so. None have had for me the interest and
delight of this one romance I am about to relate.

B
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So, with no more preamble, I go on with my
narrative from that far-off day when I was
carried along by my new possessor through the
quiet, sunny streets of old Cremona.

When he reached his home he drew me from
the case and began to examine me closely.

"A bargain indeed!” he exclaimed. "I was
fortunate to hit upon that shop of all others!
Sixty ducats! why it is worth a thousand!”

He began to play, but seemed to grow dis-
satisfied; then put fresh strings on and took
me up again, and tried over some more music.

The room was large and gloomy looking;
instruments, and music, and books, littered it
in every direction. I noted all this as I was
alternately laid down or taken up. Another
trial of me seemed still further to increase the
player’s dissatisfaction.

He put me down with a sigh. ““Can a child’s
playing have put me out of conceit with my
own?” he exclaimed, half aloud. <‘Pshal it is
ridiculous ! "

His hands wandered over the strings in soft
pizzicato notes ; it seemed to me he was trying
to recall the air that little Tista had played a
short while before. But he could not—try as
he might.

““It was like no known music,” said he im-
patiently. Why should I trouble? Perhaps,
after all, the boy is only like so many other
children one finds in Italy, but never hears of
as men—precocious geniuses that burst into
sudden beauty like a laurel-bud, and then fade
and drop fruitless to the ground. It may be he
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has a natural gift of melody—that is all!  Still,
if he comes to me, I will very soon see—and
then------ i

He paused. What was to follow afterwards?
Slowly he paced the room, uttering his musing
thoughts aloud, unconscious that any one could
hear them.

““Then? Well, musicians are as plentiful as
blackberries—and not half so welcome. Still
this little, barefooted, ignorant lad had some-
thing in him I have not found before—some-
thing that will not easily die. One prize amidst
a thousand blanks! one genius amidst a thou-
sand nobodies! It may be so; I cannot tell.
I have never won the prize—and yet how hard
I have worked! Work!—ah, that is just it.
All the resources of inspiration, melody,
phantasy, exhausted to please a capricious
public—a public for whose amusement the
artist is created; for whose applause—ephemeral
as it is—he sacrifices health, youth, time, and
feeling; for whom he exhausts taste and senti-
ment, to obtain—what? So many hand-claps
—s0 much gold ; then go away and be forgotten,
or remembered just so long as his music lingers
in their ears! It is humiliating, but true!
Who can feel as the artist feels’—who can
comprehend as he would have them compre-
hend? Who is most to be pitied—the man
who returns again and again to amuse those
whom he despises, or the public who idolize
their plaything one moment and abuse or forget
it the next? Such is an artist’s life, as men
have made it—and this life I have chosen.”
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""He is a cynic; he always talks thus," said
a soft voice near me. ““You will get used to it
when you have been here as long as I have. 1
suppose he is tired of me, since he has bought
you. He often tires of his instruments. I am
an Amati. You cannot see me? No; I am
just behind you on the table. I have been
lying there ever since he went out this morn-
ing. He has forgotten to put me in my case.’

““He is an artist, I suppose?" I said in that
same language which, silent to all other ears, is
audible enough to ours.

''Oh, yes!” was the reply. He might be a
great one, too, I think—only he is impatient
and capricious. I think he has had some great
trouble or disappointment in his life. He takes
a gloomy view of everything. But he is clever
—oh, yes —and he writes beautiful music, but
the world does not seem to care about it—yet.
That is hard. You see, when one spends life
and labour on a thankless service to one’s
fellow-creatures, it is apt to sour and disappoint
one at the last.”

““But he is young ?" I said.

““In years—yes; but he has suffered much,
and seen much, and that robs a man of youth
very soon.”

““‘Have you been long in his possession?"

"Fifteen years,” was the answer. “ We have
travelled much in that time. We have been in
strange and beautiful cities, and he has been
féted and made much of often, but—well, you
is always so.

Nothing seems to please him.”



MY NEW MASTER 23

""Does he stay long in Cremona?” I inquired.

"I believe for the summer. But he has
strange fancies. He may go off at any moment,
just when the whim seizes him. He is a man
who likes to be free. He never will bear to be
tied down to a long engagement, or a settled
plan of action, for any lengthy period.”

"Perhaps that accounts for his want of
success?”

““Perhaps so. I do not know much about
him. The ‘cello there can tell you more than
I. It has been in his possession for years—
from the time he was a child. He used to play
it. Now he will only play the violin I wonder
why he has bought you. He has so many
already.”

" But I am a Strad," I said proudly.

"I knew that in a moment. That may
account for his purchasing you. He has two
Amatis, a Guarnerius, and a Steiner. I suppose
he wanted to make the collection complete.’

""Does he play much?” I asked.

““All day long, sometimes ; at others he won’t
touch an instrument for weeks. Then he
composes.”

""Does he live alone?"

""Yes. He seems to have very few friends,
and none of them are women.”

""He is not married?"

““No, nor likely to be. He is a strange, self-
absorbed man—he lives in a world of his own.
He has had love passages, but I don't think his
affections are his strong point.”

Whatever rejoinder I was about to make was
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stopped by the subject of our conversation
advancing and putting me back into my case.
Then the lid was shut down, and I was left to
solitude and darkness.



CHAPTER 111

TISTA

““How narrow the bounds,

And the world is so vast,

And Time flieth so fast."
GEIBEL.

A FEW days passed on uneventfully. The
violinist would take me out of my case and
play for hours together, sometimes beautifully,
sometimes dispiritedly, according to his mood.
He was a fine artist; of that there was no
doubt; but he rarely seemed satisfied. He was
easily discouraged; and he had set himself a
standard of excellence so high that all his
powers fell short of it.

One morning, when he was practising, a timid
knock came to the door, and, in answer to his
" Come in,” the little lad Tista entered.

"You!" exclaimed the violinist in surprise.
""What do you want?"

""The signor was kind enough to say he would
give me a lesson if I came,” said the boy timidly.
""Has he forgotten?"

"No," said Delli good-humouredly, "I have
not forgotten. I am glad to see you. Come
and play me that air you did the other day. I
cannot forget it; but the | Strad” will not sing
it for me as it did for you.”

The boy coloured all over his shy, pretty face.

25
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He took me in his small hands, and touched me
with the fond reverential touch that he always
had for any instrument that made his one joy—
music. ““ My rusignuolo!" he murmured, in a
passionate ecstasy, as he laid his chin on me
caressingly, and began to play what Delli bade
him.

The violinist listened silently for some ten
minutes.

"That will do,” he said. "'Now, can you play
anything from music ?"

He pointed to some sheets lying open on a
music-desk. The lad looked puzzled, and shook
his head.

'""No; I do not understand that,” he said.

““Would you like to learn?"

''Oh, should I not?” he exclaimed breath-
lessly. "'But is that—music?”

"Of course.”

““I thought music was all sound—something
that one feels when one is gay or sad; some-
thing that says everything one cannot say
oneself.”

“To you, at present, it may be so; but music
is an art like painting or sculpture—something
that carries the thoughts of one man to genera-
tions that live long after; something that is
not forgotten when the brain that has given it
being, lies mouldering in the dust; something
that gives a sovereignty greater than kings
own, or wealth commands.”

The boy’s face grew very pale; his arms held
me to his breast with a closer pressure.

€ Is it all—that ?" he cried in wonder.
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« All that, and more,” said Belli, waxing
enthusiastic over the idol of his own dreams,
and forgetting for a moment how far from
realization those dreams still were. ‘It is the
one pure, beautiful thing in a world of sin and
vileness. The painter’s art may degenerate into
sensual bondage; the sculptor may idealize the
body and forget the soul that gives it a beauty
beyond mere physical perfection; the poet may
lead others into ignorant worship of something
his passionate praise and glowing verse have
immortalized, even in its unworthiness; but
music—music alone—commits none of these
errors. From God it comes direct; to God its
highest raptures alone return. Its birthplace is
heaven; its life is immortal. To men it gives
forgetfulness of all life’s sorrows and sufferings;
it raises the soul above its earthly bondage; it
makes one forget that need, poverty, hardships
exist; it would give a man his life’s happiness
to know that he had poured out his whole soul
into one strain so perfect and so great that all
who heard should feel its beauty for all time,
and so could not forget him even—if they
would.”

He ceased suddenly. I felt the childish
hands that held me tremble; the little chest
against which I lay, heaved with a sudden storm
of emotion.

« To be this,” he murmured breathlessly, " to
be great with such greatness, oh, signor! will
you help me ? What you said has been in my
mind so long, so long! only I could not tell it.
But it is here, all here. And when they laughed
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I was sad, for none would listen or understand;
and when I see the saints in the churches I tell
them, and in my dreams they come and whisper
beautiful things; and I try to put them into
music when I wake, and oftentimes I cannot.
But I know this—I would die a hundred deaths
only to be as you said for one day of my life—
only to know that something I had made into
music as that music is there, would live in men’s
memories, so that, hearing it, they would say,
‘He was only a little humble lad, but his music
is great!""

““My child," said the violinist, with sudden
gentleness, “ what I can do I will ; but you have
one gift | cannot bestow ; it is genius.”

And he was right.

I knew now what his own music lacked:
what, despite all the marvels of execution, all
the pathos and sentiment of expression, made
it fall on the ear with less of charm and less of
power than did the simple expressive melodies
of an untutored child. It was the spark of
sacred fire from the altar of art—the one thing
that neither teaching, nor skill, nor study can
bestow. It was wanting in the great artist, of
whom the world had uttered many praises and
flattered with honeyed words, and yet it lived
and burned in the struggling soul of a little
ignorant peasant lad. Strange freak of nature;
and yet no less strange than true. The world
has many such histories.

Tista’s first lesson began.

It was by no means so successful as might be
imagined. The signs, the notes, the marks,



TISTA 29

were very puzzling to the little ignorant lad who
could barely read; but he had untiring energy,
and an admiring reverence for his teacher that
moved Delli strangely. At the end of two hours
he dismissed him.

““Come to me to-morrow at the same hour,”
were his last words. ““And, stay—you have no
instrument, have you? It is of little use if you
cannot practise yourself. Suppose I lend you
one ?”

The boy uttered an exclamation of wonder.

""The signor is too good," he murmured.

Delli laughed, and went over to the case
where the Amati lay.

““Take this," he said; “‘there is no heed to
tell you to be careful. Keep it in the case when
you are not playing, and take three hours a day,
at intervals, for practising the bowing and the
scales, as I showed you. Do not attempt any-
thing else at present.”

The tears came into the little fellow’s eyes.
His lips opened, but no words would come. He
dropped on one knee and pressed the artist’s
hand to his lips.

““You foolish child," said Delli impatiently;
but the blood flushed his face, and his voice had
no anger, despite its impatience.

Then Tista went, carrying the Amati with
him. I wondered how my new companion liked
the change of ownership, and resolved to make
use of the first opportunity to ask the question.

"I believe I have done a foolish thing," said
Delli, as the door closed, and the little eager
footsteps died away in the distance. ‘‘Launched
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another struggling life on the tempestuous sea
of art. Why did I not let him be? If he had
grown up in ignorance and solitude, he might
have outgrown the craze that has taken posses-
sion of him. And yet I could not help it. I
should do it again, poor little lad. Will Fate
revenge herself on me for meddling with him?
Shall T ever regret it? Ah, little Strad, you
must answer for it if I do.”

And in the years to come I did answer,
though now it seemed to me only natural that
he should have acted as he had done, and 1
thought not of Fate or Fortune, nor knew that
he who meddles with either, will as surely live
to repent it.



CHAPTER 1V

"BE FAME THY GOAL"

““Be fame the goal thou choosest,
So play an earnest part.”
KALMAN.

THE little lad sat writing at a table. His lesson
was over, and the Amati and I were lying side
by side, while Delli stood by his pupil explaining
to him some rule in counterpoint.

'"What do you think of him?” I asked my
neighbour. " Were you sorry to leave here and
pass into his keeping?”

" Atfirst, yes; but not now. He is a wonder-
ful child. I am rarely out of his hands. The
boy’s whole soul is music. If he wanders out
of the town, or goes to the sacristan’s gardens,
or strays up to the hill side in the moonlight, it
is always with me in his arms. All his thoughts
and feelings are set to melody. It is wonder-
ful.”

"He is a second Mozart, then?"

“ Mozart | " said the Amati, scornfully. " He
has more than Mozart's genius, and treble
Mozart’s disadvantages to contend with. But
the world will hear of him one day, or I am
much mistaken.”

'""Has he any friends—playmates?” 1 in-
quired.

81
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"“The old sacristan who plays the organ at
San Stefano, lives in a little cottage far out of
the town. With him there is a little child.
Tista calls her Daphne. They say she is old
Giovanni’s grandchild. I do not know. She
is a lovely child, and lonely and quiet like
Tista; an odd, dreamy, self-absorbed creature,
with a voice that is all music, and a face that
moves one strangely. She is motherless, com-
panionless, save for Tista and old Giovanni.
She sings in the church, and in the processions
on saints’ days. Tista is with her often. He
was teaching her the violin the other day. It
was surprising how quickly she learnt.”

"Is she a genius, too?” I asked; “‘the
children of Italy seem to have music born in
them.”

““They have the inheritance of melody.
Music is ever on their lips—in their hearts.
It seems to come to them as the song comes to
the thrush in springtime, to the nightingales in
May. There is always music throughout the
land. 1 have travelled much, and know it.
One hears lutes at the cottage doors, and chants
from the waggoners carts, as the driver takes
his mules through the standing corn ; and songs
from the goatherds on the mountain sides, and
the contadini in the fields; and the fishermen
sing to their mandolins, and string notes of per-
fect rhythm and sweetest measure, which only
the waves and winds can hear. There is so
much natural genius, and so much melody
everywhere, that the people rarely notice it.
Little Tista might have grown up in the dusky
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old shop yonder, none remarking or caring for
his talents, thinking he had only a surer ear, a
sweeter trick of melody than most of the little
fellows who play and sing and hum their
stornelli the whole day through. But if Delli
takes him up, it will be different. He is a
splendid teacher, and the boy has aptitude and
patience. Yes, he will be great, doubtless!”

"I have lived with artists who are great, as
you call it,” T said; “‘their private lives were
very unhappy.”

"It is so with all earthly attainments. The
fruit that looks so tempting to the eye is rotten
at the core. The prize men languish to attain,
once gained, is valueless. It is ever thus with
what they falsely term happiness, or joy, or
greatness. I have seen so many lives wasted in
the same effort; cursed by the same fallacy.”

Il ' Yet each generation seeks it afresh.”

““Of course; what would you? To each
individual existence, suffering, rapture, pain,
joy come as a new experience. Each heart that
loves thinks no love was ever like its own.
Each life that suffers imagines none others have
suffered in like manner. Thus it is that life
is the one tireless strain in all the music of
humanity, because life to each separate indi-
viduality is ever new and strange and wonderful,
and no one can ever be brought to acknowledge
that any other life is a type of its own—that
any similar feelings to those it bears are swaying
other inclinations, and moving other hearts, and
rousing other passions from age to age, from
generation to generation.”
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"You are a philosopher," I said admiringly.

"I have been in many lands; I have seen
much of life, and what I have heard and seen 1
remember—that is all,” was the reply. "I
have studied all grades of character. I have
lived with aristocrats who were worshipped by
a world they cheated, and committed every sin
in the calendar, and yet contrived to die in the
odour of sanctity. I have been with poor men,
struggling men, vicious men—good women and
bad—fashionable women and nobodies. If I
had not contrived to learn something about
their ways, it would be odd indeed. 1T will tell
you two things. The worst man I ever lived
with was a priest, who afterwards became a
cardinal; and the worst woman a princess, who
was so exclusive that a scandal was never
breathed in her presence, and who founded a
church and a hospital with her own private
fortune.”

" They were hypocrites, then ? "

" Successful ones. The strange part of the
matter is that they both considered themselves
quite as moral and respectable as the greater
part of their fellow creatures. My princess (she
was a Russian, I must tell you) actually dis-
missed her favourite lady in waiting because her
husband ran off with some one else’s wife. ‘It
would not do,” she explained ‘to have any one
at her court whose domestic life could not bear
the light of day, or of whom scandal could utter
a whisper."

““But it was not the wife's fault ?” I said
eagerly.
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" Of course not, but my princess was so highly
moral that she thought the sins of the guilty
should be visited on the innocent—not only
thought it, but acted on it. You see she knew
that the more rigidly the outside of the sepulchre
was whitened, the less fear would there be of
any one looking for uncleanness within. Have
you lived much with women ? 1 hate them.
They take a craze to play on us; and then,
because it needs patience, or intellect, or study,
we are tossed aside like a useless toy. I have
lived with them often, that they might have the
pleasure of exhibiting me to their friends as
being very old, or very rare, or very something
—just as if 1 were a bit of old lace, or a china
monstrosity—not an exponent of gifted men’s
thoughts—a teacher of the beauty they conceive
and we interpret.”

“You called Francesco Delli a cynic,” I
observed; '"'I think you are one also. I have
seen a great deal, but I could not talk about it
as you do.”

" Perhaps you have not lived with women ? "

“No, I have seen very little of them,” I
answered.

“ That accounts for it. Ifyou want a teacher
of shams and follies, shifts, tricks, and scandals,
go to a woman. If you want to be disillusioned
of youthful fancies or elevated beliefs, to spice
conversation with epigrams, to trifle over the
most serious duties, to despise dreams, idyls,
romance, go to awoman. Their ways are webs,
and they are the spiders. Bah! I am sick of
the sex. The good are so very good—they pall
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on one to satiety; the bad are so utterly bad—
one can only wonder however they came to learn
so much iniquity.”

““Good heavens!” 1 exclaimed, "I never
knew—imagined—supposed that women------ "

“Were aught but angels,” interrupted my
companion. ““There, you have made a string
go with your energy. See, Delli is coming. He
will take you away, I suppose.”

““How provoking! I wanted to hear some
more about Daphne and Tista.”

« To-morrow,” was the hurried answer; and
then I was taken up and re-strung, and given
into the little lad’s hands as a reward for his
zeal and attention to his lesson.

He played on me for some time—written
music now, that a few weeks before had looked
so strange and unfamiliar to his wondering eyes.

He played carefully, skilfully. But, for my
part, I liked his own music best.



BOOK 11
THE AMATVS STORY

CHAPTER 1
DAPHNE

I pON'T know that I was pleased when Fran-
cesco Delli made me over to the care of little
Tista so unceremoniously. I had been accus-
tomed to be made much of all my life, and had
lived with great artists, and made music for
them; and now—to be a child’s toy!

I was angered naturally. Besides, the
Stradiuarius was my rival, and occupied my
place in the quaint old music-room that Delli
had beautified; and my old friends were there,
and I could not speak with them, or unite my
voice with theirs in those practices of chamber
music that I loved. It was hard, I thought,
and I was much displeased, and sulked obstinately
when the little lad tried to woo me to forgetful-
ness, and cracked my strings with ill-temper,
and would not be pacified for long.

However, all things must have an end, and so
had my fit of displeasure. Besides, I always
was an observer of human nature and character,

37
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and the life I was now leading had a certain
charm in its novelty and the new experiences it
showed. Tista was a born musician. He
thought and cared for nothing else. He rarely
let me out of his sight. Every joy or pain or
feeling of his heart was committed to me, and
set to music the like of which I had never heard.

One day he took me with him to a quaint grey
old church in the outskirts of the town. There
was no service there at the time, but an old
man was playing the organ, and Tista mounted
the stairs and found his way to his side with
the certainty of long habit. The organist did
not notice him at first, and the boy sat quietly
down in a dusky corner, and with clasped hands
and wondering eyes, he listened to the sweet
and solemn strains.

Gradually his fingers wandered to my strings;
he drew the bow across them, and forthwith
came a faint, sweet voice, tender as a dove’s
murmurs. It mingled with the deeper, fuller
harmonies of the organ’s notes as a song with
its accompaniment; it thrilled and quivered
through the silent church with a passion, an
ecstasy, that was scarcely human. I saw the
old man turn and gaze at him as his fingers
wandered into a hymn of Pergolesi that they
often sang in the church ; the boy’s ear caught
it, followed it, then gave it out as though a solo
voice were singing far above all others, and
oblivious to anything but the rapture of its own
interpreting.

The organ ceased. The old man turned to
him with dim, wet eyes.
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" Thou hast improved, Tista," he said. ““What
instrument is that—a new one, surely ?”

"Yes," said the child eagerly; " it is only
lent to me;” and then, in eager, rapid words,
he gave the history of the Strad’s purchase, and
of Delli's interest in himself.

" Thou art fortunate, indeed,” said Giovanni,
when the recital was over. " Take heed, and
learn well, Tista. Gifts and natural genius
thou hast ; but the greatest gift needs training
and culture. Men by music have excelled kings
in greatness and in power. Maybe the saints
will that thou shalt one day be a world’s marvel,
and a nation’s pride.”

" Are you going now ?” asked Tista, as the
old man rose.

““Yes; it is late, and I am tired. 1 have been
here three hours or more. Come home with
me, will you? It is long since you have been,
and Daphne misses you.”

The pretty boyish face coloured with delight.
He rose at once.

"I will come. 1 should like to show her the
Amati,” he said; and they left the organ-loft
together.

Out in the streets the shadows were falling.
The dusky light, the perfect silence, the drowsy
warmth, all had a strange lulling, soothing
effect. The old man and the little lad talked
very softly and rarely. Both were busy with
thoughts and dreams apart from the scene
around them.

They stopped at last before a low-roofed
cottage; a wide garden surrounded it—such a
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garden as only Italy can boast of. Venerable
with age, yet green with eternal youth; an
endless charm in its mossy paths, its broken
statues, its wilderness of carnations, its tall
flowering magnolias, its wealth of roses and
lilies, its quaint and manifold cacti, its marble
basins where creepers twined and frogs dozed
in the hot mid-hours, its shady nooks and high
box hedges. Tista knew it well and loved it as
well. The gardens had once belonged to a villa,
but it had been uninhabited for many years,
and the monks of a neighbouring monastery had
bought it and cultivated its fruit and vegetables;
and old Giovanni Orgagna, the sacristan, had
been given the use of the little cottage rent
free, and had lived there for more years than
Tista could remember, or Daphne either.

There was a mystery about Daphne, so people
said. No one knew exactly from where she had
come, or why old Giovanni, after years of soli-
tude, had suddenly disappeared for a week,
giving no reason for his absence, and then come
back with a child—a child, too, who was quite
unlike most of the dusky, black-eyed, sturdy-
limbed Italian children; for she was fair as
a lily, with shining red-gold hair, and soft serious
eyes that rarely smiled, and grave, old-fashioned
ways that ill suited her baby years.

But Orgagna never explained or accounted
for her presence. An old woman who looked
after his few wants, and cooked and washed,
and kept the little dwelling neat and clean,
served also as nurse to the child. Not that she
needed much tendance, she was apt to say; her
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quietness and solemnity were almost unearthly.

She was twelve years old now; a few months
younger than Tista, and he was her sole play-
mate and companion. The two children loved
each other dearly; both were alike in their
strange unlikeness to the rough, -careless,
boisterous boys and girls around; and both had
a fondness for music that was almost a passion,
and absorbed all minor thoughts and feelings in
itself.

As the old man and the boy drew near, they
caught sight of her standing at the gate, watch-
ing the sunset. The last rays touched her head,
and turned her hair to flame, and lit up her
dark soft eyes, giving her a strange beauty.

““She looks like that picture over the altar,”
said Tista involuntarily.

Giovanni sighed.

""Our Lady of Sorrows, you mean? Per-
chance the shadow of some sorrow rests on her,
who can tell?”

The boy did not answer. He ran lightly on
and touched the child’s soft cheek.

"Daphne," he said, ““I have come to stay
with you a little while. Are you glad? And,
look here, I have brought a rusignuolo that will
silence all the birds with wonder. Is it not
beautiful, Daphne ?—a real Amati violin, that
the good signor has lent me to play on whenever
I like. Oh, and its music is so lovely; almost
one could weep to hear it.”

She turned to him.

"I am glad to see you, Tista; you have not
been here for long. And so you have a real
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violin at last? Who is the signor ? and what
does he teach you?"

«Music—real music/ cried the boy eagerly;
"I know the notes and signs now, Daphne, and
can play from what is written, not only what I
hear when the voices sing to me in my dreams;
oh, it is beautiful! The signor says I may be
a great artist one day—think of that. I have
been so happy ever since. I feel as if T did
not care for work, labour, hardships—anything
I may suffer—so only I can learn and study
what music really is; what the great artists
have left for us to learn.

""You will learn properly now?”

""Yes; he is giving me lessons every day.
He is from Florence. He is a fine artist
himself, and plays so that it is a joy to listen
to him! And he knows so much—so much!
Oh, Daphne, I feel so ignorant, and foolish, and
stupid by his side, but yet he is so kind to me.”

“1 do not think you will be hard to teach,
Tista,” said the girl; " you live for music, I
think. But now come in; we will go down to
the broken fountain, and you shall play to me.
I should like to hear your new violin.”

"Is it not wonderful to think that in this
little wooden body so great a voice is enclosed,’
said Tista, surveying me proudly, as he moved
on through the shadowy grass-covered walks.
" It can sing like the angels in heaven, and sob
like the spirits in purgatory, and-----

"What foolish talk, Tista. You have heard
neither.”

" I hear them in my dreams often, and when 1
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see that great picture, where the heavens are
opened, and the angels look down, I can hear
them singing just such songs as the violin sings
to me."

Daphne looked at him in wonder. When
Tista talked thus he generally soared far beyond
her. Music was not the passion to her that it
was to him. She loved it dearly, but she
dreamt of other things, was absorbed by other
thoughts. To Tista it was all in all.



CHAPTER 11

"ANGELS> FOOD "

WHEN they reached the broken fountain they
paused. Daphne threw herself down on the
cool grass, and looked up to where the great
creamy cups of magnolia filled all the air with
their fragrance. The glowworms twinkled, the
bats flew by with dusky outstretched wings;
the charm of a perfect silence fell over the
beautiful old gardens and deepened with the
deepening night.

““Why do you not play?” asked Daphne
presently.

The boy still leaned against the broken
marble ; he did not even hear her; his eyes
wandered over all the silent place; his rapt
dreamy gaze took in all its beauty, and saw and
felt in that beauty something which he could
not have put into any words.

The white moonlight fell on the whiter
blossoms, on the pale marbles, the broken
sculptures, the girl's slight figure and dreamy
eyes, and the little lad’s absorbed and medita-
tive face. An inspiration seized him at last.
The music she had asked for came floating off
my strings, and lent its charm to the summer
night, and the summer air. All the mystic
beauty that lay in the far-off heavens, the
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ethereal loveliness that wrapped the sleeping
earth ; the rest, silence, dreams, wonder, that
had filled his soul and held him speechless
so long now found their way into sound, and
filled the air with melody.

From that hour I never regretted that Delli
had given me into his pupil’s keeping. From
that hour I loved the little lad as I had never
loved one of my possessors before.

"It is wonderful!” said Daphne, clasping
her hands and looking up at him with wide,
astonished eyes. « Have you learnt that?”

""What I played? No.”

““How does it come to you, Tista?"

"I cannot tell. As your voice to you, dear, I
suppose. Are you going to sing to me, now?”

" No,” she said gravely; it would spoil the
music. I only can sing what I learn; you
make music that has every feeling in it that the
heart holds.”

"Play, then, if you will not sing. Play what
I taught you on the old deal fiddle. This
instrument is so lovely, one cannot but make
perfect music. Would you not like the signor
to teach you?”

""Yes, I should indeed,” she said eagerly. "I
would rather be a great player than a singer
any day.’

""But your voice is beautiful, dear; you
should not say that.”

She took me from his hands, and began to
try my powers. She played a little simple
melody that Tista had taught her—played well
and skilfully, considering her age and sex. I
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do not care for women players myself, having
seen too much of their caprice and carelessness
to think them fit for anything that wants genius
or absorbing devotion to bring it to perfection.

I may be wrong ; if so, blame my experience,
for to that alone I owe my opinion.

““That is well,” said Tista approvingly,
when she had finished. “‘Is not the Amati
beautiful, Daphne ? "

"It is like an angel’s voice,” said the girl
rapturously, as she gave me back into his eager
hands. " Oh, Tista, how happy you must be!”

"I am,” he said; and his eyes went up to
the star-lit sky and the moon’s white glory.
"1 used to pray, Daphne, every night, every
day of my life, for something that would make
music for me, and be mine always. It made me
cry often to see all those instruments in my
father's shop, and rarely—oh, so rarely —would
he let me touch one ; and yet to see them lying
dumb there when one might have heard them
speak—it was hard! Sometimes I could not
help it; play them I must It was worth any
beatings to feel that for one hour they could
talk to me.”

““What strange fancies you have, Tista!
Talk to you?”

""Do not you understand?" he said reproach-
fully. <“Can you not hear the voices also?”

Daphne shook her head.

‘I love music,” she said, ““but I have not
your gift, Tista. I wish I had.”

““Are you going to stop here all night,
children ? " said the voice of the old sacristan
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suddenly. "Do you know how late it is?”

Tista started to his feet.

"I am sorry," he said, hastily; "I forgot.”

““Never mind,” said the old man kindly. * Go
within, and have some fruit and bread and a
draught of milk. Music is all very well, but
music is only angels’ food, not mortals’.”

The children took each other’s hands, and
went softly through the moonlit garden, and so
into the little low-roofed room, where the frugal
meal was waiting for them, and the old man’s
books and manuscripts lay piled about. They
talked but little. Tista drank his milk and ate
his grapes, and then, promising to come soon
again, kissed Daphne, and bade the old sacristan
good night, and so went his way homewards in
the quiet evening, with me still clasped in his
arms. How hot it was.

The mosquitos, and gnats, and little white
moths, were humming and droning around us.
In the town all the doors and windows stood
open for air, and lamps gleamed from the rooms
within, showing young mothers nursing their
infants, and children at their evening meal, and
maidens leaning out to watch their lovers go by
in the dim sweet light. There were groups at
the shop doors, and in dusky archways, such as
Rembrandt loved to paint, and men stood at
the wine taverns in their shirt-sleeves, and boys
and youths played in the streets. From one
and all came greetings as Tista passed them
by. The child was well known, and loved for
his gentleness and quiet, old-fashioned ways,
and unfailing sweetness of temper.
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They would have had him stay, and amuse
them with some of his melodies; those strange,
sweet airs that were like no known music. But
to-night he would not stay; he was weary, and
the hour was late. He hurried on to his own
home in one of the dirtiest and narrowest of
the Cremona streets, and stole up the narrow
stairway, and lay down on his little hard bed,
with a sigh of intense weariness.

I was replaced in my case and laid beside
him.

““After all,” I said to myself, ““I shall see
more than the Strad. Delli never took me
about as Tista does!”



CHAPTER III

“ THE LEGEND OF THE LAUREL "

IT was a close, hot, sultry evening. Tonio, the
instrument-dealer, stood at his shop door. In
the houses around the people leaned from open
windows, or lounged indolently in the balconies.
At the little wine-shops and cafes men were
drinking and playing dominoes. There was
no breeze to cool the intense oppression of
the hot summer air, and already the stars were
out, studding the sky with bright rays. Tista
came out of the shop, carrying me, as usual, in
his arms.

" Where are you going ? " asked his father, as
he turned to the little lad.

" To Orgagna’s,” was the reply.

""You waste all your time there, Baptista,”
grumbled Tonio. " Why do you care so much
for him? You should stay at home and
practise.”

"I practise there,” was the answer; ''be-
sides, I promised to give Dapline a lesson.”

" Oh, oh! are you turning instructor already ?"
laughed his father good-humouredly. ' You
begin betimes, Tista.”

The boy coloured.

There was something girlish about him, as
there often is in boys who have great gifts.

49
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Something tender, fanciful, wistful, that made
him shrink from rough sports and jeering voices,
and mockery or jests. He was full of foolish
pretty fancies—he had a passion for every
beautiful sight or sound------ he loved solitude
and idleness. He would rather have sat for
hours in the old sacristan’s house, poring over
crabbed old manuscript music or half-forgotten
scores that had not seen the light of day for
long years, than enjoy the merriest games or
sports of other lads of his age or size. The old
dusty, yellow pages had a history for him—a
history of that greatness he longed to emulate,
even though it might only bring such reward
as Cimarosa, Pergolesi, or Paésiello found—
ingratitude and neglect.

He did not answer his father; only the hands
that held me trembled, and his colour came and
went like a girl’s. The old man moved aside
to let him pass.

" Be off, then,” he said. '' Give your lesson,
or study your own. You make great progress,
Tista. I am glad of it. Once I did not care
for your whim of music. I wished you to learn
a trade; something that would make money for
you—which I fear your playing will never do.
It seems to me a poor living that one makes by
music; however, you have no other thought—
it is a craze. It must be, I suppose.”

""You will let me learn it as an art?” the
boy said eagerly.

““You may learn it as you please. I have not
the means to pay for a foolish fancy. When
you are a man, you will, perchance, be wan-
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dering through the country playing for a crust,
as old Toto the beggar does. If so, blame your-
self—not me.”

"I will never blame any one,” the boy said
softly. ““But I do not think music will make
me a beggar, father. I may be its slave now,
but it will repay me tenfold hereafter. I am
sure of it.”

““Well, well. You talk like a child. It is
true you play so that it is a joy to listen to you,
but in the world yonder they need so much.
How will you get the learning?”

"I will get it,” the boy said determinedly.
" It is hard, but none the less I feel I can do all
that others have done. You will not mind my
trying, father ?”

" Try to your heart’s content,” laughed Tonio;
" only when failure comes, don’t turn to me for
crust or shelter. I have enough to do with your
brothers and sisters; make your own way in the
world, and that soon. Twelve years of age do
you number now, Tista, and in two more you
should be no more of a burden to me than Cecco
is. But then, he has learnt a trade. To make
money, Tista, one must study the wants of
men ; they will pay for what they need for their
bodies, that is sure enough. As for minds and
souls, it is sorry work ministering to them.
There is many a history to prove it.”

Tista did not seem to heed his words. His
eyes looked up at the blue tranquil sky—his
thoughts were far away.

Then he turned and went down the busy,
noisy streets, holding me close to his breast.

C
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““Oh, Daphne!” he cried rapturously, as he
reached the sacristan’s house, and saw his little
playmate standing in the gardens waiting his
arrival. " Oh, Daphne, I have such good news.
My father will let me study music now. He
will not trouble about my learning the business,
or minding the shop, or being apprenticed to a
trade, as Cecco is. Is it not good? I think the
signor must have spoken to him. He is so kind,
so kind; and now, perhaps, I can go to the art
schools at Bologna, and learn all that is to be
learnt, and the world will hear my music.”

"Tista, Tista, how you do run on,” laughed
Daphne. "What a long tale. And you are
quite breathless with running, and this such a
hot night too. You will make yourself ill.”

"But are you not glad, Daphne? 1 have
been in such fear often lest I should have to
labour at some rough trade as the others have
done ; and it would break my heart, I know it
would. Icannot help it; there is something in
me that makes me what I am. 1 care only for
music. It is all my life.”

The girl looked up at him with wistful eyes.

“You are so strange, Tista. What will you
be, I wonder, when you are a man?"

" Great, I hope, and famous,” he said eagerly,
" with my music in men’s hearts, and my name
on their lips. Ah, that indeed would be a life
worth living.”

Daphne was silent.

She had thrown herself down on the long wild
grasses, and leaned there with a grace of attitude
peculiarly her own. Tista stood beside her, the
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moon-rays on his flushed, excited face, his slight
young figure drawn up to its full height, his eyes
upraised in rapturous gladness to where the
stars gleamed in the deep intense blue of the
evening sky.

Standing thus absorbed in his own thoughts,
he did not hear a step approaching.

Daphne did, and started to her feet, and stood
looking at the stranger with questioning eyes.

" Why, Tista! " said the voice of Francesco
Delli, ““are you in the clouds as usual? I came
to ask you to be with me an hour earlier to-
morrow. 1 have some music I want copied.
Your father told me I should find you here.”

But all the time he spoke his eyes were on
Daphne’s face ; her calm, serious regard of his
own, never changed.

Tista started.

““Pardon, signor/ he said, with his own
natural grace. “ You are very kind to trouble
about seeking me. I shall be sure to come.”

““And who is your friend here?” asked Delli.
““Not a sister, I suppose, Tista?"

"A sister? Oh no,” laughed the boy. ““This
is Daphne."

" Daphne,” echoed the violinist, with a slight
wonder in his voice. " What a strange name.
Will you not sit down again?” he asked the
girl.  “ These gardens are very beautiful. We
will rest, and Tista shall play to us. I see he
has his violin with him. Come, boy, make
music that will suit the hour and the scene.”

The lad coloured shyly. Meanwhile Daphne
resumed her seat beneath the blossoming boughs
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of the magnolia, and Delli threw himself down
beside her.

““Are you fond of music?” he asked her
presently.

““Very,” she answered, looking still at his
handsome face with the wonder that had filled
her gaze -when she first saw him.

""She sings beautifully,” said Tista, as he
touched the strings softly, and turned the tuning
pegs, preparatory to commencing.

" I should like to hear you,” said Delli.

““Oh, no,” she answered hurriedly. “‘Tista
thinks it good; but then he does not know. He
likes to praise me. Indeed it is nothing 1 love
music, but I can do so little, so very little.”

" She plays the violin too, signor,” exclaimed
Tista.

"Indeed ? " said Delli, in some surprise.

““It is Tista who has taught me,” Daphne
said, colouring hotly as she turned aside. " He
thinks I ought to learn music.”

““So you ought. Especially if you have a
talent for it. I will hear you presently, if you
will play for me. Tista’s pupil ought to be worth
listening to. "Who gave you your name?”

She looked at him, surprised by the abrupt
question.

"" My mother, I believe,” she said. ‘I do not
remember her. She died when I was very young.
I have lived with my grandfather since.”

"I saw a picture once; you remind me of it,”
said Delli musingly. "A picture of Daphne
pursued by Apollo, the boughs of bay springing
from her tender feet, her upraised arms changed
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to stems, her floating hair becoming twisted
leaves—the face alone unchanged—a face like
yours, strangely like. Ah, well, let us hope your
fate will not be so tragic. If you wear the
laurel of fame, may its triumph be sweeter than
Daphne found love.”

He spoke dreamily, as if his thoughts were far
away. Tista and Daphne were both silent.

""Who was Apollo?” asked the latter pre-
sently.

Delli started from his abstraction.

““Do you not know? He was a god, and he
loved Daphne. But you are too young to
understand these things. Do not trouble about
them.”

She looked at him entreatingly.

"Nay, tell me,” sheurged. "I learn so little,
and I long to know so much. It is Rome, is it
not, where the gods are—the beautiful marble
things that once had life, and lived on the earth?
I should like to see them and know their his-
tories, every one.”

" The priests say it is wicked to speak of the
gods; they were pagan things, and vile, many of
them,” Tista said rebukingly.

Delli laughed.

" Tell your priests to walk through the gal-
leries of the Caesars,” he said. ““They will be
converted, or I am much mistaken.”

""Is it so beautiful?” Daphne asked him.

““Beautiful? If you wish to see the incar-
nation of love, passion, youth, sorrow, you will
find it all there—in Aphrodite’s face, in
Ariadne’s eyes, in the labours of Hercules, the
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grace of Apollo, the divinity of Eros, the agony
of Daphne, the regret of Persephone. These
and a hundred other lessons one reads in the
silent marbles, the work of men long dead, who
have written their names in letters imperishable
—the heroes of a deathless fame.”

While he spoke Tista forgot his music, Daphne
her shyness. They both gazed at the handsome,
eloquent face before them, with inexpressible
interest in their own.

There was a great charm in Delli’s voice. To
both the children it was new to hear any one
talk as he did. He knew so much, it seemed to
them; and all histories of art had a special
charm for their ears, and lingered long in their
memories.

For a time I was forgotten. Tista leaned
against the broken fountain, his eyes on his
master’s face, while the light fell through the
boughs and turned the leaves to silver.

““He was not used to trouble himself to enter-
tain even great men,” I thought wonderingly,
as Delli’s voice sounded on and on, and stories
and fables rolled off his tongue in the beautiful
flowing sonorous Italian that was in itself music.
« And for children—to exert himself thus—it is
strange, truly.”

He paused at last. He had told them much;
of fair cities where he had travelled; of the
mythical legends of Rome and Greece ; of the
rise and progress of art; the sweets of fame,
the sorrows of genius. When he ceased,
Daphne’s eyes were misty ; she was oppressed
by a sadness she could not express.
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Tista did not seek for words. He wove his
feelings into sound, and played softly and
dreamily on in the mystic, tender light, while
Delli lay back on the twining grasses, and
Daphne looked at him with soft, grave eyes.

I never forgot that evening. Sometimes I
wonder whether the fate that drew those three
together was indeed so unimportant a thing as I
then imagined.

The night closed in. Tista’s music was like
a requiem to the day’s bygone hours ; it silenced
the nightingales in the laurel-trees, and floated
up heavenward in the still, sweet air.

Then Delli rose, and declining Daphne’s timid
offer of refreshments, went homeward through
the pretty quiet town with Tista by his
side.

" She is a lovely child,” he said to the little
lad, after they had walked some time in
silence.

" Who—Daphne ?" asked Tista wonderingly.
He had not thought much about her beauty ; he
was so used to see her, and he knew her face so
well.

““Yes, Daphne. You might bring her with
you sometimes, Tista, when you come for your
lesson. A little teaching would not harm
her.”

" She would be so proud, so glad ! " exclaimed
Tista delightedly. <“Oh, signor, how good you
are to us!”

""Nonsense!" he said impatiently. "I like
to teach; it is no trouble; and one more makes
no difference. 1 have no doubt you will repay
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me some day, Tista. I have grown weary of
seeking fame myself; but I should like to live it
in the life of another.”

Tista was silent. Perhaps he could not
understand.



BOOK 1II

THE STRAD’S STORY

CHAPTER 1

As time went on I was greatly surprised to find
that day after day Tista came for his lesson
accompanied by a girl, about his own age appa-
rently, but taller, graver, more serious-looking
than himself.

This was Daphne—the Daphne of whom my
friend the Amati had spoken, the grand-daughter
of old Giovanni Orgagna, the sacristan.

Delli taught her also. She played well, won-
derfully well, it seemed to me, but not as Tista
played ; that was not to be expected. Yet Delli
took far more interest in her than in the gifted
little lad whose talents were so remarkable,
whose zeal so great.

Thus two years went by, Delli remaining in
Cremona, and giving up most of his time to
teaching, and only now and then playing in
public at some concert of his own. When the
two years were over he declared his intention of
going to Bologna, and offered to take Tista with
him, and place him at a musical academy, where

59
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he might study for his future profession under
competent masters.

It was the dawning of a new existence for
the boy—he was nearly beside himself with
rapture when he heard of it. Daphne alone
seemed sad at the thought of losing her com-
panion. But she always felt that his affection
for her was nothing in comparison to his love
for art—that was a passion engrossing his whole
nature—bearing him on its wings of fancy to a
realm she could never reach. So she sorrowed
quietly, and grew sadder and more silent, while
Tista talked only of the glorious career opening
before him, and dwelt everlastingly on the good-
ness and generosity of Delli.

""Some day I will repay him all he has
done for me,” he would say. “ Some day he
will be proud of his pupil—the pupil who will
always delight in saying he owes everything to
his master.”

“You will forget us all,” said Daphne, sor-
rowfully, as they wandered in the old familiar
garden-paths the evening before he left.

““Never !” said Tista, eagerly; "I will always
come back when I can; and when I am famous,
as I hope to be, I shall come for you, Daphne,
to share my fame and live with me, and we will
wander through all the beautiful cities and
countries ; and everywhere we go there will be
music, and people will say, perhaps, that I have
not been useless or idle all my life, when I tell
them the beautiful things I feel or write and hear
others play, and know—when it moves them or
pleases them, and leads them to gentler thoughts
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and purer hopes—that I have not wasted my
days, dreamer as you all call me.”

Daphne sighed.

"I daresay you will be all you say," she an-
swered, ““but you will not want me then, Tista."

« I shall want you more than ever,” he said,
eagerly ; “ no one has the patience or sympathy
with me that you have, Daphne. 1 love you
better than I do my brothers or sisters. I
shall never forget you. Why—forget you—it
is impossible. You are as much a part of my
life as my music.”

And he kissed her softly under the great
magnolia-tree, while the cool darkness of the
night hid her flushed face from his eyes.

“ It is an idyl,” I said to the Amati, who told
me this afterwards.

““Yes—now,” was the answer. “‘But a few
years hence it will be changed.”

““How can you tell?" I asked.

“How?” was the rejoinder. " Have I not
lived with women ? Daphne is older far than
her years now—in five or six more she will be
no longer the dreamy, soft-eyed child who sees
in her face no trace of the empire she may hold,
the power she may wield. She and Tista will
never meet again as they have parted to-day.
I know it.”

When my friend asserted an opinion so
dogmatically, I never attempted to question it.
Argument was never my strong point. I re-
mained silent, and presently the Amati resumed
the conversation.

““His body may return here—his soul, never.
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As for Daphne, 1 do not think she is made to
stagnate in the dull, ordinary existence that is
hers now. Despite her quietude, there is some-
thing in the girl's nature that will one day
assert itself for good or evil.”

"For evil?” 1 echoed wonderingly; "I do
not think a saint could be purer—more innocent
—than she.”

" All women are innocent till they are
tempted,” was the answer.

" Hers is not likely to be a life where tempta-
tion will enter,” I said.

" There I differ from you. I have seen much
of the girl, and I have studied her nature and
character. Besides—she has a history.”

'""What is 1t?” I questioned.

"I am putting things together—memories of
other times and scenes. Her face first made
me wonder and puzzle over something that had
happened long ago—something that she re-
minded me of. I have not quite got the clue

et.”
7o When you have, you will tell me, will you
not?” I entreated.

""Yes—if you are still within reach of me;
but we are to be parted, you know. 1 go with
Tista, you remain with Delli."

'""And perhaps we shall never see Daphne
again,” I murmured.

"I fancy we shall,” said the Amati. "The
lives of these three are linked to our own future.
See if I am not right.”

In my velvet-lined case I lay alone, untouched,
for long after this conversation. But I thought
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over it often. I wove a pleasant little romance,
which was to terminate as brightly as a fairy
tale. A romance in which Tista became a great
and famous man, and Daphne shared his future,
and rejoiced in his successes, and love made
their lives roseate with eternal summer—a
romance in which Delli ever smiled benignly
on his youthful protégés as their benefactor, and
in their happiness found his own.

Alas | how fatally far, from the reality of after
circumstances were my pretty idyllic fancies.

When Daphne came for her last lesson, she
played less skilfully and correctly than was her
wont. Her heart was not in her work, that was
plain. Delli seemed to notice it. He bade her
put her violin down at last, and sing to him.

"1 should like you to sing this,” he said,
handing her a MS. of his own.

The girl took it and glanced over the page.

““You know I cannot sing well at sight,” she
said.

“1T know you can if you will only try,” he
answered, laughing. "It is very odd that, with
a voice like yours, you prefer the drudgery of
learning an instrument, when you could do so
much yourself.”

"I do not care for singing,” she said, gravely;
'"it is no effort—it seems childish—it costs so
little.”

"What a strange girl you are,” he answered,
looking earnestly at the beautiful young face
that had so much more in it than its years
seemed to warrant. “ But come—try this to
please me. I know you can sing it if you choose.”
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She took the music he gave her, and ran her
eyes over the closely-written pages. He opened
the piano and played a few bars, then gave the
signal to begin. She might well have said sing-
ing was no effort. Delicious notes floated through
the room—-<clear, sweet, thrilling, not always
correct, perhaps, but lovely with an instinctive
melody that seemed to spring from her as natur-
ally as song from a lark or a nightingale.

"When she had finished her master turned to
her with delight.

"It was beautiful," he said. ‘Do you know
what you sang?"

‘CNO.”

““It is part of my opera. I have been com-
missioned to write one for the Opera House in
Florence. Do you like that song ? It is the
prima donna’s chief aria.”

““It is very lovely,” she said, simply; I
should like to sing music like that.”

““And so you might if you would take my
advice and study for the operatic stage. Three
years would give you all the needful knowledge
as to music. The dramatic part you could
acquire in much less time. It is a fine career.
I wish I could persuade you to embrace it.”

““You are very kind,” was the quiet answer;
“but I cannot leave my grandfather. My first
duty is to him.”

« Your grandfather cannot live for ever,” said
Delli, impatiently.

She looked at him in some surprise.

““Of course not; but while he does I shall
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never leave him. He has seen much trouble
and is often sad. I am all he has.”

« You are a good, dutiful girl,” answered Delli,
contritely. “ You are quite right, quite right.
Only ----- "

""Only what?” she questioned, as he hesi-
tated.

""Only the world will be a loser for your self-
immolation on the altar of duty. But there, I
suppose you are happy. It is best so.”

“ 1 am content,” she said quietly ; and to me
it seemed that contentment was the nearest
approach to joy she could feel, or ever had felt.

““You are a strange girl,” Delli said, looking
intently at her. "What will you be when you
come to womanhood, I wonder?”

She smiled faintly.

«Like other women, I suppose.”

Delli shook his head.

« Hardly possible,” he said. "I can imagine
no other woman quite like—you. But now I
must send you away. This is our last lesson,
and it is over. Are you sorry?”

« Yes,” she answered, growing a little paler at
the words and looking away from his gaze, as if
it discomposed her. "I shall miss coming here.
I hope I may remember all you have taught
me. You have been so kind.”

““Kind ?—nonsense,” he said, impatiently.
"I have done nothing. I wish I could serve
you more. But you cannot learn as Tista does,
and you will not do as I wish. I cannot help
regretting it. Perhaps some day you may change
your mind. If so, here is the address of an
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excellent teacher, a friend of mine. He is accus-
tomed to stage training. Keep it by you; it
may be useful. And this card has my own
address. If I leave Bologna I will write to you.
I do not wish you to forget me, Daphne.”

" I shall never do that,” she answered quietly,
meeting his eyes with one of those soft serious
glances that were so unchildlike.

"I am glad to hear you say so,” he told
her softly, and then took and kissed the hand
she held out with a grace peculiarly his own.

So they parted.



BOOK 1V
THE AMATIS STORY

CHAPTER 1
ANDANTE AMOROSO

SWIFTLY the time passed. Tista threw himself
heart and soul into his studies, leaping from
height to height, from difficulty to conquest,
with a speed and a certainty that seemed mar-
vellous.

He had a room in the house of some friends
of Delli’s—kind-hearted, simple people, both
past middle-age, and devotedly fond of music;
so the boy’s incessant practising in no way dis-
composed them. The Signora Dini grew very
fond of the lad. She was childless herself, and
his gentle, courteous, dreamy ways had a
singular attraction for her.

As for Tista himself, I might have thought
him cold had I not seen that his whole nature
was really concentrated on art, and art alone.
He had no thought for idle amusements, plea-
sures, pastimes, because he lived always in a
world of his own, full of idyllic fancies, imper-
sonal desires, hearing ever—even amidst the

07
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clang of the hammers in the noisy Bologna
streets, or the wrangling of copper-smiths and
market folks—those same wonderful sounds
which had haunted his childish brain in the
workshop at Cremona.

For my part I liked Bologna far less than the
pretty, picturesque little town we had just left.
Here all was dark, and dim, and sombre. It
was like plunging into the depths of the Middle
Ages once more, and I had outlived them and
was an ardent disciple of progress. As for
Tista, it suited him marvellously. It coloured
his dreams and crept into his music, giving it a
depth and solemnity, a sublime pathos that it
had lacked before.

Six years we were there, he and I, and during
all that time we only saw Delli twice, and as
each time he came without my friend the
""Strad,” I had no opportunity of exchanging
confidences, or asking news of Daphne, or our
acquaintances in Cremona. As for Delli him-
self, he was little changed. He had always
been a handsome man, and the passage of the
years was but lightly marked on the smooth
broad brows, the glossy waving hair, the eyes
that had the melancholy that Vandyck gives the
eyes of Charles Stuart, so rarely brightened by
any smile.

Yes, he was a handsome man, with a face
that grew upon one the more one gazed, and yet
left something vague and unsatisfactory in its
impression.

Tista was very different. At eighteen he was
a tall, slender youth, with all the soft grace of



ANDANTE AMOROSO 69

form and movement peculiar to his nation. His
eyes alone contradicted the firmness and decision
of his other features ; they were soft and lustrous
as a woman’s eyes, full of dreams, and ever
seeking something far removed from the earth
in which he lived.

In all the years I had been with him his
nature had scarcely changed; he was wonder-
fully innocent, wonderfully ignorant of most of
the necessities, evils, coarseness, and tempta-
tions of life. Knowledge of the world he had
none. I often wondered how we would meet it
when the time came for him to face opposition
or win favour.

There had been a competition at the school
of music Tista attended. A prize had been
offered for the best written mass, and he had
won it. There had been no shadow of doubt in
the minds of the judges, and the prize had been
given to him with such warm commendation
and praise as might easily have turned a weak
head. That it did not affect Tista’s was due in
a great measure to that curious dissatisfaction
with his own efforts which he always felt. It
seemed as if the standard of excellence he set
himself were too exalted to attain. I remember
perfectly well many an outburst of despair over
this very mass—many a moment of weakness,
when his tears had rained over the open pages,
and his brain throbbed with vain endeavours to
seize and commit to the canons of art, and the
decrees of musical science, those wild, lovely,
passionate melodies that floated through his
soul, and defied interpretation.
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Nevertheless, he had gained a great triumph;
and when the students escorted him home in
the quiet starlight, and the laurel crown was on
his brow, and sweet, gay voices serenaded him
as he sat in his own quiet little chamber, some
thrill of pride and pleasure seemed to move him.
His face flushed, and his young slender figure
drew itself erect, and he looked to me there just
as the Borghese Apollo looks in his youth, and
grace, and triumph.

The next day Delli came.

""You have made a good beginning,” he said
to him. "I hope it augurs greater successes.
But you must rest now. You are far too pale
and thin for health. Take a holiday; go home
to Cremona. They will be proud of you. Your
scholarship will provide funds enough for a year.
But you must not overwork; that would ruin
your future. Take my advice; go home.”

“Yes, I will,” said Tista eagerly. "I should
like to see them all once more. Six years is a
long time; and yet how soon it seems to have
gone! Yes; I shall be glad of rest for a little,
and—to see Daphne again.”

I noticed he hesitated a little over her name.
Perhaps his conscience rebuked him for long
neglect of his old playmate. He had not written
to her for three years at least; that I knew.

"Ah—Daphne!” said Francesco Delli mus-
ingly; ‘I wonder how she is, or what has
chanced to her. She must be a woman now,
Tista."

" A woman!” Tistalaughed gaily. « Daphne
a woman! I cannot fancy it at all.”



ANDANTE AMOROSO 71

" These six years will have changed her more
than they have changed you," continued his
companion. ““‘And she was twelve years of age
when you left.”

""True," said Tista thoughtfully; but it
seems impossible to realize it. 1 always picture
her just as I saw her last.”

"I want you to come out with me this
evening," said Delli presently. "I am going
to Prince Marzello’s house. They are very
musical, and I should like you to play. Now
that you have entered upon your career you
must try for influential friends. That is the
quickest and easiest road to success.”

""How can that be?” asked Tista gravely.
““"When people have ears to hear and minds to
think for themselves, can they not tell what
has merit or beauty? Why do I need influence,
if I seek fame?”

"Why?" echoed Delli bitterly. '' Read the
annals of all public lives, and you will scarcely
need to ask that question. Read of the jealousies,
animosities, malignity, intrigue, burdens, which
beset their path; read of the stones which strew
their way as they walk with bleeding feet, and
eyes turned to a heartless crowd that follows
its own false idols; read of the prayers in which
the soul utters in vain longings, and over which
hearts break. Read all this, and then ask your-
self if it is not wiser to ride rough-shod over the
necks of the fools who rule art, and would make
its followers their slaves, than implore and
beseecli their favour from the lower stand-point
of poverty, obscurity, and—merit.”
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Tista looked at him in surprise.

"Will it be thus?” he asked timidly. "I
am poor and obscure I know; as for merit, it
seems to me I have so little.”

Delli laughed.

" You are almost a child still, Tista,” he said.
"I fear the world is too rough a sea for a bark
so frail. I do not want to discourage you; but
I tell you plainly that a musician’s life is one
needing indomitable energy, untiring patience,
and the strongest determination. We fare
badly because we are utterly dependent on the
tastes and sympathies of others. A poet may
write a grand impassioned poem. However it
scathes or jeers at the follies of mankind, how-
ever pitilessly it pelts their weaknesses or errors
with its fiery bullets, yet still it will be read; it
can make its own way. A painter may deal in
like manner with his own fancies. There they
are transcribed for all to see. His work stands
alone; it needs no further aid to complete it.
Let any one who pleases cavil at it, he can
point to the canvas and say, “Judge for your-
self; where are the errors you sneer at, the im-
perfections at which you scoff?¢ -The musician,
however, is dependent on more than this. If
he be a composer, not one of his creations can
be heard without other aid. If he is an execu-
tant, he must have an audience. In the one
case he must trust to others to interpret what-
ever of beauty or difficulty lies in his music—
and it may be as easily marred as not; in the
other, he is limited to a few hearers perhaps,
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half of whom care nothing about what they are
listening to.”

« And yet music is grand—so grand,", mur-
mured Tista. "I fancy sometimes I see myself
playing—there is a vast crowd around—they are
all silent, all still. The music speaks to them;
gradually they forget that they are cold, care-
less, indifferent; that I am unknown, and poor.
It breathes over all like a poet’s words of fire,
so that every heart is set aflame. Its magic
wakens smiles or tears at will; it holds them
breathless with awe, intoxicated with joy; it
sways and bends them, as a storm-blast bends
the forest trees; it bears them to a paradise
glorious as one’s dreams of Heaven. That,
signor, is what I long to accomplish. Only once
to stir their thoughts to a rapture like this;
only once to move them as one man, to take
them out of their colourless lives, and make
them forgetful of all, everything save what they
hear; to see cricitism, coldness, contempt, list-
lessness, indifference, all fused into one glowing
flame of feeling ; only to see this once, I should
be content to die!”

Delli looked up at him in wonder.

The young artist was trembling like a leaf.
His outburst of passionate eloquence left him
shaking and pale as death—only in his eyes
gleamed a light almost unearthly in its bril-
liance.

““Tista,” said his companion gravely, <if
you feel thus, almost I think you can defy the
fate that has crushed so many a great and
gifted nature. Almost I think so ; and yet------ "
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"And yet?” question Tista faintly, as he
drew his slender, girlish hand across his brow.

" And yet,” continued Delli, sadly and regret-
fully, ““what a price you will have to pay for
such a conquest!”



CHAPTER 11

HE AND SHE

THERE was a grand festa at the palace of Prince
Marzello that night, and Delli and Tista went.
| of course was taken also. Festivities were
familiar things to me. I had seen so many of
them, and they differed in very little from each
other. The essential elements were always the
same—jealousy, vanity, and pride.

I noted Tista carefully. It was his first
entrance upon any gaiety of the kind, and its
magnificence and display would, I thought,
dazzle and surprise him. I was wrong. The
boy looked at all with calm, serious eyes; a
little impatient, it seemed to me, of the time he
was wasting here ; time that might be so much
better spent in his quiet study at home.

There was one thing that I noted in him, and
that was his utter freedom from anything like
awkwardness or restraint. I remembered him a
little barefooted lad in the old Cremona work-
shop. I saw him a tall, slender, handsome
youth, with a native grace of movement, and an
utter absence of self-consciousness that made
him as much at home in a prince’s palace, as on
the hill sides, or garden nooks of his childhood’s
home.

It came to his turn to play at last. The
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prince himself asked him; and without a
moment’s hesitation, or sign of nervousness, he
obeyed.

The rooms were thronged. Beautiful, high-
born women, courtly men, lovely maidens—all
were massed together into a dazzling, brilliant
crowd; and there, before them all, standing on
a small raised platform at the furthest end of
the glittering suite, stood Tista.

A few eyes turned languidly towards him;
but as he was unknown, as his appearance had
not been heralded or spoken of in any way, he
created little interest. They renewed their
flirtations, discussions, intrigues, as the case
might be; and few, if any, took note of the
player—at first. Only at first. Ere two minutes
passed, something—some electric thrill of sym-
pathy ran from player to audience. Voices
dropped, eyes turned in his direction; a hush
and silence fell upon them.

I have spoken so often of Tista’s playing—
what need to reiterate my praises ? It seemed
as if his wish had come true ; as if the whole
courtly, listless, high-bred throng assembled
there forgot for a time the cares, and passions
and follies of their lives, and hung with mute
wonder and rapture on the lovely strains they
heard. And lovely they were. One pure, melo-
dious, brilliant stream seemed to flow from that
magic bow; it was as if his heart itself spoke
and touched every other heart by its passionate
entreaties. Women's eyes grew dim, and men'’s
faces grave. 1 noted the bated breath, the
dilated eyes, the awe, and wonder, and delight
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of the listening crowd before us, and my whole
frame seemed to quiver and vibrate with intense
feeling.

I was no more a lifeless block of wood. The
player’s soul seemed to have passed into me, and
his thoughts and feelings to find an utterance at
last.

As he finished, a sigh, that was almost a sob,
shook the listening crowd as a wind may shake
the forest leaves in some hot summer night.
One simple impulse of ardour, one unstudied
outburst of rapture, greeted him from every side.
Almost it seemed to me as if his wish were
verified ; as if the fame he had craved had
come at his bidding in these first moments of
success.

He was surrounded, complimented, praised.
He had dreamed of triumph, and lo! it was at
his feet. He was noticed and observed. 1 saw
how his soft, shy grace of manner, his simple
courtesy, his serious calm young face, with the
dreaming eyes and poetic brow, were regarded
by many a woman’s eyes; but he seemed as one
in a happy dream, submitting to all homage with
a graceful timidity, and a tranquil carelessness
that blended strangely and harmoniously to-
gether.

It was growing late. He and Delli were
standing together. The prince was beside them,
talking to the latter.

"I expect another débutante to-night,” he
said; “ ayoung singer. I have heard her voice
is a marvel. I don’t know whether report is
correct. She has been studying at the training-
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school in M----- , under the celebrated Signor
Ferraro. 1 believe she will go on the stage.
Ferraro says she must make her début at
La Scala. He has great interest there I
know.”

""How is Ferraro ? I have not seen him for
many years," said Delli.

""He is very well; ageing of course now. I
wish he would come. But perhaps the journey
has fatigued him.”

""Why—there he is.”

It was Delli who spoke. Tista turned in the
same direction.

Advancing towards the platform was an old
man with a grave face, and white hair tossed in
silver waves from his high forehead. His dark
eyes glanced restlessly from side to side, and
leaning on his arm was a girl of singular beauty,
tall, graceful, willowy, her feet seemed rather to
float than to walk; her eyes were dark as night,
with full white lids and long sweeping lashes;
her cheeks pale, with the clear creamy paleness
that shows up every flush of colour, every trace
of emotion. Her hair was like the hair that
sculptors give their goddesses, waving in lovely
curling masses from her brow, and crowning her
small, exquisitely-shaped head with a diadem of
brightness, too dark for gold, and too fair for
brown—a hue matchless and rare, and very
beautiful, such as we see in the bronzed leaves
of an autumn wood.

Murmuring a few hasty words of excuse, the
prince hastened forward to welcome the new
arrivals.  Delli’s eyes remained fixed on the
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girl’s face ; then turned, puzzled and wondering,
to Tista’s.

6 Is she like any one you know ? " he asked.

The boy’s face grew radiant; his eyes smiled,
his lips parted.

" It is Daphne,” he said.

““Daphne ?” echoedDelli; ““are you sure?”

“ Sure?” said Tista impatiently ; “ of course
I am sure. Do I not know her well enough?"

““But that she should be here, and under such
protection—introduced, too, by Ferraro—it is
wonderful.”

““It is her voice, I suppose,” said Tista,
musingly. "I always said it would make her
famous.”

““She might have written—have told us,”
murmured Delli.

Tista glanced quickly at him.

““She might have told me. 1 was as her
brother, but I suppose she forgot.”

“ True to lier sex,” murmured Delli ; but his
eyes rested long on the lovely face, and in them
I saw a look that they had never worn in all the
years I had known him.

Presently she sang.

All T have said of Tista’s playing I could say
of her voice. Greater praise I cannot give, and
greater praise it does not need.

% == == == %

“ Daphne, have you forgotten me ? "

It was Tista who spoke. The girl was leaning
against an open window overlooking a balcony
filled with flowers. The stars were shining, but
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the moon was gone—a pale tremulous light
quivered over the sky—aradiance that the dawn
would fire into fuller glory with the touch of its
first kiss.

She turned and looked at him, amazed.

"*Tista, you?"”Then she gave him her
hands.

"You are surprised? So was I when I saw
you. Have you remembered me a little all this
while, Daphne ? "

" Of course I have,” she said, smiling up at
him, for he was much taller than herself. ““ But
you are very much changed, Tista.”

““And so are you, but yet I knew you at once.
Daphne, why have you not written to me—told
me about yourself, your life, your fortunes—for
so long ? "

"I might ask the same question, Tista. 1
thought you had forgotten me. You are getting
famous ; your hopes seem to be realised.

" And what, Daphne ? "

II' T was going to say you were too great and
exalted a personage to remember your old play-
fellow.”

" Nay, dear, you are cruel. I wrote to you
last. You never answered me. Then I have
been much occupied. I have had to study hard,
to work unceasingly ; but still T never forgot
you, Daphne. Only to-day I was telling Delli 1
must go and see you. I thought to find you still
in the old home. It is wonderful to find you
here in the same city, following the same pro-
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fession. And are you really going to be a
singer, Daphne?”
"I am. What do you think of it ? "

"I think you are quite right. You always
seemed intended for one. Your voice is very
beautiful.”

His eyes rested on her face as he spoke, and
for an instant her own glance met his. A flush
rose to the white transparent skin, the lids
drooped over her lovely eyes.

“ But not half so beautiful as you,” he went
on. ““Daphne, am I dreaming? It seems
almost impossible to believe you are the little
girl who sat with me in the old villa gardens,
who listened to my music, who was so dear and
true a sister. And you have not forgotten me;
not in all these years of silence that lie between
our childhood and the present hour.”

" I never forgot you,” she said softly.

He bent down and touched her hand with
timid, tremulous fingers. His eyes had in them
that look of awe and admiration which I used to
see when he spoke of the angels whose music
came to him in his innocent childhood. He
trembled as he stood beside this girl ; he seemed
half pained, half glad, half fearful of the feeling
that had come to him, while the rose-boughs
rustled, and the soft air touched his burning
cheek, and the calm pale light of the stars lit up
the beauty of the girl beside him, and his own
young ardent face.

For some moments they were silent. Then
Daphne spoke.



82 COUNTESS DAPHNE

« You are wondering, doubtless, how I came
to be here. It is a long story, and sad.”

" Do not tell it me now,” he said softly. "It
scarcely seems a time to talk of troubles and
difficulties. Only one thing, Daphne, are you
happy?"

"Very happy. I am always occupied. I work
hard, almost as hard as you yourself, Tista. But
I like my profession.”

""What made you think of adopting 1t?"

“ It was after my grandfather died, and—but
that belongs to the story, Tista.”

""Then we will leave it for to-morrow. It is
sufficient to-night to see you, and look at you,
and hear your voice, and know you are safe and
happy. Sometimes I have thought of you as
troubled, and sad, and lonely, Daphne ; and then
I longed to go to you—but "

“ But the music came between, did it not?
Do you know, Tista, in the years to come I
almost pity the woman you will love. She must
always be second to that one passion of your
soul.”

"'T have never thought of—women, Daphne.”

““Well, you are very young.”

"1 am older than yourself."

" But at your age I am a woman, and you are
only a boy, Tista.”

The pretty mischievous inflection of her voice
seemed to trouble him. He raised his face and
looked at her.

"A boy,” he said. "I was, perhaps; but
never after—to-night !"

'"And why not? Have the sweets of fame
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intoxicated you ? Have you reached manhood
at one stride ?"

"It is not fame that has intoxicated me,
Daphne.”

" No?" she went on with pretty unconscious-
ness. "' What then?”

He half sighed.

"I will tell you one day.”

""And why not now?”

" Perhaps you would not believe me ? "

" Is incredulity a special trait of my char-
acter ?"

" You have altered, Daphne. You never used
to tease so in the old days.”

" Perhaps in the old days you never gave me
the opportunity.”

" What a foolish boy I was then.”

"Do you imagine you are so very much
altered ?”

He coloured.

"I do not know. I never thought about it.

feel different. I suppose if you are changed,

am changed also ?”

" You find me very much altered, then ?”
Yes; and yet I knew you at once.”

" Marvellous ! "

" It shows my memory is faithful, does it not ?

But you are very lovely, far lovelier than any

other woman I have ever seen.”

""Flatterer," she said, blushing and laughing
as her eyes met his own in the soft gloom.
“ But you were always half a poet, Tista. You
saw beauty in things that other people thought
mean and common.”

D

P
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« It does not need a poet’s eyes to see beauty
in you, Daphne. You are aliving picture as you
stand there, with those rose-boughs against your
hair, that silvery light on your face.”

"'"Tista, since when have you learnt to pay
compliments ? "

'"Only to-night. You are my teacher. Oh,
it is such happiness to see you once more,
Daphne.”

" And yet you have been very happy and
contented all these years without me ?”

"I did not know my old playmate and com-
panion was transformed into------

""Into what?"

" A goddess.”

““Foolish Tista.” But her eyes drooped, and
she blushed softly.

““Daphne, tell me one thing. Are you glad
to see me again ? Do you love me as in the
days of old?”

““Two things, Tista. Yes, I am glad to see
you again. Now, I shall tell you nothing more
till to-morrow.”

"I shall see you to-morrow, Daphne. I won-
der how I have existed so long and not seen

ou!"
Y ‘It is wonderful,” she said demurely. ““But,
as I said before, my absence has made no
material difference to you so far as I can see.

It will now.”

“ Then I am sorry we have met again.”

"1 am not; but you must be an enchantress,
Daphne. 1 feel no more like the same Tista
who came here a few hours ago than that rose-
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light in the east is like the radiance of the
stars.”

She laughed.

« Tista, you are talking greater nonsense than
ever you talked in the old garden beneath the
magnolia-trees, and I am sure you taxed my
patience severely then.”

"You were always good to me, dear—far too
good,” he said humbly, " and I fear I trespassed
on your kindness sadly ; but you were the only
one who seemed to understand me, who never
mocked, or laughed at me. Should I find the
same sympathy, I wonder—now?"

She was silent fora moment. Then suddenly
she turned and looked at him. Only a glance,
one glance ; and the white lids and heavy lashes
fell over the glorious eyes beneath.

" Always,” she said softly.



CHAPTER II1
“ THY HEART LIES OPEN UNTO ME "

IT was evening. The soft dusk filled Tista’s
little room—the room where he had laboured
and worked, and dreamt those dreams that are
so much to the dreamer, so little to the outer
world.

He and Daphne sat there alone. She had
come to see him, and to tell the story she had
promised.

It was six years since they had parted; and
six years, at the age when childhood merges into
youth, makes a great difference in the feelings
and affections. Neither of them could take up
life where they had left it, or resume the frank,
unfettered intimacy they had known.

It seemed as if this thought came between
them ever and again, causing a restraint in
words and looks that once would have seemed
impossible. Tista was younger in many ways
than Daphne. He had been so utterly, inno-
cently happy, so far removed from any harsh,
or troublesome intrusion in that world of fancy
where he dwelt. The fret, the jars, the strifes
and animosities of the outer world were things
that he dimly recognised as existing, but which
never troubled his own life. When he saw
beauty he admired it just as he admired the
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changing hues of the mountains, the tints of
stormy skies, the sweep of fresh wide waters,
the treasures of art, or architecture. But when
Daphne came before him again, fair as a young
goddess, exquisite as a poet’s dream, he had felt
bewildered by the rush of strange emotions her
presence created.

Having lost her so long, his memory had failed
to follow her through the changes of the passing
years. He had left a child, he found a woman.
The change had not been so much of a shock
in the crowd of the prince’s room, amidst the
dazzle and glitter of the festa, as it seemed to
him when through the dark night hours he dwelt
upon it in solitude, and felt his cheeks burn and
his heart throb at the memory of her loveliness.

And she was beside him again now.

In her simple dress of purest white—with
neither colour nor ornament save only the rich
hues of her bronze hair, the soft rose-red of lips
and cheek—she looked even more beautiful than
she had done on the previous night. She came
into his presence, startling him for a moment
into utter silence, glorifying all the homely
nature of his surroundings with a spell, whose
ecstasy held him dumb.

'"Are you not glad to see me?” she asked,
seating herself by the open window, and looking
up at his pale, startled face with a smile dazzling
as sunlight. ' How strange you look. Have
I disturbed you? Did you not expect
me ?”

""No—yes—I hardly know,” he stammered.

"Sit down and talk as you used to do. You
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look just as if you had been dreaming, and
suddenly awakened.”

"I think I have,” he said, smiling a little,
and colouring shyly like a girl, as he seated
himself opposite her.

"I wanted to come,” she went on a little
hurriedly ; "I have so much to tell. You see
it has all been so strange, so sudden. Three
years ago to be in the old garden with no
thought save of the birds and the flowers, and
the music in the church, and the old books that
my grandfather gave me to read, and now----- "

""Now a great lady, the star of a prince’s
assembly, Daphne.”

“ Oh, no,” she said, quickly ; « not that, Tista.
It was quite an unexpected thing that I should
go there. But I made up my mind that I
would be a singer, and after my grandfather
died, and I was alone, the thought came into
my mind of what the Signor Delli had once
told me, and I wrote to Ferraro, and he bade
me come; and with the little money Orgagna
left I paid my way. And when he heard me,
he said, ‘ Stay three years and I will make
you perfect. It seemed a good chance, and I
stayed and studied very hard; and now he says
he will try if he can get me an engagement
at La Scala, only first I must have stage
training. It was for that I came here.”

" Why did you never tell me of all this, or
of Orgagna’s death?” asked Tista reproach-
fully.

"I often thought of doing so, but then again
I wanted to give you a surprise. ° When I
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am quite perfect,” I said to myself, ‘then I
will tell him all.” And confess, Tista, that you
were astonished when you heard me ?"

" Indeed I was,” he answered gravely; "I
can hardly believe even now that you are the
Daphne of old.”

" But I am,” she said, " Just the same indeed,
Tista ; your old playmate and sister whom you
used to love----- "

"*And love still,” he said with trembling
earnestness, as she hesitated.

““That is right. I did not think you would
forget. I thought of you so often, and rejoiced
in your triumphs so gladly. I knew we would
meet again, but when I saw you last night so
changed, and----- "

““And what, dear,” he asked eagerly as she
hesitated.

" I—I hardly know,” she said, as if with an
effort. “ Only it seemed as if you were so far
above me ; as if you had climbed a height too
lofty for me to follow.”

““Daphne!” he cried, pained and bewildered
by the sudden hopelessness of her tone.

'""Ah, Tista, you do not understand—you
never can. Even when I was a child, in the
old times that look so far away now, I had
no friends save you. I seemed to have nothing
in common with those around me ; every one
looked upon me with coldness and suspicion,
so I thought; and the older I grew the more
marked became these fancies. The mystery of
my life, my loneliness, my want of sympathy
with all the dull and sordid cares of those around
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me, grew and deepened, and made my isolation
more complete; but it was not till my grand-
father lay ill and on his death-bed that I learnt
the full bitterness of my lot.”

" Dear Daphne, why speak of these things
when it pains you?" cried Tista earnestly.

" Because it is some relief to speak at last,”
she said with an effort at calmness. "Tlhave kept
all to myself so long. Tista, do you know who
I am?”

"No, Daphne, I never cared to know,” he
answered simply.

"I am a noble’s daughter,” she said, not
proudly, but with a strange, defiant humility.
'""He broke my mother’s heart; he left us to
shame, and misery, and want; but she was
his lawful wife, and I-—his child.”

Tista was quite silent. The words seemed
to stun him; they were so unexpected and so
strange.

""Orgagna told me the story,” she resumed
sadly. " My poor mother—how she suffered.
She was his only child, and he loved her dearly.
She fled from his roof with this Count. From
time to time she wrote to her father, saying
always she was happy and content. But at last
the letters ceased. He heard no more, till one
day he received a summons from a stranger,
desiring his presence at Rome. He went; he
found her dying; she never knew him at all.
He could learn nothing. The people with whom
she lodged said she had come there one winter’s
night, with a child in her arms. She was very
ill; she had but little money; no jewels, no
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papers, no clue as to who or what she was.
Before she grew quite unconscious, she bade
them send for her father, and they did so. The
day after he came she died. He took me away
with him. He never thought of tracing her
husband, or seeking him. You know how
unworldly and simple he is. T lived with him,
just as you saw, knowing nothing of parents or
relations, save just himself. Then, when I was
left alone, I knew I must do something for my-
self. You see I was not of the people, and I
never could have been content with a humble
life. Is it pride? I do not know; but I was
always restless and dissatisfied. You will think
very little of me, Tista, after such a confession;
sometimes I think it would have been better if
I had never known my history at all.”

""Daphne! oh, Daphne!” she was weeping
bitterly; and, even in their childish days, Tista
had never seen tears in those soft and serious
eyes.

""Yes, dear, I am foolish, I know,” she said,
struggling with the weakness that overpowered
her. "I have not spoken of this before to any
one, and after to-night I do not wish to speak of
it again. You see, Tista, it can be nothing to
me who I am, since my father has never sought
me. Perhaps----- " and in the soft dusk the
flush in her cheek deepened—* perhaps Orgagna
was deceived; he was so simple and unworldly;
and how can we tell that my mother was really
and lawfully this noble’s wife ? The world is so
wicked.”

Tista sighed heavily. It seemed as if this
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history had made the distance between himself
and his old playmate even wider than before.
She heard the sigh; she stretched out both her
hands to him in soft appeal.

«Tista," she said gently, ““don’t look so
distressed; you are my only friend in all the
world. No one save our two selves knows of
this, and from this hour I do not wish to speak
of it again. It can make no difference between
us—remember that. If I were the greatest
lady in the land, I would still keep the warmest
and truest affection of my heart for you.”

““Ah, Daphne, you say so out of kindness
now; but little as I know of the world, I know
the difference it would make between us if—if
your father—+—"

“ Do not speak of him,” she said impatiently,
almost angrily; “ 1 owe him nothing save my
mother’s broken heart, my own unrecognised
existence. I have told you all this because you
had a right to know, and I always longed that
you should know.”

““But we are not quite equal in the eyes of
the world, Daphne, if—if this be true,” he
stammered hesitatingly.

“ Then believe it is not true,” she said softly,
as in the tender gloom her eyes met and held
his own in one long glance of perfect trust.
“ Could anything be good to my heart, Tista,
that would make us other than we have been—
all our lives?”

He was silent for a moment; a rapture too
great for speech held him breathless as he met
her gaze, and heard her words. She was his
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Daphne still; the sharer of his joys, the con-
fidante of his hopes and expectations. He was
but a young dreamer ; and of life, and the shams
and follies of life, he knew so little—yet.

"It shall be as you wish,” he said simply.
"I could never forget you. I could never cease
to love you; but, if ever you are great----- "

She laughed a little bitterly.

"If I change then,” she said, " I shall never
have been worth a thought of yours, Tista.”

And only the stars saw the glory in his face,
and the passion waking in his glance, as he
knelt at her feet and kissed her hands for
answer.



CHAPTER 1V
A FIRST PASSION

FROM that hour Tista was changed. He was no
longer the dreaming boy, the fanciful imagina-
tive poet. His devotion to art grew fitful. It
was intense, enthusiastic as ever; but it had
passion, not content.

For two or three weeks after that interview
with Daphne he met with a universality of
praise and adulation that might well have
turned any one’s head. He was the hero of
fashion; caressed, adored, sought after by the
rich and the noble. His playing and his music
were the themes of the hour. Women petted
him and made love to him in a harmless butter-
fly fashion, that fell off from his shy coldness
as lightly as dewdrops from a flower’s petals.
He did not care for them. He seemed to
wonder at their coquetries, their graceful
enchantments; but he had no room for other
emotions than the two which filled his soul, and
waged perpetual jealous warfare; his love for
his art, and his love for Daphne.

He did love her, that I knew; and yet he
himself was scarcely aware how much or how
deeply. She was staying at Bologna for the
purpose of having stage lessons, and he saw her
constantly ; and the more he saw her the more
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restless he became, the more his thoughts
wandered from art to love.

Was I jealous of this new rival? I think I
was—sometimes. I lay neglected on the table,
or in my case while, in drowsy noons, or sweet
summer nights, he would wander away with her.
I knew it was with her, for when he returned
there would be long reveries, and deep sighs,
and fitful murmurs, in which I ever heard her
name. No other creature had he ever seemed
to care for in all these years as he cared for her.
She seemed to engross every thought of his
heart; it was as if he had gathered all the
passion and devotion that lay in his nature and
poured it out on this one altar. Yet he suffered.
Who that loves does not?

He was pained by doubts, tortured by fears,
chilled and fevered alternatively by jealousy
and hope. And one thing I knew long before
he himself had made the discovery—Delli loved
her also. I thought it from the first. I was
sure of it when he lingered on from day to day
in the dull old city; sure of it when chance
brought us all together for some practice of
concerted music, some new air of Tista’s that
was to be tried; and I could watch them all,
and draw my own conclusions.

Of her feelings I was not so certain. She
treated Tista with a pretty teasing cordiality
that baffled all his attempts to woo her to graver
or deeper feelings. She was capricious some-
times, especially so when Delli was present; and
the anxiety of Tista on these occasions was sad
to see. Delli ignored it. To him Tista was a
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boy still, and T think he hardly noticed the
change that had come over him of late. And
yet it was apparent in many ways. In the
increasing manliness that replaced the boyish
shyness of old, in the gravity of his speech in
the passion that thrilled his music, and came to
him spontaneously, so that the once calm
ethereal fancies were merged into melody more
heart-stirring, beauty more sensuous

"When my opera is finished,” he said once

will you play in it, Daphne ?”

She smiled.

If you think I am capable of doing justice
to your music," she said.

There is no one living to whom I would
sooner entrust it.”

" Not even Madame Florestan ? » she asked,
speaking of a famous prima donna who was then
delighting the Italian public.

" No, not even Madame Florestan. How can
you think so much of her, Daphne ?”

§eﬁ}g is a perfect singer, is she not, Signor

"X "She is a very wonderful one, I must allow;
but she will have a dangerous rival one day in
TS~ e e wm W

Do you mean it? I wish-oh, I wish you
and Tista would not flatter, but tell me the
plain, honest truth. I want to know if I am
really fit to go on the stage—if my voice will
carry me through the dreadful ordeal that awaits
me.

““You surely never doubt 1t?” Delli said.
I do, often and often. And then I lose
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heart, and grow weary and discouraged. I am
so afraid.”

" Nay, that is foolish, dear,” said Tista softly.
" Your voice is beautiful. I have heard many,
but none so fresh, so pure, so full of melody.
Am I not right, Signor ?”

"Quite right. She will know it soon. Her
reign of triumph will begin next season.”

""My reign of failure, perhaps.”

""You should not allow such a possibility to
enter your thoughts. No one could associate
failure with you,” Delli said softly.

““Are you going to sing this?” asked Tista
suddenly. The tender inflection of Delli’s
voice had caught his attention.

““Yes, certainly,” she said, crossing over to
his side, and taking the MS. from his hand.
" Play the violin with me, Tista. 1 like it so
much better than the piano.”

Tista obeyed. He took me from my place,
and played the opening bars of one of the
loveliest melodies in his new opera. Delli with-
drew to a corner of the room, and shaded his
eyes with his hand, watching the singer with a
keen intent gaze, of which she was quite un-
conscious. The music seemed to stir the girl’s
soul. I noticed how her cheeks burned, how
her eyes glowed, how the tender passionate
words fell from her lips with a new and fervent
meaning; and as I noted all, I, for the first
time, hoped for Tista. Ere this I had feared she
cared for him more as a brother than aught else.
To-night something of the meaning and inspira-
tion of his own fancy kindled hers to like
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rapture, stirred her heart to like pain, thrilled it
with like joy.

She sang, and her soul was in the song, even
as Tista’s was in the music he had written. It
was a love declaration, unspoken but felt. From
that hour Tista was no longer to her the boy she
had teased and coquetted with. He had touched
her heart, and she recognised in him a power
whose strength she acknowledged—a supremacy
to which she yielded.

I was pleased. I knew all would be right at
last, and I had so dreaded she might love
Delli.

When she ceased singing he dropped his
hand; his eyes gazed adoringly at her excited
face, her exquisite beauty. A tumult of praise,
of rapturous admiration, left his lips. She
bowed silently in acknowledgment. Involun-
tarily her eyes sought Tista’s; he did not speak
a word. As she met his glance she read his
secret. 1 saw her tremble, her breath came
quick and fast, the colour swept like a burning
wave over the white beauty of her cheek and
brow.

They were both silent. What need of lan-
guage when looks were a thousandfold more
eloquent?

In all the world, in all the history of life,
there is nothing so pure, so perfect, as the first,
pure, perfect love of youth. In that glance
heart spoke to heart, soul rushed to soul. And
yet it was so short, so swift, so transient. Delli
did not see it, only I; and to them I was only
a silent, senseless piece of wood. Yet it was to
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me they owed the rapture of this moment.
Had I not breathed to her his passionate
longings? Had I not carried to her his first
love message? But they did not know?

All lovers are egotists more or less.



CHAPTER V
OLD MEMORIES

AFTER Daphne had left, Tista and Delli sat for
long together, each engrossed with his own
thoughts.

Delli was smoking by the open window ; Tista
playing softly from time to time, as if the
melodies were accompaniments to his dreamy
fancies.

Delli turned to him at last.

«Have you seen much of your old playfellow
since she has been in Bologna ?" he asked.

""Not so very much,” said Tista, colouring a
little in his shy, boyish way. "She is so
occupied now.”

““Ferraro is very proud of her,” continued
Delli absently. '"He prophesies that a great
future lies before her. She is to stay in Bologna
all the winter; he wants her to have stage
training, and Signora Tezza, who is an old
friend of his, and has herself borne off high
lyric honours in her day, is to prepare her.
What are your plans, Tista? Do you intend
coming to Florence with me?”

Tista hesitated.

"I think not—at least not at present,” he
said, reluctantly. ' You see I have still a great
deal to study, and my prize money will support
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me for a few months—until my opera is finished,
at least. I like the quiet of Bologna. Florence
is so gay ; it might distract me.”

"I do not think there is very much quiet
here,” Delli said drily. ' The clang of the
coppersmiths’ hammers, the din from the work-
shops, the clatter of the bells, the noise of the
people ; why, from morning to night there is
tumult incessantly.”

"I do not hear it,” answered Tista, '"and
when I go out it is almost night; the streets
are sombre and desolate enough, the workshops
are closed, there is an intense stillness every-
where—in the dark arches, the vaulted foot-
ways, the deserted courts. I like the gloom, the
melancholy. And there is so much of history
here; every piece of stone and marble, every
dusky archway, wears still the spell of its old-
world enchantment; one lives again in the ages
of Bentivoglio ; one forgets the folly and affecta-
tion of modern life. It is a place for dreams;
it holds in its memories of the past all the
possibilities of greatness for the future---- "

“ What a boy you are still, Tista,” said Delli,
half impatiently; ““when will you have done
with dreams and fancies?”

""Never—while I live in Italy,” said Tista
enthusiastically; ““is it not essentially a land
of dreams? On the summer days, when I feel
idle, T leave the grim old city, and go out
through the gates into the country beyond.
You know it, signor, well enough. How can
I forget to dream when I have such scenes
around me? I lie on some green hill-side,
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where one can see the great plains, the white
cities, the line of circling mountains, all
hyacinth-hued beneath the sunlight. Only to
lie and look at it all, and know one lives—it
is happiness enough.”

""You should have been a poet, Tista; you
talk like one. I wonder what you will do when
your dream days are over, when you are face to
face with sober facts and stern duties. I once
had fancies like yourself. How long ago it
seems—now !”

They were silent; only Tista looked at his
friend’s face with a sudden interest and longing.

" You are still young,” he said, " and yet you
talk so bitterly of life and all it brings! 1
wonder why.”

““I dare say you do.”

Delli's voice was hoarse and low; a strange
passion stirred it.

““Don’t waken old memories, my boy,” he
said sternly; " they are hell-hounds, that bay
one on to madness. There is one thing I envy
you even more than your youth, Tista; that is
your innocence. You are eighteen; at your
age—well, I will not pollute your ears by telling
you what I was; everything that you are not.
Great Heaven, in what vice I had been steeped
what lessons I had learnt! And you? Tista,
you have not even dreamt of love I verily
believe.”

The warm blood leaped to the boy’s face; he
stooped over and touched my strings with
trembling fingers. Delli did not seem to notice
his silence. He leant his folded arms against



OLD MEMORIES 103

the window-sill; his tall handsome figure stood
out in bold relief against the moonlit sky. His
face looked very white; his thoughts were far
back with those past years of which he had
spoken.

"I envy you," he went on dreamily, “ because
in you I see all the possibilities of a great future,
all the purity of an unsullied manhood. No
shame, no sin pollutes the one, or shadows the
other. And I; why, only to blot out one year
in my life, I would yield up every honour I hold,
every possibility of greatness I have, or seek to
win | 7

" Are you then unhappy, signor ? "

““Unhappy!” echoed Delli bitterly. "I do
not remember having ever tasted happiness in
all my life. It is a chimera of a poet’s brain, a
fancy for childhood. Even in my youth I never
knew it. Is it possible—now?"

Some tender inflection of his voice, some
shadow in his face, made Tista look at him more
earnestly.

""Has not your fame brought you happiness?"
he asked.

Delli laughed scornfully.

" The howls of a pack of savage calumniators,
the praises of a unit in the world’s millions;
the fulsome flatteries of fools who fear, or para-
sites who copy ! T7hat is what fame has been
to me; I scarcely think it merits the name of
happiness. The fault may lie at my own door;
as one is, one is. I may have no capacity for
enjoyment, no taste for the pure, even calm that
seems to you so divine a thing; that rocks your
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fancy to slumber, and seals your senses to a
lower range of pleasures.”

A sorrowful tenderness came into the boy’s
earnest eyes. He laid me down and crossed the
room to Delli's side.

"Do not speak so bitterly,” he said ; ““ perhaps
your happiness is to come. It must be terrible
to live all one’s days, and miss it. But you are
so good and kind. I am sure----- "

Delli touched his lips lightly with his
hand.

"’Che-e-e, 1 am nothing of the kind,” he said,
laughing; "’/ am only a soured, disappointed
man, who envies others what he himself has
missed. I am not even a good friend for you
to possess, Tista—if you did but believe it.”

““But I do not.”

""No, my boy, you have a romantic and irra-
tional fancy for me—not knowing that I am a
cynical, vindictive man; loving few, hating
many, of my fellow-mortals; dissatisfied with
myself and my life; wanting, I scarce know
what, and deserving—nothing.”

“You do yourself injustice, signor,” said
Tista, warmly ; ““you are not that, indeed.”

"I have known myself for forty years; you,
Tista, have known me some six. Is it likely I
am mistaken ? "

He moved away, and shook off Tista’s detain-
ing hand almost roughly.

““It is late; I must go,” he said; “‘and to-
morrow I start for Florence. This will be addio,
Tista.”
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"Shall I not see you again?”

"Not unless you come to me. You have
forsaken me of late, allured by the charms of
Bologna; or is it—Daphne?"

““Daphne ? " said Tista, laughing and colour-
ing; « she is like my sister, you know.”

Delli’s lip curled a little scornfully.

"A pleasant enough relationship; the only
drawback is, it is not likely to last. But to
hold anything by the tenure of insecurity is a
charm in itself, especially if it be a woman.
Once more addio; don’t work too hard, and
don’t dream too much.”

Then he left us.

Tista paced restlessly up and down the room.

«How strange he was to-night,” he mur-
mured; « and why does he leave so suddenly ?
I cannot go; somehow I feel I must stay with
Daphne. It is so long since I have seen her ; I
could not leave her so soon. Why is it that
I think so much of her now? Once it was
always my music, now it is always Daphne.
She is so beautiful; she is like Giulietta, when
Romeo saw her in the moonlit balcony at
Verona. Giulietta----- " he paused, smiling
softly to himself as Romeo might have smiled
over the memory of his granted rose. Then he
took a well-worn Italian Shakespeare from the
table, and sat down to read it.

His face glowed as he studied the passionate
words. Restlessly he moved from his seat and
resumed his walk, while the brilliant moonlight
flooded all the room, and the scents of the
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summer night floated through the open case-
ment.

"I love her/ he whispered softly as he
leaned out and felt the cold wind stir his curls,
and cool his burning face. ' But not as a—
sister. Oh, Daphne, my queen, my joy!”



CHAPTER VI

<OUR DAY”

FOR some days Tista scarcely saw Daphne.
Perhaps she avoided him purposely. I thought
so, remembering that glance which had betrayed
so much, and the shyness and restraint of her
manner afterwards.

To me it was a pretty idyl, this love of theirs.
Tista was very timid—very fearful of angering
or offending her. 1 think it placed him at a
disadvantage; your bold wooer has always the
best chance. But a frown or a cold look from
Daphne seemed to give him absolute torture,
and would bring him to a state of misery and
dejection that would have angered me had I
been human.

Why did he not speak to her? I wondered;
but I knew he was fearful of offending her alto-
gether, and not at all confident that her sisterly
regard for him was in any way changed as yet.

The summer days passed on. Sometimes in
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the evening she would come and try over his
opera with him; but always accompanied by
Signora Tezza, who was the strictest of duennas,
and never allowed them to digress from the
object of the visit.

One evening, however, the music was drier
than usual. Daphne had resumed her violin
practice, and she and Tista were trying over
some duets. The old lady, lulled by the warmth
and soothed by the music, fell back with closed
eyes in her chair, and her placid breathing soon
gave token of slumber. Tista came a few steps
nearer to Daphne.

""Why have you avoided me of late?” he
asked reproachfully.

" Have I done so ? " she asked, innocently.

""You know you have. I hope I have not
offended you, Daphne?"

“Is this in the music, Tista?”

"I never have a chance of speaking to you
alone. You are always engaged, or surrounded.
Sometimes I feel I would give my life to have
one day alone with you in the old garden, as we
used to do.”

“You must place very little value on your
life.”

""But an inestimable value on—you, Daphne.”

She was silent. The touch of her hand on
the strings grew less sure; her face flushed
beneath his glance.

""Would it be quite impossible for us to have
a ramble together once more ? " he asked, gently.
" I should like to show you some of my favourite
walks, and the country around is beautiful.”
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"I daresay Signora Tezza would come, if I
asked her.”

«But I do not want the signora; I only want
you. Promise you will come, Daphne," he
added, imploringly.

"1 am not my own mistress.”

““But will you not ask the signora? It is
such a little thing, Daphne; you would have
done much more for me once.”

"I will ask certainly, if you wish it. I don’t
suppose she will allow me to go with you, un-
accompanied. Why are you so specially desirous
of her absence, Tista ?"

"You are so different when we are together,
rare as that is, Daphne. Do you know you are
quite different as a woman from anything I
have ever imagined. You were so solemn, so
calm, so grave when you were a child; now----- "

" What am I now ? " she said, smiling.

“Of course you are perfect, even in your
cruelty; you are enchanting in any mood; but
you are not my Daphne, as I dreamt of you, and
thought to find you again.”

She flushed hotly.

““You are disappointed, then, in me?” she
asked, presently.

Tista looked at her ; he saw the quiver of her
lips, the blush on her cheek; the sight filled his
heart with unwonted boldness.

“ As disappointed as Borneo was in Giulietta
—Yes.”

"You are talking nonsense, Tista, and neg-

lecting my lesson. Oh, see! a string has
broken.”
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She handed him her violin, keeping her eyes
bent down on it, as if conscious how ardently
his own glance rested on her face. He took the
instrument from her, and as the touch of her
soft fingers met his own, a sudden passion fired
him. He caught her slender hands in both of
his, and bent and kissed them.

" Daphne, Daphne,” he said, " all that Giu-
lietta was to Romeo, you are to me.”

She caught her hands from his grasp. A
flood of crimson rushed over all the whiteness
of her face. Then she moved hurriedly away
from his side. He thought she was angered—
offended. I knew better. I knew that his
words had stirred her heart from its slumbers—
awakened in her the fever of unrest that had
come to him; that she was afraid of herself
at last.

A troubled look came into her eyes. They
drooped before his own. Oh, foolish young lover,
who knew so little of women ! who could not
read these signs aright

" Why are you not playing ? ” asked the old
signora, rubbing her eyes, and waking suddenly
from her evening nap.

"My string has broken,” said Daphne; ““and,
besides, it grows late, dear signora. Had we
not better be going home?”

" Yes, certainly, if you have had enougli of
music.”

" I will accompany you,” said Tista, approach-
ing them.

" Nay ; it needs not,” said the old lady, kindly,
" such a little distance, and the night so clear



"OUR DAY” 111

and bright. We will not trouble you so much,
signor.”

" I have not been out all day,” he answered
her. "Do not refuse me the pleasure of your
company a little longer, signora.”

And she smiled, well pleased at his persistence,
for Tista was a great favourite of hers. So I
saw them all go out together into the quiet
dusky streets, which, for two at least of the little
party, held untold beauty.

=il =l SR SR SR

"I am so happy—so happy,” cried Tista, rap-
turously, some few days later ; " it seems hardly
possible to believe ; and yet here is her note-
her words.”

" DEAR TISTA,

"I have got my holiday. The signora is
going away for two days. Choose which you
prefer. To-morrow is a festa. Perhaps that
would be best. "DAPHNE."

““Best? Oh, dear Amati, why can you not
share my joy. Sometimes I wonder if you know
how I love her. You play as if you did. You
shall come with us. It will be like the old days
again. We will loiter on the hill-side and rest
under the cool green boughs, and I will play to
her what I dare not tell in words. A day—a
whole long summer day—together! Nay, it
seems a joy scarce credible!”

So he went on. A thousand rhapsodies were
poured out to me. A thousand ideas, fancies,
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idyls, was I called upon to interpret. He seemed
beside himself with joy at one moment. The
next he would be full of tears, dread, despondency.

¢ She does not love me—not as I love her,”
so he said a hundred times over, until I grew
weary of the words and of his laments.

When the morning came, he was up at sun-
rise, It seemed a marvel that any human being
could be so restless and so perturbed as he was,
and—for a girl’s sake!

He was true to his word. He put me in the
little travelling-case, and then, when the day
was yet young—the sunshine bright without
heat, the wind blowing from the sea, with a cool,
salt, pungent odour in its breath—he set out.

Daphne was ready waiting for him. Her
shyness and coldness seemed all gone. They
were replaced by a coquetry and archness that
that were irresistibly fascinating—that fenced
her round as its circlet of thorns may fence a
rose.

“Is it not good to have gained our holiday,
after all?” she asked him merrily. ““The dear
old signora’s cousin, or sister—I forget which-
is ill, and sent for her to nurse her. She was
in sad perplexity about leaving me; but I told
her I would only see you, and as she looks upon
you as my brother, she at last forgot her scruples
and went.”

"We will be brother and sister once more,
Daphne, for to-day, just to please the—signora.”

" Will it not please you, Tista?"

“ Or you, Daphne ? "

““Me ? Of course. 1 only bargain for one
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thing. We will not be serious. We will wander,
and laugh, and sing, and chatter, and enjoy the
air and sunshine, and the flowers, as though we
were children once more."

" You shall do whatever you please, my Giu-
lietta.”

““Why do you call me that ?" she said,
blushing.

““Because the name suits you so well. You
are just as fair, just as enchanting as the Vero-
nese Giulietta must have been when Romeo’s
eyes fell upon her face. They were very young
lovers, Daphne.”

““Were they ? " she said, with a pretty affec-
tation of unconsciousness. « Are you very fond
of the story, Tista? You are always reading
or spking of it? To me it is intensely
sad."

"T love sad things best, Daphne. Yes; I
never weary of reading that pathetic tragedy.
After all, perhaps it was better they should die
young and together, than live to be old and see
troubles and cares crowding around their pas-
sionate fancies, stealing her loveliness, ageing
his youth, dimming the glory of their sweet
love-dream. At least they had one hour of joy
so exquisite that any other must have looked
pale and dull beside it."

" What romantic fancies you have, Tista! "

""Have you outlived yours?"

““Some of them, I think. I have had much
trouble. I have seen much sorrow. 1 cannot
get away from and beyond realities as you do,
Tista, and yet you seem happy."
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"I am not happy, Daphne. Often I am very,
very sad.”

"Why?"

" Do you care to hear?"

““Certainly I do. Are you not my brother
still?”

" No brother, and no friend, Daphne, if I tell
you what is in my heart.”

““Do not tell me then,” she said, lightly. It
would be a pity to spoil our holiday so soon,”

"It would spoil it then, you think?”

" Tista, you are not keeping your promise.
Our conversation is serious.”

But though she spoke lightly, her voice was
not so frank and cordial as before.

““You have set me a hard task, Daphne;
nevertheless I will try to obey you. See, we
are out of the town now. Is this not beautiful?"

They paused a moment and looked round.
They were on the wide white road leading to
the shrine of the Madonna de St. Lucca. On
every side were fields and plains, stretching like
a sea-green ocean, and orchards of olives and
mulberries, and vines with young grapes nest-
ling under their full leaves. Behind them lay
the great grim city, with the morning sunlight
rising warm and golden on all its countless roofs,
and towers and spires.

“Is it not beautiful ? " he asked again.

Daphne sighed.

""Yes," she said.

““What is it? There is some thought that
saddens you, Daphne.”

"I was thinking of Properzia di Rossi. Per-
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haps she has stood here and gazed on this very
scene—her heart sad even amidst her triumphs;
the laurels bitter as death on her pale young
brow. Was ever any life at once so great and
sad as hers, I wonder?"

'*Any woman’s life, you mean?” said Tista,
gently. " Do you remember what Delli said
about your name, Daphne? The laurels that
crown a woman'’s brow press like thorns upon
its beauty.”

""Why should not fame be as sweet to women
as to men? ” she asked a little impatiently, as
they turned away and moved on together up
the sloping hill-side.

‘““Because women’s natures are different, I
suppose. They have a softness, a tenderness, a
depth of passion, which need other answer than
the homage of a multitude ; which leaves them
cold and lonely, even in their hours of triumph.
Was not such Properzia’s fate? Compare her
with the Veronese Giulietta. Who was the
happiest? The woman who had the sovereignty
of genius and the homage of a whole city, or
the girl who had but the homage of one man?"

" You think, then, that love is all in all to a
woman. How you do know so much of their
nature, Tista?”

"I know nothing of any living woman,
Daphne, save you!”

““And judge the whole sex from one. How
foolish | Besides, you do not know me as I
really am—only as what you imagine me. I am
not like Properzia at all. Fame like hers would
content me entirely.”

E
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" And an empty heart, and a love unreturned,
Daphne?”

"I think the one could easily be filled. The
other—is it likely to be my fate, Tista?"

« Not while men have eyes to see and hearts
to worship you!” he said passionately. “‘For
heaven has made you so beautiful, that to know
you must either be a man’s misery or joy.”

““Men are not so susceptible, Tista,” she said,
blushing softly beneath the passion of his gaze
and voice. ““You have not seen half the beauti-
ful women in the world or you would not rank
me so highly.”

" I have seen you,"” he said softly ; ““no other
living woman can be to me so fair.”

""What a nice brother you are, Tista, to say
such things! But then you are a poet at heart,
like most Italians. Romeo himself could not
rival you at flattery.”

““Are you not my Giulietta? Have I not told
you so again and again. As for poetry, it is not
only—poetry—that speaks from my heart when
I look at you, Daphne.”

""Are you going to be foolish again,” she said,
laughing, and then ran lightly away from his
side amidst the cool green grass, and tossed
flowers at him, and teased and jested with him
in a pretty, wilful, provoking way, altogether new
to her—a way which left him no choice but to
follow it, and seem as gay and light-hearted as
herself.

They gathered the flowers and sat under the
ilex trees, and laughed and chatted and sang
songs, and played snatches of melody on me
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from time to time, and spent such a day as one
can only spend in Italy under the cloudless sky,
beneath the blessed sunshine; with a thorough
immunity from observation or remark, though
many a group of idlers, like themselves, passed
them from time to time, and the piping of a
flute, or twanging of a mandoline, mingled with
the merry voices and laughter of maidens and
youths, all holiday-making in the reckless,
mirthful fashion, that is so peculiar to the
Italian popolani.

Tista and Daphne visited the shrine, and paid
their obeisance to the Madonna, and laid
wreaths of roses and lilies on her altar. They
wandered off again, and made their noonday
meal under the shade of a great mulberry-tree,
covered all over with purple fruit. How happy
and contented they seemed. How swiftly the
hours sped, till the sun began to sink behind the
crest of the Apennines; and Daphne, watching
it, sighed softly, ““Our day is over.”



CHAPTER VII

CONFESSED

Andante amoroso.

THE bells were pealing from the city as they
turned homewards. Over all the sky was that
soft dim violet-blue, that is so lovely and so
mystical, and that one sees nowhere save in the
skies of Italy.

They went slowly and silently along in the
delicate light, moving like figures in a dream,
with thoughts from whence all the gaiety and
mirth of the past few hours seemed banished.
The hour was in harmony with them—tremulous
with faint whispers from rustling boughs and
swaying grasses, and amorous with sighs of
breezes, and sweetness of flowers they had
kissed.

They paused beside a stream, flowing like a
thread of silver through a thicket of canes and
reeds—a tiny, bubbling, laughing thing—where
shadows fell from the maple boughs, and wild
roses grew in a tangled thicket, and a carpet of
thick green moss stretched around invitingly.
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“You are tired?” said Tista softly; ''sit
down here, and we will watch the moon rise.”

She obeyed silently; sitting down on the soft
sward with a Titania’s grace, the lovely evening
light playing over her lustrous uncovered hair.

He leaned against the tree above, surveying
her for some moments in silence. Then he
began to play—not any music she had ever
before heard—not any music such as had ever
left my strings at the bidding of any mortal—
a weird, mournful melody, that had all the
despair of death, all the longings of love, all the
abandonment of passion. It was as if his whole
soul had let itself loose at last in a flood of
music, such as he could never pen—such as she
had never listened to.

She moved restlessly. Her eyes avoided his.
The colour flushed her cheeks. A sigh burst
from her parted lips. It was not in human
nature—certainly not in hers—to hear such
music unmoved. It fired her whole soul, and
for one moment she lost her self-command.

Her glorious eyes, dark as night, bright as
starshine, looked up at the face of the player.
He met the gaze. His hands trembled. He
laid me down, and threw himself at her feet.

A moment he paused, looking at her with an
adoration so intense, a love so passionate, that
she could not meet his eyes. Her hands lay
clasped in her lap. He took them in his own.
His burning lips touched them.

"My Giulietta?”

'""My—Romeo.”

That was all,
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Above the line of trees rose the pale silver of
the moon. Great burning stars throbbed in the
sapphire of the sky, the wind rustled the rose
thickets, and scattered the fragrant petals at
their feet. Leaf and shade fell over them in
friendly gloom. His arms closed round her;
with one long passionate sigh their lips met—at
last.

Thus they entered into the Paradise of Love.

== == == == =3<

I lay there neglected, forgotten. Well, I had
done my duty. I had carried his message to
her. I was not needed now.

Little by little their trance of silence was
broken by faint words, by timid whispers.

"Do you love me, Daphne? It seems in-
credible.”

“T love you.”

"My beautiful! Your words make my heart
ache with rapture. Such joy is almost too much
to bear. You have not loved me always,
Daphne. You have been very cruel sometimes.
Do you know how I have suffered for those cold
words and looks of late ?"

Silence.

" Are you sorry, carissima’ "

““Yes,” she said softly.

""Will you make amends for your cruelty?
Tell me, when did you discover you loved me?”

""Do you not know?"

""Was it—that—night, Daphne?"

““We have met so many nights, Tista; which
is the spesial one you mean ? "
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““Do you remember the look you gave me—
a look that nearly made me forget all prudence,
all restraint, even the presence of the good
signora, was it then, dear one ?”

" I—I think so.”

«My angel.”

““No, Tista—no angel—only a very common-
place faulty mortal.”

« Who has turned the world into Paradise for
me ?”

““I never thought you would love me, Tista.
I thought you were exalted far above all such
weakness—shall T call it so? I thought you
could live only in and for your art. You will be
great one day, my Romeo.”

« And only value that greatness for your sake,
Giulietta. Will it make me dearer in your
eyes?”

She looked at him. How beautiful she was.
Any man might have found his happiness in
such love and loveliness as shone in her face.

“ It cannot,” she said softly.

The words seemed to intoxicate him with joy.
He drew her arms about his neck, and rested
his lips on hers, murmuring such words of
love as only live in Tasso’s own sweet tongue.
Each looked in the other’s eyes, and saw an
Eden of delight, exhaustless and unbounded as
the raptures of love seem in the eyes of youth;
an Eden they had entered at a look, a touch, a
word; an Eden where no serpent dwelt; no
poisoned fruit could live.

They rose at last, and stood under the heavy
shadows. The stream ran murmuring on ; the
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roses closed their petals on the falling dew. She
rested silently against his heart. There was
utter silence between them. What need for
any words, since all of language could hold no
sweeter utterance than the two already spoken

—" [ love.”
* * * * *

- They were glad with the gladness that never
comes twice to any heart. Their souls echoed
to the music that only sounds once in every
human life. All of happiness that life could
hold was gathered and garnered into that most
exquisite hour.

They moved slowly away at last ; her hand on
his arm, his head bent down to the lovely girlish
face that paled and flushed beneath his pas-
sionate glances.

They moved away—silent, engrossed, and full
of happiness.

But in the dewy grasses I lay where he had
left me. 1 had sung his love-song, to her ears
—had seen her spirit answer to the call of his
own. And my reward was—forgetfulness.



BOOK V
THE STRAD °S STORY

CHAPTER I

I aM very fond of Florence.

Of course you smile, saying with the self-
arrogance of mortals, « How can a bit of wood and
four strings be fond of anything?” Neverthe-
less, we bits of wood that interpret your music
and give it life and speech are full of sensibility
and feeling, believe it or not, as you please.

We know the touch of an artist from the
bungling of an amateur; we sympathise with
the wild flights of genius; we answer the call of
soul to soul; we shrink from rough usage, or
extremes of temperature; our organisation is
delicate and keen; serve us well, and we repay
you; neglect or ill-use us, and the life within is
dulled and weakened, the fulness and richness
of tone is gone!

But to resume. 1 love Florence best of all
Italian cities, dear as they all are to us, for is not
Italy peculiarly our birthplace? Does not she
claim the merit of first producing us, and prove
her claims more effectually than any other
nation ? Have not writers and historians
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deservedly acknowledged that she nourished and
cherished us in our very first stage of existence,
and that to her belongs the credit of our after-
growth and fuller development ? These facts
are incontrovertible, and we know them to be so.

Delli brought me with him to Florence as 1
before stated, and we settled down in one of
those villas amongst the hills that are so quiet
and picturesque; from thence he could reach
the city at will, or shut out all its sounds and
all its beauty, and dream away his days in
thoughts of melody, or that soft sensuous idle-
ness which seems peculiar to Italians, and makes
them content with so little, because that little
is to them—enough.

In the half wild, luxuriant gardens, he would
sit for hours together, his table and papers and
books of reference by his side, under the cool
green boughs. On the grass at his feet was my
case, usually open, and from time to time he
would draw me forth, and play over the melodies
he was composing, or the fugitive thoughts that
the scene and the hour inspired.

Delli was what is called a successful artist;
successful so far that he had no need to trouble
himself about engagements, seeing he had often
more offered than he could possibly accept ; and
as far as his compositions were concerned, they
were bought up as soon as written. But he was
always dissatisfied. 1 alone knew why. In
everything he did, and everything he wrote,
there was just that tiny something lacking,
without which the most perfect playing or
writing is disappointing. That little spark of
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divine fire which gives to the simplest creation
of genius a spell of its own—a beauty that all
hearts can feel even in their ignorance ; a power
to which greatness bows even its pride and
self-sufficiency.

He was peculiarly sensitive to external beauty,
hence the reason of his choice of residence.

It is said that the great Haydn could never
compose save in court dress, and with a diamond
ring on his finger. In like manner Delli, while
I knew him, could never compose save every-
thing soothing and pleasing to the eye sur-
rounded him.

He loved to sit there, in his dusky, quiet
gardens, where he could see the towers of the
city rise through the mist of olive-trees below;
and the distant pine-woods looked like cool blue
shadows, so far away and dim they were, while
the white snows of the towering Alps gleamed
like silver, against the pale sweet blue of the
summer sky.

One day we were in the gardens together,
he and I.

He had but recently returned from Bologna,
and returned, it seemed to me, moody, depressed,
and ill at ease.

On this day, he seemed even more restless
than usual. His pen was taken up and laid
down twenty times in an hour ; the snatches of
airs he played were wild and inharmonious.

At last he put me away, and pushed back
the table so roughly that half the sheets lay
scattered among the flower-filled grasses.
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"It is of no use," he said, ''mo use. Do
what I can I think of nothing but her. Turn
where I may 1 see always her face. What
has come to me?”

I—lying there under the ilex shade, with
the wind scattering fruit blossoms ever and
anon over my strings—I heard him and won-
dered.

Who was the woman he spoke of? Some
one he had met in Bologna? I thought it
must be so, seeing that only since his short visit
there had he been so changed. Only to-day, of
all the months and years I had lived with
him, had I heard him mention a woman’s
name with a sigh.

"It is folly, utter folly,” he said presently;
“she is a child in comparison to me. A child,
and yet with all a woman’s beauty, and all a
woman’s grace of speech, and look, and action.
Have I lived so long, to fall at the feet of a
girl in a slavery as bitter as its hopelessness.
And yet, why should it be hopeless ? " he added,
springing suddenly to his feet and pacing to and
fro under the hanging boughs. <“Why? Am
I not as worthy of love as a dreaming boy ? He
has the world before him. I—I have outlived
all that makes life sweet—its dreams, its hopes,
its pleasures |  Shall I stay my hand now, when
at last the cup of bliss is extended to me ? Stay
it, too, merely from a foolish sense of honour, a
dread of coming between two who have lapsed
from the fancies of childhood into the vague
illusive joys of youth. Why should I not try to
win this prize for myself? Why?”
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I listened lying there at his feet, and as I
heard, I understood.

He had met Daphne again. She and Tista
were the boy and girl of whom he spoke. She
it was who had fired his heart with this fierce,
sudden passion. She, the pretty, grave-eyed
child, whom last I had seen in the old music-
room at Cremona.

Delli moved restlessly to and fro, his music
neglected, his engagements forgotten. His
whole soul seemed engrossed but by one thought
—the thought of this girl whose name I could
guess so well, even though his lips never
uttered it.

The hot, drowsy hours slipped by. The
afternoon passed, and still he lingered there. The
sun set, and the coolness of evening floated over
the quiet gardens, and the spires of the city
gleamed more faintly through the clouds of
olive foliage. A man came up through the
shady walks and greeted him laughingly.

"Is it thus you work, my friend?”

Delli glanced up with a faint smile.

““Is it you, Gillino?" he said. ““Sit down;
you are welcome.”

““And how progresses the opera; will it be
ready for me next season?”

““Oh yes,” said Delli indifferently. <“Have
you come to inquire about 1t?"

““No; to tell you the truth I am in great
perplexity. My principal singer who was to
appear next month, has broken her engagement
through illness; it will be quite impossible for
her to sing at all. I wish to replace her, but
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all the best singers are engaged. These English
impresarios thin our ranks of recruits consider-
ably. In my dilemma I thought I would come
to you. Is there any one you know who could
take the part? You know the kind of voice we
want for Rossini’s music?"

Delli started. His face flushed as he answered.

"I know a singer who would just suit you.
Her voice is exquisite. She knows all Rossini’s
music too. The only drawback is stage training.
She is perfecting that at present, but she has
never appeared on the boards yet.”

«Do you think she could undertake such a
part? I should require her as prima donna."

" I am sure she could,” said Delli eagerly.

““And would she come? Where does she
reside ? "

" At Bologna.”

(And 1, lying there, knew whom he meant).

"I will do my best to persuade her,” con-
tinued Delli. " She has had good teaching, and
is singularly gifted and intelligent.”

" How old is she?"

"' About eighteen or nineteen.”

""Well, I will take your recommendation,
Delli. I know its worth, and am not afraid of
being disappointed. You are busy as usual,”
he added, glancing round at the scattered sheets
on the table—the open case on the grass. ““Ah,
what it is to be famous.”

"Do you call me famous?” asked Delli
bitterly.

““Decidedly. I wish I had as many laurels
as you have.”
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"They are all withered, Gillino. 1 care
nothing for them.”

""You were always strange, Delli. What is
it that you seek ? Something hard to find, since
all you have gained does not content you.”

« My fame will not outlive my life, Gillino.
Perhaps that is the cause of my regret.”

"Absurd; what makes you say so?”

““Inward conviction. I do not deserve what
I have gained, and my laurels are only paper
ones, amico. 1 have fame, it is true; but what
is that after all>—a wind’s breath that stirs
men’s wonder, and dies away where none can
follow it.”

““Yet most men are glad enough even for the
faintest stir of such a breeze among the leaves
of their tree of life, Pelli.”

"I am not like most men; in any case I
know my own weakness thoroughly.”

""Che diamin! How you talk! One would
think you were either the most discontented
man that ever lived, or the most unfortunate.”

“1 am certainly the first; in my own mind I
sometimes fancy myself the last.”

““Prosperity has spoiled you.”

““Perhaps it has. I should have been buffeted,
not caressed ; scorned, not cajoled ; flouted, not
favoured. I might have been a worse man,
but I should certainly have been a better
artist.”

““Che—e—e,"” laughed his friend merrily.
« You wrong yourself, Pelli. The world has
called you great; why tell the world it is mis-
taken? Besides, your music is really beautiful,
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and you play—when you like—as only a true
artist could play.”

" Your flattery is worse than the world’s,
Gillino. Did not a wise man say, ‘' Preserve me
from my friends.””

" Why do you persist in depreciating yourself,
Delli? Is it affectation of cynicism, or real
humility ? 7

" Neither one nor the other, amico mio; sim-
ply and entirely, I do not believe in myself, that
is all.”

" But other people believe in you.”

““So much the worse for—the other people,”
he said, laughing lightly. “ And now to return
to the subject that brought you here. Shall I
write to my young protegée and see if she is
willing to come?”

"By all means. She is a protegée of yours,
then, Delli? How many you have! How is
that young violinist, by-the-by? 1 heard
wonderful accounts of his playing at
Bologna.”

" He is very gifted,” said Delli coldly. « There
is not much to fear for him. He will make his
way in the world, I doubt not.”

““Thanks to you. How many struggling
artists you have helped to fame and fortune,
Delli. There is one virtue I feel inclined to envy
you—it is your utter freedom from the vice of
jealousy, or envy.”

Delli’s face grew suddenly dark; he laughed,
but his laugh was harsh and constrained.

" There is one gift I envy you, Gillino," he
said, as he waved his hand towards the table, on
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which a servant was setting out fruit and wines
and confectionery.

« What is that? " asked his friend, as they
seated themselves, and poured out cool iced
wines into glasses of Venetian crystal.

«Your utter inability to read character,” was
the reply.



CHAPTER 1II
" AS A FLOWER OR FLAME "

FOR six long years I had not seen Daphne.

Six years; and that space of time had trans-
formed her into glorious womanhood. She must
be beautiful, that I knew from Delli’'s words;
but something more than mere personal beauty
would have been needed to enthral him so
utterly, for he was used to loveliness, and also
to every fascination that woman could exercise.
Yet I had noted he was singularly cold—almost
to indifference—in their society; and his cour-
tesy was too scrupulously polite to please, too
uniformly the same to raise any notion of pre-
ference among the many who would gladly have
claimed his allegiance for themselves.

But now? Well, I had not lived with men
so long without reading the signs of emotions,
or passions that actuated them; and I knew
that the strongest of all earth’s passions, the
most subtle of all emotions, had for once en-
thralled this man, and mocked his efforts at
resistance.

When his friend had left him that night, he
was strangely restless and ill at ease. I knew
he was thinking of his new project—the plan
that would bring her within sight and reach of
him so soon.

132
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"Will she come?” I heard him murmur
again and again; and a light like happiness
gleamed in his dark grave face. « If she does,
there will be a time to remember. Florence
will be perfect at last! It cannot be that she
loves this boy,” he went on presently. ' They
are as brother and sister ; besides, at her age a
girl always looks for a man older than herself.
He is too young to chain a spirit like hers. Gay
as she sometimes is, there is an element of
gravity and thoughtfulness in her that claims a
higher recognition, that yearns for a master, not
an equal. Oh! to win her love, what would I
not give? "

"It is the old madness,” I told myself, lying
there in my velvet-lined case. " How will it
end for him—or her?"

Happily I did not know then.

== == == =—I= =I=

Ere the month was a week older, she came.

I suppose the offer was too good to refuse.
In any case, for whatever reason, she made up
her mind to come to Florence. I heard Delli
say he would take rooms for her and the old
signora, who was her companion; and he and
Gillino arranged about instruction and rehearsals.
And on Delli’s face was a new radiance, an eager
longing, that each day intensified!

I wished he would take me with him. I
wanted to see her again, I thought, too, I might
hear of Tista, little Tista, who was now earning
a name and reputation in Bologna ; but who, it
seemed to me, could never be other than the



134 COUNTESS DAPHNE

little dreamy barefooted lad I had first seen in
the workshop at Cremona.

One day my wish was fulfilled. She came to
rehearse some music with Delli, and asked him
if he still possessed me.

"Most certainly,” he answered. ''I should
ng{ lightly part with an instrument so valu-
able.”

“May I see it again?" she asked.

Delli took me out of my case, and placed me
in her hands.

This Daphne? She was changed almost
beyond recognition, and oh, how beautiful!

"Do you care to play?” asked Delli pre-
sently.

She smiled.
"1 will be your pupil once more, maestro,”
she said gaily. " Come, give me a lesson as you

used to do in the days of old, if it is not troub-
ling you, that is to say.”

" You know it is not.”

Something in the intense earnestness of his
voice made her look up. As she met his eyes, a
troubled look came over her face. For a moment
they were both silent.

"' Do you know,” she said presently, ° that
Tista has lost the Amati that you gave him?”

Her head was turned a little away. He did
not see the sudden flush that rose to her cheek.

He started, and looked displeased.

““Lost it? How ? It was a very valuable
irflstmment. He should have taken better care
of it.”

" He is in great distress about it,” she said
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hesitatingly. “ He knows he can never replace
its loss. He feared you would be very angry
when you heard of it.”

"I am indeed. I valued that violin very
highly. How did the foolish boy lose it ? It
seems incomprehensible to me?”

Again the warm colour flushed her face. The
hand that held me trembled.

“You know his fancy for playing out of
doors," she said. ' Well, one evening we were

out together. It was a feast-day at Bologna,
and we were making holiday with others. He
had been playing to me, and afterwards laid the
violin down on the grass. How it happened
that neither of us thought of it I cannot imagine,
but when we reached home we remembered.
Tista went back at once and searched, but it was
of no use. Some one must have found it, and
taken it away.”

The story was simple enough. What was there
in her manner of telling it that made it seem
important. Delli’s face changed. He bit his
lips. He asked no more questions about the
Amati.

The lesson progressed. —Both master and
pupil seemed absent and thoughtful. They
played a duet for two violins, which Delli had
composed.

""Do you like 1t?” he asked as she finished;
" what is your opinion ?"

"I like it very much; but----- "

He turned suddenly on her.

« You have never given me a word of praise,
without a ‘but’ to qualify it,” he said, with
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anger in his voice and eyes. '"Is Tista alone
worthy of your approval?"

The girl looked at him in surprise ; her colour
rose.

« Your pardon, maestro,” she said quietly. "I
thought you asked for my opinion.”

The reproach of her voice, the surprise in her
face, moved him to a penitence quick as his
wrath.

" Forgive me, Daphne,” he said humbly ; Il I
was wrong. But oh! child, there is nothing
you can say of me that I do not deserve; and it
is that knowledge which makes your deprecia-
tion doubly bitter.”

"It is presumptuous in me to criticise your
works,” she said gently ; " you who are so great,
and famous. I only felt that there was a want
in this. I cannot explain what, but doubtless
it is my ignorance.”

" It is not,” he said fiercely. . ““ You are not
ignorant. You are right in what you say. There
is a want—the same want that I have felt all my
life, and never can supply.”

She looked wonderingly at his troubled face.

" Are you not happy ?" she asked gently.

Her voice—her look—unmanned him. He
threw himself before her with a cry that had all
of despair and entreaty a heart could hold.

""Happy? no; for—I love you! Night and
day—morn and noon you are before me, with
me, filling me with a passion of unrest—a long-
ing that is madness. Oh, Daphne ! Daphne ! "

It was such a call as one might hear from lips
that echoed the name of some thing lost to them.
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Such a cry of beseechment, despair, as never had
I heard from human lips. His hands clasped
the folds of her dress. His eyes looked up to
hers ; but in her bewilderment, her repugnance,
he read his doom.

For an instant surprise held her motionless.
Then sense and feeling returned, and she wrested
herself from his arms with sudden anger.

““Are you mad?” she said.

He rose and looked at her. His face was quite
bloodless. His eyes told a tale that no woman'’s
eyes could read unmoved.

"1 am sorry,” she said more gently; °“but
your words shocked me. You cannot surely
mean them. Do you not know------ 2"

““Know what?" he said hoarsely.

“ That I am betrothed to Tista.”

““Ah no— no!” he said brokenly. “ You
cannot love Aim 7—a boy, a child almost! You
do not love him with a woman’s love; only as a
sister loves a brother—as friend loves friend.”

Over her face came a flush and radiance beau-
tiful to see.

““He is all the world to me,” she said softly,
and her eyes drooped as if with some sweet
shame.

A groan burst from his lips. He could not
deceive himself any longer.

““Daphne,” he said, " Tista's love is a boy’s
love—a thing swift to come, but swift also to go.
It cannot be on him that you have wasted all
the treasures of your heart. His love, compared
with mine, will be as the snowflower in the sun.
Think you I do not know the soulless fancies,

b
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the mindless vagaries of youth. The first
passer-by who is fair to see, claims all for the
time; another as fair will claim the same in a
week, a month, a year. Oh! gioja mia, listen
to me. I love you with a love beside which
Tista’s cannot compare. I love you as a man
only loves when his best years have gone by,
proving the vanity, and sinfulness, and follies of
life, yet leaving his heart untouched, till the one
woman of all the world shall win it to herself,
and so winning, keep it evermore.”

" Oh, hush ! " she said, trembling and turning
away ; '"'"your words only pain me; indeed,
indeed, I have no love to give you. I have
thought of Tista, and cared for him, ever since
we were children. T shall love him all my life.”

" You think so now.”

"1 am sure of it.”

He turned suddenly away—a look upon his
face as though he had received a death blow.

'"My God! how shall T bear my life?” he
cried.

Her face paled, her eyes were filled with
tears.

"I am so grieved,” she faltered, in strange,
unsteady accents. I never thought------ "

" You never thought ! " he interrupted fiercely.
"No; what woman does ? You are true to your
sex. Men’s hearts are your playthings; toys, to
be broken and thrown away at will. Go! Your
face maddens me. Go and laugh at your boy-
lover over the fool whose life is at your mercy.”

She burst into sudden tears.

" How cruel you are ! " she said; « what have
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I done to deserve such words? Tista and I
reverence you as only we could reverence a
great and good man. To me you always seemed
something far above us—something great and
exalted. How could I suppose you would think
of me as you do? I, a poor, half-educated girl,
who only the other day was friendless and
unprotected, and, but for you—destitute!”

" If you care for me a little,” he said, coming
to her side once more, “ might it not be possible
that in time to come you would care more? 1
would wait—I would be so patient. My love
for you makes me humble as a child.”

She drew back from him with sudden fear.

" You forget,” she said simply, “ I love Tista.”

He stood quite erect. All the glow and
fervour of passion left his face; only his eyes
gleamed with a fury that his outward calmness
belied.

“Curse him,” he said below his breath.
""Was it for this I rescued him from poverty
and oblivion 7—that he might stand in my path,
and rob my life of all its sweetness ? Oh, fool
fool! to meddle with fate!”

And with no other look or word he left her.

She stood there, shaking like a leaf, her face
colourless and pained.

"Is it my fault?” she whispered in stifled
accents. ' The saints forgive me. I never
thought of winning love from him."

Then, with trembling limbs, and eyes from
which all joy and peace had fled, she passed
from the room.




CHAPTER III
LITTLE—OR NOT AT ALL

THE sweet summer days went by, and 1 was left
to solitude and neglect.

Delli seemed to spend his time in roaming
about the country. He did nothing—neither
ate, drank, slept, nor worked, as far as I could
judge. A fever of unrest possessed him. The
conflict between his best and worst passions
waged ceaseless warfare.

One night he came home late; his face pale
and haggard ; his eyes bloodshot and fierce ; the
picturesque noble beauty of his features all
marred, as if by the riot and excesses of many
an orgie in whose indulgence he had sought for
forgetfulness.

He threw himself back on his cushioned
seat, and called for wine, of which he drank
repeatedly.

""Faust served Mephisto for his Gretchen,"
he said suddenly, as if uttering unconsciously
the thoughts within his own heart. “ Why is
there no Mephisto here to tempt me to a similar
bargain? By all the powers of hell he should
not need to ask me twice.”

Then I knew that the evil in him had con-
quered the good at last.

He sat for a long time silent, but his face
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grew dark and evil as I had never seen it.
Suddenly he rose and pushed aside the table
with a violence that made the goblets and
glasses ring again.

« All T have done I can undo," he said fiercely.
“Have I lived all these years to be baffled by a
boy—a dreaming baby, whose thoughts are for
ever with things apart from earth and all belong-
ing to it? Let her see him crushed by failure,
intimidated by opposition, mocked at by a world
that enthrones me, and then?—well, even if
that fails, there are still means to deceive her.
Ere a year has fled she shall be mine. I swear
it, though a hundred lovers barred me from her
heart—not one only!”

Then he drew writing materials towards him,
and for long hours sat there penning letter after
letter, of what purport I could not tell.

I have lived long in the world. I have seen
true love and false. I have seen a love whose
devotion and fidelity could teach it to renounce
that which it coveted most dearly; and I have
seen a love leap over obstacles and barriers
innumerable, counting the cost of no sin, so that
attainment were possible at the end. Alas, the
one was of the soul, and, like the soul, tried
by fire and purified by such trial, meeting its
reward in some brighter, happier future than
earth possesses; the other was of the senses,
and lived its short delirium out, to wake at last
to shame, and discontent, and satiety.

I knew to which class Delli’s love belonged.
It was a fierce, headstrong, impulsive passion,
fanned to hotter flame by the girl’s noble con-
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stancy, her innate purity of soul, her exquisite
beauty, her graceful genius. He had seen no
woman like her, and he resolved to win her.
But one obstacle stood in his way—Tista.

It was an obstacle he would not suffer long.
That I saw now. Ere morning broke, silvery
and fair over the quiet world—ere the first
bright sun-rays stole through the villa casements
—he had completed a bargain terrible as that
of Faust himself, and, like the German philos-
opher, he recked not the price he was to pay
for it.

He sealed a letter, and then replaced it among
the others.

" She will read that, and she will forgive,” he
said softly. ““She is but a woman, and a woman
too young and innocent to know that the friend-
ship of a man whose love has been rejected is a
thing wholly delusive and impossible. 1 shall
see her again. 1 can be patient and wait, and
they are now separated.”

And with a smile upon his lips, as of a
triumph he foresaw, he went to seek his couch
at last.



BOOK VI
THE AMATI’S STORY

CHAPTER I

TEMPESTOSO !

I LAY on the grass for long.

Suddenly steps approached—slow, languid, as
if weighted by age or fatigue. They paused
beside the stream ; then I saw a woman standing
beside me, poorly dressed, but with face that
must once have been very beautiful. Her eyes
were fixed on the water; she did not see me.

""What a fairy-like place !" she said, in a half-
foreign accent that proved she was no Italian.
““A place for lovers to babble of their foolish
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passion, to breathe vows they never mean to
keep | ”

A laugh, bitter as her voice, left her lips.
She moved away. In doing so, her foot caught
in me. She stooped down, and picked me up.

"A violin | " she said in surprise. '' What a
strange place to be left!"

In the dim light she turned me round and
round, examining me on every side.

"I wonder if the bow is here too. Yes, there
it lies. What could the player have been think-
ing of, to go away and leave his instrument
behind?”

Then she placed me under her shawl, and left
the spot.

""More adventures,” I thought; « if only she
was anything but—a woman.”

The long, weary road to Bologna was traversed
silently and slowly. I knew when we entered
the gates; but nothing could I see of where I
was taken, or whither my new possessor went.

She reached her home at last, and sighed
wearily as she sank down upon a seat. Then,
after resting for a few moments, she lit a small
oil lamp, and placing it on the table, proceeded
to examine it.

““An Amati !” she cried suddenly, and forth-
with let me fall from her hands, and burst into
wild agonised weeping.

« Now, if women are not the most illogical
and incomprehensible of beings!” sighed my
trembling strings, while my whole sensitive
frame quivered and vibrated with the sudden
shock it had received. <““She ought to be
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delighted at such a discovery, and she cries in
this heartrending manner.”

When the paroxysm had passed, she took me
up again.

" How foolish I am!” she said. " To think
that all these years have passed, and I cannot
forget. Truly fidelity is madness—in a woman.”

She had removed her bonnet. She was of
noble stature, with a face of Southern colour
and Southern passion; a face no longer young,
framed by jet black hair, coiled round a head
exquisite in shape and contour. Her dress was
mean and shabby; the room she occupied a
mere attic, yet scrupulously clean, and decked
here and there with bright field flowers, and
wild grasses, as if she had sought to give some
colour to its bareness and desolation.

In spite of her own poor attire and her humble
abode, she looked and moved like a queen; but
her face was worn and very sad, and her eyes
had a look I had never seen in any woman'’s
eyes—a look as of some haunting, terrible
memory from which escape was impossible.

Presently she laid me aside, and went to some
work of copying music sheets which lay piled
up on a table under the window. She sighed
often over the weary task, and now and then a
tear dropped from her eyes and blotted the page
over which she bent.

At last she pushed her work aside, and once
more turned to me.

" So long ago,” she murmured, " and yet it
seems but yesterday. If I could only forget, as
he has forgotten! I look down on this toy, and
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its sight and touch bring back all my youth—
my dreams, my hopes. Where have they drifted
now !”

Then with a sob, unspeakably desolate in the
desolation around, she put me away in a chest,
sweet with scents of lavender and dried rose-
leaves, and left me to solitude and darkness.

“ Poor Tista, how he will grieve to-morrow,”
I thought; " he will never hear of me again, I
am sure;” and there I lay, helpless and power-
less, with the fragrance of the withered flowers
around me, and on every side the gloom as of
eternal night.

Eor many weeks I lay in my coffin (for so I
considered it), the silence around me never
broken, the gloom that imprisoned me never
disturbed. One evening, however, the lid was
raised, a sudden flood of light illuminated the
darkness; then I was taken up, and found my-
self once more in the same room. The woman
who had found me was bending over her work at
the little window; a young girl held me in her
hands and turned me about, while rapturous
exclamations broke from her lips.

"It is an Amati, a genuine Amati, dear
signora; and you found it, you say. Why, what
luck !”

" It is very useless to me,” answered the sad,
sweet voice of the woman. "I have made
many inquiries as to the owner, but have failed
to find one. Strange, was it not, to leave a
valuable instrument like that lying forgotten on
the grass. If it had been a lute, now, I would
not have wondered so much; but a violin?”
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““Yes; that is different. What a pity you
cannot discover to whom it belongs? May
I try it?”

“ Certainly, my child.”

The girl took the bow, turned me, and then
began to play. The woman left off her copying
work, and leaning her head on her hand, listened
intently.

“Go on,” she said brokenly, as the music
ceased.

The girl looked at the averted face.

""Does it please you, dear signora?” she
asked gently.

The woman only bent her head; she did not
answer. The girl played on and on, while the
last faint reflection of sunset gleamed in the sky
—a tiny patch of blue and rose colour visible
from the little window on which the listener’s
eyes were fixed.

As the last rays died away the little room
grew very dark; the figure at the lattice looked
shadowy and indistinct; the fragrance of the
fading flowers threw a faint, sickly odour
around; the music grew softer, fainter, then
ceased.

The player looked anxiously at the silent
woman ; it seemed as if in some vague way she
knew she had touched a chord of memory in
this stricken life, and was fearful of the conse-
quences.

““Have I pained you, dear signora?”’ she
ﬁsked timidly, as she came and knelt beside

er.

The woman threw her arms around the girl,

F
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and leaning her head on the warm young bosom,
burst into tears.

"Oh, child, child!” she said, " you bring me
back my past. For six years I have lived here,
unknown of any, cared for by none; working
hard at a labour I hate, and working, as so
many men and women do, to preserve a life
that is valueless, and whose only existence is
pain. Do you remember when I saw you first,
Nita?”

'""Oh, yes!” The girl raised her head and
looked fondly at the beautiful troubled face.
"It was the night I first sang in the opera.
How proud I was of it, too, though I was only
a chorus singer, and had such hard work and
scant pay. And I came to lodge here, and then
it was I met you on the stairs, as I ran up
singing the music that was still in my ears, and
you spoke so kindly, dear signora, and praised
my voice, and since then----- "

" Since then you have looked upon me as a
friend. Is it not so, Nita? You have given
me your full confidence; you have not deceived
me in anything.”

" As the saints hear me, no,” cried the girl
impetuously.

" And you have been tried and tempted, and
resisted, all because----- "

""Because I remembered your counsel and
your warning, dear signora: ‘Let the present
intoxicate as it may, there is always the
Sfuture. "

"*True, child; if more women thought of
that, there might be less crime, less shame, less
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suffering. The future! Ah, God! there need
be no other purgatory than to live on and on
through its dreary desolate years—just to re-
member, and repent, and regret.”

" You talk so sadly, dear signora. Have you
no comfort, no hope of brighter or happier
days?”

" None."

""You look still young, and you are so beauti-
full It is sad to see you condemn yourself to a
life like this,” the girl murmured.

The woman laughed bitterly.

"1 do not condemn myself to it,” she said;
" it is fate; and fate to a woman means one of
two things—a love that is false, or a love that is
true.”

""Could love be false to you?"

"Yes; I do not suffer alone ; there are many
others whose lives have been wrecked as utterly
—betrayed as basely. "Would you like to hear
my story ? What tempts me to tell it you?
To no other living creature have my lips been
opened on the subject of my life, my sufferings.
I do not know how it is, but to-night —"* she
paused; her voice grew softer. ““To-night,
your music has unsealed the fountain of my
tears, and softened the memory of my wrongs.’

She paused a moment.

"I am of Spanish descent, but my mother
was of this land. She was a beautiful woman
—gifted, accomplished, proud. 1 was her only
child. From my earliest youth I had a passion
for the stage; at ten years of age I could
recite ; at twelve I could act ; at sixteen, regard-
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less of all advice and opposition, I ran away from
home and secured an engagement at a theatre
in Paris. 1 told no one; I was a young, hot-
headed, impulsive girl, fired with longing, full
of ambition; eager for the triumphs I knew I
had the power to win, and expecting to find the
life of an actress a scene of endless intoxication
and delight. Alas! I was soon awakened. 1
found myself in a hotbed of vice and immorality.
I saw that to presume to be virtuous was a
crime which not only those of my own profession,
but the very public on whose caprices I depended
for support, would resent to the uttermost. I
grew alarmed. I merely had subordinate parts
to play, but the manager promised me the chief
role on certain conditions. He knew I had
talent; but he knew, too, that I was young,
friendless, beautiful. I had one special admirer
—a French marquis, whose devotion was un-
altered by any rebuff—undeterred by any cold-
ness. Day after day did I return his presents,
his jewelled bouquets, his passionate missives.
At last he offered me marriage. 1 thought of
it for long. I had no love for him, but I was
friendless and persecuted. I had alienated my-
self from my parents, and for safety and protec-
tion, more than anything else, I accepted him.
We were married. He was thirty years older
than myself; he had all the knowledge of the
world that I had not ; he gambled, betted, raced,;
had all the fashionable vices and not a vestige of
honour or principle to redeem them. Imagine
what my life was. He forced me back to the
stage, and spent all T made. I wrote to my
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parents. They said I had chosen my own path
in life; I must walk in it alone henceforward. 1
was but eighteen, then (the baby Marquise they
called me), and launched upon French society
as a popular actress and a young wife. I had
thought to find safety in a wedding-ring—in the
mere fact of possessing a husband's name and
protection. Alas | what did I discover? Tempta-
tions were redoubled. On all sides I was beset.
My youth, my innocence, my marriage, seemed
but so many more inducements to men to per-
secute me. My own sex, too, were among my
bitterest assailants. “What did I expect?
they asked ; ‘if I chose that life I must conform
to its necessities like other people. Still I
resisted; the only result being that I became
unpopular, and a strong cabal was formed
against me for the express purpose of writing
me down. One evening I went to a concert.
I was passionately fond of music, and it was
the one form of amusement in which I indulged
every leisure hour I possessed. An Italian
violinist was to appear—a man young and of
great genius, so the world said—and Paris was
eager to hear him. I sat in the front row of
stalls, in the concert-room. My husband was
not with me. I listened to the player till I
seemed to forget my troubles, my sorrows—
where 1 was, and who were around me. His
music was exquisite. At its conclusion I
glanced up and met his eyes. Mine were dim
with tears I could not withhold. He withdrew,
but I was in a tumult of agitation. I could not
forget him, nor indeed did I wish to do so.
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After the concert I was introduced to him.
From that time we saw each other constantly.
He was often at my house. He was the rage
in Paris for that season, and his music was the
theme of universal praise. Well, I must not
dwell upon this longer. It was the old, old
story of a love that was sweeter for its very
danger—of lives that met too late. One day—
one memorable day—we found out whither we
were drifting; my eyes were open to the pitfall
before me. I stopped on the brink in terror.
He was a man. 1 suppose it was not in his
nature to leave me with his love unspoken, his
desires unurged. I refused to fly with him.
He accused me of being selfish—selfish! oh,
God! when my whole soul, my whole being, held
but one longing—the longing to be his for
evermore. I could have given up the world,
celebrity, fame, riches, all for his sake, and.
laughed at the thought of sacrifice, but I thought
of him. 1 had seen so much of the evil of life.
I knew that to a man gifted, great—with a
public profession and a life open to all men’s
gaze —such a step as he proposed would be ruin.
He did not know why I refused—not then;
but a year passed—a year that opened my eyes
to my own position—that saw me deserted by
my husband, forsaken by friends, persecuted
by a clique furious at my success and indignant
at the pride which held me aloof from base
amours and questionable friendships. In this
state—heart-sick, lonely, wretched, worn out
with struggles—I met him again. Before his
entreaties my strength failed at last. Every-
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thing that man could do to win me he did.
Everything that love could urge he urged. Had
marriage been possible, he would have wedded
me. But in France it was not possible. Only
this he swore, by everything he held sacred,
that if ever I were free, that moment I should
become his wife. I believed him. Alas! what
does not a woman believe when she loves! 1
was wrong; I do not excuse myself; but oh,
how I have suffered.”

Her voice broke; a storm of sobs shook her.
The girl kneeling at her feet was weeping too.
Outside in the misty sky the moon had risen,
and poured its soft, bright beams over the two
women in that quiet chamber. For long, deep
silence reigned.

"To a woman who loves as I loved,” she
resumed, " her passion is holy and pure, let the
world say what it will. For a year I was happy
—perfectly and entirely happy. Then—ah, then
the awakening came! How is it that to men
constancy is only a virtue that palls on sense and
spirit—that the women most faithful are always
the soonest forsaken? God knows —I do not;
only I have seen it a thousand times ; only in
my own sufferings I read this truth, ‘To the
faithless only are men faithful.” I loved him, and
he knew it ; he was my world, my life, my idol,
I dreamt no more of greatness or of fame—I
lived for him alone—he was my law. To me all
he did seemed right ; I never questioned his will
once I had yielded to it. But at last the
awakening came.”

" He had left me for a day—we were in Rome
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—and the hours hung heavily on my hands. 1
never went out without him; it was his wish.

" I employed myself in arranging his music
and decorating his chamber with flowers; he
never liked any one to touch it but myself, that
I knew. In placing some heavy music-books on
a shelf a paper fell at my feet—it was half a
sheet from some Parisian journal. It had
evidently been torn off. I glanced at it carelessly
enough—two lines caught my eye; only two
lines—they chronicled the death of my husband
at Nice, after a short and severe illness.

"I glanced at the date; the paper was a
month old!

« How long I stood there I do not know. I
seemed to grow years older in that moment of
shame and agony. For a whole month had this
paper been in my lover’s possession; a whole
month had he known of my freedom and
yet no word had he spoken—no sign had he
given—that he would fulfil his promise. The
hours passed on. I did nothing; only sat
there silent, passionless, cold as death, waiting
but for his presence ; telling myself, with love’s
pitiful blindness to all treachery, that he would
explain all—that it would be all right soon. I
would not think—I dared not. I only went over
my love and his—my love and his. With
evening he returned. I heard his step ; he sought
me everywhere; still I did not move. I waited
there till he should come, that fragment of paper
in my hand, that fear I dared not breathe, chill-
ing my heart as with ice. He found me there.
Something—I know not what—in my attitude
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or look, must have warned him of what I had
discovered. His faced paled, his brow darkened
with anger. 1 rose to my feet; I handed him
the paper.

"Did you know------ ?¢ 1 said simply.

"'l Yes, he answered.

" That was all. But it was enough. I knew
my doom. I knew that he had wearied of the
tie that bound us, and I was too proud to ask
him to cement its closeness by a ceremony that
could never make me his wife in heart. How
did I know it? you ask. Ah, child, a woman
must be blind indeed when she cannot see
whether love is forced or free—an impulse, or
an effort. From my eyes the veil fell in that
one second when I knew he had broken his
promise and deceived me. But I said nothing;
I uttered no reproach. “Of what use?’ I said
to myself. In something I have failed—I know
not what. I am already forsaken in the spirit.
Why strive to recall fire from ashes—Ilife from
death?”

"That night I left him. I have never seen
him since I had thought it no sin to live with
him so long as love meant all I thought it meant;
but I should have held it deadly shame to live
on knowing I might have been his wife, and he
would not make me so. For him, love was over;
had he prayed me to wed him then, I would not
have done it. It was not the empty honour, not
the certainty of a tie death alone could break,
that made wifehood sacred to my thinking. No;
it was love and love alone, and from his heart it
had died out—for ever?”

== =3= == == =—=I=
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" I thought my heart was broken ; but I live
still. T live, though life is only a memory of
anguish, a daily sense of desolation. Perhaps I
shall be old; I pray not; but how can I know?
Old! my God! to think that life can be so long
and years so many, and in all those years but one
to be glad in—or remember ! "

Her voice ceased. Deep silence reigned;
silence broken only by a half-suppressed sob from
the kneeling girl, though the eyes of her for
whom she wept were tearless.

" I meant to take my secret with me to the

grave,” she said, after a long pause. ''I do not
know how or why I was tempted to tell it to
you.”

"I thank you for your confidence, dear sig-
nora. You know I will respect it, do you not ?”

" Yes, Nita, you are a good girl. Oh, my
child, let my life be a warning to you! You
are very young, and you are fair and gifted,
and your life is a hard one, and full of tempta-
tion. But still, let my fate warn you from my
example; and if you ever love, think of me and
my words. There is always the future. Ah,
child, one should be very, very sure of the
present ere risking what is more than life itself
—to a woman.”

" But is one ever sure?" the girl asked softly.

The woman sighed.

'*God help us! No; for with us love is all,
and—Ilove is blind!"

== == =F= == ==

It was midnight.
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The girl had left, but the woman still sat by
the window, the moon-rays silvering her bowed
head with a strange halo, the cool night-wind
fluttering the leaves of the MSS. on the little
table.

At last she rose, and going to the chest
where I had lain so long, she drew forth a
packet of letters, and read them slowly, one by
one. As she finished the last, she laid the
little heap down beside me, and lit the lamp
she usually burned in the evenings.

Then, with a strange anguish in her face,
she thrust one of the letters in the flame, and
set fire to the rest. The little heap blazed
and burned, throwing a glow of light on the
white face and dark, sad eyes bent over them;
then the light paled, wavered, died. Only a
little mound of ashes lay where the records of
that fatal passion had spoken to her from the

ast.

P She did not weep or moan; she only stood
there silent as a figure of marble. Suddenly
her eyes fell upon me ; she took me up.

« You, too, speak of my past,” she said; and
her cold lips kissed me with sudden passion.

What was it—some memory, some instinct
that warned her—that made her pause, and gaze,
and gaze on me as if some ghostly face had
risen before her eyes, and confronted her with
features once familiar and beloved.

«[lt is his," she cried, in a voice of terrible
anguish. “ It is his name carved here, as he
used to carve it as I have seen him carve it a
hundred times in almost invisible letters, and all
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this time I have had it, and not known—and
not known----- "

She sank on a chair, holding me still clasped
to her breast. I heard her heart beat with fierce,
loud pulsations ; then I suddenly saw her face
change and grow grey and hueless; her lips
turned blue.

" Oh, God,” she cried, " that pain—that awful
pain—again."

The agony of her face was terrible. Each
second her sufferings seemed to increase. Her
eyes gazed upwards as if searching for some
help, some pity in another world. Then she
fell forwards, her arms still round me ; her last
breath sighed upon the strings on which her cold
lips rested.

She was dead.

Dead ; and her life’s history lay beside her. A
little heap of hueless ashes, and a name graven
on my frame, as it was graven on her lifeless
heart.

That name was Francesco Delli.



CHAPTER 11

FOUND !

NEXT morning they found her. She had died
of heart disease—so it was proved. Nita wept
passionately over her when she saw the white
still frame, the marble face, the colourless lips
that chilled her own when she touched them.

No one knew anything of her—so it seemed.
She left no clue as to who or what she was.
Friendless and solitary she had lived and died;
and, but for Nita, her grave would have been
left to charity or chance to provide. But the
young singer generously took upon herself all
necessary expenses, though she could ill afford
it, and her hand strewed that nameless resting-
place with summer lilies and fragrant roses,
gathered in their freshest and fairest bloom.

As for me, my fate was soon pronounced.
The people of the shop over which the dead
woman had lodged, declared she owed them
money, and as I was the only article of value
she possessed, gave it out as their intention to
sell me. Nita remonstrated, declaring that
signora had always paid regularly and faithfully;
telling them, also, the story of my discovery,
and that I did not really belong to my late
possessor. But in vain. Avarice and greed
were not to be silenced by such remonstrances
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as these; and one evening I was carried to the
shop of some man who dealt in musical instru-
ments, and there, after much haggling and
bargaining, I was left, my barterer receiving a
good round sum in exchange.

I took no account of time now. In the
colourless monotony of my existence there was
nothing to chronicle or note. I feared my
rightful owner would never claim me again, and
as much sorrow as was in me to feel 1 felt,
wondering how Tista was, and how the pretty
idyl had ended or would end.

One evening, as it was growing dusk, some
one entered the shop and asked to see some
violins. The voice was Tista’s voice.

I was hung up among a score of other instru-
ments, and so far away that I knew he could not
recognise me in the dim light. Meanwhile the
dealer showed him one violin after another, but
none seemed to please him. At last he produced
me. The old familiar touch thrilled me with a
passion of delight. Such melody fell from my
strings, that the man paused in the action of
reaching down another instrument, and turned
and stared open-mouthed at the player.

Dusk and dark as it was, Tista’s face beamed
with a sudden wonder and delight.

"Is it possible ?'" he cried. "It must be. No
two instruments have that tone. It is my lost
Amati.”

He took me to the light, and doubt was im-
possible.

" Where did you get this instrument?" he
asked the dealer.
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"I bought it," was the reply.

« How long ago ?" persisted Tista.

« About a month.”

" And it is three since I lost it !”

« Since you lost it, signor ?” exclaimed the
man in astonishment.

« I am afraid I shall have some difficulty in
proving it,” said Tista. * The facts are these.”

He then proceeded to relate how Delli had
lent him the instrument ; how his habit of taking
it everywhere with him had resulted in its loss;
how he had searched and advertised for it in
vain ; and, finally, how Delli himself could swear
to its identity, if necessary, inasmuch as his
name was engraved on the instrument.

« This is all very well, signor,” said the man,
as Tista concluded, <‘but I purchased the
instrument, and I gave a good sum for it. I
cannot afford to lose it.”

““Nor shall you,” said Tista, eagerly. "I will
pay you back. I have been nearly heart-broken
over the loss of this violin. All these months I
have had none, and have saved up every paolo
I earned in order to buy another. Here—it is
nearly double the sum you gave, by your own
confession. Take it, and let me have my Amati
back.”

And well content with his bargain, the man
yielded me up at once.

“ Give me the address of the man who sold it
you,” said Tista, when the matter was finally
settled.

The dealer did so. He had told the truth.
He was not afraid of investigation into his story.
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An hour later Tista and I were in the dreary
street where the woman whose story I had
learnt, had lived, and suffered, and died.

The man who owned the shop, and had let
the attic to his strange lodger, was out, so his
wife said, and she knew nothing, or would know
nothing, of the subject. As Tista lingered,
combating with her sullen answers and dogged
stupidity, a light step echoed in the distance;
a voice, clear and sweet as a lark’s fell pleasantly
on the artist’s ear.

He turned round. It was Nita. She came
swiftly along; her flushed cheeks, her round
lithe limbs, her dark sparkling eyes, making a
pretty picture of youth and gaiety.

As she entered and saw the tall form of a
stranger, she paused and looked at him curiously.

« Here, Nita,” called the woman, « you know
more of the signora who lived here than any
one else. Can you tell this gentleman how she
came by this violin? He says it was his, and
he lost it.”

""Yours, signor—was it yours?” cried the
girl, eagerly. "Oh, the poor lady so often said
she wished she could find the owner. 1 told
Pedro he had no right to sell it, because
she always said she found it—lost somewhere in
the fields out in the country yonder. And it is
really yours?"

" Really mine,” said Tista, smiling. (< So far
mine, at least, that my master gave it to me
years ago, and has always refused to have it
back. I was sorely grieved to lose it.”
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The woman, hearing her child cry, left the
shop. The girl came nearer to Tista.

"It is a beautiful instrument,” she said.
'"Are you an artist, signor?”

"I am trying to become one,” said Tista,
modestly. ““And you?”

"I am a chorus-singer in the opera. They
call me Nita.”

““Have you no parents?"

“None that I know of, and no friends now
since the good signora is dead.”

« Is she dead—the woman who found my
violin 7"

““Si, signor.” And the girl’s eyes grew dim.
" If you like to come up, I will show you her
room ; it is mine now. I could not bear any
one else to have it.”

She led the way up the dark narrow stairway,
and Tista followed. Thus once again I found
myself in the same place where that sad tragedy
had been enacted, where love betrayed had kept
its faith in silent martyrdom, ending only with
an ended life.

The room was altered. There were a few
dainty trifles in it I had not seen before. There
were flowers scattered in profusion. There was
a little more furniture to relieve its bareness
and dreariness, and the girl who stood now by
the little window was very different in her youth
and beauty and freshness from the weary sad-
faced woman who had sat at her endless work
in this same place but one short month before.”

" Will you be seated, signor ?" said Nita.

Tista glanced around, half hesitating ; perhaps
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he wondered that the girl should so frankly
have asked him here to her own room, but
certainly Nita did it in all innocence and
carelessness.

He took a seat, and the girl began her story.

"I have lived here for some months,” she
said. "I told you I was engaged as a chorus-
singer at the opera. When I first came the
signora was living here, and had done so for
several years. No one knew anything about
her. She was poor. She worked hard. She
had no friends, but she was a lady; that one
could tell. She was kind to me always. 1 do
not know why, for I am very different from her,
being only of the people and ill-taught, though
they say I have a voice and talent; but there,
that matters nothing. Well, as 1 say, she was
good to me, and would ask me here, and talk,
or hear me sing, and give me lessons in acting,
for she had been a great actress once herself,
though she hid her name and chose to live
unknown. One evening she told me she had
found this violin; it had been left in the fields
out far out in the country way, as one goes
to the Madonna’s shrine at St. Lucca. She
brought it home and set inquiries afoot, but
could never find out to whom it belonged.
That night the last night I saw her, signor,
she bade me play to her. 1 have some know-
ledge of music, and can play a little. My father
dealt in instruments of all sorts, and I, when a
little one, used to pick up what I could, and he
often taught me when he had the leisure. He
is dead now--the saints rest his soul. But as
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I was saying, the dear signora bade me play to
her, which T did. She wept much. It was
strange that she should weep, I thought, having
always seen her so calm and quiet and silent.
When 1 left her she was sitting yonder, by the
lattice, at some copying work she used to do.
When I saw her again—signor, pardon me, I
cared for her more than I know; I cannot but
weep to think how sad a fate was hers—when 1
saw her again, she was dead. Here she sat, by
this table, her arms around the Amati, her head
resting on it, just as if she had fallen forward
with it in her arms; and so her soul passed
away!”

The girl was weeping bitterly.

Tista was silent for sympathy. " And you
know nothing of her real name—her history?”
he asked at length.

""Something of her history she told me on
that last night,” said Nita, raising her head and
wiping away the tears from her long eyelashes.
"It was very sad, but of her name, her real
name, she said nothing. When she had gone,
they searched for some clue as to her friends or
birthplace, but in vain. No letter—no paper—
nothing was found. I think she must have
burnt her letters before she died, for on the
table beside her were a heap of ashes and some
fragments of blackened paper. Perhaps she
wished to keep her secret, and so carried it with
her to her grave?"

““Poor creature!” sighed Tista, <“What an
unhappy fate.”

"I am glad you have secured your instrument
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again, signor,” said the girl after a short pause,
““The man who has the shop below sold it ; he
said she owed him rent, though I never believed
it; but then, I could not prove she did not.”

"I am also glad I have recovered it,” said
Tista, laying his hand lovingly on me. " I have
had a weary search for it.”

"It would be, perhaps, asking too much of
the signor to play to me,” said Nita, timidly.
«But I may never see him or the instrument
again, and I love music so dearly.”

She hesitated, blushing and confused, as she
met Tista’s grave eyes.

"I will play—certainly, if you wish it,” he
answered.

For a few moments she listened in silence.
Then lier breath came quick—her eyes brimmed
over with tears. Tista suddenly laid me down;
his face had a look of wonder, almost of awe.

" Did you say the dead woman had it in her
arms when you found her ?” he asked in a
hushed voice.

" Yes, signor.”

"I remember once,” he went on dreamily,
""once when I was a child, hearing of some
celebrated player who was passionately fond of
his violin; he was told that the one thing his
instrument needed to make it perfect was a
soul. “And it shall have one, he said. At that
time his mother was ill—dying, I believe. She
lived in some far-off land, and when he heard of
her danger he travelled night and day to reach
her. Was it anxiety to see her—was it duty—
love? No, though all thought so. He reached
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her side. He bade all her attendants go out
and leave him alone with her. She opened her
eyes and saw him beside her. Her feeble lips
opened to bless him. He bent over her and
laid the sound-post of his violin upon them.
Her dying breatli was breathed in it. The soul,
freed from its earthly prison (so the legend says),
was caught and kept in this strange tenement.
Be that how it may, it seemed to hold the key
to all expression—the power to touch all passions
and emotions that sway the human heart. Joy,
sorrow, anguish, laughter, tears—all these it
could wake at will. But when they said to the
player, ‘ Your instrument has indeed a soul,” he
shuddered and trembled. Perhaps—so the story
says—he was bound to forfeit his own in
exchange. He was a most unhappy man—
restless, capricious, dissatisfied; but he had the
fame of a whole world, and the memory of
future ages.” *

" Is he dead?" asked the girl softly.

""Yes; he died with his beloved instrument
in his arms, and begged that with him it might
be buried. That last wish was not complied
with, but no other owner of the charm-haunted
violin could ever produce such sounds.”

""How strange a story!” said Nita, in an
awe-struck voice. "Is it true, signor?”

"I doubted it—till now,” answered Tista.

““Why now?” she asked, in wonder, as she
looked up at his pale, grave face.

““Because this instrument has just such a

* This is a legend related of the famous Paganini.
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tone; when I lost it, it was beautiful; now, it
is perfect. 1 was frightened myself when I
heard its sounds a few minutes ago.”

""Then the signor thinks------ "

" That the dying woman has breathed a charm
into it; yes.”

The girl looked at him with wide, frightened
eyes.

""And you will keep it, use it, play on it—
unblessed, unexorcised?”

« Most certainly ; it has gained the one thing
it needed—a soul.”

"Oh, signor!” gasped Nita in terror; '"do
not speak so, do not tempt the evil one to do
you harm. Oh, holy Jesu, how you frighten me !"

He did not hear or heed. He took me up
with a strange absorbed face and eyes like a
sleep-walker, and holding me close to his breast
he left the room and the house. Then only he

spoke. "I may win fame at last, and fame
means—her.”



CHAPTER III

THE STRAD’S STORY

"I can afford to wait"

How did it happen that the first coolness,
difference, misunderstanding took place? Aye,
how ?

It is difficult to say; there seemed to be so
little tangible foothold, and yet there was
enough. What Delli wrote to Daphne I cannot
tell. I only know that the old friendship was
resumed; that the constraint and coldness
appeared to wear off ; and she seemed to forget
what he himself had once told her, that friend-
ship between a man and a woman he has once
loved, is a thing well-nigh impossible.

Did he forget? No. But he was acting a
part, and he did it skilfully.

" You have not heard from Tista of late ? " he
said to her one day. "No? Well, he is get-
ting strangely forgetful ; but youth is youth.”

" He is much occupied,” Daphne said timidly,
as if in explanation.

Delli flashed a look on her.

““Occupied!  Should any occupation make
him forget you?"

" He does not forget,” the girl said proudly.
"I can trust him perfectly. But you know how

169
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hard he works, and how much depends upon his
success, and lately he has seemed despondent;
enemies have begun .to appear; ill-nature and
rivalry are at work ; his task is by no means
easy.”

""Daphne!" said Delli earnestly, "there is
much genius in Tista, but people have begun to
say of late that it is a sudden plant, fair but
without root ; dazzling with its wealth of colour
one moment, dead and dull and scentless ere
maturity is reached. I know not: it may be so.
Greater men than I are at the head of the
Academy, and say all he can do is done. That
is not well. Some advise that he should travel,
see other lands; visit other countries. A musi-
cian, like a painter, needs new colours, new
scenes, new effects. There is nothing so
wearying as sameness.”

“Travel | " echoed Daphne, in bewilderment.

“Yes; is the idea painful to you? What is
best for him is what you must think of, for
assuredly Tista will never think of it himself.
I have lived with him; I know. He always
needs a stronger hand, a wiser head than his
own, to guide or control him.”

"I think he is perfectly able to be his own
guide—to direct his own actions,” answered
Daphne, with a calmness that her flushed cheek
and kindling eyes belied.

" You think so, yes; because he is dear to
you. From the standpoint of a calm and unsel-
fish friendship I see his faults as well as his
virtues. I only speak for his own good, Daphne.”

"Yes, I know; I was hasty, perhaps. Do
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you know if he wishes to travel? Has he
said so?”

""Often; but perhaps he thinks you would
object."

"I! He has never hinted at such a thing in
his letters."

''Has he not?” said Delli, with a peculiar
smile. " You see I hear of him as well as from
him, so I have both sides to judge from. Now
you ______ "

He paused meaningly.

"1 am perfectly satisfied,” rejoined Daphne,
hastily. ‘I shall write and tell him he ought
to travel if—if—these people think it necessary.
I would not stand in the way of his future good
for any recompense in the world.”

There was a long pause.

" You did very well last night,” said Delli,
presently, as if seeking to change the subject.

"Did I? " she answered, absently; "I am
glad you think so.”

""You will soon be having other engagements
offered you,” he continued; " it will be in your
power to gratify that wish to travel, I have so
often heard you express.”

She looked at him gravely.

““Do you think I shall ever do anything really
good ? It seems so difficult, and there are so
many better.”

" Better than you! Your voice is matchless!
you have all Florence at your feet. Each year,
as you gain experience, you will also gain greater
triumphs. Your future may be as brilliant as
you wish.”
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" Do you remember what you said once about
fame when a woman possesses 1t?" she asked
him suddenly. "It was long ago; I was but a
child, but I have thought of it often since.”

He turned aside to conceal the emotion her
words had called forth. His voice grew unsteady
as he answered-

" Yes, I remember. Are you afraid the laurels
will be bitter?”

“There is always something wanting in every
life,” she said sadly ; "none is complete.”

““By itself; no.”

She flushed all over her beautiful face ; doubt-
less she thought of her lover, but 4e was thinking
only of her.

"1 am so glad the Amati is discovered again,”
she said suddenly; ''was it not strange how
Tista found 1t?”

““It was singular—yes; he traced it through
some singing girl who is attached to the opera-
house. I hear he is giving her lessons out of
gratitude for the assistance she rendered him in
making the discovery.”

Daphne’s face grew suddenly pale.

" That is not the story he told me,” she said.

"My dear child,” said Delli, with an indul-
gent smile; " do you suppose men, especially
young men, ever tell the truth to women ? ”

“ I know nothing of men or their ways,” an-
swered the girl, proudly. "I only know Tista
always tells me the truth.”

““An instance—in the present case.”

““You may be misinformed.”

“ Ask him if I am.”
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““That would appear as if I listened to tra-
ducers, signor, and doubted him.”

She did not see the smile of triumph on his
lips. How well he had judged her ! How fatally
for her was that supreme trust betrayed in her
words!

"You are right,” he said calmly ; “‘it might
appear so to—him.”

Soon after this he left her ; but that night when
he was alone, he paced up and down his solitary
chamber with a fierce, strange unrest—a passion
of joy in his face, a gleam of triumpli in his eyes.

€ It works already,” he said. " First distrust,
then jealousy; a long absence, which I can
easily secure—a season of triumph for her, of
failure for him ; and then----- ”?

He paused; his face grew dark and troubled.

““Even if I win her, will it content me?" he
murmured. "I, who all my life have gained
but to despise; have loved but to weary of my
toy; have coveted triumph and achieved suc-
cess ; have been the idol of courts only to despise
my worshippers! Yet this is different. At last
I love. Itis not the frenzy of a moment ; no,
it is the passion of a life. Yes, she must be
mine, and she will /"

Then he sat down and wrote, as he had done
on another night. But his face looked troubled,
and in its fierce unrest a certain softness and
compassion seemed to dwell.

""To give her pain,” he said softly; '"it is
hard! It needs all my courage to deal the
blow ; and yet, if I mean to win her, it must be
dealt. If only I had left him alone! Why did
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I raise him from his own sphere ? He might be
safe in Cremona now, selling violins and eating
his garlic stews content. Ah! why did I meddle
with the old blind goddess? Does she not
always serve us so ? Only we will never believe
it till too late. I served him, and now I am
beggared! Oflife I ask but one gift, and that
is denied me. Well, they say Vengeance needs
but a long patience ; so does Love. For once in
all the years I have lived, I can afford to— wait.”

He pushed aside his writing materials with a
sigh of intense weariness. At this moment his
servant entered, and announced a visitor.

Delli started, and looked at the card.

"At this hour?” he muttered. "Yes, show
him in, of course, Beppo.”

" Strange,” he said, when the servant had
retired ; " ten years or more since I saw him,
and to come—now.”

The door opened again, and a tall, handsome
man, long past middle age, but of striking
appearance, entered.

" Ah, Francesco ! " he said, and extended his
hand in welcome.

Delli bowed low.

"I am delighted to see you, eccellenza," he
said. " To what do I owe such an unexpected
honour ?”

"It is unexpected I doubt not,” said the
visitor, in a voice that, despite his efforts to
modulate it, sounded singularly harsh. “It is
long since we met, is it not, Delli? those days
when you played Leporello to my Don Giovanni,
eh? Ha, ha!”
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‘I scarcely supposed you would have remem-
bered them,” said Delli coldly.

""Oh, yes!” laughed the other. <“Where
pretty women are concerned I have always a
good memory. But the truth is, Delli, I want
your help.”

" For some love escapade ? 1 have done with
such matters now.”

" No, no! nothing of that kind; though it
surprises me to hear of your turning virtuous.
You are not married, are you?”

" No.”

" Well, well, T suppose you know your own
affairs best. But I must make my story brief.
I am in haste to get to Rome on important
business. Since I saw you last, Delli, many
things have befallen me. Through deaths and
accidents, the lands and titles I never hoped to
inherit have fallen to me—at last. You see
what I am—a man no longer young, and a man
whose life’s history is fairly exhausted.”

““I congratulate you from my heart on your
good fortune.”

"It is not such good fortune. The estates
are impoverished; the money is scarce, and
pledged already for debts of honour. However,
I must make the best of it. But what I want
you to do is this: I have been wild and bad
enough all my life, Heaven knows; but there is
an action which I have never ceased to regret,
and that is----- "

" Not running away with the little Bianca,
eccellenza ? "

““No; that never troubled me. She was no



176 COUNTESS DAPHNE

Gretchen to die of shame on her prison bed. It
is a different affair altogether. When I knew
you—let me see—eight, ten, no, twelve years
ago—was it not ?—you remember how you used
to plague me about my constant visits to Vinci?”

" Yes; and you always had the excuse of
rents, or stewards, or something of the kind.”

" True. Well, 1 was married.”

« Married | " echoed Delli, in amazement.

"Yes. No one knew; no one has heard of it
but yourself. The story is simple enough. I
saw a girl with a face like—well, descriptions
are useless. I have never seen its equal—that
is all. She was poor, but too proud for any of
my usual inducements to sway her for one
moment. I loved her. You know me of old,
Delli. Love was a frenzy ; I agreed to anything,
everything she desired. We were safely and
surely wedded. She had but one relative—a
father—a man full of one craze, and that was
music. She left him at my bidding, and came
with me. I told her our marriage must be kept
secret, on account of my rank. She made no
opposition ; once she knew herself my wife, she
was a slave in obedience and devotion. Perhaps
that wearied me; I do not know. After our
child’s birth I cared less ; my visits grew rarer,
but she never complained. I think she had an
angel’s patience. Ah, Heaven, how did I repay
it? Well, I had not seen her long—in fact, I had
almost forgotten that I had a wife—when sud-
denly I received a letter saying she was dying. It
was a shock—a real shock, Delli. In a passion
of grief and repentance I rushed to her side. 1
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was too late. The letter had been delayed, and
when I reached Rome she was dead. An old
man had come to her, the people said—her
father, I believe. She had not known him; but
he had buried her, and taken the child away
with him. I did not care much for that. A
female child would have only been an encum-
brance to me; I should not have known what
to do with her.

" Of all that had happened to the mother
before she took that sudden journey to Rome I
know nothing. Perhaps she had heard 1 was
there ; and it is true I had been, but not to stay.
When I went back to the villa where I had left
her, I found a letter addressed to me. It stated
that she was ill and unhappy, and was going to
seek me, and beg me to care for her child, if she
should be taken away from earth, as she some-
times feared. There were no reproaches for all
my wrong-doing to her, bitterly as I deserved
them. For a moment I thought of seeking the
child and doing my best for it. But I remem-
bered again my straitened means, my restless,
wandering life; and, in truth, I dreaded the old
man’s merited reproaches ; more especially as my
wife, in obedience to my wishes, had never told
him we were married. Besides, I did not care
for the child. She was a strange little thing,
whose eyes always seemed to rebuke me for her
mother’s sufferings. 1 left the place, sold the
villa, and passed my life in my usual manner till
now.”

""And what disturbs you now?"

" This. Of course, impoverished as the estates
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are, they will descend in time to my heirs. The
girl must not be wronged by strangers. I have
sought her, therefore, with both interest and
remorse, but as yet in vain.”

""And is it for this you seek my assistance ?"

"It is. Naturally, I do not care to have too
much publicity thrown upon the facts, but I wish
to find my child.”

'"Rather late in the day for parental affec-
tion!” interrupted Delli drily.

" Are you the fit person to rebuke me for
that?"

Delli’s face paled.

““No, I am not. God knows my own sins
weigh heavily enough upon my conscience.
Still, T scarcely see how I can help you in this
matter. What was your wife’s name?"

""Beatrice Orgagna.”

““And she was humbly born, you say. Of
what birthplace?”

"I cannot tell. Her father lived at Cremona
after our marriage, but he is long dead.”

“ And what became of the child after his
death?”

" If I knew, do you suppose I should be here
now?” said the stranger fiercely. “It is just
that which I cannot discover.”

" What was the child’s name ?”

" The same as her mother’s, I believe.”

“You believe. Are younot even sure of that ?"

““No, Because my wife called her by some
fanciful name of her own; and—well—think
how long ago all this happened, Delli. Why,
amico, how pale you look. What is 1t?"
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« A sudden memory—and yet—no, it cannot
be possible. It would be too strange. Count,
did you say Orgagna was your wife’s name ?"

““Yes. What ofthat?"

“ 1 was at Cremona some years ago, and there
was an old musician there, sacristan to some
church, with whom I had a slight acquaintance.
The name was Orgagna, and he had a grandchild
living with him—a girl of singular beauty and
intelligence.”

““Yes, yes,” said his friend, impatiently.
" That is just as far as my own researches have
taken me.”

““But mine go further. The girl had a won-
derful talent for music. I passed many of my
leisure hours in instructing her. On leaving
Cremona I also left my address with her, bidding
her, if ever she needed a friend, apply to me.”

""Has she ever done so?"

““Never. Butyet I know her, signor. I will
not prolong your suspense. If indeed Daphne
Orgagna be your child she is found already.”

""Delli, you are not jesting?”

“ Could I jest on such a sacred subject as a
father’s feelings? " was the sarcastic rejoinder.

““Daphne, Daphne," pursued the other
musingly. " Yes, that is the name her mother
used to call her by. Strange that you should
know the girl. What is she like, Delli?”

« She is beautiful, gifted, proud ; she possesses
a voice that charms all men’s ears. She is now
at the opera-house here, fulfilling an engagement
that has already made her famous.”

““What! On the stage. My child?"

G
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““Even so, excellenza, but then you must
remember neither she nor the world in general
know she is your child."

«Delli," said the other, hoarsely, " you know
her, you say ? Is she safe? Has harm come
to her? You know what I mean. A young,
unprotected girl, beautiful as you say, and
thrown upon a publiclife. Oh, heaven, I never

« You never thought,” echoed Delli, sarcas-
tically. " No. Few men do think of the youth-
ful follies whose consequences follow them in
after-life. But rest assured of your daughter’s
safety. She is not a girl to be lightly won;
certainly not awoman to forget her own dignity,
or let others forget it.”

““You speak warmly, Delli.”

““It is not in a man’s power—certainly not in
mine—to speak otherwise of Daphne.”

" When shall I see her ?"

““To-morrow, if you will. Come with me to
the opera.”

'"So be it. Delli, one word. 1 have known
you long. We have been friends as the world
counts friendship. Let us be friends still.
Despite my titles and lands, I am poor. You
are a rich man, and famous now in your way. Be-
sides, you come of a family old and great as my
own. It does not need a seer’s glance to read
your wishes, amico. Youlove Daphne. Well, you
shall wed her if you will. You know her history.
I should not care to have to tell it to a stranger
—Ileaving alone the fact that her mother was far
below my own station in life, and at this far
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date of time, proofs of my marriage would be
difficult to produce. Do you hear? Why, how
strange you look. I am not wrong in my suppo-
sition, am 1°?”

"Wrong? No. I love her with the very
madness of idolatry. To make her mine is the
one hope and desire of my life.”

" Well, T say you may do so. What is the
obstacle ? "

'*She has another lover—a poor, humble-born
youth, for whom she keeps up her childish
friendship; a lover in no way suited to her rank
—her beauty.”

'"Nay, do not vex yourself for that. She
must obey me. I am not likely to permit such
folly.”

" Daphne is very self-willed | "

" And what am 1, amico ? "

" True," said Delli, gravely, * But you must
not force her. Let me win her my own way, for
there is one thing I desire even more than her-
self, and that is—her love.”

" Obtain the one—the other will come.”

« So all men think—until------ ”

" Until when, Delli ?”

““Until they at last love. Then their own

hearts teach them how great an error such belief
1s.”



CHAPTER 1V

¢ HE HAS FORGOTTEN ”>

THE red evening light was burning over the black
shadows of the houses, and on the grey walls and
church spires of Florence. Bells were tolling
for vespers. The scents of orchards—of dried
crushed leaves and ripened fruits—were every-
where. A girl sat at an open window and looked
out, with sad unseeing eyes.

It was Daphne.

On the couch beside her I lay, just where
Delli had thrown me an hour before. I had not
seen them together for many weeks—not since
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that day when her father had sought him and
learnt of his child’s welfare from his lips.

How Daphne had taken that news, and how
she had met and received the parent who had
so long neglected her, I am unable to say. I
only know that she was living with him in
Florence; that she saw and mingled in society,
and wore silks and satins and jewels, and was
féted, and caressed, and a great lady now. And
yet—ah, she never had that look in her eyes
when I saw her first, dreaming under the mag-
nolia-trees in the sacristan’s garden at Cremona.
Nor when I saw her last, grown to womanhood
and fair as any painter’s dream; on her face
the light that " never was on land or sea;” nor
indeed on any face, or in any eyes, save those of
a woman who loves.

Delli had been with her for long; talking of
many things ; ranging from subject to subject
with a grace peculiarly his own, yet keeping
always from that one subject which, ever present
in his thoughts, was sternly banished from his
lips.

Of Tista I heard never a word. She was not
less cold to Delli than of yore, but more restless
and indifferent. She scarcely heeded what he
said, and her face seemed to have lost its youth,
and her eyes held always that strange repressed
look, as of something she longed to know, and
yet dared not ask.

Sitting there now by the open window,with
the red of the sunset on her glorious hair, and
a knot of scarlet carnations in the folds of her
white dress, she looked more beautiful than ever,
but with a beauty changed and saddened, and
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infinitely more touching than the loveliness of
girlhood.

She seemed in deep thought. Her brow was
troubled ; the curved lips quivered with a sigh
that sounded infinitely sad in that hushed and
silent room.

There was no one to see her—I being of no
account and esteemed lifeless and sightless, and
senseless—and she wore no mask on her face
now. She looked as she was—a woman whose
life’s song had been sung—a woman with a
memory that haunted her unceasingly. A great
lady, perhaps, with the gleam of jewels round
her throat, and the lace folds of her robe sweep-
ing the floor around her, and a knot of scarlet
flowers against her beautiful white breast. Great
and rich, and fair, undoubtedly; but no longer
happy as the child I remembered in the old villa
gardens; no longer standing lost in happy
dreams of some blissful future close at hand,
which the key of love had thrown open to her
gaze, and into which her feet half longed, half
dreaded, to stray.

The sunset fires died out. A soft gloom fell
round her, folding her in tender shadows. Then
she rose and left the window, and came slowly
over to where I lay.

" He has forgotten,” she said. ''It must be
so. Itis four long weeks since I wrote, and still
no word; four long weeks since I told him of
the change in my circumstances, of my father’s
claiming me, and still no word; four long weeks
of watching, waiting, weeping, and he is silent
still |  What can it mean ? Oh, if I could but



"HE HAS FORGOTTEN" 185

see him for one hour; if only we stood face to
face once more, with no web of secrecy between
us! Nothing is the same as it used to be—
nothing. The music is all gone out of my life.
Is it T who doubt too soon, or he who is faithless
too easily ? They say he is always with this
singing girl now; but oh, I cannot believe
it. It is but a few months since we parted;
but a few months since he said, { The world holds
for me but one woman, Daphne, and that is you'
—and now? Ah, now he must have forgotten,
or surely some word would have reached me.
He knows my history ; he knows how my father
has claimed me; he knows I am thrust before
the world whether I will or no, and that the
world gives me nought of pleasure. Not one
hour is there of my life that I would not gladly
exchange to go bareheaded in the sun as in the
days of old, to sit amidst green leaves and
flowers, a song on my lips, a music in my heart
that none can ever waken again, if he be what
they tell me. But he is not—he cannot be!"

If I could have spoken I would have told her,
““Keep that faith always,” but I could not. 1
could only listen to her wild laments, and see
her weep those bitter tears for the old dead days
that would never, never return for any call, or
any entreaty.

“ One is so thankless,” she murmured ; " once
I longed to be rich and great, to mix with the
world as the equal of those who scorned my
poverty; and now—now, when I have nobles
and princes at my feet, I am only sick and weary
of them all, longing but for one voice, clinging
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but to one faith. They say I have no heart.
Dear heaven, if only I had not, some peace and
comfort might still be mine. There is never a
voice in my ears that drowns the echo of his
‘Giulietta mia;° those words call back fresh
as yesterday that hour when we sat together by
the stream, and the wind heard our vows, and
the roses scattered their petals at our feet; so
near, so far away it seems—that one most
perfect hour; but now, is it true I am only
the great world’s darling—not yours, my love—
my love?"

Her voice broke into sobs, pitiful as a child’s.
With all her pride, she was so young—
so young and so utterly alone. Her strength
failed her now as she thought of it and thought
perhaps of the years that were still to be lived
with only that one sweet summer-time as a
memory of joy she had known and might
never know again.

It was two hours later when Daphne, freshly
attired, and looking proud as any princess, swept
into her father’s reception rooms, carrying me
with her. Then I knew Delli would be there;
nor was I wrong.

It was a great festa. 1 saw many beautiful
women and princely men, and among them all
the old white-haired Count, Daphne’s father,
looking so handsome and so proud of her as she
stood by his side in the costly robes that
heightened her wonderful beauty and made all
men’s eyes turn on her in admiration, and all
women’s in envy. No face was so lovely as
hers; but certainly none so cold and proud. It
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bore no traces of the passionate emotion I had
witnessed. A bright flush burned on her cheeks;
her eyes gleamed black as night under their
heavy fringing lashes, and her beautiful hair was
coiled in crisp golden waves around her head,
with diamonds shining star-like in its masses.

Delli’s eyes never left her. She must have
been blind indeed, not to see the purpose and
passion in his glance; or to deem his ceaseless
attentions and devoted care but the outpourings
of ““friendship.” Poorer mask man never wore
than he wore that night. She sang repeatedly
during the evening; each time her efforts being
greeted with a rapture and adulation that might
have raised a thrill of triumph in any woman’s
breast. They did not appear to do so in hers.

Late in the evening, when their guests had
all left, she wandered out on the terrace, just
beyond the windows. Her father, standing in
the rooms within, saw her. He glanced at Delli.

<“Shall I follow?” asked the latter im-
patiently.

““Yes. Remember it is your last chance;
to-morrow we leave.”

Delli had been playing. He laid me hastily
down, and followed the girl out into the quiet
starlight.

He spoke a few words. She turned im-
patiently away, and came back to the windows.
He followed, and laid his hand upon her arm.

““But if your father wishes 1t?” he said.

“ It cannot make me do so,” was the cold
rejoinder.

"Daphne,” he said earnestly, striving hard to
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keep his self-command—to restrain the passion
that longed to break loose from its restraint—
““Daphne, if indeed he whom you love were
worthy of you, I would not urge my own upon
your notice; but he is not."

"Suffer me to judge of that, signor. You
have not ceased to malign him since we
parted.”

""Have I said more of his unworthiness than
his own actions deserved?"

""Far more than a friend would have uttered,
had friendship the meaning for you that it has
for me.”

« Your rebuke is just, I allow. But, Daphne,
my love for you so far exceeds all other feelings
that I can think of nothing else.”

““Is this the way you keep your promise,
signor ?”

"I have kept it so long, so long! Daphne,
have a little mercy ! Why are you so cruel to
me ? If, indeed, your love had met witli like
love, your faith with like faith, my lips would
have been sealed for ever. But you know you
cannot deceive yourself any longer. Tista’s
love was a boy’s love—fierce, idolatrous for the
moment—quickly exhausted, burnt out by its
own intensity, cooled by a short absence. Oh,
Daphne! where is your pride, your woman’s
strength? Even were he of your own rank, it
would be different; but to waste thought, love,
upon one so far below you—one who does not
possess the common virtues of gratitude or
faithfulness—my child, is your pride not greater
than this | 1)
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She was deadly pale—pale as the hue of her
gown; her hands were locked together in an
intensity of pain and passion, mingled with the
shame she felt that her secret was thus laid bare
to another’s gaze, her thoughts to another mind.

""You are wrong," she said. <““His silence
proceeds from that very faithfulness whose pos-
session you deny to him. He fears to force
himself upon my notice; he deems my present
position a barrier he has not courage to sur-
mount until------ "

““Until you give him more encouragement,
signorina ? "

She flashed a contemptuous glance upon him.

““No, signor; until fame and fortune have
placed him on an equality with those who would
do well to imitate his reticence | "

Delli bit his lip.

““Your pardon, fair lady. I confess I de-
serve the rebuke. If you still cling to your
belief in Tista’s faithfulness, I will not attempt
to shake it further, only it would be well to
convince yourself if the object of your faith is
deserving of so high an opinion. Ask the
signora with whom Tista has spent all his
evenings of late. Ask her also, with whom he
has left Bologna? She will not deceive you.
And then, if you think his silence proceeds
from the attribute of—modesty, you must be
wilfully blind to a fact that most women are
quick enough to discover.”

« Do you think to further your own cause by
speaking ill of another man, Signor Delli?”

““No, I do not. I am perfectly aware that
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every word I utter places me at a disadvantage;
still I cannot be silent. What man could,
knowing that a jewel he covets is thrown down
before another man’s feet, to be crushed in the
dust, forsaken for a baser gem that allures his
vagrant fancy | "

" Once for all,” she said, a certain tired im-
patience in the scorn and coldness of her voice,
““once for all, signor, learn that, worthy or
unworthy, I cannot unlove at will.”

““And you will not try to love me ? You will
not think more kindly, even if time proves which
love is true, which false ? "

““No, no, no!” she cried fiercely, her hands
pressed tight against her heart, her eyes full of
pain and misery and despair.

““Am I so hateful?" he asked.

She hesitated.

"I did not hate you—once,” she faltered
slowly, " but------ "

““But now I am to suffer for his faithfulness?
Oh, Daphne?”

His voice was so imploring, the agony in his
face so intense, that she looked at him in
wonder.

““Do you care so much?” she said slowly.
““Oh, then have pity on me! I love him still.”

And with bowed head and quivering lips she
hurried from the room.

He stood a moment silent. His face showed
the fierce battle going on within. When he
raised it at last, it was white and bloodless as
the dead.

““She must believe!" he said, and his voice
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had a ring of terrible determination. '"I have
gone too far to give in—mnow.”

« Well, Delli, and has the wooing prospered ?"
asked the count, approaching him at this
moment.

'"No," said Delli curtly. " Your daughter is
true to her plebeian instincts, and prefers a boor
to a gentleman.”

«Your zeal carries away your temperance,
amico mio,"” was the cool rejoinder. "If I
mistake not, I have often heard that plebeians
own a virtue patricians are often wanting in—
it is fidelity."”

Delli frowned angrily.

"A fitting preacher of what you termed a
woman’s worst crime, eccellenza!"” he said
mockingly.

« True; but this time it is not I who suffer
for the crime.”

"Do you wish Daphne to marry this lad? A
poor match for one of your race, count |

"I do not wish her to marry any one at
present. I am getting fond of the girl,
incredulous as you seem. She is beautiful
and gifted and proud, and has a certain grace
about her that is charming. If you cannot win
her, Delli, there is no other ambition at work
within me at present. We suit each other, and
she may stay with me as long as she pleases.”

6 I shall win her, if you only give me time.”

€Time is costly, amico, and----- "

“You know you can command all I have.
You know, too, that at any moment my uncle
may die, and then------ "
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""Then you will be a second Croesus; so
report says. Is that what you wish to convey?"

" Money is of no value to me, count.”

""You are foolish, Delli. Why have you not
kept heartwhole, like myself. A little love is
all very well—a pleasant excitement that gives
flavour to life as the olive to the wine; but a
passion like yours, and for one who cares not
whether you live, or die, so long as you trouble
her not—altro ! it is foolish indeed ! "

"Do you wish to insult me?” said Delli
fiercely.

" Amico, 1?7 Nothing do I desire less !"

" Then leave me and my folly alone. Heaven
knows I suffer enough for it. Do you think I
have not tried to conquer? Do you think I
have not tried to forget? Oh, Dio mio/ how
hard '—how hard! but I only love her more —
I only love her more!”

His voice broke. That fatal love mastered
him as no other passion had ever mastered him
yet. The count looked with momentary pity at
that white face. Then it changed, and grew
still and cold, as an Italian’s face so often does,
when it seeks to master some hidden pain.

““Farewell,” he said. ““You have never
loved; you do not know.”

And he left him standing there in the white
moonlight.

““Poor Delli!” murmured the count softly,
as he smoked his dainty cigarettes, pacing up
and down the terrace. " No, I have never loved
liked that—thank Heaven for it ! I]



CHAPTER V

"BE WISE IN TIME ”

THE count had left the terrace, and was lounging
in the balcony, when the door of the inner room
opened and Daphne entered, She went straight
through the unclosed window and stood beside
him. Her sudden appearance seemed to startle
him.

""Why, Daphne,” he said wonderingly, I
thought you had gone to rest long ago.”

‘I was not tired,” she said quietly, ““and I
wished to speak with you.”

" With me?” There was an accent of sur-
prise in his voice. Such a request was unusual.

"Yes. 1 do not see much of you, and we are
always surrounded by guests. It is rare to
have any moment undisturbed?"

““And on what important subject do you wish
to consult me ?” he questioned, ironically.

She hesitated a moment, and her voice
trembled a little as she proceeded.

(When you claimed me as your child again,”
she said, «you told me I must forget the past.
I must forego the triumphs I had anticipated,
the profession I had chosen, the life for which
I had been trained. You explained your reasons,
and I did not combat them. As my father, you
had a right to my obedience, and I gave it.
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You asked if I had any friends whom it would
be inconvenient to recognise in my new position,
and I told you, none—for a friend whom I had
once loved would always be the same to me,

whether I were a princess or a peasant. Do you
remember this?"

““Yes,” he said.

"I want to tell you,” she continued. ' The
—the one friend for whom I cared has neither
written nor taken any notice of my changed
position since he learnt it from my own words.
Knowing him as I know him, trusting him
as I trust him, this silence grows mysterious.
Father, I have two questions to ask you. We
have been strangers so long, that you must
forgive an inquiry that looks distrustful. Have
you any knowledge of this matter, or have you
in any way interfered—at the instigation of
another—to prevent further intercourse?"

““Daphne! Such questions are an insult.
How dare you——""

"Ah, pardon me,” she interrupted; °“pardon
me for the imputation my words seem to
convey; but indeed I am so sick with suspense,
so weary with waiting, I can no longer hold
silence.”

"My dear child,” answered her father, sooth-
ingly, "I know what you mean. I have heard
something of this.”

““From Delli—is it not so? From the man
who has maligned him and misjudged him,
despite all professions of friendship.”

““No. There you wrong him, Daphne. This
—this unfortunate entanglement of yours has
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been known to me for long. Francesco Delli
has never said aught against the dreaming boy
you have glorified into a hero, save to speak
pityingly of the fickleness of youth. But now
that you yourself give me an opportunity of
alluding to this matter, I should like to ask
what you mean to do—seriously. Suppose this
young man, of whom I know nothing save that
he is a genius—and I dare say, like all geniuses,
content with dreams and a garret—suppose, 1
say, that he was true to you, and that your love
idyl became serious, how do you think I could
consent that you—my daughter, the heiress of
my wealth and possessions—should become the
wife of a low-born peasant? 1 say nothing
against his position, or profession. Music is
honourable, and a beautiful art, and one that is
daily more esteemed ; but, my child, is he your
equal in any way ? Is it possible for you to lay
aside all the privileges and appendages of your
present position and descend to his?"

« It is not only possible, but I would do it
to-morrow at his bidding,” she said, proudly.

““And what of your duty?" asked her father.

"My duty? I might ask you if the whim of
a month, the caprice of a fancy, made reparation
for eighteen years’ injustice and forgetfulness?
I might ask you whether the child you have so
long forgotten, owed more to you than to those
you stigmatize as low-born peasants? Who
has cared for me, nourished me, educated me ?
To whom do the aSections of my childhood,
the memories of my youth, belong?"

“ Daphne, it is not dutiful to reproach your
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father thus. It is true 1 deserve blame, but 1
have learnt to love you very dearly, and you are
all I have now.”

"I do not mean to reproach you,” she said,
with sudden tenderness, such as her voice had
never held for him before. "I only ask a plain
question. I cannot forget the associations of
my youth. I cannot be faithless to those who
were good to me in the days of my loneliness
and obscurity.”

““Then you really love this young man,
Daphne?”

‘GYes')7

It was but a simple affirmation, but it held
all the truth and constancy of the girl’s young
passionate heart.

"I have known him ever since I was a little
child,” she went on softly. "I have not a
memory or association that is not in some way
connected with him. He loved me before all
this change took place. We were equals then.
Our professions were the same. Why should I
throw him aside and despise him now, when
fortune has placed me higher than I ever thought
to stand. Why?”

" Dear Daphne, you talk like a child,” said
her father soothingly. <““Every position has its
obligations. The old belief that love levels all
ranks, is obsolete. It does nothing of the
kind.”

" Yet you married my mother ? "

" True,” he said, and his voice grew troubled,
as if that memory touched even his callous
heart. ““True, Daphne; but we were not
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happy; neither, believe me, would you be, if
you wedded this youth of whom you think so
highly. Is his resemblance of you as faithful,
think you?”

" I could never have doubted it—once,” she
murmured sadly and humbly ; « but of late——"

« Of late there has been a change. My child,
at your years and his, what more probable?
Love cannot outlive absence.”

""There is some mystery about it,” she
repeated firmly. "I could sooner doubt myself
than—him.”

"You are a true woman, Daphne,” and her
father sighed a little regretfully. Perhaps he
thought of days gone by, when other lips had
said the same of him, and with less cause.

" Father,” she persisted, " you are sure there
has been no false play—nothing said that could
make him think me changed. Delli, I know,
is jealous; he may have won you over to his
way of thinking, and------ "

““Nonsense, Daphne!” was the somewhat
hurried answer. " You would not accuse Delli
of dishonour?”

““No, it is not that------ "

«What then?”

"I hardly know,” she said wearily. ““But it
seems all so strange!"

““My dear, life is always strange and hard
after we lose our first illusions. If you were
wise, and would take my counsel, I would say
—wed Delli. He has a great passion for you, and
he is well born, and will be wealthy far beyond
ourselves. Why trouble your head about a
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foolish boy when the world will be at your feet
—if you so will it? You are fitted to grace
any rank, and you waste your beauty and your
mind upon a beggar. For that is what he will
be, this youth who is so friendless though so
gifted—so Delli says.”

"Delli! it is always Delli!” she said im-
patiently.

"He is a true friend, and he will always be
faithful to you,” answered her father. "I
claim no obedience from you in this matter,
Daphne; you must please yourself. Only—be
wise in time ; love is a pastime for idle moments,
not a reality that lives through life.”

" To a man that may be,” she said "ButlI
am a woman, and I think differently.”

He made no further answer—only kissed her
brow, in his calm, paternal fashion, and went
away, leaving her standing in the moonlight.



BOOK VII
THE AMATIS STORY

CHAPTER 1
A GREAT LADY

1T was pleasant to be in Tista’s hands again.
He was glad, too, very glad, and worked doubly
hard to make up for lost time, and never wasted
an hour in merry-making or feasting, like other
youths and students of his own age, but sat
almost always at the labours his art demanded,
and he ungrudgingly gave.

As days passed on I wondered to see nothing
of Daphne. I did not know then she had gone
to Florence to fulfil an engagement at the
opera. Tista was very silent, and often very
sad. He was always alone. Sometimes of an
evening he would go out and be absent an hour
or two; but when he came home he seemed
more restless and melancholy than ever.

" It is strange she has not written for so
long,” he said once ; and the shadows deepened
on his young face, and his eyes looked weary,
a vain, intense longing filled his whole heart.

At last one day a letter came. He was busy
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writing the score of his opera ; but at sight of
the dainty missive, he threw down his pen and
seized it with trembling hands, his cheeks
flushing and paling like a girl’s in his joy and
excitement.

But as he read, a great and terrible change
came over his face. The letter fell from his
hand, and fluttered on to the table among the
close-written sheets of his music. He never
heeded it. He seemed blind and confused; his
lips quivered ; his hands shook.

" A great lady ? " he said in an odd, strained
voice—""A great lady! @ She—my Daphne!
Am I dreaming ? "

Then he looked at the letter. The pretty,
perfumed, innocent-looking little letter that yet
had power to change his peace to pain, his love
to bitterness.

" What can it mean? " he muttered below
his breath, and read it again and yet again, and
with each reading seemed to grow yet more
bewildered.

" She is lost to me | ” he said suddenly. "I
read my fate in every line. A great lady! Ah,
but never my Daphne again —never the child
who roamed with me through the lily-whitened
grasses, whose bashful lips confessed her love
that sweet summer holiday so short a time ago!
—the idol of my dreams, the queen of my life!
For, if she be great like this, what can I be to
her? It is worse than death—worse than
death!”

He took up the letter again, and read it as
if seeking for some grain of hope ; and it seemed
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strange to me that he could find none, when she
had loved him so dearly. Was she indeed so
great that she felt ashamed of her former life
and all belonging to it? Did she feel bound
to forget, because the wheel of fortune had so
changed her life and her circumstances?
Surely not.

And yet so he said, and he would not be
likely to say it without strong and sufficient
reason.

"I am so poor, so humble,” he went on
presently, as if the uttering aloud of his thoughts
were some comfort or necessity in this miserable
hour. “ When she told me her story, I little
thought it would end like this. Even if I win
fame, if the world’s honours are granted me, if
I come to her crowned with laurels, what can I
hope? She is far above me as the stars!”

Just then his eyes caught sight of another
letter, which he had not noticed before in his
eagerness to read hers. He took it up in an
absent dull fashion, and broke the seal. A
small roll of paper money fell out ; he stared at
it in suspicion.

A slip of paper was attached ; he took it to
the light, and read the few words it contained.

As he read a flush of shame and anger dyed
his brow.

““More insults!” he cried. "I am to be
paid off for a friendship that is no longer desir-
able. The illustrious count—her father—thinks
he can wipe off his debts thus, does he ? Oh,
Daphne | did you know of this, and could you
allow it? Did you deem my love so pre-
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sumptuous that it needed a blow so cruel to drive
me from your presence henceforth? Have you
learnt your lesson so quickly that you feel no
compunction in trampling on my heart, as you
pass on your way to happiness and triumph!

He seized the notes in sudden passion ; he
thrust them into an enclosure and wrote some
address on it with trembling fingers. Then he
tore the paper that had accompanied them into
a hundred fragments and scattered them to the
winds.

"So ends my dream,” he said. He folded
her letter and kissed it with wild, mad Kkisses,
and crushed it to his breast in a lover’s senseless
passion that lavishes caresses on every lifeless
thing that wakens memories of her he loves.

"I will keep it till I die,” he said; and from
his eyes the slow hot tears dropped like rain.
““It is her last gift—her last message. Oh, my
love, my love; that this should be the end
of all.”

It seemed to me that his life and his youth
died then in that hour of torture and abandon-
ment. For I knew he could not forget, and to
those who love and—remember—Ilife is a madness
that only death can destroy.

Such madness was in his heart hencefor-
ward.



CHAPTER II

FAREWELL

THROUGHOUT that long miserable night he sat
there wrestling with the agony that over-
whelmed him. Going over again and again that
one sweet love scene when he had deemed his
life perfected.

His love for Daphne had been a boy’s instinct
before it merged into the fervent passion of
dawning manhood. From that time it had
absorbed his nature even to the exclusion of
that love for art which was her only rival. It
was the noblest, sweetest, purest impulse of his
life, and now he saw it turned to despair,
dragged down from the heaven of its exaltation;
leavened with the bitterness of worldly wisdom;
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lost to him as utterly as if death had divided
them.

To me it seemed foolishness that he should
yield so easily; that because of the barrier of
position, he should condemn himself to suffering
so terrible as this night foreshadowed. 1 could
not tell what her words had been, but she must
have been changed very much if she could forego
her heart’s choice for rank’s sake only.

When the dawn broke, he rose to his feet.
His face had the pallor and weariness of long
fatigue, his eyes were shadowed with dark
circles ; he looked years older than when that
letter had reached him.

He drew some paper towards him and wrote
these hurried words - —

"It shall be as you wish.

" FAREWELL. "

That was all.

Then he took the other letter which he had
written the previous night, enclosing the paper
money her father had sent him, and with his
face set in stern and fixed resolve he left the
room.

I saw him no more that day. It was quite
late when he returned. He came straight up to
me and took me in Iris arms.

"I only live for you now,” he said; « once I
deemed no other passion could be her rival ; but
art, to be served well, must be served alone,
and I am alone henceforward.”

But I knew the battle was not yet fought out
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I knew that weariness was not conquest. I
knew that in his heart a love burned that noth-
ing could extinguish, and if I could have
answered him I would have said, " True, art is
a woman'’s worst rival, but the rival of art is a
love unsatisfied.”

For did I not know enough of men to know
also that love secured grows calm as a mountain
lake, but a love denied—alove that is all pain
and longing beating against every self-raised
barrier, mocking every effort at restraint is a sea
that nothing can lull to rest, and whose waters
are full of memories of all that " might have
been.”

Two days later we left Bologna, and went
with an opera company to Paris. It seemed to
me foolish of Tista to do this, but he appeared
to hate Bologna. It was full of memories, and
memories were only so much pain added to the
bitterness of his life. Besides, though I only
knew it later, jealousy and rivalry were at work
against him there, and his last eSort at the
prize competition was a failure. Engagements
began to fall off also, and he was poor—very
poor—and dependent only on what he could
make by his music; so when he received an
offer to play leading violin in the orchestra of
the opera company, he accepted it readily. Per-
haps he longed for change of scene. Perhaps he
thought that forgetfulness might be won with
greater ease in a new land and a new life. In
any case we went.

""You are mine now,” he said to me one day;

‘mine for ever. Belli has given you to me.
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He seemed pleased that I should travel. 1
wonder why. I suppose he thinks it best. He
is my friend; he would not counsel aught that
was not wise or good.”

So in the early autumn, when the scents of
ripe grapes were everywhere, and the fruit began
to fall from the boughs, and the arbutus-berries
were red, and the plumes of maize grew brown
in the fervent sunlight, we journeyed away from
Italy—away from the clear violet skies, and the
blue sea-waves, and the fragrance of the wild
growing flowers, and so on, travelling by night
and day, to the great central plains of France.

When we reached Paris the manager of the
little company became suddenly ill, and soon
after he died, leaving his company to do as best
they could, strangers in a strange city. They
broke up. I don’t know what became of any of
them, save two—Tista and the pretty chorus-
singer, Nita. The latter found a ready engage-
ment at one of the minor theatres, but Tista was
not so fortunate.

He had but very little money, and he knew it
would not last long, even with the greatest care;
and he was always foolish and improvident,
ready to give away his last coin to any suffering
child, or whining mendicant, who appealed to
his sympathies.

He had changed much of late. The softness
and girlishness had all left him. He was grave
with the gravity of mature years—his youth
seemed to have been burnt out in the fire of
suffering through which he passed.

The time went by very drearily. He worked
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hard and long, growing each day paler and
thinner. He lived in a poor and humble quarter
of the city, and had not a friend save Nita. She
came from time to time to see him, cheering
him with encouraging words, doing her best in
her simple girlish fashion to keep him from the
despair that was fast creeping over his life—the
despair which is death to an artist’s dreams.

""Would it not be better to return to Bologna?”
she said to him once ; " atleast you have friends
there. Paris is so large, and to be alone in a
wilderness of life, and quite unknown and quite
friendless, it is terrible ! For me it is different,
you see. I have a trick of song that pleases,
and can act fairly well, thanks to the lessons of
the dear signora; but you----- "

" I am so useless,” he said bitterly.

'""Nay," she answered hastily ; ““you are too
great for common purposes. It is always so
with genius. Mere talent can adapt itself to all
circumstances. It never soars too high for
men’s hands to touch. But with you it is so
different—so different. Your works are beauti-
ful, your music seems as a voice from heaven;
but in this strange, busy city, there are none to
hear and none to care, no influence to raise you
to a position such as you desire.”

«Where do you get your wisdom from, Nita?"
he asked in surprise.

" Is it wisdom to know life and the things of
life, and the follies and blindness of it all? Nay,
signor, it is only observation; while you dream,
I keep my eyes open.”

""My dreams are all over, Nita.”
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"I hope not, signor. That you have had
trouble, I know ; sore trouble, too, for you are
so changed from what you were when first I saw
you at Bologna. But who is without 1t?”

""You, at least; you are as bright and happy
as a bird. Your smile is like sunshine.”

The girl’s face flushed. Her soft eyes
fell before his own. With a strong effort she
answered him.

"It is my disposition to be happy. We are
but as we are made, signor; and then I have
friends here—people who are kind to me, and I am
always busy, and so do not think much. But I
am sorry for you, signor, always working so hard,
always writing beautiful things that no one can
see or hear, and alone and friendless in a great
vile city that has no time to give to you ; no ear
to lend to your sighs; no aid to bestow on your
wants. Oh, it is terrible.”

She looked round the dreary little attic with
a shudder. There was no fire in the stove; it
was only a cheerless, dusky, bare place, which
for very cheapness’ sake he kept.

He smiled as she ceased speaking—a smile
that had no brightness and no mirth— only an
infinite weariness sad to see.

““There are worse things than bodily suffer-
ings,” he said.

She looked at him awed and sorrowful. His
thoughts were far away. She stood silently
there, neither speaking nor moving, for she saw
that he had forgotten her presence; and indeed
he had. His eyes were on the pages before
him, his cheek bad a strange hectic flush, his
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hand trembled where it rested on the music
sheets he had been writing. She watched him
sorrowfully, pityingly. She could not but see
how i1l he looked, with that flush on his hollow
cheeks, that feverish brightness in his eyes.

He looked up at last.

'"Are you there, Nita?” he said; "I had
forgotten.”

She turned away ; a tear glistened under her
long eyelashes.

" It is always so,” I heard her murmur under
her breath; ""he forgets me! You are busy,
signor,” she said aloud, "I will not interrupt
you longer. Is—is that your opera still?”

" No,” he said, turning a shade paler, " I have
put that away. It is so useless for one like me
to try anything great like an opera. 1 am
writing some violin music, in the hopes that
one of these Paris pubhshers will buy it.”

""And you have heard of no engagement yet,
signor? No one has heard you play?”

""No one of any importance.”

" Why not go back to Bologna ?”

""Do not speak of Bologna. Italy is hateful
to me!” he said, with sudden passion in his
voice.

She trembled and turned pale.

"But it is so difficult to get on here,” she said
hesitatingly.

"I cannot help it; I must do my best.”

She sighed, and then left the room as quietly
as she had entered it. He did not seem to know
that she had gone.

A few moments later, a woman entered and
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lit the fire, and placed beside him a bowl of
steaming soup. He looked at her in surprise.

““Where did this come from ?" he asked.

« Monsieur forgets,” said the woman with a
quaint smile; it is part of Monsieur’s dinner,
that he had no appetite for yesterday.”

"Is it ? " he said wearily, and turned again
to his work.”

““She was right,” said the good-humoured-
looking creature, as she moved to the door.
““He does not know. How easy it is to cheat
these geniuses. Clever? why, they are fools.
This boy would have starved himself to death by
this time if it had not been for her. Monsieur
will not forget his soup ?” she added, in a
louder key.

Tista looked up with impatience.

““No, no,” he said, " only leave me.”

But the soup was cold ere he remembered it
was there.

Was Nita after all the wiser of the two when
she said genius was all very well, but where
talent lives and thrives genius starves and
perishes? True, the reward of one is forgetful-
ness; of the other immortality; but worldly
wisdom has decided that since men can live but
once, it is better surely to make use of that once,
not exhaust body and soul in a long and thank-
less martyrdom at which the world wonders, but
none the less secretly despises.

Yet there must be in genius a strange madness,
seeing that even in penury and oblivion it works
on untiringly for pure love of the thing it creates,
forgetting even the abject bitterness of life, when
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life means only deprivation ; forgetting, too, that
he who possesses it is but a slave to art, and
oftener scourged with a lash, than caressed by
a whisper of encouragement. Nevertheless, the
lash does not intimidate, and the sufferings may
chill, but cannot destroy the fire that is alight
within the soul.

Tista in his lonely garret, and with his bruised
heart and his deathless memory of the love he
had lost for ever—Tista worked on as though
some imperishable reward was the goal of his
endeavours. If suffering slays the life of an
artist, no less surely does it glorify his works;
never had he created melodies more exquisite,
weaved fancies more sublime, breathed music
more passionate, and perfect, than those which
his hand transcribed in this most bitter and
cheerless time of his life.

But the labour brought him no recompense.
From time to time he made fresh trials; he
essayed fresh fields ; butall in vain. His music
was never accepted. Day after day I saw him
come back with his roll of papers under his arm.
Day after day I would interpret his rejected
melodies. "I cannot make them better,” he
would say wearily ; '"what is it they need?”

I could have told him—trash! Trash gilded
and baited, and stolen from dead men’s forgotten
works, or living men’s successful ones! Trash
that was not original enough to challenge criti-
cism, and whose gay familiar ring pleased the
thoughtless crowd. But I could not speak, and
if I could, he would not, or could not have
written the trash; and so he became poorer and

H
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poorer, and the stove was tireless more often
than before, and food scantier and coarser, and
life more lonely and more sad. He tried his
best, but what could he do ? It was a struggle
with fortune, and fortune only mocked him.

Sometimes I feared he might be tempted to
destroy himself. Life was so wretched; and to
him it meant only two things—misery and
endurance! A pan of charcoal in his dreary
attic one lonely night, and then all would have
been over. But he struggled on and on, sup-
porting life by means of humble employment,
earning a few francs for copying orchestral parts
for the theatres, playing in the cold early dawns
—his only leisure times—Iliving a life terrible to
witness, uncheered by any human love, or any
human pity save only that of the loyal-hearted
girl who worshipped him in her foolish way and
whom he scarcely remembered.

"A great lady!” he muttered one dreary
night, as he laid down his pen and looked around
him. <“‘Thank Heaven, she does not see me
now!"

And T knew of whom he was thinking, even
in his misery.



THE STRAD °S STORY

CHAPTER III

" WHO HAST HOLD OF MY HEART "

DAPHNE and her father went for the winter to
Rome, and Delli soon followed them.

Fortune was lavishing gifts upon him. The
uncle he had spoken of had died and bequeathed
him a fortune large enough to render him inde-
pendent of his profession. So, when the
carnival time came, and the city was astir with
the old joyous, foolish mumming that the people
loved, he came there too, and the Count
Falconieri received him with open arms.

"I think she has forgotten,” he said. " You
will win in time. She is always so quiet and
so calm, and cares so little for anything. Yes,
she must have forgotten | "

" He is far away now,” said Delli; « there is
no likelihood of their ever meeting again. You
are sure he has not written?"

““Quite sure.”

""And she "

“ She has certainly not done so; she has
waited for an answer to that letter you------

" Yes, yes,” interrupted Delli, hurriedly ; I
know. He never answered it, then?”

213
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" Oh, yes | in two lines. ‘7z shall be as you
wish. Farewell. "

''Did he keep the money?”

""The young fool! No; he sent it all back
to me, every lira.”

““Proud, even in his poverty. Well, he is
done with ; we need not trouble about him
more.”

""Do you know where the lad is? 1 should
not like him to come to harm; and though I
know nought of him, I think there must be
good in him, or Daphne would not have cared
for him as she did.”

““You do not think she cares still?" asked
Delli anxiously.

““No; but she is a strange girl; one is never
quite sure how to take her. She is not like any
other woman I have known. I wish she were
not so serious. Nothing seems to give her plea-
sure. Every time I look at her face its patience
and gentleness reproach me. 1 feel as guilty as
if she knew what we------ "

" Well, well, it was for the best,” Delli again
interposed, as if he dreaded to hear their joint
treachery put into words ; * for the best, as you
yourself said. She could not have wedded him,
that is sure.”

““True. Let us think no more of it. You
will come with us to-day, will you not?"

““Does she go?”

““Oh, yes. I leave her with friends. You
can either stay on one of the Corso balconies, or
come with me in the carriage.”
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"Do you stay in the carriage ? Are you
not weary of this mummery yet?"

« No ; I think it is the only time Rome looks
well, with the masquers thronging her streets,
and a sea of colour filling the old courts, and
lighting up the gloomy walls and arched passage-
ways, and fair faces looking from every window
and balcony, and the girls standing atop of some
high flight of steps, dancing and capering to the
sound of mandolines. It is foolish, no doubt,
but picturesque and gay, and it amuses me still.”

“ Then you leave Daphne in one of the bal-
conies on the Corso?”

« Yes; she does not like the crowds, and the
masquers. She calls it desecrating Rome. Her
ideas of Rome are singular. She believes in it as
it was in the earliest days, when all was austere,
chaste, simple; not the Rome of Saturnian
verses, or later on, the Rome of the present. It
is surprising she goes at all; she has refused
hitherto.”

Even as they spoke Daphne entered.

Her greeting of Delli was very quiet. She
expressed no surprise at his presence, although
she had not known of it. He, too, was grave
and quiet. No one looking at his face and
hearing his voice, would have supposed he was
controlling emotion so great, love so intense,
as her presence awoke within his breast.

But when the carriage came to bear them to
the Corso, Daphne refused to accompany them.
In vain her father urged; in vain Delli entreated,;
she would not. She wanted to be quiet, she
said, and the noise and riot of the carnival were
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insupportable. There was no help for it; they
had to leave her, thougli Delli rebelled sorely
against her decision, and then tried hard for
permission to stay also.

But she would not hear of it, and her father
grew impatient; so at last they left her to the
solitude she desired, and went their way.

For an hour the girl sat in that room alone,
neither moving nor speaking, perfectly listless
and perfectly passive, her head resting on her
slender hands, her whole attitude bespeaking
weariness and dejection.

At the end of that hour the silence was broken
by a hurried step, and Delli once more entered.

"I could not help it,” he said, staying her
words as she half rose in her surprise and vexa-
tion at seeing her solitude thus disturbed. "I
could not help it, Daphne. The noise and the
crowd, and the folly of it all sickened me. You
were wise to remain behind. But—are you
going ?”

"Yes; I am not well. I think I must leave
you to entertain yourself.”

““Daphne, am I so hateful? I have not seen
you for so long, and now you grudge me even a
few moments of your presence.”

"I am poor company for any one, signor. It
is the best kindness I can do you to leave you.”

““It is cruelty. Daphne, have you heard the
news? Has your father told you?”

““That you are rich? Oh, yes!” she said
wearily.

““And does it not interest you?"

““Why should it? 1 suppose, like me, you



“WHO HAST HOLD OF MY HEART ” 217

will desert art and enjoy fortune instead. If
your time be lialf as wearisome and cheerless as
mine, I do not envy, and I cannot congratulate
ou.”
Y ““Daphne, we are both very unhappy. It is
strange that it should be so. You are young,
beautiful, rich, beloved. I—well, I have also a
fair share of Fortune’s favours; but they are
valueless to me, because the one thing my heart
covets I am denied. Daphne, what sort of
union do you think that would be where both
are unhappy, and both wearied of life as it is?"

" A very strange one, signor.”

" One you would not care to try?"

" What do you mean ? "

““Listen. As your life is now, so it will be
for many years. You think yourself bitterly
unhappy, for you are young, and this is your
first grief, and the sufferings of youth are very
keen. But in time it will grow less sharp, and
then—then, Daphne, you will look around, and
if you be wise, will try and make the best use of
what is left to you. Now, I am going to give
you advice that may seem worldly-wise and cold,
but nevertheless is worth considering. Let life
be what it may, no life is complete without-
love. 1If you cannot have the love you crave,
take the love that craves you. Rest assured
that in time you will feel its comfort, and rest
upon its strength, for you are a woman, and to
women love of some sort is a necessity. Your
father is not rich, though men count him so.
At any moment, if his health fail, if loss or debt
crowd upon his impoverished resources, what
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are you dependent on? You have his titles,
and what he can do for you doubtless he will,
but it is not much. Perhaps you will return
to your old life—the stage. But that life, bril-
liant as it is, is yet a life full of temptation,
peril, weariness, to a woman who has no pro-
tector, and possesses your beauty and your gifts.
You see I am putting life before you simply and
plainly, as it may be. Look at it for yourself,
and say, am I not right?”

" You are, but what then? it is a burden
that I must bear, as others have borne it before
me. My fate is not singular in that it is
unhappy.”

""Will you not let me share your burden—
comfort your unhappiness ? ”

" You could not,” she said bitterly.

"I could, if you would let me try.”

"Do you know what you are asking, signor?
The hand of a woman whose love is dead and
whose heart is desolate. Who has neither
thought nor wish attuned to yours. Who could
bring none of the feelings or sympathies of wife-
hood, with its duties or its name. Who is
utterly cold and utterly careless as to her fate,
or yours?"

" All this I would risk so that you might be
mine, Daphne.”

" You cannot love me, then. It is some un-
desired outward gift with which nature has
dowered me that you value—not me.”

" It is you as you are, Daphne —cold or cruel,
passionless, hard, what you will—it is you, the
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one woman in all the wide earth, who has won
from me the words, | I love.” "

" Do you expect my ears to credit such a
thing ?”

“ Whether you credit it or not, it is true.
There are impulses and fancies that stir a man’s
heart—that draw him hither and thither with
vague desires and vague unrest; but they are
not the goal for which his soul longs; they are
not the one perfect joy that fills his whole being
and sets it at rest for evermore once his ideal is
reached, and safe within his arms. Of such
impulses, and fancies, and mindless passions, I
have had my share. All men have—why should
I seek to deny it? But as for love, I have
reached all these years, unknowing, uncaring
for it, and now—now, Daphne, I am in a bondage
death only can sever.”

The girl sighed. No blush coloured her cheek;
no tremor stirred her white lips.

" That you should care so much and I—no-
thing,” she said—a faint wonder in her tone, a
faint pity in her grave beautiful eyes.

He winced perceptibly. Say what he might
it hurt him to hear those calm clear tones speak-
ing their coldness ; never changing for any
pleading of his, however passionate, or however
wild.

““It is strange,” he said. ““Have you no
pity for me, Daphne?”

""You would wed me after all I have said?"
she asked suddenly. “ Wed me after such a
confession of indifference? Wed me because I
seek in you refuge from my own misery—ven-
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geance on my own weakness, and another’s want
of faith. Surely your love must be a veritable
madness | "

" Such as it is, Daphne, it is beyond my
control—it is yours to do with as you will.”

" You will be worse off than now, signor, if I
accept it.”

“My child—my life, my joy—do you know
me so little ? Oh, listen, listen and believe.
Whether I would or no, you have grown so dear
that life without you is insupportable. 1 have
tried to leave you—to forget you; I might as
well have tried to forget I lived. Daphne, do
not condemn me to such a fate again. Bear it
I cannot. Your words just now held out one
tiny grain of hope; say it was not in vain—say
that my tortures are over at last.”

She looked sadly down as he knelt there at
her feet; his eyes wild, despairing, full of an
agony that touched her to some kindred sym-
pathy. Then she laid her hand gently on his
bowed head.

" If you care to—risk it--'
hesitated again.

He looked up, his face flushed beneath its
olive darkness. His eyes had in them a world
of incredulity, amazement, joy.

"Risk it ?” he cried. " Gioja mia ! 1T would
risk death itself to call you mine but for one
brief hour.”

The breathless, passionate words seemed to
terrify her. She drew suddenly away, as if
afraid of what she had done.

" It is worse than foolish,” she said; it is

1

she said, and
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wrong—and yet—you must judge. You are the
one who will suffer."

"I care not for the suffering you inflict,
Daphne, so that I may be with you always. You
do not know what love like mine can bear.
Then—I may hope at last?"

«Do what you please,” she said wearily, and
drew her hands from the caresses of his burning
lips, with a faint shudder. ' Only, if you be
wise, forget me and go your way.”

" I cannot ; it is too late.”

““Then Heaven help you,” she said—her
breath caught in a half sob—her eyes looking
away from him as though in some sudden dread
of what she had done. “ And Heaven pity me,”
she added, in a voice too low for him to hear.

Thus ended this strange betrothal.



CHAPTER 1V

"*"HOW SHOULD I LOVE YOU—SWEET2”

THE winter passed. In the spring they were to
be wedded.

Delli was like a man mad with joy ; the nearer
the time came, the greater grew his devotion.
He seemed to have no thought, care, wish, but
for her. Out of her presence he was restless and
discontented. It seemed as if some great dread
were upon him always. Some fear lest the
prize he coveted might even at the last moment
be snatched from his grasp.

"If she were only mine,” he Would mutter
often to himself as he came from her presence,
or sought to console himself with the music
that was now a recreation and not a labour.
""Will the day never come?"

Quite early in the bright brief days of Pasqua
they went to Florence.

It was beautiful there. The cold had all
gone, and the balmy spring weather, with its
golden noons and rosy twilights, made the earth
glad with its smile.

But to Daphne it seemed all one, whether the
darkness of winter, or brightness of spring
reigned around her. From her life all gladness
had gone.

She was so changed.

222
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Had I been human and had a heart, how it
would have ached, remembering her as she had
been, and seeing her as she was.

Always calm, but with a calmness won from
ceaseless struggles ; shrinking from sound of the
name she had loved, as though its bare mention
struck like a knife to her heart. The very
chiming of the bells, swinging in gay, sweet
measure, from morn till eve on any feast day,
the laughing voices of the lovers echoing through
the twilit streets, all seemed full of memories
sharp as pain; and she would shudder and turn
away from it all, and go back to her solitude, as
if the risen ghost of her dead love were in each
familiar sight and sound that met her eyes or
ears.

She had one strange fancy, and that was for
me. I was more often in her hands than in
Delli’s. She rarely sang, but she would play on
and on for hours together, music like her own
thoughts, sad, vague, longing; full of beauty,
and full also of something that was born of pain;
an echo of dead joys and lost happiness.

They were to go to Venice after their
marriage. She had not seen the Queen of
Waters, and Delli had suggested a visit. But
in all their plans and discussions she took little
part, not from any maiden bashfulness, such as
a happy lover would have loved to see; but
simply from an indifference that was utterly
cold. Delli avoided noticing it, but it pained
him nevertheless. How could it have been
otherwise, indeed, when he loved her as he did?"

""Only a few hours, now, my love?” he said
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softly, as he bade her farewell the night before
their wedding-day.

She turned very pale. She was quite silent.

““Daphne,” he whispered. " Only one word;
say you do not regret; say you can trust me.
All that lies in mortal power to do for another’s
happiness I will do for you. My life, say you
believe me.”

""You are very good to me,” she said coldly;
““but do not talk of happiness. How can it
smile on a union like ours? Have I nothing to
reproach myself with, even if you have not ?"

His brow darkened.

" What do you mean ? " he asked.

" I mean that I am about to commit what is
in my eyes a crime—to vow false vows, to give
false promises. To-night, even more than ever,
my heart calls out against my act. Francesco,
it is not too late—yet. Think well of what lies
before you in the future. How can you expect
happiness with me ? "

"1 am content to risk that, Daphne.”

"If you care for me—so much,” she said
sadly ; " if------ "

““Care?”—he interruptedly passionately.
" You are more than life to me. Do not talk
of going back, Daphne. If you take back your
promise now, you take my life as surely as
though you had slain me at your feet. I need
not go far to seek death,” he added, with a
glance at the gleaming waters of the Arno, as
it ran like a silver ribbon through the broad,
green plains below.

She shivered, as with sudden fear.
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““That were a double sin," she said in a low,
troubled voice. "Oh, Francesco, why do you
love me so?”

""Heaven knows!” he answered, looking at
her with dim, soft eyes that mirrored his heart’s
longings only too faithfully. " I cannot help it.”

Her glance met his with no answering passion;
only a great pity and a greater woe. She was
silent. He came nearer, and took her hands in
his, and pressed long, tender kisses on them;
her lips he had not dared to touch—yet.

The night had fallen ; the moonlight lay white
and silvery over the distant river, and the quiet
city. The thrill of a mandoline came softly
through the still, soft air, as if some lover
touched it in a tender serenade. It was a night
for dreams—for love;—all was shadowy, dim,
perfect! Beside them great clusters of roses
twined, and the snowy globes of the half-opened
magnolia flowers made the air sweet as the
breath of Paradise.

Great stars shone in the clear blue of the
sky; a flood of moonlight quivered in tremulous
radiance over the sleeping city.

It was all so fair, so exquisite, and they stood
there side by side, looking at it all. Lovers —
yet with no love words falling and answering
from heart to heart; no kisses resting on close-
pressed lips. Lovers —and in the heart of one
was an anguish bitter as death, and in the other
a fear that was torture, even in such an hour as
this.



CHAPTER V
THEIR BRIDAL

IT was early—scarce five o’clock in the morning
—when Daphne rose.

She thrust her feet in slippers, and threw a
loose white robe around her, and went to the
window and leaned out. The air was cold and
fresh, balmy as summer, though it was early
spring. She drank in its coolness, as if fevered
with thirst. Her cheeks were flushed, her
lovely hair fell round her like a mantle; her
eyes were dewy and lustrous, as if some happy
dream had lit them with remembered gladness.
Perhaps in its memory she had forgotten that
this day was the last of her brief maiden life.

One must be very old, or very sad, not to feel
some stir of delight in the beauty of a spring
dawn in Italy. A flood of sunlight swept the
shadows from the sky; its soft sea-blue gleamed
without cloud ; only a few white snowy vapours
floated over the distant hills, where the rosy
flush of the Apennines shone in the sun-rays.

Everywhere the light came; glowing,
flooding, transmuting as with an alchemist’s
magic, the towers and bridges of the city, and
the purple shadows of the lower belt of
mountains, until all were bathed in golden fire,
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through which the pearly water gleamed like
SNOw.

The trees stirred, the fragrance of dew-washed
blossoms floated up through the dim cool air.
There was an endless murmur of twittering
songs and rustling wings from the waking birds,
while around all human life slept, and was still.

But the girl’s eyes lost their dreamy radiance
as she gazed. The loveliness around had no
spell to bind her senses in forgetfulness.

She turned from the open casement with
a sob of agony.

"Oh, God,” she cried, “‘almost 1 had
forgotten!”

She did not say what—there was no need.
Everywhere around her dainty chamber were
traces of the change in store for her. Jewels,
laces, satins, packing-cases ready for departure;
her bridal robes ready for her wearing.
Despairingly she looked on it all.

'"Oh, Heaven give me strength!" she cried,
falling on her knees, and weeping tears which
were wrung from her aching heart by no mere
woman’s weakness. “ How shall I bear my life
from this day forward? I thought I should
have forgotten long ere this, and yet memory is
as keen as ever. Every one of those old sweet
days are with me still; the scents of vines, the
magnolia breaths on any moonlit night, the
sight of an iris lily in its grassy nook, the
familiar strain of some lay that falls from a
passing lute—all are beset with this same
madness ; a memory that is worse than death;
for death comes but once, and these—always!
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Oh, what is it that is with me still? Love—no,
that it cannot be. Love for one who could so
soon forget; who holds me no dearer than a
dancing-girl upon the stage. For very shame
sake my love must be dead; only—it is a death
so long—so long.”

And thus it was she greeted her wedding-
morn. % % % %

To a woman who weds without love, marriage
is indeed a bondage terrible to bear.

Daphne had no mother or sister, no woman
friend to be with her, or near her. She was
quite alone in her sorrow and her suffering;
quite alone and comfortless.

White as any statue; cold and calm, and
passionless, she moved and spoke, and did what
they bade her; and only when the long
ceremony ended, and on her slender finger
she saw the symbol of wifehood gleam, did
a sign of emotion escape her. Then a look
of horror filled her eyes, a shudder shook her
from head to foot.

But it passed. Self-control forced back the
waves of memory from the barrier of pride.
She was once more calm.

““May Heaven bless you, my child,” her
father whispered, with real emotion in his voice,
as he bade her farewell. “If love and devotion
can make you happy, you will not lack them, I
am sure. No bride was ever more beloved than
you.”

She said nothing. She only clung to him
with a mute, despairing tenderness that sur-
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prised and pleased him both in one, for he knew
how undemonstrative she usually was.

Then he loosed her arms, and gave her to her
husband and with a proud satisfied smile, saw
her depart.

They halted in the cool of the evening at some
lonely little village—not of any note or import-
ance, but beautiful exceedingly with woods and
thickets sloping to a tiny lake, and groves of
orange-trees and myrtles, and a wilderness of
roses everywhere, and one or two white villas
dotted here and there, sought only by summer
idlers, or wedded lovers like themselves.

Everything was ready for their reception.
Though they were to spend but one day there, he
had had the villa beautified and made as home-
like as possible. It would have been but an
idyl of Paradise had she but loved as she was
loved. But she did not, and he knew it.

- - - e i —

They had dined, and he dismissed the servants,
and drew the table up to the open window with
its dainty burden of ripe fruits, and gleaming
crystal, and sparkling wines.

The beautiful grounds lay before them, sloping
down to a tiny fairy-like lake. One by one the
stars came out of the dim blue of the sky. A
faint breeze stirred the leaves of the trees, and
carried the scents of the closing flowers through
the open windows. All was hushed and calm.
The noise, and fret, and sorrows of life, seemed
as things apart from existence. There was only
a sense of infinite beauty, of infinite peace.
They gazed on it, both silent.
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On his face was all the longing and languor,
the abandonment of an intense and passionate
love—a love that seemed to say, "Let earth
fade, or heaven perish, only from ker let my life
be never parted more." On hers was a touch
of softness it had not worn the whole day through,
a faint yearning and regret as for some joy she
might have had, and now looked sadly back
upon, knowing it could never be hers. But she
was brave and womanly ; and, having taken
upon herself this new life, was resolved to bear
it with such resignation and fortitude as she
could summon. Be its torture ever so great she
would still have borne it uncomplainingly, and if
possible have hid it from her husband’s eyes,
once having given herself to him. But as yet
the battle was only being fought ; it was not won.

His voice broke the stillness at last.

" Daphne,” he said, " I have something to say
to you.”

She looked up. Her cheeks grew a little
paler.

""Yes,” she said inquiringly.

""Ours is a strange union,” he went on hur-
riedly. "I cannot, dare not greet you as a man
would, who knows his wife’s heart is entirely,
surely his own. I have told you so often how
I love you, Daphne, that the tale is old to your
ears. I will not repeat it now, though every
fibre of my being thrills with longing as I look
on you, and know at last I have won to myself
the sole thing that my heart has ever coveted.
But it is just this of which I must speak. I
have won you—yes; but what is it I have won?
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A casket without a jewel; the setting of the
gem, but not the gem itself. Nay, do not speak;
I do not blame you; the fault is none of yours.
Hitherto I have told you only of my love; per-
haps you are wearied, heart-sick, tired of it all?
It is my punishment, and I will not complain.
My darling, you are so young yet; your years
but number half my own, and patience and for-
bearance are hard lessons for youth to learn;
time alone can teach them. Once you told me
—do you remember >—that it was not you I
cared for, it was your beauty. Those words I
have never forgotten, though by you, doubtless,
they are no longer remembered. You have said
many hard things to me, Daphne, but never
anything that hurt me so much as that. Because
for once I knew your words were false and
unfounded. This is the reason why I speak of
them. When a man loves a woman for her
beauty only, he loves with the worst and lowest
instincts of his nature. It is only when some
higher chord is touched, some purer sympathy
awakened, that love becomes exalted, purified,
divine. Were you to lose your personal loveli-
ness, were you sightless, infirm, stricken by
disease, yet none the less should I love you;
none the less would you be for me the one woman
in the world. To say I do not value your beauty
would be a lie. No one—least of all, any man
who cares for you—can look on you and not see
how fair you are; but Daphne, I would rather
possess your love than your loveliness a thousand
times. Do you believe 1t?”

She looked away; a faint flush coloured her
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cheeks; the first sign of embarrassment he had
ever raised, showed itself in her troubled
silence.

He left his seat. He came and knelt beside
her in the moonlight, drawing both her hands
in his, and turning her face towards him as he
spoke,—

““Listen," he said; " only to look at you and
touch you, Daphne, makes my heart throb with
the deepest joy it has ever known. Only to see
you here and know you are mine, and that no
earthly power can take you from me, is a joy
that makes my brain reel as I dwell upon its
meaning; and yet "—he drew a long breath;
for one instant he paused as if for strength to
say the words he wished-"" and yet, Daphne,
now that you are mine, I will not force one
caress, one endearment, even one word of the
love you know is ever on my lips, upon you,
until—until you yourself wish it. I have won
you, yes ; but even in the very fulfilment of my
hopes, I know that the mere fact of winning you
is nought to me unless with you comes also—
your love.”

She drew her hands away. She looked at
him in a surprise that was almost anger.

""You know that was no part of our bargain,”
she said.

" Heaven help me! I did know it,” he
answered, with despair in his sad and tender
voice; « knew it, and yet had not strength to
renounce you.”

" Then why ask for what is impossible ? "
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""Will it always be impossible, my beloved?”
he asked, with a passion in his eyes and voice
that might have moved any woman. ““Why
should I not win your heart even as I have won
you—by patience and by force of my own great
love? Why should I not, as T learn to know
you better, learn also the key to that pure, proud
heart of yours, for whose sake I have endured
and can endure so much? To most husbands,
marriage closes the gates of love upon the con-
tentment of possession. To me, it bars the way
to the joys I crave, because they are not free
gifts, and aught else is abhorrent to me—now.
Oh, my love, when you see how patient I can
be, when you know how utterly and entirely I
love you, and yet deny myself all outward
expression of that love, surely you will grow less
cold—surely you will think of me more kindly,
and so seeing how I too can suffer and endure,
you will turn to me, and lay your hand in mine,
and say, ‘I am your wife—at last.””

She met his eyes, and her own fell before the
passion and the ardour of his gaze. Certainly
Delli had gone the right way to work. She was
more nearly won than she herself knew. Fora
man has but to renounce, and a woman will
regret—has but to withdraw, and she will long
to advance; and a love held by some tenure of
insecurity is the love she will most value, and
most desire.

He knelt still at her feet, the beautiful Floren-
tine face, the graceful form, all taking a subtle
strange attraction from the surroundings of the
scene, the mingled emotions at war within her
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breast ; the strange feeling—half gladness, half
relief, that had come to her with his words.

Hers, and not hers, so he had said. He
renounced her until her own heart should lead
her to his arms; until not cold duty, but timid
love, should teach her the lesson she deemed
impossible to learn. At that moment she cared
for him more than she believed possible. She
answered him with a strange shy gentleness
that tasked all his efforts at self~-command.

““You have been very good to me—always,”
she said; "but I cannot love you. I do not
think it is in me to love any man again.

"I will be patient and try my best. I have
married you—true; but now I set myself the
task of winning what most men would deem
won. Am I very bold or very sanguine when I
let a hope creep into my heart—a hope that a
day will come when in very truth and reality
you will be—my wife?”

His voice lingered over those words with an
infinite tenderness ; his face, looking up to hers,
was nobler, manlier now in this hour of renun-
ciation than ever it had been in any love-frenzied
moment of his wooing. It was so white, so
sorrowful, as the moonrays fell upon it, that her
own eyes grew dim with sudden tears.

""How you must love me,” she said involun-
tarily.

""God knows I do,” he murmured brokenly;
"oh, love, if I have sinned to win you, I suffer
now.”

She scarcely heeded his words; she deemed
him only guilty of too great a love. She did
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not know that that love had been stained by
falsehoc;d, black;:ned by *treacher;h If shf had—

For some moments he knelt there beside her.
His face bowed on her hands, his whole frame
trembling with agitation.

She rose at last, and tried to withdraw her
hands from that clinging pressure. Drawn up
to her full height, the silvery moonbeams play-
ing on her rich hair, her lovely troubled eyes,
she stood looking down at the trembling figure
at her feet.

""Our marriage is an error,” she said softly,
regretfully. "I told you it would be so; but if
you are generous enough to forego self and trust
me, at least the error may be less a crime in
my eyes, and in Heaven’s, than it seemed—an
hour ago.”

"I will trust you while I live,” he said earn-
estly ; " and if it be in human power to win love,
I shall yet win yours.”

He stood beside her. The history of his love
was written on his face—its intensity, its unrest,
its control—its longing for all he had a right to
claim and dared not—for the touch of the lips
that never yet had met and trembled on his own
—for the sweet reluctant joy that her words had
never confessed in any hour of love’s abandon-
ment—for the answering throb of heart to heart,
in some sweet silent embrace to which love gave
right and gladness—for the bliss, and peace, and
contentment of a love that knows it is only
giving what is given back, and feels its heaven
of joy can be entered by a glance, a kiss, a touch.
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He looked and looked ; at her troubled face
that had lost its calm—at her drooping eyes
that could not bear his yearning gaze—and all
his thoughts stirred in wilder tumult, and his
pulses beat with feverish speed. The task he
had set himself was harder than he had deemed
it could be.

Suddenly he drew her in his arms, and bent
his head over the drooping graceful form.

'"Kiss me, love—just once,” he cried with an
imploring cry that had more of terror than
desire. " Kiss me—or let me die, for love like
this is death!”

She drew herself swiftly from his arms; then,
as if fearful of the suffering she inflicted, she
suddenly stooped towards him and let her lips
touch his own. It was a caress scarce worthy
of the name ; light as the fall of a rose-leaf,
swift as the flight of a bird’s wing. But, slight
as it was, it filled his whole heart with rapture;
it gave to his face a joy words cannot paint.
Forgetful of his promises, his struggles, he
sought to detain her still, as blushing half with
anger, half with shame, she sought to pass from
the room.

"Not yet—not yet?" he implored.

She turned gravely towards him, her eyes
calm and rebuking.

" Is it thus you keep your promise ? " she said.

He dropped her hand; a quiver of emotion
passed over his face.

““Forgive me,” he said; and before he could
move a step towards her, she had opened the
door, and so passed from his presence.
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He went out into the quiet, beautiful grounds,
and through the orange groves, and so on to
where the liquid darkness of the lake gleamed
beneath the stars.

Perhaps in the solitude and beauty of the
night he began to learn the lesson he had set
himself. Perhaps in his remorse for the suffer-
ing his hand had dealt her, he dealt in some
measure a kindred suffering to himself. For
being a man of strong passions and fierce im-
pulses, and accustomed to no control and no
denial of anything on which his heart was set,
his task was doubly hard. Yet—as he had said
—he had learnt at last that to win a woman
who is utterly cold and utterly loveless is torture
greater than to lose one on whom a man’s heart
is set. Itis as the ashes of a fire—grey and
cold and colourless; as the beauty of a flower
that has no fragrance—a bird that has no song.



CHAPTER VI

"CAN LOVE COME TWICE?”

Ir was in the full flush and beauty of May—
that sweetest month of all the year—and the
water-streets of Venice were echoing with the
songs of the boatmen, and the laughter and
babbling voices of women and children idling
and dancing on the canal banks, and over all
the land lay the blossoming loveliness of coming
summer.

They had wandered lazily on, Daphne and
Delli, staying here or there, wherever any
beauty of scenery charmed her eyes, or any
fancy seized her for rest and quiet. Every
wish of hers was law to him, and yet there was
a subtle change in his manner that seemed at
times to surprise her. His graceful courtesy
was often more cold than lover-like ; her hours
of solitude he never attempted to disturb. The
intense passion and the almost worshipping love,
of whose display she had once wearied, now
never escaped his vigilant guard. But then, on
the other hand, he never so much as touched
her hand if it were possible to avoid doing
so; he never met her eyes without instantly
withdrawing his own, as if he feared a long or
lingering glance would betray his weakness.

238
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All that courtesy, gentleness, patience, atten-
tion could do, he did for her. His powers of
mind were taxed for her amusement or gratifi-
cation. Those resources of conversation which
had charmed her in her girlhood were again
displayed with a skill and tact which could not
fail to charm her again ; and the cynicism and
mockery which had once lent their false brilli-
ance to his views of men and things began
gradually to disappear. It may have been the
effects of her influence, which, unknown to
either of them, was working a gradual change
upon his nature or character; it may have been
that his love was ennobling him; that the con-
stant effort at self-restraint, the constant
endeavour to please her, without regard to his
own wishes or feelings, made him forget those
very opinions he had once gloried in adopting.
It may be; I cannot tell.

By her wisli too, he had again resumed his
music, and what he wrote now was far above
any previous efforts.

""You need not be an executant except from
choice,” she said to him once; '"but if you
have a talent, is it well to hide 1t?"

«And what about yours?" he said, smiling.

"I sing still.”

" Yes; a nightingale caged for one ear only.
Tell me, Daphne, would you care for more
society? would you like to mix with the world?
It must be dull for you, I fear.”

"I have not found it so yet,” she said
quietly.

A flush of pleasure rose to his face.
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« You are paymg me a very high compliment
in saying so.’

" It would be ungrateful to deny it, when you
have devoted so much of your time to my sole
amusement and gratification.”

““If T have given you one hour’s pleasure my
time has been well spent,” he said earnestly.

She laid her hand on his.

"Not only hours, but days—weeks; more
than I thought it possible for any human being
to give me ; certainly more than I ever deemed
myself capable of appreciating.”

" Daphne,” he said, and looked into her eyes
as he had not looked since that strange wedding-
eve when he had set himself the task of winning
her heart.

Her colour rose. She withdrew her hand
hurriedly.

" T forgot,” she said.

The words recalled him to his calmer self.

"I have some friends in Venice who would
be glad to know you,” he went on presently.
"*They only arrived yesterday. I met them in
the Piazza San Marco this morning. Like us
they are newly wedded. The Contessa Lorenza
is a very charming woman.

Daphne blushed faintly.

“ Are they coming here ? " she asked.

" If you wish.”

«It is always as I wish,” she said pettishly.
" Have you no right to assert your own desires
—your own wishes?"

""Not till—my wife—gives it to me.”

“ Are they happy, these friends of yours ?"
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she asked hurriedly, and looked away from the
dark grave eyes that sought her own.

" Very. They love each other devotedly.”

Daphne sighed.

1 Then they must be happy,” she said.

r Her words stung him with sudden reproach.

" Ah, Daphne,” he said, "am I still as in-
different to you as ever? Is your heart still
obdurate ? "

She looked down. Her cheeks grew white. The
slender interlaced fingers trembled nervously.

"Is your patience exhausted?” she asked
softly.

""No—for my love is limitless.”

“You never speak of it now,” she said im-
patiently, with quick petulance in her voice
that made the reproach sweet to his ears.

" Why speak of what is unwelcome ? " he
said with well-assumed coldness.

" She looked at him in surprise, then looked
away.

" You are weary of the task you set yourself? "

““You make it so hopeless, Daphne. When I
see others----- "

""You regret our marriage? I knew it would
be so,” she cried, flushing and paling with the
conflict raging in her breast. '’ Oh, why—why
did you not believe me? It is too late now—
too late to go back—too late for repentance,
even; we are both fettered to this cheerless
bondage—both rebellious against our self-en-
forced misery. Better, a thousand times, that
I had never married you—I wonder you do not
hate me!”
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He bent his head to conceal the flush of
triumph in his face; the light of hope in his
eyes.

&t Hate you! " he said. « Would you be glad
if I did?”

"It would not matter. Nothing matters to
me now. Oh, why was I born, to be so utterly
wretched ? "

The misery in her voice unmanned him. He
could not see her unhappy, and preserve his
mask of composure.

""Are you so wretched?" he cried, a painful
entreaty in his yearning voice. " Oh, my love,
what can I do? I who would lay down my life
for your sake!”

““Do you love me still?” she asked in sur-
prise. "I thought—I mean it seemed------ "

""Not thatI had ceased to love you? Daphne,
when will you learn to read my heart aright.
Have I played my part so well, that you deemed
my assumption of coldness—real. My beloved,
do you not know that if I ceased to speak of
love it was only because I did not dare. If I
give way to the torrent of feeling I have penned
within my breast, nothing can stay its progress.
If I but touch your hand, meet your eyes, self-
restraint becomes well nigh impossible | Daphne,
if you have any pity in your heart, pity me
now ; indeed you do not know how much I
need it. When I saw those two to-day—Ilovers
wedded—one in heart and soul and sympathy—
happy only, because life held for them the
perfect bliss contained in that one word—
together—Oh, Daphne, to contrast such a fate
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with mine! I, who love you with an all-
mastering passion that requires every power of
will to curb; I who, calling you wife, am yet
to you no more than the merest stranger that
touches your hand and looks upon your face.
When, I say, I thought of this my fate, I for
once wished myself dead, and done with the
bitterness of life for ever ! "

The passionate torrent of his words held her
breathless. For long she had heard no such -
words, and the intense love breathing through
them came fresh and new, and with a gladness
that surprised herself, to her heart.

He stood up before her, his tall figure shaken
and trembling with the storm of feeling he had
at last let loose; his face lit up with the fire
that so long he had kept in check, and that
now revenged itself, whether he would or no.

""Are you a woman,” he said, “ and can you
be so pitiless, so cold? What has your boy-
lover done for you compared with all T have
done, and borne, and suffered? Is it to the
faithless only that your heart is faithful?
Have you no softer thought, no tenderer feel-
ing for me than you had?"

She drew a step back. Her head drooped,
her colour changed.

“I—I do not know,” she murmured, and
trembled from head to foot. She was frightened
at herself’; frightened, too, because the coldness
and self-command, once so natural, would not
come at her bidding.

" You do not—know !” he said, and bent
down and looked into the lovely, troubled eyes,

1
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while the soft shadows fell around them. ' Do
you hate me still?”

She tried to draw away; a tumult of pain
and pleasure, and yet of anger at her own
weakness, was in her heart; its heavy throbs
beat audibly upon the stillness, as he leaned
over her in his great longing, and his intense
dread of the answer he sought.

"I never—hated—you--" she faltered
slowly at last.  ''Only------ "

" Only you do not love ? "

She was silent.

““Love!” she said at last; ‘can it come
—twice 7 "

““That you can ask such a question, is in
itself hope, Daphne.”

Her eyes drooped; her breath came fast and
loud. She pressed her hands against her beat-
ing heart.

"I did not mean to give you pain,” she said.
““You are far too good; I have been selfish,
exacting. I----- "

" Daphne, Daphne, do you wish me to go
mad with joy? Do you know what your words
mean to me ? "

She drew herself away from his arms. She
was white as death; every limb trembled, as
though with the cold of night.

" I am—afraid-----”" she said.

" Of me, my love, my life ? "

She looked into his face. A flush of colour
and radiance came into her own.

““Of you?—no,” she said, her voice low and
sweet as music. ““Of myself."
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As he heard the words his strength forsook
him. Pain, sorrow, denial, he had borne so
long, so patiently; but hope like this!—it
made his brain reel, his senses flee. With a
sob that was almost agony in its rapture and
its glad relief, he fell at her feet; weeping, as
the weakest woman might weep, in the madness
of a joy restored.

She bent down to him. Her eyes shone like
stars through the veil of their drooping lashes.

"Ah, hush! " she entreated. ‘Do not weep
so. It terrifies me. Listen—while I try to
tell you what has changed me.” t

He knelt there still, his face hidden in the
folds of her soft white dress; a stormy sob
shaking his strong frame ever and anon, as her
sweet voice stole upon his ear.

" I thought I should never care for you,” she
said; " perhaps I never should, had your con-
duct not placed before my eyes the contrast
between the two loves I have gained ; had the
truth, and strength, and patience of the one
not forced me to recognize the weakness and
faithlessness of the other. But—how you
tremble! Nay, I will not pain you more. For
long a struggle has been going on within my
breast, unknown almost to myself. To-

She paused. He looked up, and the joy and
bewilderment in his face abashed her. She
moved aside. The colour burned in her cheeks
in a sudden hot flame.

“ Go on,” he entreated, as if incredulous of
the gladness that each word brought.
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“To-night," she said shyly, and her voice
grew faint, and a sort of shame wavered over
the beautiful, troubled face, * your words made
me more glad than I thought to be at sound of
any words of love again. Does it seem base,
unwomanly to confess so much? For, indeed,
I feared I had lost your love, too.”

""My own beloved,” he murmured passion-
ately, ““is not this some dream mocking me?
Are you indeed owning that I am not indifferent
to you at last—that your heart turns to mine
with the tenderness I have craved so long—
have despaired of so often?"

"I cannot tell,” she murmured softly. ““Only
if you love me still ”?

"Look in my eyes and read my heart,” he
cried, in a voice whose music stirred her own,
whose infinite love carried conviction in its low
and passionate-fraught entreaty.

She obeyed.

As her gaze met his—reading all the eloquence
of a deathless love, the agony of an ended
struggle, the rapture and the gladness, the
passion and the pain, that one by one swept in
stormy charges over his wildly beating heart-
a dreamful delight stole over her face. Her
troubled heart found rest at last. It was not
love answering love, as it had once answered it,
when her young lover wooed her in the un-
troubled days of girlhood. It was rather the
restless craving of a woman’s nature for some
stronger one on which to lean; some longing
for the shelter, and content, and unfailing
tenderness of a love too deep and true to
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change. It was as if she had said, " Since I
cannot gain what I would, I will take what I
have gained.” As if the long struggle had
wearied and weakened her so utterly, that she
only craved for shelter and for peace.

That long silent gaze was like the revealing
of a history to both. There was no need of
words, and they uttered none. Slowly he rose
to his feet. He stretched his arms longingly to
her.

““Will you come to me—now?" he said.

For a single instant she hesitated. Then—
she laid her drooping head upon his breast. In
the shadowy dusk his arms enfolded her, while
all her loveliness seemed to melt into that long
embrace, and his lips at last rested unrebuked
upon her own.

o —_ e e

An hour later, and Delli paced the room
alone. His face was troubled; his brow dark
with pain, and drawn with lines of suffering.

"*Won at last!” he said; but his voice had
no triumph in its gladness now. ““Won; but,
ah, Heaven, if she ever knows----- ”

Knows what? It seemed that some hidden
terror lurked in his heart, robbing it of its glad-
ness; filling it with remorse even in this the
hour of sweetest joy his life had ever known.

““She trusts me so utterly,” he went on pre-
sently, as with bent head he paced the silent
room. ““And every word is torture, and every
look reproach. My paradise of joy is gained,
but even as I enter it, terror secizes me, fear
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chills my heart. To lose her love—now it is
so nearly gained! What doom could be more
terrible?”

Surely men need no surer Nemesis to avenge
their evil deeds, than the fruits those deeds
produce.

In that shadowy, beautiful chamber, for ever
sacred to his memory by the scene so recently
enacted, he paced restlessly to and fro, with a
heart heavy with unspeakable dread—a dread
that would haunt him his whole life through;
that would never leave him with the rising of
any sun, with the close of any day.

The very purity of her trust in him was as a
dagger thrust to his heart. She had exalted
him so high; it was that very height which
terrified him. For he knew—and I knew too—
that so much greater would be the fall, when
that fall should come!



BOOK VIII
THE AMATIS STORY

CHAPTER 1

THE DEVIL’S TRILL

Tempo giusto.

A DARK winter night.

The wild day was sobbing itself to sleep; a
curtain of shadows had descended, and the sky
stretched gloomy and starless over the cathedral
spires, and clustering roofs of Paris.

In the dense obscurity of one of the poorest
streets—in a place where men and women at
the lowest ebb of life, in the lowest depths of
misery, crowded and gathered together—a youth
lay dying of fever. He was quite alone, and
quite unknown. He had come to this dreary
refuge, where only misery and squalor ever
came, and none had asked him any questions,
or troubled themselves about him, save to
wonder that he should choose the topmost nook
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of that high desolate tower for his own abode,
when it was colder, drearier, and more dilapi-
dated than the wretched rooms below. But
when individual misery lies heavy upon in-
dividual life, there is scarce space for curiosity;
and the weight of toil, the pangs of hunger, the
utter dreary blank of poverty and suffering,
were all for which they lived in this most deso-
late place.

Life was very terrible there.

It was terrible to see the gaunt frames of men,
lean and bony with famine; the thin starved
women, with babes at their empty breasts ; the
white-faced girls with eyes half blind from the
strain of needlework or lace-making ; the little
tottering children, to whom existence meant
nought but want and toil, and who staggered
with weak limbs to the furnaces, or wheels, or
factories where they were employed from dawn
to dusk. It would have made any heart sad to
see ; any heart that was at all pitiful, or at all
kind. But none of the great, or rich, or im-
portant members of the great city, knew any-
thing about these outcasts ; they were ostracised
from all that was bright, or joyful in life,
dragging on an existence that had no charm,
and kept alive, so it seemed, by a supreme
faculty for suffering, which was the only gift
humanity bestowed on them.

And thither Tista had come, and I.

Poverty had dragged him down step by step.
Despair had fastened on his soul. He felt his
life was gradually becoming a thing apart from
human interest, and human sympathy. No one
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heeded, no one wanted him, a unit amongst the
millions of a great city, what was he to claim
its notice, or force its hearing? And it is so
easy, so terribly easy, to sink by stages lower and
lower into the depths of misery, crushed by the
iron hand of need, pushed aside into the dark-
ness of oblivion by the greedy, restless, striving
crowd, who have ears and eyes only for them-
selves, and those who minister to their
necessities.

Such was Tista’s fate.

There had come a day when even the few
coins necessary to pay for his humble lodging
had been impossible to obtain—when in the
bitterness of shame and self-abasement, he had
fled, taking me with him. Together we had
roamed the gas-lighted streets of Paris, lost in
a world of tumult, colour, noise, riot, utterly
alone amidst that vast multitude, seeming like
things apart from the laughter and revelry that
sounded everywhere, but were in his ears
hideous as a nightmare.

So wandering he had come to one of the
theatres, where a crowd was clamouring and
besieging the entrance-doors. He was swept
on with its advance, whether he would or no ;
hands from behind him threw down money at
the barriers.

Before he was aware of it he found himself in
the crowded gallery, hemmed in on all sides by
men and women.

He sat there like one dazed; the lights—the
crowd—the music—all bewildered and confused
his senses.
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Presently there was silence. The orchestra
began to play the overture to a new opera—
this was its first night of performance. As the
opening bars sounded, Tista sprang to his feet;
his face death-like, his eyes incredulous.

Phrase after phrase—melody after melody—
all rose in familiar cadences and floated to
his ears.

""What is this?” he asked hoarsely of a
woman who sat beside him with a printed
programme in her hand.

" Voyez, monsieur,” she said, and handed
him the paper.

He looked at it. The name of the opera was
strange to him, but the name of the composer
was that of a man to whom he had submitted
his own score, and who, after retaining it for
many weeks, returned it as useless.

Yet cunningly interwoven into the man’s own
work were the very themes, the beautiful fancies
and 1ideas of Tista’s brain—choruses, solos,
recitatives, all came back to him now, stolen
from himself, openly produced and given to the
world as the composition of another.

With the close of the first act a thunder of
applause rent the building.

" He has never written anything so good,”
the people cried, and so crying, clamoured and
shouted for the composer to appear.

Then Tista’s self-command gave way. He
sprang on the seat, his slight figure towering
over the crowd around.

"It is mine!” he cried. °‘All mine! He
has stolen it ! ”



THE DEVIL'S TRILL 253

And while from his box below the successful
pirate bowed and smiled in answer to the
rapturous acclamations which gave his name to
fame thenceforward, he to whom of right such
fame Dbelonged, fell senseless amidst the
wondering mass who had heard his words and
deemed him mad. They took him up and bore
him out as one dead.

"Poor boy,” said the pitying voice of the
woman who had given him the play-bill.
““Doubtless he is crazed. Did you see how
wild he looked? and he had a violin, too, under
his arm all the time. Some street-player,
doubtless | ”

Then the curtain drew up once more, and
they turned their attention to the stage.

Erom that hour Tista was changed. He did
not die—not so far as his body was concerned;
but the life in his soul and brain were all killed
from that moment. Of what use to labour,
when to others belonged the triumphs—to him
the suffering.

None would have believed him, even had he
denounced the thief. What could his word
weigh against a name successful, honoured,
great. For difficult it may be to attain a name;
but once gained, one triumph can stretch over a
lifetime if the man be wise in his generation, and
utterly devoid of all principle as of all shame!

Do my words seem hard?

Yet none the less are they true; none the
less is the case I have cited a case which is not
uncommon, though the world affects to believe
it so.
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Thus it came to pass that Tista lay dying of
fever and starvation in a dismal garret, while
the man who had not been above the meanness
of treachery, drove his carriage through the
glittering streets, and gathered a harvest of
laurels for his future, and smiled in well-pleased
content, thinking none knew of the wrong he
had committed! And none did, save Tista and
I; and I being voiceless, could never blazon
forth his shame, and Tista—Tista lay moaning
and tossing in senseless delirium, with the
ghastliness of destitution surrounding him on
every side.

Thus it is that the world adjudges merit.
Thus it is, that the genius which has naught
wherewith to bribe a hearing can see mediocrity
ride rough-shod over its head, crying aloud—

““Behold am I not stronger than you? Oh,
fool—fool! Learn that he who is wise to
himself alone, holds the only wisdom that men
honour, for the greatness of a man is measured

by what he gains, not by what he does!"
== == —= =I< =<

It was close upon midnight. Tista lay as he
had lain all day, in the dull stupor of suffering,
broken only by occasional fits of restlessness.
Close to the hard narrow pallet he had placed
me, though for days his fingers had been too
weak to play.

The wind shook the shattered window and
sighed mournfully around the dismal place;
fitful storms beat against the broken panes and
dashed themselves across the bare rough floor.
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He had fallen asleep at last. His breathing
had grown quieter. The sunken cheeks—the
hollow temples—the eyes, with those dark
shadows under their closed lids, all told their
own sad tale—all spoke the story of his life's
struggle, with an eloquence more pitiful than
any words.

Then came the sound of a closing door in the
stillness. A woman’s figure, with step noiseless
as a phantom’s, glided up the dark shaft of the
stairs and entered the room. By the flickering
light of the dull oil-lamp she saw the motion-
less form stretched there in the shadows. A
quick breath left her lips. Swift as thought she
came and knelt by his side, gazing at the
sleeping face with such wonder, and gladness in
her eyes, as spoke out her heart’s relief.

"Found—at last!" she murmured, and the
tears fell from her eyes—her face grew white as
his own.

He moved suddenly, and she drew hastily back
into the shadows.

His feeble hands groped as if in search of me.
He sat up and placed me in the old accustomed
position.

He was asleep ; his eyes were fast closed, but
his brain was awake and restless.

Softly the music fell from the strings, quiver-
ing like a pleading voice. I knew what he
played, though for so long I had not heard it.
It was his love-song to Daphne.

It seemed to bring back all that lovely quiet
scene—the murmur of the stream—the fall of
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the rose petals—the breath of the summer air—
the gleam of the tremulous moonlight.

His face grew radiant as he played; then,
quite suddenly, the music ceased—a sigh burst
from his parched lips.

““A great lady | ” he cried; " never my Daphne
again!”

And he sank back on his pillow, and was still
once more.

The girl beside him approached. She threw
off her long shrouding cloak, and revealed to me
the face and figure of Nita. Very troubled and
sorrowful was the bright riante face of the pretty
singer, and something more than sorrow was in
the wide dark eyes as she bent over the sleeper.

" Daphne,” she murmured softly, " who is
she?” The stir of jealousy was in her quick-
caught breath—her troubled face.

""How ill he looks!" she presently resumed.
"How could he have kept me in ignorance of
his sufferings so long?”

Her eyes took in all the misery and wretched-
ness around as she knelt silently there, waiting
till he should awake. The hours passed;
midnight changed to dawn, the day broke in
gloom and storm, with masses of dark clouds
tossed hither and thither, and fierce gusts of
wind and showers, and a clamour of bells from
many steeples in strange bursts of jangled
sound.

An old man peered in through the ill-fastened
door, and came up to her with a ghastly leer.

€What are you to him?” he asked.

She looked up, surprised and startled.
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"I am afriend. I have sought him for long,”
she answered hurriedly.

He grinned in her eyes.

" You have money. Is it so? He owes me
much, and there is only that wooden toy that
makes his music to pay me. I came to fetch it
now. It is so seldom he sleeps.”

The girl turned on him in sudden fury; her
whole frame shook.

“Touch it if you dare | " she cried. " Would
you rob him of his only joy while he is helpless
to defend 1t?” The man stared at her in
surprise.

" He can make no use of it,” he said. ' He
will be dead soon ; I marvel he has lived so long.
He has starved here. No living creature has
been near him. It was a hard life to bear, and
he so young, too !”

She was silent. Her heart ached with misery
for him, perchance too for herself, seeing that in
absence and neglect she had found it impossible
to forget him—and remembrance meant so much
to her.

"He must be tired of life,” the old man
went on. « Always alone, and hungered and
wretched; playing beautiful things that one
would think the world out there might have
been glad to hear and possess, and yet—unknown
of any one.”

Her eyes swept over the prostrate figure,
reading so plainly the story of its short sad life
—the story of continual failure.

“Well, well,” the old man muttered, turning
away at last. "If you be a friend as you say,
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you come too late for help. But I will trust to
you to pay me what he owes, and if it be any
pleasure for him to have his wooden toy, it may
stop there; it won't be for long ! "

A shiver ran through the girl’s slight frame.

" Are you human at all,” she said, « and can
talk thus of a fellow-creature? You would let
him starve and die, and rob him even in his
extremity | ”

He chuckled maliciously.

““Well, what would you? A debt is a debt.
I must live too!”

Then he went away through the dull black
shadows, and left her alone with the uncon-
scious sleeper.

She sank down again by his side. She
took her own mantle with its lining of fur, and
threw it over his shivering form.

“To die thus,” she murmured, " young, gifted
as he is. To die thus, and for want of a little
pity, a little gold!"

He moved his head uneasily on his hard
pillow, his lips began to mutter unconscious
words, the thoughts of his troubled brain.

<“All mine—it was all mine,” he said. ““He
stole it from me note by note. Shall I denounce
him? Ah! of what use? None would believe
—mnone would believe! It is not the gold—no —
but for once, just once, to have my name on
men’s lips—to know that some poor triumph
had rewarded my long labours—it would have
made me happy—as happy as I can be made....
A Christian city! Ah, dear Heaven! A city
that robs men’s brains, and devours men’s lives;
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and when one has dreams of beauty, mocks
them; and when one would teach them of life
that is immortal, cries only, ‘Give us the life
that is pleasure and sin, even if its end be—
death!" Oh fool, to tune your lyre to other
praise than that of gold—to barter the rod of
wealth for the bitterness of a crown of laurel. ...
Laurels—they are Daphne’s emblem—Daphne!
Ah, Love, too, has forsaken me, his wings are
clipped by a golden shears, and he can no more
soar above the world. A great lady—a great
lady, so they say! Well, what could I be to
her now? And Delli? I had but one friend—
he, too, has forgotten.”

The girl’s tears fell fast as she listened to the
unconscious words.

" Of me he never thinks,” she said, “yet I
alone remember when all have forsaken him.”

'"The world is not God’s world,” he went on—
a strange fierceness in his voice—the fever hush
burning in his sallow sunken cheeks. '"Not
God’'s—no! it is the devil's! And they who
will not serve him, he kills; not in bodily tor-
ture, but in that living death of soul and spirit!
Had I been wise Z would have served him—is it
too late still?”

Nita’s face grew ghastly. She trembled like a
leaf. The voice beside her continued its ravings.

““Dark—all dark; it must be hell! See the
ribald crowd—hear the ghastly mirth. There is
the false red on the harlot’s cheek—the curse of
the drunkard reeling by—the moan of little
children starving and homeless—the bleeding
wounds of bruised and pale-faced wives—the



260 COUNTESS DAPHNE

dreary mirth of painted girls—the stealthy
clutch of the thief—the dreary whine of the
beggar. And on all is stamped woe, universal
woe! There is no hope here! And the devil,
how he laughs at it all, sitting aloft on his
golden throne, and seeing all men crawl to his
feet and court his smile, and account themselves
blessed for ever! °Give us gold !" they cry,
+and be our God. None shall serve so faithfully
as we!’”

““Holy Jesus, he is mad!” sobbed Nita,
hiding her terrified face in her hands.

““See! he comes to me—even to me "—the
wild voice went on. “ And he has a face like
my lost love—did he not steal her from me?
did he not put a gate of gold between us?
‘ Serve me, and you shall win her—so he says.
» Give the world what it asks—what is sensual—
light—evil. Your aims are too high—your
ideals too cold. Serve me, and art shall be
success, and success is my golden key. What
use to dream of immortality? Who cares—
who hears—who listens? If you be wise, serve
me as others do, and enjoy life while you may;
for of the future who knows; but in the present
all may have pleasure, if they will!””

""Dear Christ, he does not mean it—he does
not know!” prayed the weeping girl. * Indeed
he loves God and not the evil one; and he has
been so good—so good. All he could do he has
done, and to be unfortunate and fail always—
oh, it is terrible. He dreamt of a greatness
that should outlive his years—a fame that
should never die—and—to end thus.”
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The words ceased abruptly. Tista sat up,
and once more seized me with his frail weak
hands.

Nita drew back, and looked at him in terror.

""What does he play?'" she cried, as the wild
weird notes came tumbling fast and furious off
the strings.

It did indeed sound unearthly.

He had taken Tartini’s subject in his " Trillo
del Diavolo,” and intermingled its weird har-
monies with some of his own fanciful embellish-
ments. The result was like no earthly sounds,
certainly like no music that Tista had ever
given utterance to. Tones scarcely human in
their agony and despair—their alternations of
pathos, suffering and anguish, were forced from
me. Nita trembled like a leaf as she listened,
uttering ejaculations to all the saints under her
breath. Then, quite as suddenly as he had
begun, he ceased. His eyes turned to her, then
in bewilderment roamed round the room, and
finally rested on me.

"Nita, how came you here?” he asked
faintly. But ere she could reply he fell sud-
denly back on the pillow, white and senseless as
death.



CHAPTER 11

"*LOVE IS NOT GLAD"

NITA summoned the woman who shared the
next room to Tista’s garret.

'*See," she said, '"'he is a friend of mine, and
ill and in want. I must leave him now, for I
go to the theatre at nights, and I dare not dis-
appoint the people. I will give you a gold piece
if you will stay here and watch him till I return,
and if he wakes give him the soup I shall send.
He is dying of hunger; you must be careful
and not give him too much at one time—just a
little to keep the life in him. Will you do this?
We are strangers, but trouble should make us
friends, and I will pay you well.”

The woman looked pityingly at the uncon-
scious figure, and clasped the white-faced babe
she held in her arms still closer to her breast.

“It is nothing dangerous—no fever?” she
asked, placing her child’s safety even before
the tempting of gold that was offered.

““No, no,” said Nita impatiently ; ““only
hunger, I tell you.”

" Then I will do all you ask,” said the woman
readily. ““But how cold it is here;” and she
shivered.

“Is there any one who could come with me
and bring back wood and charcoal, so that you
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could make a fire?” asked Nita eagerly. « My
time is so short, I cannot return till the theatre
is over.”

" I will send P’tit Bottes with you! He does
all the errands for us here,” was the answer.
And the woman left, and presently returned
with a little elfish misshapen boy beside her,
whose cunning face and eyes did not impress
Nita very favourably. However, she was too
much pressed for time to make objections as to
her messenger’s appearance.

'"Can he be trusted?” she asked.

““He ?—mais oui, certainement! Madame
may assure herself of his doing that which she
desires,” was the eager assent.

““Come, then,” said Nita, in her pretty im-
perfect French. “ I depend on you,” she added,
turning back to glance at the woman, who had
seated herself by the bed, having placed me
rather roughly on the floor.

Nita’s sharp eyes noticed this. She hesitated,
then came forward and took me up and placed
me under her shawl.

«It is not safe here,” she said, in explanation
of her action. "If he recovers, and anything
has happened to the violin, it will break his
heart. 1 will take care of it for him.”

She hurried away, followed by the boy.

When they reached the street she stopped at
the first shop where she could obtain fuel; and
purchasing as much as the boy could -carry,
bade him to take it at once to the sick youth’s
room.

" And listen,” she said, laying her hand on

b
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his ragged blouse sleeve. '"In an hour’s time
my servant will be here with soup and meat
and other things. Watch for her, and see that
all she brings is taken to him at once. Do this,
and I will reward you when I come; you shall
have a franc piece for yourself.”

The boy’s eyes glistened.

‘“Madame shall be obeyed,” he said, with a
gleam of delight at the prospect of such unheard
of riches for his own exclusive possession.
'"P'tit Bottes will do all that Madame desires;
Madame need have no fear that her orders shall
not be performed.”

== === 0@=%X== =% =)=

Nita hurried straight to the theatre and
sought her dressing-room. There she hurriedly
scrawled a few lines in pencil, and despatched
it by her own maid. Placing me carefully on
the little couch, she threw a shawl over me,
and then left—as I supposed—for the stage.

From time to time she returned, and would
throw herself down and sigh heavily. Perhaps
to-night her triumphs lacked something. The
applause of the public gave her little pleasure.

At the end of the evening I heard many
voices, those of men and women, chattering
around. Nita was laughing gaily, but the
laughter sounded forced and unnatural. From
what they said it appeared her success had been
unusual and very great.

""Who was that beautiful woman in the outer
box of the first tier?” she asked. “Monsieur
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de 1’Orme, you know every one in Paris—can't
you tell?”

"She has only just arrived. She comes from
Italy. That was her husband with her. Yes,
she is very beautiful. I heard her name, but I
have forgotten. Why do you ask, Mademoiselle
Nita?”

" She seemed interested in me or in the piece,
I don’'t know which,” said the little singer.

«Not to be wondered at; mademoiselle has
surpassed herself to-night,” was the answer.

'*What a lovely face she had!” continued
Nita musingly.

" Ah, bah | mademoiselle,” returned the man’s
voice a little impatiently; “why waste your
thoughts on your own sex. It is sacrilege, and
that too when so many of ours are dying for a
thought or a word.”

"I am afraid they will have to die, then,”
retorted Nita contemptuously. "I have other
things to do, and more important than to waste
my thoughts on men.”

""What heresy; and from one so courted, so
worshipped, so admired!”

"A truce to nonsense, monsieur. You know
how I detest it. Besides, to-night I am in no
humour for compliments, and I am in a hurry
too. Will you be good enough to move away,
so that I may enter my dressing-room ? "

«Mademoiselle is cruel; it is a crime for
beauty to be so cold and so exclusive,” came in
a sulky murmur from the entrance, which I sup-
posed Nita’s admirer still barred.

““Monsieur, I am in no mood for trifling,”
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said Nita brusquely. " Will you be good enough
to let me pass?"

" Oh, if mademoiselle is in earnest---" was
the apologetic rejoinder.

"1 am in earnest, and I hate such fooling as
this,” Nita retorted angrily, and swept in and
closed the door without further parley.

" Those brutes | how I detest them all | " she
muttered angrily as she washed the rouge from
her cheeks and changed her stage finery for the
plain black dress and shawl she had worn before.
Then she stooped and took me up.

" How glad I am to have found him again,”
she murmured. <“‘But, oh, my dear, my dear,
if only I could help you!”

Her breath caught in a quick sob. She
clasped me closer to her breast and hurried
swiftly away to the stage-door, speaking to no
one as she went. Then she called a cab and got
in, and was soon driven swiftly away through the
gas-lit streets to the garret where Tista lay
dying.



CHAPTER 111

"*AND THEN-------- »

PAIN, weariness, hunger, and suffering, had
wrought sad havoc in Tista’s constitution. He
was utterly helpless, when Nita had discovered
him—too helpless to oppose her will in any way;
too indifferent even to heed the care, and watch-
fulness, and tenderness which he owed to her.

It was nothing to the girl to deny herself for
him, and she did it most unselfishly. Food,
warmth, medicine—all these she procured for
him ; and gradually beneath their influence his
senses came back ; his weakness was replaced by
some slight return of strength.

It seemed to him as if he had been dead, and
had risen from the grave; but a strange sense
of weariness and regret was all he felt.

““You have no right to serve me thus, I
cannot permit it,” he said to Nita one day, as
she came to him and proceeded to warm some
soup at his replenished stove.

" You talk foolishly,” she answered him, with
quiet scorn. ‘Do you wish to die ?”

"1 do not care.”

«It is as wrong to say that as to destroy your
life. You tried your best to do it, but Fate was
against you, yousee. I found you, despite your
endeavours to conceal yourself. Besides, I have

267
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good news for you. I have found some employ-
ment which will suit you at last, and as soon as
you are stronger and can leave this wretched
den, you will be able to commence work.”

""Nita, you are an angel of consolation.”

She blushed all over her pretty brown gipsy
face.

""Nothing of the sort,” she said pettishly.
" I am your friend, if you will let me be so. But
indeed you angered me greatly when you went
away, and told me nothing, and left me search-
ing in vain for you.”

"1 did not think you would trouble yourself
about one so worthless.”

"’Ché —-e, Tista; you are talking nonsense;
and you know 1t!"

"I am worthless, Nita. No one wants me.
Why did you not let me be ? "

If he could have seen her face, he might have
read its unspoken appeal. ‘Do not I want you?"
it seemed to say. But he could not read it or
hear it, for his heart was closed to mortal love.

““You will be happier soon,” she said pre-
sently, as she came to his side with the cup of
steaming soup, and offered it to him where he
lay stretched helplessly on that miserable bed.

"Why?'l

"I shall not tell you till you have finished
this,” she said, in that pretty peremptory way
to which he had grown accustomed.

He took the cup from her hand, and speedily
finished its contents.

"Now tell me,” he said, giving it back to
her.
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"It is not a very long story," the girl an-
swered, as she took a seat on the rickety bench
beside him. ' About a month ago I was acting
in the ‘Variétés. One night the principal
singer was seized with sudden illness. The
manager was in despair. He knew not whom
to get to take her part. It was a holiday, too,
and the theatre would be well filled; he did not
care to close it. In the dilemma I came for-
ward. I knew the part, I said, * Would he trust
me with 1t??" He seemed surprised. ‘Let me
hear you,” he said. Before the first act was over
he expressed himself satisfied. Well, the even-
ing came; I appeared. 1 was nervous at first,
but the audience were good-humoured, and en-
couraged me. I gained confidence—went on
gaily ; the result was I gained a complete
success. It happened that during the perfor-
mances I frequently observed a lady in one of the
boxes. She was very beautiful, and richly
dressed. I took her for some great personage.
She seemed to notice me particularly. The next
day I received a letter from her, saying how de-
lighted she had been at my performances, and
asking me if I would sing at one of her recep-
tions. Of course I agreed gladly enough. ‘ You
have the voice of Italy, she said to me. ‘It is
so welcome, you cannot imagine how welcome.
My ears have not heard it for long.” She is so
lovely, this lady, but not happy; so it seems to
me ; always very grave and tender, but with
something of melancholy in her face, some
shadow on its brightness. Her husband is a
great man ; he is rich and titled, and he adores
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her. No one can help seeing how he loves her.
But there, I am running on; I shall weary you.
The end of my story is that I spoke of you to
this lady. I did not give her your name—only
said you were a friend of mine, and so gifted,
and yet----- . Well, you know the rest, Tista.
She seemed very sorry. She is tender of heart
and good—that I know, though people do say
she is proud and cold. “Bring him here, she
said; ‘I will do everything I can for him.
Would he care to play at my receptions?’
That is my news, Tista. Only think! to play
there, where all the great people of Paris come,
where you will have an audience who can appre-
ciate you! Now, will you not try to get well,
for your own sake at last?"

He looked gratefully up at her eager face. A
faint light, as of some lingering hope irradiated
his own.

" Yes, I will try,” he said simply. "I sup-
pose there is something in me harder to kill than
life itself. I can hardly thank you, Nita, words
seem so weak. But how good and true a heart
is yours!”

She flushed hotly, as if his praise shamed
her.

““Nonsense,” she said; “I have done
nothing.”

""Nothing!” he echoed, in faint wonder.
“1If all ‘ nothings ' were like yours, Nita, there
would be fewer broken hearts and miserable
lives in this wretched world.”

““You will do your best to get well, then?”
she said, as she rose to take her leave.
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GCYeS."

"That is right. I hope to find you better
to-morrow when I come.” She gave him her
hand, then turned away. As she reached the
door an involuntary impulse overcame her.
She came back timidly to his side.

" Tista,” she said, “ who is Daphne ? "

He turned so white it frightened her for a
moment. Then he said coldly-

«Why do you ask?"

“ You spoke her name so often in your fever,
and it seemed to trouble you.”

" It does trouble me,” he answered hurriedly.
" Do not speak of her, Nita. Some day I may
have courage to tell you; but not now, not
now!"

"You are not vexed that I asked?” she
said timidly.

""No; only vexed that I am still weak enough
to treasure the remembrance of one who was as
false to the instincts of womanhood as you,
Nita, are true.”

She went away, then ; glad, though disturbed.

" Who knows if he may not forget in time ?"
she murmured softly, as she reached the door;
""and then----- "

The blush on her cheek, the smile on her
lips, finished that thought more eloquently than
any words.



CHAPTER 1V
UNSELFISH LOVE

I WILL you be able to come to-morrow?” said
Nita, some weeks after her discovery of Tista.
““The signora has a grand reception. She
would be glad to hear you play, if you can do
so. She knows you have been ill, and is sorry
for you.”

““But I cannot go to a great lady’s house in
such rags as these,” said Tista, looking down
at his shabby threadbare garments.

"Oh, that is soon remedied,” said Nita,
lightly.

““No, Nita, I understand what you mean;
but I am already heavily in your debt. 1

""Hush! do not be foolish,” she interrupted
hastily ; ““you shall pay it all back, I promise
you; only say you will come to-morrow.”

““Very well,” he said wearily; "I will do my
best ; but I fear I shall play but badly. I am
still so weak, and my fingers seem to have lost
all power.”

““They can never do that, I am sure. Do
you know even in your unconsciousness you
played, and so beautifully, too. The violin
seems to know you, Tista; the moment you
take it in your hand it appears to speak. I

7



UNSELFISH LOVE 273

never heard an instrument with such tones ; it
is divine.”

""Yes; it is very beautiful,” said Tista, laying
his hand caressingly on me ; “ 1 think the spell
of that dead woman’s presence is always with
it. At times there is something unearthly in
its wailing tones. Then I think the------ "

““No, please, do not say that,” pleaded Nita
in alarm; "I hate to hear you! It seems so
terrible to think of her haunting it. How can
you encourage such an idea, Tista?"

““For me it has no terrors. You are strangely
timid about some things, Nita, and yet in others
you are so brave. It needs no small amount of
courage to traverse these dismal thoroughfares;
to brave the wretchedness and ruffianism on all
sides, and yet you never seem to fear anything.”

""What should I fear ?" she asked;““the poor
are always good to the poor. I have nothing
to fear from class antagonism. I am accosted
often, but never insulted. They look upon me
as one of themselves.”

But she did not tell him of the good she had
done; of the thousand kindly womanly acts
that had won for her gratitude and love for
many a wretched forlorn heart. Her own
life was often beset by temptation, but she
never heeded it. To a woman’s heart there is
no safeguard like the purity of a great love;
and all the soft sins and gilded infamy, and
rich profits, which might have been hers to
take had she so willed, were utterly vile in her
sight, and utterly powerless in their allurements.

She had more interest in human suffering
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than in human pleasures; hence, perhaps, the
attraction which Tista had for her. He was
so helpless, so dependent, and her whole heart
went out to him in the fulness of pity, and the
tenderness of a love whose strength she scarcely
recognized.

If love were not always at cross purposes, if
it were not a thing seemingly beyond all direc-
tion or control, Nita might have made him
happy ; but apparently he thought no more of
her in that way than if she had indeed been a
sister.  All her goodness and unselfishness
touched him deeply, but of the passion that
filled her heart he guessed nothing. If he had
so guessed, it would only have pained him—
now.

But Nita suffered.

In all her toilful, laborious life he had been
as a poem that gave it grace—a strain that gave
it music and beauty. He had raised her thoughts
and fancies to the higher level of his own genius.
He was so utterly and entirely different in the
unworldliness and purity of his nature from any
one whom she met, or with whom she associ-
ated, that she had set him apart from them and
placed him in the shrine of her own loyal heart.

She loved him with a tender, simple, but
most utter affection; an affection whose depths
she herself had not quite known until his life
had for a time been parted from her own, and
in the desolation and misery of absence she had
at last learned the truth.

Every murmur of his unconscious lips that
spoke ever that one name, had been torture to
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her. She knew then that he, too, had loved in
some past of which she had no knowledge,
into whose sacred chambers she dared not
intrude.

Daphne! Daphne! it was always Daphne!
Had she loved him? Had Fate parted them?
Was it for this he had seemed to grow so
changed and despairing ; heeding little, caring
little, for anything that life held; letting the
misery of a hopeless passion paralyze even the
force and fervour of his genius?"

She thought it must be so, and that thought
gave her the courage to seek its confirmation
from his own lips, even though she knew such
confirmation would be a death-blow to her own
happiness.

The troubled look on his white face as he
heard her question, " Who is Daphne?" an-
swered her before his words. Yes, he had
loved, and that love had been falsified—betrayed.
If ever he found the strength to tell her of that
story she knew it would be terrible for her to
hear, but to know that she had had a rival who
had been false and unworthy left still a spark
of hope within her own breast. Men were not
always constant to the memory of one love,
even if that love were true and noble, and this
had not been the case with Tista.

It seemed to her that if she could but rouse
him to renewed interest in life, could wake him
to fresh exertions and so feed the fire of his
genius afresh, that in the triumphs he might
win he would find consolation at last. True,
love might be slow to come, or might come never,

K
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but she would have done something for him,
and he would be grateful, and at least she was
his only friend in the loneliness and misery of
his present life.

Nita’s was an unselfish love that sought always
and above all for his happiness. If she had
known Daphne and could have brought her to
his side and seen the errors and mistakes of the
past explained, she would have done it, so that
he might be glad once more. But she was
powerless to help him in this. His own words
had proclaimed the woman he had once loved to
be false to all intincts of womanhood, and a
strange thrill of pleasure, that seemed almost
base, ran through Nita’s heart when she re-
membered this.

The burden of her life was ever those words
that had escaped her once: ““Who knows if in
time he may not forget? and then----- .



BOOK IX
THE STEAD'S STORY

CHAPTER 1

THEY were in Paris.

Daphne had wished to see her father, who
was wintering in the gay city he loved so well,
and so her husband brought her thither as soon
as that wish was expressed.

The great world was ready to court and
receive them. Rank and wealth and beauty
throned Daphne as queen of society, ere yet she
was fully aware of her success. Her husband

21
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was very proud of her, and that great love he
hid in his heart’s depths was more passionate
and absorbing than ever. It was still fevered
by unrest, for never could he be quite sure that
Daphne loved him as he longed and craved to
be loved, but at least he knew that no man of
the many who crowded around her and paid her
the homage her beauty and her gifts deserved,
was likely to rival him in her estimation, or
win a softer glance, a tenderer smile, than those
she gave to him.

One evening she came into her reception-room
dressed for a conversazione that was to take place.
Delli was there alone. At the first rustle of
her trailing skirts he turned eagerly towards
her. She swept slowly along the length of her
splendid chambers till she reached him. Then
she paused. He held out his hands as if to
draw her to himself while the passionate admira-
tion in his eyes kindled to deeper warmth. She
let his arm embrace her and felt the touch of
his lips on her soft white throat, her bare snowy
shoulders.

"How lovely you are,” he murmured, as
blushing and laughing she drew herself away
from those passionate caresses.

““And how foolish—you,” she said rebukingly;
" why, you have crushed my flowers already.”

“Have I not excuse enough?”’ he asked
tenderly, as he drew her arm within his own,
and led her to where the costly mirrors reflected
the vision of her loveliness. ““Daphne, you
grow more beautiful every day.”

“ You should not flatter me, Francesco,” she
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said, drooping her eyes beneath his ardent gaze,
and turning away from the image of her own
exquisite face and form. ““You will make me
vain.”

““You could not be that, Daphne ; you have
too much sense !”

" A truce to compliments,” she said lightly.
“1T am glad I look well, because it pleases you.
I suppose our guests will be arriving directly.
I asked my little favourite, Nita Castrani, to
come early, and introduce her friend before my
time was taken up by strangers. She ought to
be here now.”

« Daphne," said her husband, a little hesi-
tatingly, ““are you not rather too lavish of your
generous interest in welcoming such people to
your house. Remember, dearest, your position
is a lofty one, and the world will resent any
forgetfulness of dignity on your part accordingly.”

" The world shall never make me forget what
is due to genius,” she said haughtily. ‘It may
preach its maxims to those more prudent or
wiser than myself. I have not yet learnt to be
heartless!”

“You are all that is noble and good,”
murmured her husband tenderly. ““It was but
a word of caution on my part. You must not
think I cavil at your generous actions, dearest.
No one admires them more than myself. But
still, to take up a stranger, of whom you know

““Except that he is poor and lonely, and beset
by difficulties; and that I, who once knew the
meaning of such things in their full bitterness,
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can help him," she cried. ““Ah, Francesco, no
worldly wisdom can ever make me forget that;
and all the more in that I remember what I
was, do I feel I should aid those to whom fortune
has been less kind!"

“Do you know the name of this youth?”
asked Delli, after a moment’s pause.

"I never asked,” said Daphne, in some sur-
prise at the troubled tone and glance of her
husband. ““Nita says he has great genius. If
she is right, it will be pleasant to me to help
him ; if not—well, it can do no harm.”

«If he cannot play, and breaks down before
your guests?” suggested Delli.

She smiled brightly, even then unconscious of
the irony with which Fate was playing with her
words.

"I have no fear,” she said. "I believe in
him; he has won my interest already.”

Then she left the anteroom where they had
been standing, and passed into the suite of
reception-chambers, to greet her first guests.

* * * * *

It was later in the evening, and I lay in my
case on one of the marble consoles. The lid
was open, as Delli had left it; he had been
playing on me a short time before.

There came the sound of steps, a rustle of
feminine skirts. Then a voice said—

«You had better rest here till T seek the
signora. There is such a great crowd in the
outer rooms. I will bring her to you, and
introduce you.”
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" Very well," said a languid voice ; a voice
that would have made me start as I recognised
it, had I been capable of such a manifestation
of surprise; and straightway the speaker came
to my side, and laid down my old friend, the
Amati, close to me.

""Have we really met again?” I said, in our
own inaudible and incomprehensible language.

«You don't mean to say that’s you, Strad?”
was the answer.

« It is indeed," I replied, and the familiar
salutation was very pleasant; for had I not
often longed for news of my former friend, and
its adventures since we parted, and wondered
whether it was still in Delli's possession, and
what had chanced to Daphne?

"I see you are still with Tista,” I said.
« How changed he looks, and how ill | "

""He has suffered greatly, and has been at
death’s door,” answered the Amati. ““But you,
how came you here? Are you with Delli?"

““This is Delli’'s house; did you not know?”

"No; and where is—she—Daphne?"

'*She is his wife."

““Delli’'s wife ? ”

““Yes, they have been some nine months
married. They have come to Paris for the
winter. He is very rich now. And she—did
you know she turned out to be the daughter of
a Florentine noble, a very great personage
indeed ; but thoughtless and improvident, as
indeed most of them are, and with many titles
and little money to keep up their state. Delli
and he were friends. Delli always loved Daphne,
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only it was Tista for whom she cared; but
Tista deemed her----- "

““What are you saying?” my friend cried.
" It was she who was false to Tista; she has
broken his heart, spoilt his life. Surely it is
not to her that he has come to-night? To play
here 7—a hired performer in her house! And
he not even knowing she is married! It will
kill him.”

"It is very strange/ I said. ' How oddly
affairs have shaped themselves! She is just
beginning to care for Delli. For long they were
very unhappy. She almost hated him------ "

""Then, why did she wed him?” asked the
Amati.

"'They deceived her about Tista. She could
not help doubting at last. Why did he never
write?”

'"He did write; it was she who never
answered.”

""Then they have been betrayed—both; but,
oh, if they should meet—now ?”

At the same moment there came a rustle of
silks over the carpeted floor; a lovely vision
stood smiling graceful welcome in the doorway.

"Your pardon, signor,” said a woman’s voice
in Italian. " Your friend told me I should find
you here----- "

A moment. Then a hoarse cry cut short her
words—a cry scarce human in its agony.

““Daphne—you!”

Breathless she gazed ; breathless she stood in
the blaze of the glittering lights. Her eyes
swept over him as he rose, while he looked on
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and at her, as only eyes look at some loved and
cherished thing that they have never thought
to rest upon in life again.

"My God!" she gasped. “ Itis Tista!"

The name, the sound of her voice, the conflict
of feeling pictured in her changing face—all
unmanned him. Forgetful of wrong, of betrayal,
suffering, despair, he crossed the space that
divided them, and threw himself at her feet.

She drew away. She shivered back from his
touch, and a vague fear was in her eyes.

““Do you hate me so? Have you quite for-
gotten?” he said, and rose and looked at her
with an agony of reproach that might have
touched any heart that had loved him once.

What she said I scarcely know. All madness
of reproach that tongue could frame; all ex-
pression of suffering or anger that ever left a
woman’s lips.

They were quite alone in that pretty, dainty
boudoir ; but I think, had there been a crowd
beside them, they would still have forgotten all
else, have still stood there, with their life’s
history and their life’s sufferings speaking out
the truth at last, taking revenge upon long
silence and long pain.

He listened in amazement to her hot up-
braiding.

““Daphne,” he said. ““Are you mad, or am
I? Did you not bid me cease to write? Did
not your father himself, at your request, send
me money to buy off my pretensions? Did not
he forbid my love, at any cost to myself, saying
that you deemed it undesirable ? And when I
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prayed for one word from you, for one remem-
brance of days that had been so blessed, your
only answer was—silence.”

It was her turn now to look incredulous.

"I cannot understand it,” she said, putting
her hand to her head, as if to sweep the heavy
tresses from her brow. " Have we both been
deceived? Alas! who has dealt this fearful
wrong? Oh, Tista, are you sure—are you sure?
There have been days in my life when I longed
to know you true, when I prayed for death
sooner than your falsity; and now-----"

""Now surely you believe it,” he cried beseech-
ingly. ““Although your rank separates us, al-
though I should not have dared to hold you
to any promise given in other days, yet still,
Daphne, if I could but have believed your heart
regretted as mine did, suffered as mine did, it
would have been some consolation.”

"It is not my rank that separates us,” she
cried hopelessly. “°Did I not write and tell
you that made no difference in my feelings? 1
was yours to claim when you would."

"I never had such a letter !"

She grew deadly pale. Her eyes rested on
his changed face, with its history of suffering,
endurance, despalr The tears swam slowly in
her own, and dropped unheeded on the diamonds
at her breast.

" You have suffered, too,” she said in slow,
painful accents; “‘and you did not love her?"”

" Love whom ? " he asked amazed.

" The girl with whom you left Bologna.”

““My traducers had an easy task, if they per-
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suaded you to believe that, Daphne ! " he said
with proud coldness.

All her self-command gave way then. She
sank down on the seat beside him and buried
her face in her hands, while a passion of weep-
ing shook her from head to foot. He could not
look at her distress unmoved. Besides, he did
not know yet how utterly she was lost to him.

"Oh, hush! do not weep ! " he implored. "I
have suffered even as you; but to see you again,
to know that you are still the Daphne of old—
true, loving, faithful-—that of itself is worth any
suffering to hear! Even if you be great, I know
your nature is unchanged. It was that which
grieved me. It seemed a wrong to love you,
and yet—to know that you could so easily forget.
You shudder! Well, we will speak of it no
more. Only how could you believe I ever loved
another woman? Did you know so little of me?
or did you think so humbly of yourself as to
believe that, having cared for you once, my
heart could ever again take to itself another
ideal, or be content with a lower worship?”

'"Oh, hush! your words kill me,"she moaned.
““Do you not know? have you not heard?"

(Know what?” he asked in wonder, as he
raised his young, haggard face to hers.

€My God!" she sobbed in agony. ““How can
I tell him?”

There came the sounds of gay voices, of happy
laughter, of joyous music swelling in strains of
triumph through the air. She shuddered as she
heard; the world was already claiming her, for-
cing itself upon her notice. At any moment
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this solitude might be disturbed. She rose to
her feet, her hands pressed against her heart,
her face haggard, white, passion-marred as his
own.

"Look at that!" she said, and held out her
hand, and pointed to the finger on which rested
the golden symbol of wifehood.

He looked at her, incredulous, amazed.

""You love me, and can show me—tzhat!/" he
cried.

She bowed her head. Words would not come.
Before them lay the wreck of youthful hopes,
of all the joys they had once shared together.
Their memories seemed to fly back to the old
dead days, to the sweetness of silent kisses, to
the gladness of summer hours spent side by side
in the ilex shadows, to the passion and purity
and beauty of that mutual love which had had
so sweet a dawn—so dark a night.

Their eyes met.

A moment, a word—it might be theirs again.
So that look seemed to say. Then she turned
aside, shutting her eyes and heart to the deep
intense delight that stole trance-like upon her
senses.

““You must hate me—now,” she said. "'l
have been false, while you—you never forgot.”

““No,” he said dreamily, "I never forgot.
But then—I am not a woman !"

""Is your love more faithful than my own?”
she cried sorrowfully. <“Have I not betrayed
myself—abased myself as I never thought it was
in me to do? Do you think, though wedded, I
have forgotten?”
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"Whom have you wedded?” he asked, in a
cold voice, unlike his own.

For a moment she hesitated; a deep flush
stole over her face:; a troubled look came into
her eyes.

““Francesco Delli," she faltered.

For one instant he seemed stunned.

His face terrified her, so fearful was its agony,
so deathlike its pallor.

"My friend! " he said at last. "A fit person
to betray me! My friend and—my love, and
both knew how I loved and how I trusted ! "

“But hear me,” she pleaded, and laid her
hand upon his arm.

He shook it off as though it stung him. A
fierce light shone in his eyes, a colour flushed
his deathlike cheeks.

“ A great lady !” he said, " and I thought her
my Daphne still!” And he laughed, as in
mockery.

Ere she could answer, the door opened. On
the threshold stood Delli.

"I have come for you, Carissima,"” he said in
gay, cheerful accents. " Is your new acquaint-
ance not ready? The people are waiting.”

Daphne drew back. Tista advanced a step
forward.

"I am at your service, signor,” he said frigidly.

Delli reeled back as if a blow had struck him.
There was a look in his face terrible to see—the
look of a man who has received his death wound.

" Tista ! " he cried, and then was silent.

At sound of the familiar voice and greeting,
Tista’s calmness seemed for a moment to desert
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him. Then, with a supreme effort at self-
command, he bowed low, and said coolly—

"“Tista“ to friends only, Signor Delli. Bap-
tista Marcello is my name. Is it your wish I
should play to your guests?"

The mocking voice, the ironic words, roused
Delli. He gave one swift glance at his wife.
She was white and still as marble. He opened
the door and led the way like a man in a dream.

Tista followed with me.

I saw a vista of lights and flowers, of lovely
faces and gleaming jewels, of beauty that is
fashion, and fashion that is beauty ; for all the
loveliest and wealthiest of Parisian society had
flocked to the salons of the lovely and wealthy
Contessa Delli. I saw Daphne float past and
take her seat among the audience, white and
calm as a statue.

Every eye was turned on Tista. What
was there about him that so enthralled their
attention.

He was only a slender, fragile youth, with a
white, sad face, and eyes full of passionate
dreams and dying hopes. But it was a face
that made men’s hearts throb with pity, and
women’s eyes grow dim with tears, as it met
their gaze.

A faint applause—a faint welcome of the
stranger—ran through the crowd. He never
seemed to hear it.

Some one placed his music before the accom-
panist, and he gave out the opening bars.

Then he began to play. I don't know what
spell was at work within him. I don't know
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how the dear familiar touch of the boyish
fingers woke such passionate pleadings, such
exquisite melody. Certainly it seemed like no
instrumental sound, but rather like some lovely,
sorrowful, wailing voice that thrilled through
those vast and crowded rooms, while a silence,
hushed and awestruck, fell upon them all.

To one alone among those splendid jewelled
women was that music known. To one only
did it come with the sweetness of joy long fled,
with the sharpness of remorse still present!
He played on and on, and a strange fear fell on
those who heard. But I alone could see the
deathly whiteness of his face, and hear the
laboured beating of his heart. All listened in a
wonder that was breathless—in a trance that
was unbreakable. In many women’s eyes
gleamed the tear-drops; from one woman came
a sob whose anguish reached the player’s ear,
and made his fingers tremble on the strings.

Slower, sweeter, softer, the sad notes fell; the
end drew near, the strain was well-nigh over.

Suddenly, quite suddenly, he staggered,
trembled, then fell face downwards upon the
flower-strewn platform; through the horror-
struck crowd ran a low murmur of fear !

In a moment Delli was beside him. He
raised him in his arms as though he had been
but a feather's weight, and bore him to the
room he had just left.

As he laid him down the door was thrown
open, and, white as the silent figure before her,
Daphne entered. Her husband moved aside
without a word.
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She never spoke. She only tore the linen
from his chest, and felt in vain for the beating
of a heart that was for ever still.

No look, no sigh, no word answered her own.
The eyes whose agony she had read, the hands
whose clasp she had felt but a few brief moments
before, were now beyond her gaze and touch for
ever!

For a time she seemed like one mad with
grief, calling upon his name, kissing the cold
and pulseless hands; and Delli could but stand
there and gaze upon it all, and know, in the full
bitterness of truth, that his wife’s heart had
never been wholly his own; that his treachery
had met with an avenger, even in the first
sweet days of promised happiness; that the
the power of his tenderness and devotion was
as nothing in comparison with the greatness of
this dead, lost love, that now lay before her in
mockery of all he had done to win her for
himself.

Seeing her weep, hearing her words, knowing
all the suffering he had dealt to them both, his
strength gave way. A dread of the woman for
whom he had dared and done so much came
over him. He had no strength to look on her
face and read his condemnation in its anguish.

He turned silently away and left her.

I lay among the flowers on the platform. A
crowd had gathered round me, talking in low,
terror-struck accents of the scene they had
just witnessed.

"Is he better? " they asked, as Delli came
among them once more.
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He looked at them like a sleep-walker, with
blank, unseeing eyes.

"Better? He is dead!"

Silence fell upon them. Here and there a
voice murmured-

““Dead! Soyoung! Andhe would assuredly
have been great. What wonderful music his
was!”

And a woman’s voice sobbed—

““Great! Yes; it is well to acknowledge it
now, when his life has been wrecked and his
heart broken, and all the world was deaf and
blind. Great! When you might have glad-
dened him with the word, you would not speak
it ; and now he cannot hear it, be your praise
ever so loud.”

And she turned away, weeping and sad at

heart. It was Nita.
== == == =I< =3I

Delli picked me up, and without even seeming
to remember his guests, went away to a room
where all was solitude.

““He has gained his wish,” he said. ““How
well T remember his words | Only once to stir
men’s thoughts to a rapture like my own!
Only once to move them as one man, to
make them forgetful of all save what they
heard; to see criticism and coldness give way
before me, only once to see and feel this, and I
should be content to die!’ Do I not remember,
too, my own words: ‘ What a price you will
have to pay for such a conquest!” But I did
not dream the price would be his life! And she
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—so nearly won; she whose heart was just
unclosing, whose love was faintly answering my
own, she at last knows all, and knowing it,must
despise, even if she does not hate me! Dear
Heaven! how can I bear this—now!

The fruits of his wrong-doing had indeed
borne a bitter harvest; his own actions were
also his own avengers.



CHAPTER II
""TO HAVE KNOWN LOVE”

THEY had been as nearly happy as two people
can be in a marriage where one has all to give,
and the other all to forget.

Slowly Daphne’s heart had been wakened from
its lethargy of misery ; its alternations of woe
and despair. In many respects, so it seemed to
me, Delli was better suited to her than Tista,
for Tista had been so dreamy and gentle, and
was half a poet and full of fancies that were
beautiful, certainly, but unpractical in their
beauty, and holding creeds too pure and exalted
for men to follow. Now Delli, on the other
hand, was a man of sound intellect, though of
headstrong passions. He had set his mind upon
winning Daphne, and he had won her, but it
had given him no content. There was ever
present in his thoughts the one dread, that his
treachery might be discovered, and he had led
a wandering, restless life ever since their
marriage.

Now the sword had at last fallen. He could
not doubt, after one look at his wife’s face, but
that she had discovered all. The shock of
Tista’s death fell so sharply upon this knowledge
that it almost stunned him. He dared not
speak to her or console her. He knew that at
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last she had discovered his perfidy, and that
knowledge crushed him to the dust.

As he left her kneeling there beside her dead
lover, his face was terrible in its anguish; but
she never seemed to think of, or give heed to
him in that first hour of her grief. She seemed
as one beside herself with the sharpness of
remorse, or the guilt of some heavy sin.

““Dead! and I have killed him! Dead! and
I have killed him!" That was all she said,
over and over again.

““What was he to you that you grieve thus?"
a voice beside her asked, as if indignant at this
display of grief.

She looked up, with dazed eyes, at the face of
Nita, the singer.

" What was he to you ? " the girl asked again,
the fierceness of jealousy in her voice, and
breaking down the barriers of respect she owed
to rank or wealth.

Daphne rose to her feet.

" By what right are you here ?" she asked.

"I am the only friend he has in this cruel,
heartless city. I have stood between him and
death more than once."

““And yet you brought him to me?"

"I did not know ; how could I? Your name
was never mentioned between us. Was he your
lover ?”

The beautiful face flushed.

““We were lovers, yes,” she said, dreamily;
““from childhood to youth. We were lovers till
treachery came between us; we only found it
out—too late."
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""And were you not faithful enough to keep
yourself unwedded? Having loved him and
holding his love for all time, could you disbelieve
so easily? Had you so little faith?"

" You do not know,” said Daphne, angered by
the scorn of the girl’s bitter words.

Nita laughed.

'""No; I do not know; I could not understand,
even if I did. To me there is but one sort of
love, and that is unchangeable through trouble,
doubt, jealousy, sin. It seems madness to
many ; doubtless it is. He loved you thus—if
indeed you be that Daphne of whom he spoke.
In the ravings of delirium, in the wretchedness
of suffering, in the trials and sorrows of his life,
still your name was ever on his lips and in his
heart. And his reward----- "

Involuntarily their eyes turned to the calm
face of the dead youth; its serenity seemed to
rebuke the angry passions of the one, the feverish
remorse of the other.

Weeping, they fell in each other’s arms,
flhinking for once not of themselves, but of—

im.

The soft gloom deepened and the night passed
on; but, utterly heedless of all that others
might think or say, they kept their terrible
vigil beside the dead, whom both had loved, and
who had loved but—one!

= =X @8=X— | =%= =)=

" Do not leave me,” Daphne had prayed, and
Nita stayed on till they left that dreary room at
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last, and gave up the lifeless thing before them
to the last sad offices of other hands.

And so the long weary day passed, and I was
shut up there alone. None disturbed the dark-
ness of the solitude.

With the fall of night a familiar footfall broke
the stillness; a shadow came between me and
the still form on which the dim light of a
swinging lamp cast its faint rays.

It was Delli.

The misery on his face, in his eyes, spoke out
their own tale of penance. He stood and gazed
at the dead boy until at last strength forsook
him; and kneeling there beside him, in the
solitude and darkness of the night, he clasped
his hands before his face and the large tears fell
through his fingers one by one.

““If I had only known,” he cried, in vain and
heartbroken reiteration. ““He is happier even
now than I. He has her heart, her memory,
even in death. I—I alone, must live and bear
and sufier !”

And he moaned aloud, like one in torture.

He did not hear the soft noise of the opening
door ; he did not hear the sweep of velvet folds
across the floor; but suddenly a voice broke the
silence, and cried—

““Have you come to look at your victim?"

He rose to his feet; his eyes flamed like a
lion’s by night, as they rested on the black-
robed figure of the woman before him.

The light of the lamp showed the ghastly
pallor of her face, the gleaming coils of loose,
falling hair, the anguish of the tearless eyes.
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“You do well to reproach me," he said,
humbly. ‘I deceived you both.”

““What merit to confess it now?” she asked
coldly ; ““now, when I know the truth! now,
when I know how basely I was betrayed! now,
when I thought you noble enough to love—at
last?"

Her words thrilled him to the heart.

""Do not make my punishment quite unbear-
able,” he prayed. '"No torture is so great as
to know how nearly I had won all that I suffered
and sinned for so long.”

She looked at him, and her self-command
gave way. She burst into bitter weeping.

““Oh, why did you do this?—why?” she
cried between her sobs. " Do you not know that
henceforth we must seem as his murderers?"

""You at least are stainless,” he answered
bitterly ; “ on me lies all the guilt as well as
all the punishment. I did but come to bid him
a last farewell, Daphne, and then for ever I
will rid you of my presence. Every look, every
word of yours now is but added torture—a
torture I cannot endure! Daphne, I have loved
you as few women are loved. Say you forgive me;
let us part in kindness; for indeed when we
part now, only death can ever unite us again.”

She drew her hands from her eyes and looked
at him.

““Forgive you?” she said; ''who am I that I
can afford to judge? Havelnot sinned too? To
have loved as he loved I should have preserved
like faith, like constancy, and—I did not.”

He trembled like a leaf where he stood
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facing her in the lamplight, while between them
lay the dead form of the friend he had betrayed
—of the lover she had mistrusted.

" You have given me the deepest bliss and
the deepest suffering my life has ever known,”
said Delli at last, in faltering tones. " In
leaving you, I leave all that makes life endur-
able; but it is my punishment, and it is just.”

""Yes," she said, and slowly raised her eyes
to his.

That look had all the sadness and despair
of a hopeless heart, but it had also something
of yearning and something of regret. It seemed
to wrench asunder the bonds of his self-control,
all the manhood in him melted into passionate
beseechment which for the moment drowned
even his remorse. He crossed the floor of the
chamber and threw himself before her.

"My wife! my love!” he cried; ““can you
not pity me? can no memory of the past
months plead with me for forgiveness? You
are a woman and born of woman, and for a love
that has sinned and endured so much for your
sake only, you might have some pity. Even
he would plead for me did he know all; even

“ Might deem a treacherous friend, and a false
lover, deserved a wife'’s trust ? " she interrupted.

He rose to his feet. Her words stung him to
composure and self-respect.

" No ; not that ; he could not think dishonour
ever merited—forgiveness.”

He moved away ; his head bent, his step slow
and unsteady.
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She looked after him regretfully, sorrowfully.

"Will you not say farewell?” she said.
"' After all, you are my husband, and "

She paused. Her eyes rested on the marble
brow of the lover who had gone to death for
her, and then on the anguished face of the man
whose sins condemned him to a life beside which
that death looked almost happiness.

He stood wavering and hesitating at the door.

"Your husband,” he said; ‘no, never again
—mnever again. You never loved me, Daphne,
even when you knew me at my best. You can
never love me now. Farewell; but if, in any
time to come, you can forgive----- "

The words seemed to choke him. He was
not hero enough to bear such a scene unmoved.

"Forgive?" she cried, and the tears fell like
rain upon her clasped hands. "Oh, what am I
—weak, vile, fickle? Dear Heaven, pardon me
—even now, even now, I cannot bid you go! 1
have—forgiven !”

With one stride he was at her side, but in his
face was none of the fire of passion; only the
glory and bewilderment of a great and scarce
credible joy. He bowed his head on her tear-
wet hands—his breath came short and swift.

« Are you an angel,” he said, “to forgive
thus?”

""No,” she murmured, amidst her passionate
weeping; “‘only a woman—and a woman weak
enough to pardon all for—love!”

And side by side they fell on their knees, and
prayed, in the presence of him they had both
wronged, for pardon and pity and peace.



CHAPTER III

FINALE

SPOHR.

D + 5 THE STEAD’S STOSY.
aiec 0 1 THE AMATI'S OPINIONS.,

DOES Daphne seem a feeble heroine after all?
I can but paint her as she was—a woman who
had struggled, suffered, and finally been con-
quered by the very love she had opposed.

After the first revulsion of feeling, produced
by the shock of Tista's death, and the discovery
of Delli's treachery, she had yielded to the love
which, despite herself, had begun to spring up
in her heart for her husband. She saw his
errors, she felt his wrong-doing most keenly;
but, all the same, she could not condemn him too
harshly.

Reading the misery of his heart, knowing the
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martyrdom to which he was about to condemn
himself, she was not strong enough to bid him

£%ad it happened before the scene in Venice,
her resolution might have been different. I
cannot say. I know that, whether she loved
him or not, he had become too much a part of
her life for her to look forward to his absence
with any sort of relief.

Tista was dead; their love was a thing utterly
of the past. No amount of martyrdom on the
part of either could bring him back, or give the
old joys, and youth, and gladness to either of
them agam. And so—well, was it wisest to
spend the remainder of life in vain regrets, or
to make the best of the future that Fate had
shaped out for them so oddly.

I leave that question to my readers to decide.

Nature is full of change, of destruction ; but
yet the flowering seasons return, the ground
closes over the yawning void the earthquake has
made, the wild storm-wave rolls back, and the
sea smiles in bright and tranquil beauty once
more when the hour of turmoil and destruction
is past.

Are human lives to be diSerent? Nay, it
seems to me they do but follow the universal
law, when they strive to resume duties that
sorrow has disturbed; to go back to the dis-
tasteful routine of life ; to smile as though tears
were forgotten, as if the dead child, or the lost
love, or the ruined fortune, were things out of
mind, even as the world says they are. Grief
does not kill—often. It is sharp, keen, terrible;
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but all things pass, and it passes too. Men
cannot make public altars for every sacrifice
performed, nor isolate themselves from the world
at large because in their hearts is some sad
memory, some abiding grief that haunts them
phantom-like in their hours of solitude, and
which only death can exorcise.

Daphne was never quite happy again—not
happy with the happiness of youth, when sorrow
is a thing unknown ; but she lived on and tilled
her station in life, and did her duty to the
utmost; and none, seeing her fair face, her bril-
liant household, her calm, proud acceptance of
the world’'s homage, would ever have imagined
she too had a skeleton locked in the recesses of
memory, which even her husband’s untiring
adoration and lavish love could never quite
banish.

There was one thing strange about her. From
the hour of Tista’s death she never again could
endure the sound of music, nor did she attempt
to exercise her own beautiful voice even for her
own pleasure.

Delli never played before her, or even when
she was within hearing. He, too, seemed to
have lost what fondness he once had for the art
that was thenceforth sacred to the memory of
the dead boy he had befriended and betrayed.

" Music has no beauty for you now,” he had
said once to Daphne, and she shuddered and
answered ““None ! "

For, oh, mortals ! do you not know that the
music your ears hear with gladness, is only the
echo of what lives in your own hearts?
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And her heart had lost the key-note of joy for

cver.
* * * *

I have little more to chronicle.

When Tista was dead, there were many to
discern what genius lay in the mildewed scores
he left in his garret—in the hundred snatches
of melody and fancy he had transcribed. The
fame he had craved came—as most things come
to those who crave for them—too late for the
joy they might once have brought, the life they
might once have saved! Not the mingled
praises of the whole world could open that closed
grave, could light again the divine fires of
genius, once quenched in neglect, and misery,
and despair

There is little justice on earth, least of all is
there any for a life spent in the service of others,
a life whose fairest and noblest gifts are bestowed
only to be trampled under foot, and then atoned
for by after regrets or after honours.

But the world knows this so well—so well;
why should I repeat it? So it has been; so it
will be, till time shall cease.

* * * * *

The Amati and I were once more together in
uninterrupted companionship.

One day I heard the story of the woman in
Bologna; the story confided to Nita, but which
she could never associate in her mind with
Delli, seeing that the woman he had betrayed
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had preserved her secret too faithfully for any
other living creature to speak his condemnation.

""He was not a good man, and yet he has
gained all on which his heart was set,” I said
to the Amati regretfully one day.

«My dear Strad,” it answered, with that
superior wisdom of which it had just reason to
be proud, ‘‘he would not have gained anything
had he been a good man. 1 lived once with a
bishop, and he used to say, { The wicked flourish
like the green bay-tree. It struck me as
singular that he should make that remark so
often, for he was an apt illustration of prosperity
himself —but then the clergy are given to self-
blindness. The loftier the standards they raise,
the less inclined I have observed are they to
follow them. In fact, as I said before, the
world is chiefly composed of fools and hypo-
crites. There are a few good people ; but they
have all the sufferings of the thousand and one
bad, thrust on her own poor shoulders, and not
unusually break their hearts over the evils they
are powerless to remedy.”

""You do not suppose Daphne will ever know
of—that other?” I asked my friend.

““Not probable. Whatever his faults have
been, he certainly has loved her as few women
are loved. She knows that at last, and seems
content.”

“ After all, it is given to few, very few, to win
those they love. On one side the balance is
sure to be wanting!”

““Was there ever a perfect marriage yet, do
you suppose?" asks the Amati.
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" History chronicles perfect loves; it leaves
marriages alone!” 1 say sententiously.

There is but one thing more to state, and my
story is ended.

One summer night, in Florence, Delli had
invited some friends to pass the evening with
them. The conversation turned upon a young
singer, whose fame was wide-spread and
universal.

" But she is cold as the veriest statue,” com-
plained a young Florentine, with a bright face
and winning speech ; " and every one says she
has declared she will never marry; and she
means it.”

'"Has she a lover?” asked Delli.

““No; she favours none."

« A strange freak, truly; and is she beauti-
ful?”

““Very; but surely you have heard her;
every one raves of Nita Castrani.”

Daphne, who was present, turned her grave
eyes upon the speaker.

““I know her,” she said; “and I can believe
it is quite true what you relate of her.”

““Do you know the secret of her coldness,
madame?” asked another guest.

““Yes,” answered Daphne quietly. “ It is the
only secret that keeps a woman'’s heart inviolate
—fidelity "

«She has loved, then?”

w Yes . n

‘“Bah! She will love again. Who ever
heard of eternal constancy?”
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Daphne’s face paled. Her eyes sank. She
knew her husband’s gaze was upon her; she
knew, too, the thoughts that were in his heart.

“1It is not usual," she said at last; " but in
this instance I know it to be true.”

Something in her face and voice forbade all
questioning, and the subject was not pursued.

'"Nita has not forgotten, you see?” the
Amati said.

"No; she is too true a woman to forget; but
her own constancy is a ceaseless reproach to
Daphne. You observe Nita never comes here
now.”

""What a strange thing this human life is—
nothing but a series of cross purposes ! ”

""Yes," I said. ““Now, if Tista had but loved
Nita, and Daphne had but loved Delli, there
would have been four happy people in the world.
As it is—""

Or, as it was, my story tells for itself.

THE END
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the arguments of the Agnostic, the Materialist and the Atheist, will dis-
appear as the suggestive data and the compelling arguments of this
most interesting work are perused, for the reader will realise that he
has within his own cosmos sufficient evidence of a death-surviving
consciousness to assure him that life on earth is but a test, and his
body but the casket in which is moulded for good or for evil that
transcendental gift from the Architect of the Universe, the soul of man.

The volume contains 500 pages of matter printed in a most readable
type, on extremely light dpaper, elegantly bound, gilt edged, and clearly
and elaborately indexed. The preface is most valuable, and the
evidence by which the author proves his thesis direct and convincing.

The First Signs of Insanity; Their Prevention
and Treatment. By BERNARD HOLLANDER, M.D. Author of
" The Mental Functions of the Brain,” “ Scientific Phrenology,"
““Hypnotism and Suggestion," ““Mental Symptoms of Brain
Disease,” etc. Demy 8vo, 10s. 6d. net.

This book is not merely a treatise on the causes, prevention and
successful treatment of the various forms of insanity, but deals with
the numerous problems of mental inefficiency and derangement as they
affect the individual and the community, and is intended to be of prac-
tical value not only to the general practitioner, but to lawyers, psycho-
logists, and statesmen, as well as to the general student. Whereas most
books on insanity.deal with the advanced stages of the disease, as they
are seen in asylums, Dr. Bernard Hollander gives a systematic descrip-
tion of the earliest manifestations of mental disorder, as may be
witnessed in private practice and observation wards, and analyses
these signs an(f symptoms in such a manner as to make his book easy
for reference in doubtful cases. He discusses the methods to be
adopted in order to prevent mental breakdown in individuals in whose
families there is a neurotic taint and the various measures which are
intended to limit the propagation of the unfit, such as restriction of
marriage and segregation. Other problems dealt with are: When is a
person insane? drink and insanity, insanity and crime, insanity of
suicides, testamentary capacity, education of the feeble-minded,

rivate treatment of the insane, surgical treatment of insanity, etc.

he book is written in a lucid and easily apprehended style, and deals
with a subject of so far-reaching importance that it should appeal to
a wide circle of readers.
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The Physiology of Faith and Fear; or, the Mind
in Health and Disease. By WILLIAM S. SADLER, M.D. Author
of " The Science of Living; or the Art of Keeping Well,”
““The Cause and Cure of Colds,” etc. With an Appendix and
lniiexé Large Cr. 8vo, 580 pp., with 44 full page illustrations, cloth
gilt, 6s. net.

Practically every system of modern mental healing is based on some
creed or craft and dependent upon the acceptance of some particular
moral teaching or religious doctrine. The author of this work ap-
proaches the subject from the standpoint of the physiologist and separ-
ates its study from association, not with religion as a state of mind, but
with any and all particular systems, sects, or forms of religious belief.
His desire is not only to call attention to the power of the mind
over the body, but also to point out the vast influence of the body
over the mind, more particularly the influence of the diseased or
disordered physical body on the mental state and the moral
tendencies. TKe argument of the work is pursued in simple language
divested of all scientific technicalities and laboratory terminology
so that an intelligent schoolboy may fully understand the narrative
and comprehend the conclusions. The scientific value of a sunny
aspect to a sick room has its natural corollary in the physical value
of a cheerful spirit on a jaded body, and the influence of faith and
hope in the maintenance of health and the struggle with disease.
This work shows the harmful influence of fear and the wholesome
effect of faith and belief.

The Insanity of Genius: and the general inequality
of human faculty physiologically considered. By J. F. NISBET.
Author of "The TYIuman achine,” etc. Sixth and new
edition, with an Introduction by DR. BERNARD HOLLANDER.
Crown 8vo, 5s. net.

For over two thousand years some subtle relationship has been
thought to exist between genius and insanity. Aristotle noted how
often eminent men displayed morbid symptons of mind, and Plato
distinguished two kinds of delirium—one being ordinary insanity
and the other the spiritual exaltation which produces poets,
inventors, or prophets and which he regarded not as an evil, but
as a gift of the gods. The furor poeticus and the amabilis insania
of the Romans had reference to the same phenomenon. On the
other hand there has always been a strong body of opinion,
philosophical and scientific, against the supposed connection of
genius with insanity. Locke ascribed all intellectual superiority to
education, and Dr. Johnson maintained that genius resu?ted from a
mind of large general powers being turned in a particular direction,
while Goethe held that a man of genius sums up in his own person
the best qualities of the family or the race to which he belongs.
The author enters upon the discussion of the subject in the light
of later discoveries and more modern methods of investigation and
with a knowledge of the localisation of the functions of the brain and
the establishment of kinship between an extensive group of brain
and nerve disorders which leads him to the conclusion that,
apparently at the opposite poles of human intellect, genius and
insanity are, in reality, but different phases of a morbid susceptibility
of, or want of balance in, the cerebro-spinal system.
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The Human Machine. An Inquiry into the Diversity
of Human Faculty in its Bearings upon Social Life, Religion,
Education, and Politics. By J. F. NISBET. Fifth and new
edition. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 6d. net.

The Times says:— “All, we feel sure, will share our own regret that the author
was not spared to do fuller justice to his genuine interest in the higher problems of
mental philosophy.”

The spectator says:—* An undoubtedly clever and suggestive book. . . . We have
rarely met with anything so sound as the author's common-sense criticism of popular
Socialism, or the vigorous handling of the much-discussed modern ‘ sex ' problems.”

Literature says:—"' ... Itleaves an impression deeper and more durable than that
produced by works much more ambitious.”

Woman Adrift: The Menace of Suffragism. By
HAROLD OWEN. Second edition. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 6s.

The Times.— A timely, well-reasoned and comprehensive statement of the
case against female suffrage, which should be widely studied."

The Spectator.—"This book covers most ably practical% the whole %round of
al

argument—political, biological, social—against granting the Parliamentary Franchise

to women. It is written in the right spirit, and says nothing in dispraise of women.”

The Patt Mall Gazette.—x The most patient, the most deliberate, and the most
exhaustive answer that has been yet penned to the demand for Woman Suffrage. As a
dialectical effort it is indeed remarkable, for it pursues the argument into every
byway and recess where the Suffragist is likely to seek refuge, and insists upon
bringing her contentions to the issue."

Ancient, Curious and Famous Wills. By VIRGIL
M. HARRIS. 485 pp., 8vo, cloth gilt, tos. 6d. net.

The author of this work is a well-known lecturer on the subject at
St. Louis University. His work deals with about 500 wills obtained
from various parts of the world, beginning with the earliest times and
coming down to the present day. These wills range from Plato,
Aristotle, Virgil and Augustus Casar to Mary Stuart, Shakespeare,
Voltaire, Wel%ington, Washington, Whittier, Longfellow, Barnum and
Brigham Young. The book teems with anecdotes and reading of the
most entertaining kind.

The History of Gravesend and its Surround-
ings, from pre-historic times to the beginning of the Twentieth
Century. By ALEX, J. PHILIP. Author of °“Gravesend, the
Water-gate of London,” etc., etc. In four volumes, 12s. 6d. net each.

This history of Gravesend will be issued to subscribers only, the
edition being limited to 365 copies of each volume, the first volume
to be ready about November, 1912.  Subscription forms, with full parti-
culars, on application to the publisher. The work is one of much
more than local interest, the position of Gravesend giving it a place
in history from ancient times, and its situation on the Thames linking
it up with the story of the British navy. The author has had special
facilities for collecting materials, and is animated by an enthusiasm
which, together with %ﬁs experience in research work and knowledge
of books, qualifies him to produce the history of the town he serves
as Borough librarian.



Every Man’s Eldorado—British South America.
By EDITH A. BROWNE. Author of “ Peeps at Greece and Spain,!'
etc. In one volume, demy 8vo, cloth gilt, fully illustrated, 12S. 6d.
net.

This is a very welcome and informative work dealing with British
Guiana—the ““Magnificent Province," as it is styled, and the only
British Colony in South America. The author visited the Colony in
1910, and again in 1912, for the purpose of studying the country as a
commercial centre and as a holiday resort, and the result is much
valuable first-hand information from both points of view. Miss
Browne sets forth clearly and concisely what has been done, from an
industrial point of view, to develop British Guiana in the past, and
discusses tﬁe future of the Colony in relation to its natural resources,
and the possibilities and prospects of the further development of the
country. To the tourist in search of a novel playground, the " Mag-
nificent Province " should prove an ideal country. The travelling
facilities are such as will enable him to indulge his inclination to
explore unbeaten tracts without discomfort, and also enable him to
enjoy to the full the fascination of new and unique surroundings.

A Tour through South America. By A. S.
FORREST. Author of "A Tour through Old Provence,” etc.
Demy 8vo, cloth gilt, profusely illustrated, 10s. 6d. net.

Mr. A. S. Forrest, the well-known artist and literateur, is now
travelling in South America executing commissions for several
influential syndicates, and traversing the whole of the country sur-
rounding the Panama Canal. The author’s credentials give him
unique %acilities of exploration, and much that will be written and
illustrated in his book, will come before the public for the first time.
The book will, therefore, be of first importance to those wishing for

accurate knowledge, and a picturesque presentation of the character-
istic features of this fascinating country.

The Ridge of the White Waters : Impressions of a
Visit to Johannesburg, with some Notes on Durban, Delagoa Bay
and the Low Country. By WILLIAM CHARLES ScULLY. Author
of “Between Sun and Sands,” " The White Helacourt," etc.
In one vol., cloth gilt, with illustrations, 6s. net.

The author of the present most opportune and interesting volume, a
well-known resident in South Africa, is no mere surface-seeing globe-
trotter. As a wanderer, worker, hunter and magistrate, he has been
afforded unique opportunities of which he has taken full advantage,
for the study of almost every side of life in the colony, and these
““impressions,” the outcome of, to quote his own words, " a kind of
Rip Van Winkle pilgrimage to scenes where I sojourned eight-and-
thirty years ago, and where the bones of many of my friends have
ever since mouldered in the hot, red sand ; to the Delagoa hinterland—
known then as ‘ The Low Country '—through which I helped to cut
the first road from the Transvaal in 1874, and to Johannesburg, that
Golden Calf which Anglo-Israel worships, and on the site of which I

once hunted blesbucks,” give much interesting information regarding
South Africa as it is to-day.
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In the Footsteps of Richard Cceur de Lion.
By MAUDE M. HOLBACH. Author of *“ Bosnia and Herzegovina,"
““Dalmatia,” etc. In demy 8vo, fully illustrated, 16s. net.

Born of a warrior race of princes, yet with troubadore blood in his
veins, Richard Cceur de Lion united in himself the qualities of soldier
and poet. His faults were many, but most of them were those of the
age 1n which he lived. This book aims to sketch truly this almost
mythical king, and to bring one of the most interesting characters in
history from the land of shadows into the broad light of day, tracing
his footsteps through mediaeval France and England to Cyprus and the
Holy Land, and back along the Adriatic shores to the place of his
captivity on the Danube, and finally to his tragic death in the land of
his boyhood. The author has a personal acquaintance with the scenes
of many of Cceur de Lion’s wanderings which gives life to her narrative,
and the historical bent which enables her to do justice to the subject.

Princess and Queen: The Life and Times of Mary II.
By MARY F. SANDARS. Author of <“Balzac, his Life and
Writings." Demy 8vo, illustrated, 16s. net.

The only English biography of Mary II. is the one written by Agnes
Strickland in her " Lives of the Queens of England," but since then
much fresh information has come to light. In 1880, Countess
Bentinck published part of Queen Mary’s private diary, and in 1886
Dr. Doebner produced other portions of it. These two books give a
unique opportunity for an appraisement of the Queen, who confided
her most secret thoughts to her precious Memoirs, which she carried
on her person in times of danger. Moreover, the writer has visited
the Hague, and received Valuab%e assistance from Dr. Kramer, author
of a Dutch Life of Queen Mary. The Duke of Portland also has
given her access to the unpublished letters at Welbeck, and Lord
Bathurst to a number of others written by the Queen to her most
intimate friends.

Godoy, the Queen’s Favourite. By EDMUND B.
D'AUVERGNE. Author of ““The Coburgs," ““A Queen at Bay,"
““Lola Montez," etc. Demy 8vo, illustrated, 16s. net.

A romance of the old Spanish Court. Godoy, the son of a poor
country gentleman, had no fortune but his handsome face. This
was enough to captivate Maria Luisa, the wife of King Charles IV.,
a woman comparable in some respects with Catherine II. of Russia.
Strange to say, her lover secured an empire over her husband,
which lasted till his dying day. Entrusted with the government,
Godoy was called upon to contend against no less a foe than Napoleon
himself, and for twenty years he held France at bay. Overthrown
at last by the odious heir-apparent, afterwards Ferdinand VII., the
fallen favourite became a prisoner in the hands of the French at
Bayonne. He followed his master and mistress into exile, and
died poor and neglected forty years after. His career was one of
the most romantic that history affords. The book is largely based
on unpublished official documents.
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The Romance of Sandro Botticelli. A.J. ANDERSON.
Author of “ The Romance of Fra Filippo Lippi,” etc. Demy 8vo,
cloth gilt, with photogravure frontispiece and 16 full-page illus-
trations on art paper, 10s. 6d. net.

A delightful story of Florence during the Renaissance, with the
poets, philosophers, and ladies of the Medici circle as a background,
and including the most intimate study of Botticelli’s life and art that
has yet been written. Commencing with Sandro’s life at Prato and
telling of the influence that Lucrezia exercised over his character, and
Fra Filippo Lippi over his painting, the author depicts his struggles
and triumphs with a sure touch, ending with the wave of piagnone
mysticism which clouded the last years of his career. When Mr.
Anderson loves his characters, he loves them whole-heartedly, and he
compels his readers to sympathise with Botticelli as much as they
sympathise with Filippo Lippi and the nun Lucrezia.

Famous Artists and their Models. By ANGELO S.
RAPPOPORT, Ph.D. Author of " The Love Affairs of the Vatican,”
etc. Demy 8vo, 32 full page illustrations, 16s. net.

Those who look upon a work of art with delight seldom fail in their
appreciation of the artist’s handiwork, but do not always recognise
how much they owe to the inspiration of the artist's model. History
shows that the greatest triumphs of art have been achieved when
enthusiastic devotion to art has been shared by artist and model alike.
It is the purpose of Dr. Rappoport’s book to trace the effect of the
perfect sympathy between artist and model which has produced the
masterpieces which are the delight ““not of an age, but of all time."
The ladies of ancient Rhodes, Corinth and Sicyon were proud to
co-operate with Apelles and Zeuxis in the production of such works.
Lais of Corinth became one of the favourite models of Apelles, and
Phryne, whom he saw bathing at Elusis, sat for his picture of Aphro-
dite rising from the sea. Alexander the Great, it is said, allowed his
favourite Campaspe to sit to the same artist, and when Zeuxis painted
his famous picture of Helen he had five of the most beautiful women
of Croton as his models. In the days of the Renaissance Roman
grandees sat for Raphael, and the models who sat for Titian were not
poor professionals working for remuneration, but great ladies of the
aristocracy of ducal rank and even royal blood. Dr. Rappoport has
made a special study of the history and psychology of the model,
and the results are given in the present worllg.

Duchess Derelict: A Study of the Life and Times of
Charlotte d’Albret, Duchess of Valentinois (wife of Cesare Borgia).
E. L. MIRON. Demy 8vo, fully illustrated, 16s. net.
The Dundee Advertiser refers to this book as ““One of the finest historical
monographs of recent times.”

The Giobe says of it:—“ No one can read the ‘ Duchess Derelict,” a particularly
apt title, and fail to be touched with the poignant tragedy of one of the saddest
stories in history. We can promise the reader who follows this ‘ Princess of Pity '
through the mazes of her faintly outlined story, an absorbing hour or two’s
entertainment.””
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The Life of Cesare Borgia. (Third. Edition.)
By RAFAEL SABATINIL, Author of “ The Lion’s Skin," “ The Justice
of the Duke," etc. In demy 8vo, cloth gilt, with coloured frontis-
piece and other illustrations printed on art paper, 16s. net.

The Srandard speaks of this work as “‘a clever and even a brilliant book. It
certainly says all that can be said in mitigation of the sweeping censure which has
passed almost unchallenged down the ages.”

The Scotsman says: "' This is a readable and well-studied work. It gives a
picturesque account both of the House cf Borgia and of'its most famous scion without
tailing into romantical exaggerations either way. Itcannot fail to interest English
students of Italian history.

The Daily Telegraph say-s:=— Mr. Sabatini has a lively and vigorous style, which
imgarts a freshness to his narrative, and the story of Cesare Borgia’s short but varied
and remarkable career as here fully and carefully set forward proves as entertaining
as it is informative.”

Rodrigo Borgia. The Life and Times of Pope
Alexander VI. (Father of Cesare Borgia). By the Most Rev.
ARNOLD H. MATHEW, D.D. Fully illustrated, demy 8vo, 16s. net.

" Dr. Mathew sets on his title-page a quotation from Leo. XIII.:
‘Let writers of history remember never to dare to tell a lie, nor to
fear to tell the truth.” This motto the author faithfully follows, with
the result of a terrible story of immorality, debauchery, and corruption.
The record of those times is truly amazing. The Papacy of the fifteenth
century was a bestial resort of immorality, and treachery, and venality,
and assassination. One would imagine that it would, like the Roman
Empire, have perished in its own vices. Those were the days of the
terrible Galeazzo Sforza.... This period of Italian history is prob-
ably unmatched in the chronicles of at least the more modern world
for its cruelty and wantonness and licentiousness. ~ Dr. Mathew’s book
is a very readable and a very accurate one. He is an impartial his-
torian with a great gift of glozing over nothing for partisan purposes.
He has gone to first authorities, and has amassed and arranged his
facts well.” —H. B. MARRIOTT WATSON, in the Pall Mall Gazette.

In Jesuit Land: The Jesuit Missions at Paraguay.
By W. H. KOEBEL. Author of " In the Maoriland Bush," “ Madeira,
Old and New,” ““Portugal, Past and Present,” etc. Demy 8vo.
illustrated, 12S. 6d. net.

The story of the Jesuit missions of Paraguay as told here, forms
one of the most fascinating chapters in the complex history of the
River Plate Provinces. Mr. Koebel has traced the work of the
missions from their inception in the early days of Spanish South
American colonisation and_discovery, down to the final expulsion
of the Jesuits by Bucareli in the middle of the eighteenth century.
It is a story of deep interest, often of breathless excitement, and is,
at the same time, a close and intimate study of the devoted men,
who gave all, even to life itself, to their work; through the story
runs a vein of political intrigue which heightens its fascination.
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Polly Peachum. The story of Lavinia Fenton,
Duchess of Bolton and “ The Beggar's Opera.” By CHARLES E.
PEARCE. Author of ““The Amazing Duchess," “ The Beloved
Princess," “ Love Besieged,” etc. Demy 8vo, illustrated, i6s.net.

The history of the stage can show no more remarkable a career than
that of fascinating and Iovable " Polly Peachum, " otherwise Lavinia

Fenton, Duchess of Bolton. Described as “‘nobody’s daughter,"

Polly leaped at a bound into fame, and her star blazed with undimmed

lustre during the brief time she was the idol of the public. ““Polly

Peachum ” will be for ever identified with Gay's * Beggar’s Opera,"

a work which occupies a unique place in theatrical annals, not only

because it was the first—and best—of English ballad operas, but

because for nearly a century and a half it maintained its attractiveness
with never fading freshness. A vast amount of material—lampoons,
verse, anecdotes, scandal, controversy, bearing upon ““The Beggar’s

Opera” and its heroine, exists in contemporary records, and this

material has for the first time been brought together in a connected

form. Eighteenth Century stage life is notable for a full blooded
vitality peculiar to itself, and the aim of the author has been to draw

a picture of the times. The volume will contain numerous illustration!

from Hogarth, and from the unrivalled collection of Mr. A. M. Broadiey

whose generous help has been accorded.

Reflections of a Sporting Artist. By FINCE
MASON (““Uncle Toby”). Demy 8vo, cloth gilt, with roc
illustrations, 16s. net.

Mr. Finch Mason, who is more popularly known as “ Uncle Toby,’
the famous sporting author and artist, has prepared a volume which
will make an irresistible appeal to a very wide circle of readers. It
includes reminiscences of Twyford School, under the present Dean of
Durham, of life at Eton in the sixties, and the masters and schoolfellows
of that period, including Lord Randolph Churchill, William Beresford,
V.C., and others, who have since become famous. In connection with
these numerous anecdotes are told, and some well-known characters,
from “ Spankie" to " Silly Billy,” are hit off with an adroit fidelity
which only an artist author can compass. A year in business, and
another year as a student of architecture under Edward Barry, R.A.,

ass unc?é:r review, also the author’s experiences on the turf, in the
unting field, and out shooting, which together with recollections of

London life by night and day, make up a bright and fascinating volume.

Cameos of Indian Crime. Studies of native crimi-
nality in India. By H. J. A. HERVEY (Indian Telegraphs, retired).
Demy 8vo, cloth gilt, illustrated, 12s. 6d. net.

Mr. Hervey, who has spent many years in India, has collected a
large fund of information concerning native crime, which he deals
with in a series of fascinating chapters on Murder, Poisoning, Infanti-
cide, Burglary, Highway Robbery, Forgery, Procuring, Prostitution,
Mendacity, Fanaticism, Extortion, Railway Robbery, Tampering with
Railways, Beggar Faking, Trumped-up Evidence, Getting at Exami-
nation Papers, Drink, Opium Eating, etc.

EveninilStandard says: “As good as reading Kipling "; and the Daity Chronicie,
" ; ;
one of the best books on Indian Crime of recent years.
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Guerilla Leaders of the World. With a preface
by the Earl of Dundonald. By PERCY CROSS STANDING. Author
of " The Marshals of Napoleon," and part author of " Our Naval
Heroes," " Sea Kings and Sea Fights,”’etc. Cr. 8vo,illustrated,6s.net.

Mr. Cross Standing, who was special correspondent for Reuter
during the war between France and Siam, has been able to secure
much valuable first-hand information concerning notable Guerilla
leaders, including Osman Digna and Colonel John S. Mosby, the Con-
federate raider. Special notes by the Sirdar (Lieut.-General Sir F. R.
Wingate) have been placed at his disposal.

The European in India. By H. J. A. HERVEY. Author
of " Cameos of Indian Crime.” Demy 8vo, illustrated, 12s. 6d. net.

This work, written by a European many years resident in India,
sheds a flood of light on the life of the European man and woman in
that wonderful country. All sorts and conditions of men and women
are dealt with: the military man, the sailor, the civilian—covenanted
and uncovenanted—the medical man, the merchant, the press man, the
planter, the banker, the railway man, the tradesman, the pensioner,
the loafer, the crank, the globe trotter, the married woman— fast and
staid—the “ miss”—attached and unattached—the grass-widow, the
>>scorpion,” the belle—reigning and pasée—the goody-goody woman,
the nostalgic woman, the lady doctor, the midwife, the " slavey," the
soldier’s wife, " Perdita,”’and many others. The third part of the book
deals with life at the hill stations, the coast stations, and the up-country
stations, station clubs, dinner parties, concerts, dances, picnics,
weddings, christenings, funerals, etc., etc., etc. This book gives a very
clear and interesting insight of European life in India.

The White Slave Market. By MRS, ARCHIBALD
MACKIRDY (Olive Christian Malvery), ~ Author of ““The Soul
Market,” etc., and W. N. WILLIS, Author of ' What Germany
Wants,” etc. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 5s. net. Eighth edition.

This is an authoritative book of vital interest upon a subject of great
public concern at the present time. It contains life stories, so strange,
so pathetic and so dreadful that it must make an instant appeal to the
reader’s sympathy and sense of justice. No such indictment has ever
yet been made, for the whole question is treated of, and all the
ramifications of the trade at Home and Abroad are laid bare.
Ministers, Members of Parliament, Philanthropic workers and the
general public will find here strange “ human documents”—stories of
actual lives (some actually now being lived}—that will touch them to
tears and rouse them to demand for the White Slaves—inarticulate —
helpless and unknown, pity and justice. Both the authors are
prominent workers in Social Service—Mrs. Archibald Mackirdy is
well-known in connection with active rescue work. Mr. W. N. Willis,
who is responsible for the facts of the present volume, was for sixteen
years a member of the Australian Parliament, and was largely
influential in suppressing the Trade in Australia. He has travelled
widely, and has spared no effort to obtain and verify his information
regarding the Traffic in the East. The work is written in a straight-
forward style to give the plain, bare facts of the Trade as it really is.
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August Strindberg: The Spirit of Revolt. Studies
%nd Impressions by L. LIND-AF-HAGEBY, Crown 8vo, illustrated,
s. net.

Strindberg, the Swedish dramatist and novelist who, on the Continent,
ranks with Ibsen, has written seventy plays, psychological, satirical,
historical and mystic, and novels, stories and essays, which place him
in the forefront of modern writers as an observer of life. The Author
gives a vivid picture of the struggles and difficulties of his career. The
critical analysis of Strindberg’s writings will be opportune in view of
tll}ﬁ frowing interest in his work and personality. He died May 14th,

The Life of James Hinton. By MRS. HAVELOCK
ELLIS. Author of " Three Modern Seers,” " My Cornish Neigh-
bours,” "'Kit's Woman," etc. Illustrated, 10s. 6d. net.

Mrs. Havelock Ellis is preparing this biography under very favour-
able circumstances. Access to private papers, and the assistance of
intimate friends, together with her own Enowledge and experience,
qualify her to treat the subject with greater fullness than was possible
to those who preceded her.. The book will aim at presenting the man
as his friends knew him, a noble, serious student struggling to bring
truth into the open.

Granville Barker. A Critical Study. By HAROLD
WESTON. In crown 8vo, cloth gilt, with Portrait, 6s. net.

The most significant movement in the British Theatre of to-day is
the rapid development of the repertory idea, especiallﬁ in the
provinces, and no name associated with this movement has more
importance than that of Granville Barker. He is not only one of our
leading modern dramatists, but it is through his efforts as a producer,
and his enthusiasm for what has been called the ” Higher Drama,”
that the repertory movement is what it is to-day. In this book
Mr. Harold Weston deals with the life and personality of Granville
Barker, with his plays, and with his work as a producer. And in a
clever analysis of Granville Barker’s methods and ideas, he reveals to
what a great extent he is affecting the modern stage.

What Germany Wants. By W. N. WILLIS,
Ex-M.P. (Australia). Author of “ Western Men and Eastern
Morals.” Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. net.

This book is a forceful exposition of what the Author regards as the
German menace in Europe. The book touches a new key in Imperial
affairs, and includes a chapter which unfolds a workable plan for
bringing the empire and its great dependencies into union for the
defence of the trade arteries of the Mediterranean. The Author deals
from inside knowledge. The book goes out to tell civilisation What
Germany Wants. Every Briton should read it and understand its
seriousness.

A Garland of Yerse for Young People. Edited
by ALFRED H. MILES. Handsome cloth gilt, 2s. 6d. net.

This is a collection of verse for children, made to satisfy the require-
ments of school and home. Never before has an attempt been made
to cover in one volume such a wide range of pieces at so small a price.
It should be one of the most popular children’s books this year.
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Samphire. By LADY SYBIL GRANT
Crown 8v0, cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. net.

A pot-pourri of original and humorous inconsequences or essayettes
on such subjects as gardening, shops, personal relations, etc., etc.,
including fanciful skits called “ shadows™—analogues, the sources of
which it is not difficult to trace, and which the reader is in no danger
of taking too seriously from the pen of one who apparently refuses to
take anything for granted or to subscribe to any accepted or conven-
tional point of view. Piquant and amusing without any trace of
trying to be funny.

Western Men and Eastern Morals. By W. N.
WILLIS. With a preface by R. A. BENNETT, Editor of Truth.
Crown 8vo, cloth gi{)t, 5s. net.

The relationship between the white man and the coloured woman
in countries under the dominion of the white races presents a problem
which increasingly demands attention. The author describes from
personal observation the white man’s life in the East, the licensed
mmmorality of the Straits Settlement and Japan, and the irregular
alliances of the rubber planter, of the Anglo-Burman and the tea
planter of Ceylon, and points out the difficulties likely to arise in the
near future in dealing with the parti-coloured offspring of these asso-

ciations. A special preface by the Editor of Truth bears corroborative
testimony.

Nineteenth Century English Ceramic Art. By
J. F. BLACKER. With about 96 pages of half-tone illustrations,
printed on art paper, and 150 line drawings, 10s. 6d. net.

“ One of the cheapest art manuals that has appeared in the present
generation. For haFf—a—guinea the reader may olgtain over 500 closely
printed pages, full of the liveliest and most erudite information,
together with some 1,200 beautifully reproduced examples of the best
products of English Ceramic Art in the nineteenth century. In-
valuable to all lovers of historic ware,” says the Daily Telegraph.

The Motor: An Interes ting Practical Work of Original
Information and Reference for Owners and Makers of Motor Cars.
By JOHN ARMSTRONG. Demy 8vo, cloth gilt, with 160 special
il?{lstrations, 10s. 6d. net.

This volume is written in non-technical language, mathematical
formulae having been rigidly excluded. New light is thrown on a great
variety of constructional features, and the main points in the design
and manufacture of the modern motor engine are discussed. A host
of subjects such as clutches, carburation, changed speed mechanism,
live axle construction, etc., are fully treated. Hot-air, rotary, and
turbine gas motors, six-wheel vehicles, the past, present and future
of the motor omnibus and motor cab, are also dealt with in this
exhaustive volume.

Paul’s Simplicode. By M. LEVY
Crown 8vo, cloth, is. net.

A simple and thoroughly practical and efficient code for the use of
Travellers, Tourists, Business Men, Department Stores, Shopping by
Post, Colonial Emigrants, Lawyers, and the general public. Everyone
should use this, the cheapest code book published in English. A
sentence in a word.
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Fourteen Years of Diplomatic Life in Japan.
Stray leaves from the Diary of Baroness Albert d”Anethan, with
an introduction by His Excellency Baron Kato, the Japanese
Ambassadorto St. James’s. Fully illustrated with photogravure and
half-tone illustrations on art paper. 18s. net. Second edition.

The Globe says:— ‘It abounds in intimate touches and acute remarks on the
condition of Japan, and is quite evidently the work of a clever woman whose eyes
were as observant as her intuition was keen.”

David Garrick and His French Friends. By
DRr. F. A. HEDGCOCK. Demy 8vo, cloth gilt, illustrated. 7s. 6d. net.

The Ashenaum says:—* Dr. Hedgcock contributes a welcome, because really
scholarly, addition to the biography of England's greatest actor.”

A Winter Holiday in Portugal. By CAPTAIN GRAN-
VILLE BAKER. With coloured frontispiece and 32 original drawings
by the author. Demy Svo, cloth gilt, 12S. 6d. net.

Bookman:—< Captain Granville Baker writes lightly and pleasantly. He saw a

good deal that was charming, not a little that was quaint, and a certain mixture of
medigvalism and modernity.”

The Beloved Princess. Princess Charlotte of Wales.
By CHARLES E, PEARCE. Author of ‘“The Amazing Duchess,”
““Polly Peachum,” etc. Demy 8vo, cloth gilt, illustrated, 16s. net.

_Globe =—" Mr. Pearce, as usual, contrives to make his story interesting by his
vivacious style, and a clever use of the materials at his command.”

A Great Russian Realist: The Romance and
Reality of Dostoieffsky. By J. A. T. LLOYD. Author of “ Two
Russian Reformers,” etc., etc. Demy 8vo, cloth gilt and gilt top,
with illustrations, 10S. 6d. net.

Pall Mall Gazette.—" The most valuable contribution to our knowledge of Russian

Literature that an Englishman has produced. Dostoieffsky comes to us with a great,
vague human sincerity that, Russian in its expression, is world-wide in its appeal.”

The Librarian, an Independent Professional Journal,
for the professional man and all interested in literature. Monthly,
6d., or 6s. 6d. per annum, post free.

““The Librarian” is an invaluable mine of information concern-
ing libraries, from the first stone laid in the structure of the building to
the last book placed upon its shelves. It isindispensable to the librarian,
the publisher, the bookseller, the book buyer and the book reader alike.

The Commentator. The most out-spoken paper in
England. A sixpenny review for One Penny Weekly.

““The Commentator” is a paper which has the courage of its con-
victions, and speaks with no uncertain sound. Whatever doubts and
fears may paralyse blasé politicians, “ The Commentator ” is free from
all ambiguity and vacillation. Published every Wednesday.

Canada To day, 1912. Its progress, prosperity and
opportunities pictured by pen and camera, including upwards of
388 pictures reproduced from photographs, maps and plans; 240
pp-, 13J x 93, 1s. net ; a limited number in cloth, 2S. net.

This annual is the best repository of absolutely up-to-date infor-
mation concerning Canada, available for use in Great Britain. It is
intended to portray something of what Canada offers in the extent
and variety of its resources to the emigrant and the investor.
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ALFRED H. MILES
NEW SERIES FOR BOYS AND GIRLS

Large crown 8vo, 384 pages, fully illustrated, handsome
cloth gilt, full gilt edges, Ss. each.

Christian World :—*“ Mr. Alfred H. Miles is the Homer of modern Ajaxes and
Hectors. He seems to have heard of more brave deeds than any man living."
In the Lion’s Mouth: Fierce Fights with Wild Men,

Wild Animals and Wild Nature. By Clive Fenn, Theodore Roose-
velt, Frank R. Stockton, Ena Fitzgerald, F. W. Calkins, Rowland
Thomas, Albert W. Tolman, Fisher Ames. Edited by ALFRED H.
MILES. Large crown 8vo, handsome cloth gilt, burnished edges,
with coloured illustrations.

Where Duty Calls or Danger: Records of Courage
and Adventure for Girls. By Evelyn Everett-Green, Grace
Stebbing, Margaret E. Sangster, Ena Fitzgerald, E. W. Tomson,
F. W, Calkins and other writers. Edited by ALFRED H. MILES.
Large crown 8vo, handsome cloth gilt, burnished edges, with
coloured illustrations.

*Twixt Life and Death on Sea and Shore. A Book
for Boys. Edited by ALFRED H. MILES.

Daily Chronicle :—“ Mr. Miles is alwa}ys a safe guide where boys' reading
is concerned. Here he gives you plenty of stirring things, and the best of it is they
are all irom real life—true stories that is."
Heroines of the Home and the World of Duty. A

Book for Girls. Edited by ALFRED H. MILES.

Lady’s Pictorial:—" Each story is of a high standard, and has the healthy
atmosphere which characterises all the books of Alfred H. Miles.”

A Book of Brave Boys All the World Over.
Edited by ALFRED H. MILES.

Trurh:—" What could be more fascinating to the boy than the stories ofbrave deeds
contained in “A Book of Brave Boys”?"

A Book of Brave Girls At Home and Abroad.
Edited by ALFRED H. MILES.

. Morning Leader :—" It provides numerous and thrilling examples of heroism
in all parts of the globe, and ought to prove very inspiring.”

In the Teeth of Adventure Up and Down the World.
Edited by ALFRED H. MILES.

Manchester Courier —“ A gloriously exciting book for boys.”

The Sweep of the Sword. From Marathon to Mafe-
king. Being a Battle Book for Boys. By ALFRED H. MILES. Dedi-
cated by special permission to Field-Marshal Earl Roberts, V.C.
In large crown 8vo. (over 600 pages), with a photogravure frontis-
piece, 16 full-page illustrations of world-famous battle pictures,
printed on art paper, and nearly 150 illustrations in the text, hand-
somely bound in cloth gilt, with special design, 6s.

Trurh:—"* Never before has Mr. Miles gathered such a harvest as this in a single

volume. It is truly a stupendous volume, and there is quality as well as quantity
to recommend it.”

Pall Mall Gazette :—" It is a tremendously attractive and manly volume for boys.
It is not a book in praise of war, but it celebrates in a fitting way those virtues
which war brings out.”

United Service Magazine :—* Mr. Miles has compiled an extremely valuable volume
from which not only boys but also a great many men will not only gain pleasurable
excitement but much useful instruction of real historical value.”
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THE ABC SERIES

Each in large crown 8vo, fully illustrated, 5s. net.

A B C of Collecting Old Continental Pottery
By J. F. BLACKER. Author of Nineteenth Century English Ceramic
Art, and other works particularised on this page, etc., etc.
Illustrated with about 100 line and 50 half-tone illustrations, 5s. net.

“In this new volume of the series Mr. J. F. Blacker provides information and
illustrations of wares never previously presented in an inexpensive form to the
%reat army of collectors. Persian, Syrian, Anatolian and _Rhodian wares with the
ustred Hlsgano Moresque and Siculo Moresque pottery will take their Flace side by
side with the Majolica of Italy, the faience of France, the Delft of Holland, and the
Stoneware of Germany.”
The A B C of Japanese Art. By J. F. BLACKER.

460 pages, profusely illustrated with 150 line and 100 half-tone
illustrations, printed on art Eaper, 5s. net.

““An exceedingly useful and timely book. It will guide, assist, and interest the
collector in the Art of Old Japan. Those who desire to collect with profit will
hardly discover any object so suitable, whilst for home decoration the quaint
beauty of Japanese Art is unequalled in its peculiar attractiveness. Technical
processes are explained, and the marks, signatures and sale prices are given. 7he
book would be cheap at double the price. »—The CourtJournal.

The ABC about Collecting (Second Edition).
By SIR JAMES YOXALL, M.P. The subjects include, among others,
China, Clocks, Prints, Books, Pictures, Furniture and Violins.
With numerous illustrations, 5s. net.

"A beginner cannot well have a better %uida"'—Outlook. ““The amateur collector
advised by us will certainly possess himself ofthis volume."—Academy.

A B C of Collecting Old English China. By J. F.
BLACKER. With numerous line and 64 pages of half-tone illustra-
tions, Erinted on art paper, 5s. net.

“To the beginner there could be no surer guide.”—pPatl Mall Gazette. " Mr.
Blacker shows what to look for, how to know it, and what to avoid.”—Daily Express.

A B C of Collecting Old English Potterif. By
J. F. BLACKER. With about 400 line and 32 pages of half-tone
illustrations, 5s. net.

“« Practicallﬁ every known variety of old English pottery is dealt with, and
facsimiles of the various marks, and the prices realised by good examples at auction
are given.”—observer.  "In this book salt glaze, lustre, slipware, puzzle jugs,
Fulham, Astbury, Lambeth, Leeds, Yarmouth, and numerous other wares all receive
careful attention. Mr. Blacker speaks with authority, and his pages are full of
kl’lDWledge.”—Bookman.

The A B C Guide to Mythology. By HELEN A.
CLARKE. Cr. 8vo, cloth gilt, 400 pp., illustrated, 5s. net.

The gifted author of this book has written and lectured on mythology
for many years, and is, from study and research, well qualified to
produce a work on the subject well calculated to supply the general
need. In this book she traces the rise and development of the various
native myths through their Greek, Norse and Oriental phases, with
the result that the book may be used either as an authoritative guide
to the subject or as an interesting and entertaining work for occasional
and recreative reading. The great interest felt at the present time in
myths makes the appearance of the volume opportune, and the know-
ledge and skill of the author give it great value as an educational work
of high literary merit.
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The A B C Guide to Music. By D. GREGORY MASON.
Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, with 12 illustrations, 5s. net.

In this work Mr. Mason discusses the theory of music in a simple
and entertaining manner, and then treats in turn piano, orchestral and
vocal music, dealing with the master musicians and their work with
sure insight and brief, significant analysis. He has avoided technical
expressions as far as possible, and his book may be recommended not
only to young readers, but also to adult lovers of music who wish to
increase their knowledge of musical art.

The A B C Guide to Pictures. By CHARLES H.
CAFFIN. Author of “ How to Study Pictures.” Cloth gilt,
256 pp., fully illustrated, Ss. net.

Mr. Caf%n is a well-known author of books on Art. His power of
adapting his style to the outlook and point of view of youth makes
him especially apt as a guide for the young on the subjects of which
he treats, and enables him to point out with a clearness and precision
which cannot be mistaken the qualities which make for greatness in
pictorial art. He analyses these qualities from well-known examples,
and his instructive criticism will be found of great value to parents
and teachers wishing to encourage the intelligent appreciation of
pictures in the young people of their charge. The author's object is
not so much to tell the reader what pictures to admire as to inculcate
the principles which will enable him to judge for himself what is most
worthy of admiration in art.

The ABC Guide to American History. By
H. W. ELSON. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, with 16 illustrations,
5s. net.

There are few subjects of more profound interest than that of
history, and no histories are more important to us than the histories
of our own times and of the modern times which led up to them. The
rise of the Western world from the discovery of the great American
continent by Christopher Columbus to the consummation of the
““United States” is fuﬁ)l of fascinating romance and inspiring incident,
teeming with instructive suggestions regarding the development of
nations and the art of government. Mr. Elson traverses the whole
ground from the landing of Columbus to the close of the war with
Spain and the construction of the Panama Canal. His style is crisp
and picturesque.

The above four volumes were originally published in " The Guide Series."

The A B C of Artistic Photography. By A. J.
ANDERSON. With photogravure plates and half-tone illustrations in
black and se}')ia, etc. Large Crown 8vo, 5s. net.

The Amateur Photographer says it is “ A most delightful book, full of
pleasant reading andg surprises. It is beautiiully illustrated with many
photogravure and half-tone reproductions of pictures by leading
workers. Every amateur photographer with an interest in pictorial
work should get it.”

Or(i)%inally published under the title of “ The Artistic Side of Photography,” at
128. 6d. net, a cheap edition of this work has long been in demand, and the oppor-
tunity has now been taken of placing it in this series of cheap and high class manuals.
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TECHNICAL LIBRARY MANUALS
By ALex. J. PHILIP, Borough Librarian, Gravesend,
i. The Production of the Printed Catalogue.

A practical handbook for everyone concerned with printing,
5s. net.

This work deals with the preparation, printing, and publication of
catalogues of Libraries, Museums, and Art Galleries, publishers', book-
sellers” and business houses, with an appendix of type faces.

2. The Business of Bookbinding from the point
of view of the binder, the publisher, the librarian, and the general
reader, crown 8vo, 6s. net; half bound in sealskin, 7S. 9d. net.

This work contains chapters on the manufacture of binders’ leather
and cloth, and a description of a working bindery with samples of cloth
and leather, specially displayed for colour, grain, and material.
Photo-micrographs of paper fibres, by Clayton Beadle, illustrate the
chapter dealing with book papers. The chapter on leather and its
preparation is% Professor Proctor. The glossary of terms has been
compiled with tge assistance of J. Drew Appleby, and others.

3. The Library Encyclopaedia, by the foremost
authorities, edited by ALEX. J. PHILIP, 30s. net.; after 1912
the price will be raised to 40s. net.

THE LIBRARY ENCYCLOPEDIA will deal comprehensively with
Library Administration. Book Purchasing, Library History, Library
Plans and Buildings, Classification, Cataloguing, Office Work and
Routine, Mechanical Aids, Advertising, Heating, Lighting, Ventilating,
and the various contributory branches of knowledge. Binding, Paper,
the Preservation of Records, Museum Work, Practical Printing,
Bibliography, Estimating, Specification Work, and all the numerous
subjects either directly or indirectly connected with work in public,
proprietary, and private libraries and museums.

LIBRARIAN SERIES OF REPRINTS
Reprinted from “ The Librarian.”

1. Suggestions towards a Constructional Re-
vision ofthe Dewey Classification. By ARTHUR
JOHN HAWKES. Price Sixpence net.

A valuable contribution to the knowledge of cataloguing in general
and the Dewey system 800 and 900 in particular. Essential to every
user of the Decimal system, and to every student.

2. Library Assistants’ Association : an outline of
its development and work. By W. BENSON
THORNE. Price Sixpence net.

For the first time the complete history of this most Progressive Asso-
ciation is told in a handy form.

3. Cinematograph Films: Their National value
and preservation. By ALEX, J. PHILIP. Sixpence net.
Cinematographs and the Public Library ; how each can help the other.

Introduction to Elementary Bibliography. By

R. W. PARSONS. Sixpence net. A useful first guide to practical
bibliography, one of the most difficult subjects in the Library
Association’s Examinations.



The Diner’s-Out Yade Mecum. A Pocket " What's
What " on the Manners and Customs of Society Functions, etc.,
etc. By ALFRED H. MILES. Author of “ The New Standard.
Elocutionist.” In fcap. 8vo (6% by 33), cloth bound, round
corners, IS. 6d. net Leather, 2S. net.

This handy book is an attempt to help the diffident and inexperienced
to the reasonable enjoyment of the social pleasures of society by an
elementary introduction to the rules which govern its functions, public
and private, at Dinners, Breakfasts, Luncheons, Teas, At Homes,
Receptions, Balls and Suppers, with hints on Etiquette, Deportment,
Dress, Conduct, After-Dinner Speaking, Entertainment, Story-Telling,
Toasts and Sentiments, etc., etc.

Diners a Deux. By S. BEACH CHESTER, Author of
‘“‘Anomalies of English Law," etc. Crown Svo, 5s. net.

Diners a Deux is a delightful piece of work with a perfect atmo-
sphere, and is written by a man ofp the world who has studied life from
an exceptionally advantageous point of view in different parts of the
continent during several decades, and who is full of good stories
drawn from very wide experience. The titles of some of these will
convey a good 1dea of the contents, “ The Incident of the Hotel
Splendide,” " The Pearls of Mme. La Baronne,” ‘“Natalia . .
of New York.”

Cakes and Ales. A memory of many meals, the
whole interspersed with various Recipes, more or less original,
the Anecdotes, mainly veracious. By EDWARD SPENCER
(‘Nathaniel Gubbins). Crown 8vo, 4th edition, 2S. 6d. net.

Saturday Review :—“ A book from which every restaurant keeper can, if he
will, get ideas enough to make a fortune. Sportsmen, stockbrokers, and others with
larIge appetites, robust yet sensitive palates, and ample means, will find it invalu-
able when they are ordering the next little dinner for a select party of male friends.”

The Everyday Pudding Book. By F. K. A tasty
recipe for every day in the year, including February 29th. In crown
8vo, strongly bound, is. net.

Scorsman =— Housewives will extend a hearty welcome to the ‘Everyday
Pudding Book. It contains a recipe for every day in the year, yet there are not
two exactly alike, either in flavour or appearance.” ~ Referee =—* 1f you want a tasty

recipe for every day in the year you can do nothing better than purchase a copy

of the ' Everyday Pudding Book. ”

Everyday Savouries. A Savoury for every day
in the year. By MARIE WORTH. Is. net.

The great success of the " Everyday Pudding Book " bas suggested the publication
of a similar book dealing with savouries in the same inexpensive and practical
manner. The two books will be found invaluable for daily household use. With
these two books the housewife will indeed be well set up fYor the economic use of
the larder.

Cole’s Fun Doctor, one of the two funniest books
in the world. By E. W. COLE. 384 pp., cr. 8vo, cloth, 2§. 6d.

The mission of mirth is well understood, " Laugh and Grow Fat " is
a common proverb, and the healthiness of humour goes without saying.
Cole’s Fun Doctor (2nd series), the other of the

two funniest books in the world. By E. W. COLE. 440 pp., crown
8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d ) ) )

Dr. Blues had an extensive practice until the Fun Doctor set up
in opposition, but now Fun Doctors are in requisition everywhere.
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NEW TWO SHILLING (Net)

NOVELS
*COUNTESS DAPHNE. "Rita"
THE WHITE OWL. (2nd ed.) KATE HORN
RUFFLES. (2nd ed.) L. T. MEADE
THE LOVELOCKS OF DIANA. (2nd ed.) KATE HORN
THE DOLL. (3rded) VIOLET HUNT

THE ACTIVITIES OF LAVIE JUTT. (2nd ed.)
MARGUERITE and ARMIGER BARCLAY

LOVE'S OLD SWEET SONG. (2nded) CLIFTON BINGHAM
DUCKWORTH’S DIAMONDS. (2nd ed) E. EVERETT-GREEN
THE CHILDREN OF ALSACE. (2nd ed.) RENE BAZIN

THE ARTISTIC TEMPERAMENT. (3rded.) JANE WARDLE

“ The most brilliant piece of satire that has been published
this century.” —Truth.

For other titles see pp. 44 and 45.

NEW SHILLING (Net) NOVELS

* New revised edition—almost rewritten—and reset from new type.

* DR. PHILLIPS:
TROPICAL TALES (7th edition). DOLE WYLLARDE
THE PERFIDIOUS WELSHMAN (loth ed). " DRAIG GLAS”
THE GARDEN OF LIFE (2nd edition). KATE HORN
No . 5 JOHN STREET (20th edition). RICHARD WHITEING
* A BABE IN BOHEMIA. FRANK DanBY

For other titles see pp. 45 and 46.
20

A Maida-



NEW SIX SHILLING NOVELS

Captain Hawks, Master Mariner. OSWALD KENDALL

Admirers of the novels of W. W. Jacobs should read this. Itis a story of three men
who cannot and will not abide dullness. Though separated superficially by discipline
and convention, Captain Hawks, Grummet and "Cert’nly" Wilfred are brothers
“under their skins,” and are controlled by the same insatiable desire for variety.
Their thirst for the unexpected is amply satisfied in the search for an illusive cargo
of sealskins, purchased without having been seen bf\; Captain Hawks, and thmggh much
of the story takes place at sea, all technicalities have been carefully omitted. That
the crew are nearly drowned, nearly frozen, nearly starved, and nearly smothered
proves that they succeeded in a search for a life where things happen. Their
success is also financial, and the story leaves them with a hint of further adventures
to follow. A capital yarn.

The Irresistible Mrs. Ferrers. ARABELLA KENEALY
Author of ““Nerissa," “ The Making of Anthea," ““Dr. Janet of
Harley Street," ''The Woman-Hunter," etc.

The irresistible Mrs. Ferrers is a fashionable beauty, the loveliest, wittiest, best-
dressed and most fascinating woman of her century.” She is the idol of London
society. Hostesses ﬁ%ht and plot to get her to their parties. The men of her world
vie with one another for the privilege of driving her to Hurlingham. And yet no
breath of scandal touches her. For her ambition is to be known to history as the
most beautiful and brilliant woman of her day who charmed all men and succumbed
to none. But Lord Lygon comes, a clever and attractive man, estranged from his
wife. He lays siege fo her, and the story turns upon the rivalry and struggle of the
two women; of the wife who devotedly loves him, and of the other who, though fond
of him, is loth to sacrifice her dazzling impeccability and to forego her unique posi-
tion for his sake. A young doctor complicates matters, and there 1s a scene between
Mrs. Ferrers and a homicidal maniac in which she needs all her wits for self-defence.
There are some charming children in the book and some original views on the
woman question.

The Three Anarchists. MAUD STEPNEY RAWSON
Author of "A Lady of the Regency," " The Stairway of
Honour," ““The Enchanted Garden,” ““The Easy-Go-Luckies,” etc.

There are fine and beautiful things in this novel. There is true delicate psycho-
logy and clean bold handling of subjects which in feebler hands might easily have
been unpleasant, if not offensive. There is true pathos and a fine perception of the
importance of the tiny incidents and minor happenings of dai%y life as affecting the
human drama. Janet is the unsatisfied, soul-starved young wife of an elderly, weak,
cruel and penurious man, and the other principal character is a human stepson at
inevitable enmity with so opposite a father, both craving for the fullness of
life, the woman™ a real woman all through, with a fine perception of what is
right, intensely desirous of founding a real home and making real happiness;
and the young'man of warm flesh and blood responding to her pure woman’s love
and care with more than mere affection. ~ And yet there is not a false note in all the
narrative which after a tragic happening ends finely.

A Grey Life: A Romance of Modern Bath.  <“RiTA”
Author of " Peg the Rake," " My Lord Conceit,” “Countess
Daphne,” “ Grim Justice,” etc.

““Rita” has chosen Bath as a setting for her new novel. She has disdained the

“ powder and patches” period, and given her characters the more modern interests

of Bath’s transition stage in the seventies and eighties. Her book deals with the

struggles of an impoverished Irish family of three sisters—who establish them-
selves in Bath—to whom comes an orphaned niece with the romantic name of

Rosaleen Le Suir. She is only a child of fourteen when she arrives, but it is lier

en that weaves the story and its fascinating mystery of the Grey Lady in the attics.

he history and sad tra%ledies of this recluse give the story its title, though fuller
interest is woven into the brilliant and erratic personality of a certain Chevalier

Theophrastus O'Shaughnessey, at once the most charming and original sketch of the

Irish adventurer ever penned by a modern writer. In fact, one might safely say

tgat thi Chevalier is the male prototype of “ Rita's” wonderful and immortal * Peg

the Rake.”
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Stanley Paul’s New Six Shilling Nove/s—continued.

The Three Destinies. J. A. T. LLOYD
Author of ““The Lady of Kensington Gardens/ ‘A Great
Russian Realist," etc.

The scene of this novel opens in the Elgin Room of the British Museum, where its
dramatis personae are grouped by chance in front of the familiar statue of the ““Three
Fates." Among them are three young girls and a boy of eighteen, all quite at the
beginning of things and vaguely interested in the mysterious future before them.
The fact that they have grouped themselves in front of this particular statue attracts
the attention of an old professor, who determines to bring them together again, and
experiment with their young lives with the same curiosity that a chemist experiments
with chemicals. The scene shifts from the Elgin Room to Ireland, and then to Paris
and Brittany, Vienna and Dalmatia, but the hero is always under the spell of that
first chance meeting in front of the statue. One person after the other plays with his
life, and again and again he and the others report themselves on New Year's Day
to the old professor, who reads half mockingly the jumble of lives that he himself has
produced.  In the end the hero realises that these young girls have become to him
in turn modern interpreters of the three ancient Destinies.

The King’s Master.
OLIVE LETHBRIDGE and JOHN DE STOURTON

A novel dealing with the troubulous times of Henry VIIIL., in which the political
situation, Court intrigues and religious discussions of the period are treated in a
masterly manner. A strong love element is introduced, and the characters of Anne
Boleyn” and Thomas Cromwell are presented in an entirely new light, while
plot and counter-plot, hair-breadth escapes, love, hate, revenge, and triumph all go
to form the theme.

Maggie of Margate. A Romance of the Idle Rich.

GABRIELLE WODNIL

““Maggie of Margate,” a beautiful girl with an unobtrusive style which attracted
nine men out of ten, was in realigz an exclusive lady of title, bored because she
sighed for realism and romance, and was affianced to a prospective peer. How she
contrived a dual individuality is the pith of the story, which 1s in no way high flown.
Maggie is a delightful creation, and her very erring frailty and duplicity makes us
pity her the more. She cannot break away finally from her social status, but to
retain it she nearly breaks her heart. The man of her fancy, Mickael Biair, is the
most striking figure in the whole story, which teems with varied characters, all of
which hold us intently from the first K/ilge to the last. All the world loves a
lover, and, therefore, every one will love Michael Blair.

The Celebrity’s Daughter. VIOLET HUNT
Author of “ The Doll," ““White Rose of Weary Leaf,” etc.
Life-like portraits, a tangled plot, only fully unravelled in the last chapter, go to
the making of Miss Violet Hunt’s stories. ~““The Celebrity’s Daughter" has the
humour, smart dialogue, the tingling life of this clever writer's earlier novels. It
is the autobiography of the daughter of a celebrity who has fallen on evil days. Told
in the author’s inimitable style.

Paul Burdon. SIR WILLIAM MAGNAY

Author of “ The Fruits of Indiscretion," " The Long Hand," etc.
This is a strong story full of exciting incidents. The hero is a farmer crippled for
want of capital, which he finds quite unexpectedly. A thunderstorm and an irate
husband cause a young banker to seek refuge at the farm, from which a loud knocking
causes further retreatto a big family tomb, which becomes his own when the lightning
brings some old ruins down and buries both. The banker’s bag of gold falls into the
hands of the farmer, who profits by its use. Other characters play important parts,
and love interest adds its softening charm.
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Stanley Paul's New Six Shilling Nove/s—continued.

Cheerful Craft. R. ANDOM
Author of " We Three and Troddles," <“Neighbours of Mine."
With 60 original illustrations.

There is nothing sombre or introspective about “ Cheerful Craft," and those who
agree with Mr. Balfour’sview of the need of lighter and brighter books will find here
something to please them. Broad humour and rollicking adventure characterise this
story. A city clerk rises from obscurity and attains to a position of wealth and
dignity, and carries us with him all the ‘way, condoning his rascality for the sake of
his ready humour and cheery optimism. After all he is a merry rogue, and he works
no great harm to anyone, and much good to himself, and incidentally to most of those
with whom he comes in contact. e hardly know in which formto like him most,
as Hilary Ford, ex-clerk, lounger and tramp, or Havelock Rose, the son of a
wealthy ship-owner, whose place he usurps under circumstances which do credit to
thedwriter’s ingenuity without putting too great a strain on the credulity of the
reader.

Love's Cross Roads. L. T. MEADE
Author of " Desborou(%h‘s Wife," " Ruffles," etc.

This is the story of a good and honourable man who in a moment of sudden tempta-
tion fell. How his sin found him out—what he suffered from remorse; how, with
all his strivings, he was nearly circumvented, and how, just when he thought all would
be well, he nearly lost what was far_above gold to him is ablgl described. The
story is highly exciting, and from the first page to the last it would be difficult to put
the book down. The account of the villain who sought to ruin Paul Colthurst, and
to cause the death of either young Peter or Pamala, 1s full of terrible interest. But
perhaps the most truly life-like character in the whole book is Silas Luke, the poor
miserable tramp, who though bribed, tempted, tortured, yet could not bring himself
to do the evil thing suggested, and who was saved by the sweet girl who was meant
to be his victim. The repentance of the tramp leads to the greater repentance of
Paul Colthurst. The story ends happily.

The Swelling of Jordan.  CORALIE STANTON AND

HEATH HOSKIN. Authors of “ Plumage,” < The Muzzled Ox," etc.
Canon Oriel, an earnest worker in the East End, loved and respected, had years
before the story commences, while climbing with his friend Digby Cavan in Switzer-
land, found in the pocket of his friend’s coat, which he had accidentally put on
instead of his own, evidence that his friend had robbed his, the canon’s, brother and
been the cause of his committing suicide. Oriel, in a strugﬁle which took place
between the two men, hurled his friend from the precipice. Now the glacier gives
up Cavan’s rucksack, and any day it may yield up his body. To reveal subsequent
developments would spoil the reader's enjoyment of a thrilling plot.

Opal of October. JOoY SHIRLEY

For those born in the month of October, the opal is said to be a lucky stone, and
this novel is based upon the assumption that it 1s so. It is a story of the times of
the soothsayers and the witches, when people were all more or less trying to discover
the philosopher’s stone which turns everything to gold. The witch in this case is a

young girl of great beauty, who narrowly escapes the stake.

Galbraith of Wynyates. E. EVERETT-GREEN
Author of ““Duckworth's Diamonds,” <“Clive Lorimer’s Mar-
riage," etc., etc.

This is a story of the ill consequence followin%\}lpon the making of an unwise will.
Joyce is the only daughter of the real owner of Wynyates who has let the property
to a relative who is the next-of-kin after his daughter. Warned of the uncertainty
of his own life he wills the property to his daughter in trust during her minority, and
appoints the relative who holds "the property as tenant, trustee. Overhearing a
conversation between the family lawyer and her uncle, who discuss the unwisdom of
placing her in the charge of one who'is directly interested in her death, she imagines
all kinds of evil intentions on the part of her guardian, and looks with suspicion upon
all his counsels for her welfare. Love interests lead to complications, but the
unfaithfulness of her lover leaves her free and she finally marries the guardian of
whom she had stood so long in fear. It is a very readable book written in the
author’s best style,
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Stanley Paul's New Six Shilling Novels—continued.

The Ban. LESTER LURGAN
Author of " The Mill-owner,” “ Bohemian Blood," etc., etc.

This is a story of mystery involving the Ban of Blood. Brenda is a pretty,
charming, and very feminine girl of good English family who marries one who
adores her, but who has, unknown to himself, Red-Indian blood in his veins. This
is revealed to him by an old nurse on her death-bed, and is demonstrated on his
return to his wife by the birth of a son who bears unmistakable siFns of the terrible
inheritance. An old mystery is explained, and new tragedies follow. The child is

laced under the care of the grandmother’s tribe but soon succumbs, nor does the
ather long survive the awful experience. After his death Brenda marries her child-
hood’s playmate and first love.

Bright Shame. KEIGHLEY SNOWDEN
Autlllor of ““The Free Marriage,” " The Plunder Pit,” ““Hate of
Evil," etc.

Stephen Gaunt, an English sculptor famous in Italy, is the father of a son born out
of wedlock, whom he has never heard of. In his youth, a light attachment broken in
a causeless fit of jealousy drove him abroad, but when the story opens he is a strong
and en%lagin personality. He comes home to execute a commission, and meets his
son without knowing him. In_doing so, he encounters a couple, childless themselves,
who have passed the boy off as their own since infancy, when his mother died.
They are an_elder half-brother, who has always hated Stephen, and his sensitive
tender and simple wife, who loves the boy with"all her heart, fears to lose him, an
who is Ket tormented by her secret. A romantic friendship springs up between son
and father ; and the chain of accidents and proofs by which he learns the truth, his
struggle for control of the boy, who has genius, and the effect of these events on the
boy and his foster mother make a fascinating plot.

A Star of the East: A Story of Delhi. CHARLES
E. PEARCE. Author of ““The Amazing Duchess,” ““The Beloved
Princess,” " Love Besieged,” “ Red Revenge,” etc.

““East is East and West is West, and never the twain shall meet.” This
is the theme of Mr, Pearce's new novel of life in India. The scene is laid in
Delhi, the city of all others where for the past hundred years the traditions of
ancient dynasties and the barbaric splendours of the past have been slowly retreating
before the ever-advancing influence of the West. The conflict of passions between
Nara, the dancing girl, in_whose veins runs the blood of Shah Jehan, the most
famous of the Kings of Delhi, and Clare Stanhope, born and bred in English
conventionalit]\é, never so pronounced as in the Fifties, is typical of the differences
between the East and the West. The rivalry of love threads its way through a
series of exciting incidents, culminating in the massacre and the memorable siege of
Delhi. This book completes the tril%gkf of Mr. Pearce’s novels of the Indian
Mutiny, of which «Zove Besieged ” and " Red Revenge” * were the first and second.

The Destiny of Claude. MAY WYNNE
Author of ““Henri of Navarre," ““The Red Fleur de Lys,"
" Honour’s Fetters,” etc.

Claude de Marbeille to escape a convent life joins her friend Margot de Ladrennes
in Touraine. Jacques Comte de Ladrennes, a hunchback, falls in love with her, and
when the two girls %o to Paris to enter the suite of the fifteen year old Mary Queen of
Scots, he follows and takes service with the Duke of Guise. laude, however, falls in
love with Archie Cameron, an officer of the Scottish Guard, who by accident discovers
how Queen Mary has been tricked by her Uncles of Guise into signing papers
bequeathing Scotland to France in the event of her dying childless. Cameron is
imprisoned, but escapes in time to warn the Scots Commissioners on their way home
of this act of treachery. Cameron is followed by a spy of the Guises, and the four
Commissioners die by poison. Cameron recovers, and returns to Paris to find
that Claude has been sent to some unknown Convent. The rest of the tale relates
Cameron'’s search for his sweetheart, the self-sacrifice of the Comte de Ladrennes,
and the repentance and atonement of Margot de Ladrennes, who through jealousy
betrays her friend.
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Stanley Paul's New Six Shilling Nove/s—continued.

Susan and the Duke. KATE HORN
Author of “Edward and I and Mrs. Honeybun,” ” The White
Owl,” " The Lovelocks of Diana,” etc.

Lord Christopher Fitzarden, i{ounﬁer brother of the Duke of Cheadle, is the
most delightful of young men. e adopts the old family servants destined for the
almshouses by the cynical Duke, who bestows upon him the family house in Mayfair.
Nanny, his old nurse, keeps him in order. Susan Ringsford, the heroine, is an early
visitor, She is in love witli Kit, but he falls madly in love with Rosalind Pilkington,
the heiress of a rich manufacturer. The contrast between the two girls is strongly
drawn. Susan, sweet and refined—a strong character but of insignificant appear-
ance, and Rosalind radiantly beautiful—ambitious and coarse of nature. The whole

arty go caravanning with Lady Barchester and an affected little poet, and many

ove scenes are woven into the tour in the New Forest. Susan and the Duke of

Cheadle have a conversation—the Duke loves her in silence, and sees that she loves

his brother. He gets up a_ flirtation with Rosalind, who, anxious to be a duchess,

throws over Kit immediately. The Duke disillusions her. Meanwhile Susan and

Kit have come together, and the book ends with wedding bells.

Lonesome Land. B. M. BOWER

A strong, human story in which Valeria Peyson, an Eastern girl, goes out to a
desolate l\ﬁontana town fo marry the lover who ¥1as preceded her three years before.
Unfortunately the lover has not had the moral fibre to stand the unconventionality
of Western life, and has greatly deteriorated. However, they marry and live on his
ranch, where Valeria finds that the country and her husband are by no means what
she thought them. She does her best to make the life endurable and is aided by the
kindness of her husband’s closest friend, a rough diamond with an honest heart.
Out of this situation is unfolded a strong tale of character development and over-
mastering love that finds a dramatic outcome in happiness for those most deserving it.

Confessions of Perpetua. ALICE M. DIEHL

Author of “ A Mysterious Lover,” “ The Marriage of Lenore," etc.
Perpetua is the youngest of three daughters of a baronet, all of whom make
wealthy marriages, a duke, a viscount and a colonel sharing the baronet’s family.
The story opens when Perpetua emerges from the care of her governess and enters
society under the auspices of the duchess. She marries a§ainst the warnings of the
countess and divorces the colonel within three months of their union, and yet all
proceeds in a perfecth natural and straightforward manner. The process of dis-
1llusion from love’s enchantment is well described, and other Perpetuas may well learn
a lesson from the heroine's experience. The characters are well drawn and distinct,
and the narrative develops dramatic incidents from time to time.

A Modern Ahab. THEODORA WILSON WILSON
Author of " Bess of Hardendale," " Moll o’ the Toll-Bar,” etc.

This is a very readable novel in the author's best manner. Rachael Despenser, a
successful artist, spends a summer holiday in a Westmoreland village, living at an
old farm-house, and making friends of the people. Grimstone, a local baronet, is
%rabbin the land to make a deer run, and Rachael comes into collision with him,

ut is adored by his delicate little son. Right-of-way troubles ensue, and violence
disturbs the peace. Grimstone’s elder son and heir returns from Canada, where he
has imbibed Radical notions. He sym%athises with the villagers, and is attracted
towards Rachael, whom he marries. he baronet determines to oust the farmer
whom Rachael had championed, when the tragic death of his delicate little son leads
him to relinquish the management of the estate to his heir.

The Annals of Augustine. RAFAEL SABATINI
Author of '"Bardelys the Magnificent,” ” The Lion's Skin,” etc.

Mr. Sabatini lays before his readers in " The Annals of Augustine” a start-
ling and poignant human document of the Italian Renaissance. It is the auto-
biographical memoir of Augustine, Lord of Mondolfo, one of the lesser tyrants of
Zmilia, a man pre-natally vowed to the cloister by his over-devout mother. With
merciless self-analysis does Augustine in these memoirs reveal his distaste for the
life to which he was foredoomed, and his early efforts to break away from the
repellant path along which he is being forced. The Lord of Mondolfo's times are
the times of the Farnese Pope (Paul III.), whose terrible son, Pier Luigi Farnese,
first Duke of Parma, lives again, sinister and ruthless, in these pages. As a mirror
of the Cinquecento, " The Annals of Augustine © deserves to take an important place,
whilst for swiftness ofaction and intensity of romantic interest it stands alone.
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Stanley Paul’s New Six Shilling Novels—continued.

Dagobert’s Children. L. J. BEESTON

““This is the first of a new series of War Stories, a class of fiction in which Mr.
Beeston has achieved a great success. Mr. Beeston's spirited work is already well
known to a large circle ot readers, but this book is the most powerful he has yet
written, and for plot, dramatic incident, and intensity of emotion reaches a very high
level. The successive chapters are alive with all the breath and passion of war, and are
written with a vividness and power whicli holds the reader’s interest to the lastword.”

The Redeemer. RENE BAZIN
Author of " The Children of Alsace,” " The Nun," “ Redemption,"
etc.

This is a romance of village life in the Loire country, with love complications
which awaken sympathy and absorb interest. Davideé is a junior mistress in the
village school, and the story mainly concerns her love attraction and moral restraint.
She is drawn towards Maievel Jacquet, a worker in the slate quarries near by,
with whom Phrosine, a beautiful young woman who has left her husband, is living.
Davide¢ befriends them, but on the death of their child Maievel goes away, and
Phrosine, who dislikes Davideé¢ because of her su}l)erior morality, goes in search of
her son i)y her husband. Both return to the village, and Phrosine seeks reunion
with Maievel, who refuses her, telling her that their dead son bars the way.
Phrosine attributes this to the interposition of Davideé, and ultimately leaves with
another lover. There is now no longer any barrier between Maievel and Davideé,
who can hence follow her attraction without violating her scruples.

The She-Wollf. MAXIME FORMONT
Author of “ A Child of Chance,” etc. Translated from the French
by Elsie F. Buckley.

This is a powerful novel of the life and times of Caesar Borgia, in which history
and romance are minﬁled with a strong hand. The author holds Caesar guilty of
the murder of his brother, and shows a strong motive for the crime. The story of
the abduction of Alva Colonna on the eve of her marriage with Proslero Sarelli, when
she is carried off to his palace at Rome and becomes his slave-mistress, is related.
The subsequent events, more or less following history or tradition, include the intro-
duction of the dark woman of gipsy extraction, who enamours Casar, and poisons
the wine by which the Colonna and her old lover Sarelli die. Cesar is shown
strong, brutal, unscrupulous and triumphant. The story closes with a description
of his last days and death. This novel has been highly popular in France.

Her Majesty the Flapper. A. E. JAMES
With a picture wrapper of " Her Majesty " in colours.

There is a fresh, natural touch about these episodes in the development of a
Flapper which make them breezy and refreshing reading, involving no little amuse-
ment. Her Majesty the Flapper is a lady-flapper, of course, neither a bounder nor
a cad, but just a flapper. Accessories, willing or unwilling, are her cousins Victoria
and Bobbie, a male person over thirty, who tells most of the story, thougli the
Flapper is as irrepressible in the telling of the story as in acting it. Of course,
Bobbie is victimised, and the story ends with the coming out of the Flapper, and
.the final victimisation takes the form of an engagement. Readers will sympathise
with Bobbie, and some will envy him.

Chaff and the Wind. G. VILLIERS STUART

Chaff and the Wind is a novel showing the working of the unseen hand, and telling
the story of a man who shirked his destiny, and who was forced to watch the career
of another who rose to heights of national fame, while he himself drifted like chaff
before the wind. It is a novel of incident illustrating a theory, and is therefore more
dramatic than pyschological. The action of life and destiny on character is more
indicated than t%e action of character on life.
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Stanley Paul's New Six Shilling Novels—continued.
The Marble Aphrodite. ANTHONY KIRBY GILL

An imaginative story of a young sculptor who, inspired by Venus, produces an
Aphrodite of amazing loveliness and nobility. Carroll, the chief character, is an
idealist, a devotee of art, and a worshipper of ﬁeauty, and the main theme of the novel
is centred in and about his creation of this statue. Other characters include a
gainter who encourages his goung friend’s idealism, a wealthy aristocrat of a cynical

ent of mind, a beautiful and accomplished actress, a poet, and a society lady married
to a man of evil reputation. The conflicting interests of these people, the effects of
their actions, tragic and otherwise, the scenes in the studios and the society, thea-
trical, and Bohemian scenes, including the glimpse given of the night side of London
life, form a realistic background or setting for the principal motive, which, though
closely interwoven with it,is of a purely imaginative and idealistic character. Psy-
chological analysis enters largely into tﬁe author’s treatment, and the story reflects
here and there certain mental movements of the day.

The Poodle Woman. ANNESLEY KENEALY
Author of “ Thus Saith Mrs. Grundy.”

Miss Annesley Kenealy's new novel deals with the feminine side of the great unrest
of our time, and she sets herself'to answer the guestions “ What do Women Want? "
and ““What is the cause oftheir great unrest?” It is a charming love story, dealing
mainly witli two women, a man, and a mannikin. It presents femininism from an
entirely fresh stand%oint, but polemics are entirely absent. In a series of living
moving pictures it shows how the games of life and matrimony are played under
rules which put all the best cards of'the pack into men’s hands. ~ The heroine is an
emotional Irish girl, with the reckless romance of the Celt and thechivalry of a
woman, who keeps sweet through very bitter experiences. Possessing no world
craft she is slave to her heart, and gives and forgives unto seventy times seven. The
book is epigrammatic and full of humour.

The Romance of Bayard. LT.-COL. ANDREW C. P.
HAGGARD, D.S.0. Author of ““The France of Joan of Arc,”
"Two Worlds,” etc.

“The Romance of Bayard" is one of perennial interest, as a “‘life,” as a
“‘thing of beauty,” is a joy for ever. The story of the chevalier, who was ““without
fear and without reproach " cannot too often be told. The story opens on the
" Field of the Cloth of Gold,” and its personelle includes Henry of England, Francis
of France, the French Queen-mother, the Princess Marguerita, who oved Bayard
with intense devotion, and Anne Boleyn, a young Frencli maid of honour. It ends
with Bayard’s death during the fatal expedition into Italy in 1524. The romance
places Marguerita and Anne Boleyn at his side at the last. "Col. Haggard’s historical
romances are all wellknown and highly Eopular at the libraries and with the general
public, and this one is not likely to fall short of high appreciation.

A Durbar Bride. mRrs. CHARLOTTE CAMERON
Author of " A Passion in Morocco,” " A Woman’s Winter in
South America,” etc.

This is a wonderfully interesting novel, conducting one through labyrinths of
exciting scenes and chapters witli not a_dull moment in the entire production. It is
written in Charlotte Cameron’s most brilliant style. In the first chapters the author
depicts the misery of a young bride whose husband became hopelessly insane during
their honeymoon.  The pathetic story graphically narrated of Muriel’s unsatisfactory
life, neither maid, wife, nor widow, ang the injustice of the law which binds a woman
until death to a mad man is admirably portrayed. Mrs. Cameron is the only writer
who has as yet given us from an eye-witness point of view aromance on the Imperial
Durbar at gelhl ; where, as the representative of several papers, she had the oppor-
tunity of attending the entire ceremonials. The life at the Government Camps, the
sweet love story of the hero and heroine, the simple marriage ceremony in Skinner’s
historic churcli at Delhi will prove a keen enjoyment to the readers. Their Majesties
the Queen, and Queen Alexandra have graciously accepted copies of this novel.
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The Career of Beauty Darling. poLF wyLLARDE
Author of “ The Riding Master," “ The Unofficial Honeymoon."

“The Career of Beautg Darling” is a story of the musical comedy stage, and
endeavours to set forth both the vices and virtues of the life without prejudice.
If the temptations are manifold, the author finds much good also in those who
Eursue this particular branch of the profession, for she says “‘there are no kinder

earts in_the world, I think, than those that beat under the finery of the chorus
girl, no better humanity than that which may be found behind the paint and
1gowder and the blistered eyes.” Miss Wyllarde has made plain statements in this,
er latest book, and has not shrunk from the realism of the life; but, as she says,
even the general public knows that the dazzle and glitter from the front of the
footlights 1s a very different view to that which may be seen behind the curtain.

The Retrospect. ADA CAMBRIDGE
Author of “ Thirty Years in Australia/’ "A Little Minx," etc.

““There can be little hesitation in asserting that this is one of the most delightful
books of the year."—A berdeen Free Press.

““Miss Cambridge has such a delightful style, and so much of interest to tell us,that
the reader closes the book with the sensation of having bidden a dear friend farewell.”
—Bvristol Times and Mirror.

““Written throughout with an engaging literary grace.”—sScorsman.

Francesca. CECIL ADAIR

Author of " The Qualities of Mercy/ * Cantacute Towers/’ etc.

This author possesses all the qualities which make for popularity and can be
relied upon to arrest and maintain interest from first to last. The Guardian
reviewing ““ Canticute Towers” said—" In it we seem to see a successor of Rosa
N. Carey,” and those who admire the work of Miss Carey cannot do better than
take tl?e hint. A strong human interest always appeals to the reader and satisfies
perusal.

The Strength of the Hills. HALLIWELL SUTCLIFFE
Author of “ A Benedick in Arcady,” “Priscilla of the Good
Intent,” etc.

In this novel Mr. Halliwell Sutcliffe returns to the Haworth Moorland which
was the inspiration of all his earlier work; it deals with the strenuous life of the
moors sixty years ago and will rank with his strongest and best works. Those
who remember our author’s “ Man of the Moors,” “ An Episode in Arcady,”
“ A Bachelor in Arcady,” and “ A Benedick in Arcady ” will nut hesitate to follow
him anywhere across the moorlands in the direction of Arcadia.

Officer 666. BARTON W. CURRIE and AUGUSTIN
MCHUGH

An uproarious piece of American wit fresh from the Gaiety Theatre, New York,
which will be produced on the London boards and in France some time this autumn.
It is from the pen of Mr. Augustin McHugh, who has associated himself with
Mr. Barton W. Currie in producing it in novel form. Its dramatic success in
America has been phenomenal; and whether as a play or a novel, it will doubtless
receive a warm welcome in this country.

Devil’s Brew. MICHAEL w. KAYE
Author of “ The Cardinal's Past/" “ A Robin Hood of France/ etc.

Jack Armiston, awaking to the fact that life has other meaning than that given it
by a fox-hunting squire, becomes acquainted with Henry Hunt, the socialist dema-
gogue, but after many vicissitudes, during which he finds he has sacrificed friends and
sweetheart to a worthless propaganda, he becomes instrumental in baulking the Cato
Street Conspirators of their plot to murder the members of the Cabinet, and eventually
regains his old standing—and Pamela. A spirited story.
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The Fruits of Indiscretion. SIR WILLIAM MAGNAY
Author of “The Long Hand," « Paul Burdon,” etc.

This is a story of murder and mystery, in which the interest is well sustained and
the characters are convincing. It is_absorbing without being melodramatic, and
thrilling without being sensational. There is to be a wedding at a country house on
the eve of which the best man is killed in the hunting field. Captain Routham is
asked to take his place, but disappears. His body is found on the railway track.
Rolt, a famous detective, is put on the scent, and gradually probes the mystery.
Routham had had a love affair with the heroine in former years, and had been black-
mailing her. There is a rascally lawyer in the case who is killed in a carriage accident,
and is so saved criminal consequences. In the end the heroine marries her lover.

The Tragedy of the Nile. DOUGLAS SLADEN

Author of ““The Unholy Estate,* <“‘The Tragedy of the
Pyramids,” etc.

A military novel dealing with the fate and re-conquest of Khartum. This is even
more military than Mr. Sladen’s " Tragedﬁ/ of the Pyramids” and ““The Unholy
Estate.” Mr. Sladen is at his best when he is describing battles, and the book is
full of them; but, like Mr. Sladen’s other books, it is also full of romance. The
author, never content with an ordinary plain-sailing engagement between two young
%ersons, selects one of the cruces which present themselves in real life and love.

his time it is the case of a beautiful white woman who, being captured at the fall of
Khartum, has to enter the harem of Wad-el-Nejumi, the bravest of all the generals
of the Mahdi. When she is rescued.on the fatal field of Toski, the question arises,
Can a white man m her? There are great figures standing forth in Mr. Sladen’s
e\e}ges—above all, the heroic Gordon in his last great moments at Khartum, and

ad-el-Nejumi, who stormed Khartum and died so grandly at Toski.

The Memoirs of Mimosa. Edited by ANNE ELLIOT

This_is a book calculated to make as great a sensation as the famous Journat of
Marie Bashkirtseff. which electrified a whole continent some years ago; or The Diary
:f;{a Lost One, Which set Germany ringing more recently. It is the intimate and un-

inching confession of a brilliant, erotic, and undisciplined woman, who resolves
to “ live every moment of her life,” and succeeds in so doing at the cost of much
suffering to_herself and others. Her mixture of worldliness, sentiment, fancy,
passion, and extraordinary joie de vivre make her a fascinating study of a type some-
what rare. At her death she bequeathed these Memoirs to the woman friend who
edits them and presents them to the world. We get the woman’s point of view in
all matters—poetry, politics, sport, music, the stage, and, dominating all, the great
problems of sex.

The Return of Pierre. DONAL HAMILTON HAINES
With a frontispiece from a painting by Edouard Détaille.

This is not a novel about the Franco-Prussian War, but the very human story of
Pierre, with some of the scenes of the heroic struggle as a background. Pierre, a
country lad, is the central figure. Other prominent figures are the woman Pierre
loves, her father—a fine old Colonel of Dragoons—and a German spy, not without
attractive qualities, whose fate becomes strangely entangled with theirs. The book
abounds in striking situations, including the discovery and escape of the spy—the
departure of the Dragoons for the war—the remorse of a French General who feels
personally responsible for the men he has lost—night in a hospital-tent—the last flicker
of the defence of Paris and the entry of the German troops.

The Incorrigible Dukane. GEORGE C. SHEDD

This is a vigorous and insgiriting story of Western life. Jimmy Dukane, son of a
cement kinﬁz who, disgusted with his son’s extrava%ances, gives him a limited sum,
and orders him to go and inspect a dam in course of construction in Nevada, or by
way of a pleasant alternative—starve. Jimmy goes and passes through numerous
adventures. Has his outfit stolen on his at‘rivalg at the nearest station, is knocked
about, bullied and impounded by one of the dam men, and has to Work as a navvy.
Showing grit, he works his way u{), and discovers that the manager is defrauding
the company, and constructing a fatally faulty dam. Taking command, he saves the
Company’s reputation for sound workmanship. There is a love story in it, and
Enid, the fair, fearless daughter of the superintendent, enables all to end well.
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Stanley Paul's New Six Shilling Nove/s-continued.

The Thread of Proof. HEADON HILL
Author of ““Troubled Waters," etc.

The principal theme of this volume is the abnormal astuteness of
the conductor of a railway restaurant-car, whose power of observation
and deduction enables him to solve the many absorbing u mysteries "
that come under his ken, and which, as a preventer and detector of
crime, put him on a par with any of the great puzzle-readers of fiction.
Mr. Headon Hill goes direct to tKe point, and carries the reader rapidly
along from the first page to the last.

A Robin Hood of France. MICHAEL W. KAYE
Author of " The Duke’s Vengeance," etc., etc.

Hated at court and falsely accused of murder, the young Sieur de
Pontenac flees to the Forest of Fontainebleau, and becomes the leader
of a band of robbers %King Mandrin), beloved of the oppressed canaille,
but hated of the nobles, whom he defies and robs. glaire d’Orgiuel,
the only child of the Comte d’Orgiuel, having lost heavily at cards,
wagers the winner—who has her in his power, and who hopes to force
her to marry him—that she will lure “ King Mandrin" into the power
of his enemies ; but, arriving in the Forest of Fontainebleau, ends in
falling in love with the “ Robin Hood of France."

Neighbours of Mine. R. ANDOM
Author of “ We Three and Troddles," ““ In Fear of a Throne," etc.
With 70 original illustrations by L. GUNNIS.

This broadly farcical story of types and incidents of suburban life
will afford as much amusement as the famous " Troddles" books which
have in volume form successfully appealed to something like 200,000
readers of all classes, and should prove as popular with those who like
a rollicking story. Now and again the author conveys a moral,
discreetly, %ut generally he is content to be extravagantly amusing in
depicting adventures, which are sufficiently out of the ordinary to be
termed “ singular." The book is cleverly and amusingly illustrated
throughout the text by a popular artist, who has admirably succeeded
in catching the drollery of the narrative.

The Loves of Stella. MRS. SHIERS-MASON
Author of " Hubert Sherbrook, Priest."

Stella O’Donovan, a very poor but also very beautiful and quite un-
sophisticated Irish girl, lives in an old castle on a lovely but lonely Bay
on the Irish coast. She has Spanish blood in her veins, and much of the
impulsiveand fascinating temperament of the Andalusians. Becoming
heiress to a million of money, she decides to go to London and enter
Society. Before her departure, a young Norwegian sculptor, Olaf
Johansen, of striking appearance, comes to reside in the village. He
at once falls in love WltE Stella, who returns his affection, but who,
doubtful of herself, flees to London. Here she appears to meet Olaf
again, but it is his twin brother impersonating him. Stella at once
succumbs to his love-making, and many highly dramatic scenes follow.
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Stanley Paul’s New Six Shilling Novels—continued.

The Consort. Mrs. EVERARD COTES (SARA JEANNETTE
DUNCAN). Author of <“The Burnt Offering," “ Cousin Cin-
derella,” " The Path of a Star/ etc.

The story of a little man married to a great woman, of their
relations and interactions, their battles and despairs, written round
the strong and familiar interests of passion and power. The story
moves at a gallop, and it is for the reader to meditate and moralise
when the book is laid aside.

The Villa Mystery. HERBERT FLOWERDEW
Author of « The Second Elopement,” " The Third Wife,” etc.

Another of those psychological-sensational romances which Herbert
Flowerdew has made a speciality of his own. Woven in with the
mystery of a crime as baffling as anything imagined by Gaboriau,
the pretty love story of Esmond Hare and Elsa Armandy engages
the reader’s sympathy from the moment of their first meeting. This
is in a lonely country road, at midnight, where Elsa is on her knees
picking up handfuls of sovereigns that do not exactly belong to her,
and the atmosphere of mingled mystery and romance continues to
surround their moving and unconventional love story up to the
moment of its happy ending.

Prince and Priest. BERYL SYMONS
Author of © A Lady of France.”

Readers fortunate in having read this author’s stirring novel,
‘A Lady of France,” will appreciate this new romance of mediaeval
France, which contains atmosphere, colour, life and movement.
1207 is the date when the story opens. Count Bertrand de Crein
falls in love with the beautiful Lady Rosamund, whom he is escorting
to the Lord of Gervandan in Toulouse, whose wife she is to be.
In the meantime the Count of Toulouse is threatened with Rome’s
curse and an armed crusade to put down heresy. In the subsequent
siege and sack of Beziers, Rosamund’s husband is killed, and the love
of Rosamund and de Crein culminates in marriage. The book is full
of excitement, adventure, thrilling escapes, and heart-stirring romance.

Brass Faces. CHARLES MCEvoY

An exciting modern story of grip and power, some of the most
startling episodes of which concern the kidnapping of a girl who has
been turned out of house and home by her father and imprisoned in a
house in Kensington. She is rescued by a bachelor, who in turn
finds himself in a delicate position. An American female detective
plots his arrest and ruin. The story rushes on in a whirl of excite-
ment through a maze of plots and counterplots to a dramatic
dénouement.

The Meteoric Benson. VINCENT MILLS-MALET

A decidedly new note has been struck in this most readable and
interesting novel. As the name indicates it is an aeroplane story, and
one of those rare books which must be read at a sitting; incident
follows incident in ever-increasing interest, until the reader, breathless
from excitement, learns from the last page " what really did happen."
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Stanley Paul’s New Six Shilling Novels—continued.

Between Two Stools (Fifth Edition). By RHODA
BROUGHTON. Author of ““Red as a Rose is She,” ““Cometh up
as a Flower,” etc.

The Times sa{/sl:—“ln point of plot, ‘Between Two Stools’ belongs to the
catego? of Mr. Maxwell’s ' Guarded Flame.' . . . Few readers, we imagine, would
fail fo fall in love with so fresh and delightful a heroine as Arethusa. The scene at
the end reveals Miss Broughton at her very best.”

The Justice of the Duke. (3rd ed) By RAFAEL
SABATINL  Author of " The Shame of Motley,” ““The Trampling
of the Lilies,” ““Cesare Borgia," ““The Lion’s Skin," etc.

The Grobe says:—" What Mr, Sabatini does not know about the life and times of
Cesare Borgia is not worth considering . . . excellent."

XExotic Martha (Third Edition). By DOROTHEA
A GERARD. Author of " The City of Enticement,” etc.
. 7}‘lrzuth”SaySZ—“ The story is full of incident, and is told in a lively and humorous
ashion.
The Giobe says—*The plot is worked out with much ingenuity, and its interest
enhanced by the picture of life in the Dutch Colony at Java.”’

The Unholy Estate; or, the Sins of the Fathers
(Fifth Edition). By DOUGLAS SLADEN. Author of “ A Japanese
Marriage,” “ The Admiral/' " The Tragedy of the Pyramids,” etc.

The Times says :—" A vivacious and resourceful novel."

The worta says:—"" An exciting and delightful story filled with marvellously vivid
pictures of life in Cairo. One which has not a dull line in it, and will certainly
entertain men as much as it will interest and move women.”

The Woman-Hunter (Fourth Edition). By ARABELLA
KENEALY. Author of " The Irresistible Mrs. Ferrers," etc.
The Pati Mall Gazette says:—“ A strong story, admirably told, full of life and
passion, and quite the best novel this gifted authoress has written." )
The worta says —"Clever all through, and those who like psychological novels
will readily admit that Miss Kenealy has most skilfully dealt with emotions which
are not easily conveyed in cold print."

The Consort (Third Edition). By Mrs. EVERARD COTES
(Sara Jeannette Duncan)
The Daity News says:—"* This is a very clever novel.”
The Daity Telegrapn describes it as ““a subtly told storﬁ, one which needs a
psychological interest on the part of those who peruse it if they are to extract the
full flavour.”

The Watch Night. A Story of the Times of John
Wesley. By HENRY BETT.

The 7imes describes this book as ““a capital picture of the times.”

The Westminster Gazeme calls it "a capital historical novel. ... Itis curiously
effective in suggesting a bygone day—and this without any of the stock archaisms.
... Vivian may or not be a fictional personality, but he and his fellow-sojourners in
these pages are most skilfully presented, and” we offer our congratulations to the
author."

The Second Woman (Second Edition). By NORA
LORIMER.

The Daity Chronicie calls this book " an interesting story of many emotions.”

Literary World says— “The story is sympathetic’ and well-written. The
pictures of Italy and Italian life are delightful, and make a charming background for
areally good tale."
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Dessts Stanley Paul’s
publications

Arranged in order of price, from 3d. upwards

** PREVIOUS LISTS CANCELLED

32/- NET

Napoleon in Exile. St.Helena 1815-1821. By NORWOOD
YOUNG, with a chapter on the Iconography of Napoleon at St.
Helena. By A. M. BROADLEY. Two coﬁ)ured plates and about
100 illustrations from the collection of A. M. Broadley. Two vols.,
demy 8vo, 32/- net the set (see also under 21/-).

30/- NET

The Librarg Encyclo&aedia. By the Foremost
Authorities. Edited by ALEX. J. PHILIP. To be issued by
Subscription.

28/- NET

The Life and Letters of Laurence Sterne.
LEWIS MELVILLE. Two vols., demy 8vo, with coloured frontispiece
and other illustrations.

24/- NET

Intimate Society Letters of the 18th Century.
By His GRACE THE DUKE OF ARGYLL, K.T. In two volumes,
demy 8vo, cloth gilt and gilt top. With two photogravure frontis-
pieces and 56 other full-page ilﬁlstrations, printed on art paper, of
original letters, autographs, and other interesting matter.

An Imperial Victim: MARIE LOUISE, ARCHDUCHESS
OF AUSTRIA, EMPRESS OF THE FRENCH AND DUCHESS OF PARMA.
EDITH E. CUTHELL, F.R.H.S. Illustrated. Two vols., demy 8vo.

The Amazing Duchess : The Romantic History of
Elizabeth Chudleigh, Maid of Honour—Duchess of Kingston—
Countess of Bristol. CHARLES E. PEARCE. In two volumes,
demy 8vo, cloth gilt, with numerous illustrations. Third Ed.

33



Intimate Memoirs of Napoleon IIL.: Personal
Reminiscences of the Man and the Emperor by the late BARON
D'AMBES; translated by A. R. Allinson. In two volumes, demy
8vo, fully illustrated.

Four Ennobled Actresses: The Adventures of the
Duchess of Bolton, Countess of Derby, Countess of Essex,
Countess of Harrington on and off the Stage, by CHARLES E.
PEARCE. Two vols., demy 8vo, with two photogravure frontis-
pieces and 32 half-tone illustrations.

21/- NET

Napoleon in Exile. Elba 1814-1815. By NORWOOD
YOUNG, with a chapter on the Iconography of Napoleon and
Elba by A. M. BROADLEY. Coloured frontispiece and about 50
illustrations from the collection of A. M. Broadley. Demy 8vo,
cloth gilt. For further volumes on St. Helena, to complete the
work, see under 32/- net.

18/- NET

Fourteen Years of Diplomatic Life in Japan.
Stray leaves from the Diary of BARONESS ALBERT D’ANETHAN,
with an introduction by His Excellency the Japanese Ambassador
to the Court of St. James (Baron Kato), who was twice
Minister of Foreign Affairs during Baron d’Anethan’s term in
Tokio. Illustrated with photogravure and half-tone illustrations
printed on art paper.

16/- NET

A Woman of the Revolution: THEROIGNE DE
MERICOURT. FRANK HAMEL. Demy 8vo. With photogravure
frontispiece, illustrated.

Princess and Queen: The Life and Times of Mary II.
MARY F. SANDARS. Demy 8vo, illustrated.

Godoy, the Queen’s Favourite. EDMUND B.
D’AUVERGNE. Demy 8vo, illustrated.

The Life and Times of Rodrigo Borgia.
Pope Alexander VI. By THE MOST REV. ARNOLD H. MATHEW,
D.D. Very fully illustrated. Demy 8vo.

The Life of Cesare Borgia. RAFAEL SABATINI
In demy 8vo, cloth gilt, with coloured frontispiece and other
illustrations printed on art paper. Third edition.

Duchess Derelict: A Study of the Life and Times of
Charlotte d’Albret, Duchess of Valentinois (the wife of Cesare
Borgia). E. L. MIRON. Demy 8vo, fully illustrated.

The France of Joan of Arc. LiEUT.-COLONEL
ANDREW C. P. HAGGARD, D.S.O.  Demy 8vo, cloth gilt, with
photogravure frontispiece and 16 illustrations on art paper.
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In the Footste&)s of Richard Ccur de Lion.
MAUD M. HOLBACH. In demy 8vo, fully illustrated.

The Royal Miracle: A Garland of unpublished or
very Rare Tracts, Broadsides, Letters, Prints and other Rariora
concerning the Wanderings of Charles II. after the Battle of
Worcester (September 3—October 15, 1651), with an Historical
Introduction and Bibliography, together with some account of the
Commemorative Pilgrimage of September 3—9, 1911. By A. M.
BROADLEY. Author of “ Dr. Johnson and Mrs. Thrale," " Chats
on Autographs," "Napoleon in Caricature," etc. In demy 8vo,
cloth gilt, fully illustrated, with portraits, maps, etc., from rare
originals.

Jean de la Fontaine: The Poet and the Man.
FRANK HAMEL, In demy 8vo, cloth gilt, illustrated.

The Coburgs: The Story of the Rise of a great Royal
House. EDMUND B. D”AUVERGNE. Photogravure frontispiece and
other full-page illustrations on art paper. Demy 8vo, cloth gilt.

The Beloved Princess. Princess Charlotte of Wales.
By CHARLES E. PEARCE. Demy 8vo, cloth gilt, fully illustrated.

Famous Artists and their Models.  ANGELO S.
RAPPOPORT, Ph.D. Demy 8vo, 32 full page illustrations.

12/6 NET

In Jesuit Land: The Jesuit Missions at Paraguay
W. H. KOEBEL. Demy 8vo, fully illustrated.

A Winter Holiday in Portugal. CAPTAIN GRAN-
VILLE BAKER. With coloured frontispiece and 32 original drawings
by the author. Demy 8vo, cloth gilt.

Spain Revisited: A Summer Holiday in Galicia.
C. GASQUOINE HARTLEY. In demy 8vo, cloth gilt. With coloured
frontispiece and numerous illustrations, printed on art paper.

In the Maoriland Bush. W. H. KOEBEL
Demy 8vo, fully illustrated.
Sicily in Shadow and in Sun. MAUD HOWE

With a map and 100 illustrations from photographs, and drawings
by John Elliott. Demy 8vo, cloth gilt.

The Gay King. Charles II., his Court and Times.
DOROTHY SENIOR. Demy 8vo, illustrated.

Every Man’s El Dorado (British South America).
By EDITH A. BROWNE. Demy 8vo, illustrated.

Cameos of Indian Crime. Studies of native cr mi-
nality in India. H. J. A. HERVEY (Indian Telegraphs, retired).
Demy 8vo, cloth gilt, illustrated.
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The Artistic Side of Photography. In Theory
and Practice. A. J. ANDERSON, With 12 photogravure plates and
other illustrations. Demy 8vo.

The Amateur Photographer Says —° A most delightful book, full of pleasant

reading and surprises. Itis beautifully illustrated with many photogravure and half-

tone reproductions of pictures by leading workers. Every amateur photographer with

an interest in pictorial work should get 1t.”

Police and Crime in India. SIR EDMUND C. Cox,
Bart. Demy 8vo, cloth gilt, illustrated.

" An interesting and timely book. . . . Sir Edmund Cox tells many remarkable
stories, which will probably astound readers to whom the ways of the East are
unknown."—7imes.

" In perusing the many extraordinary details in whicli this book abounds, the reader
feels as if he had opened the Arabian Nights of Criminality."—Evening Standard.

10/6 NET

Nineteenth Century English Engravings. W.G.
MENZIES. About 96 full pages of half-tone illustrations.

Nineteenth Century English Ceramic Art. J.F.
BLACKER. With 1,200 1llustrations.

A Tour through South America. A.S§'. FORREST
Demy 8vo, cloth gilt, profusely illustrated.

David Garrick and his French Friends. Dr. F.
A. HEDGCOCK. Demy 8vo, cloth gilt, fully illustrated.

The Motor. A complete work on the History, Con-
struction, and Development of the Motor. JOHN ARMSTRONG.
Illustrated by 100 drawings and photographs.

The Romance of Sandro Botticelli. A.J. ANDERSON
Demy 8vo, cloth gilt, with photogravure frontispiece and 16 full-
page illustrations on art paper.

The Life of James Hinton. MRs. HAVELOCK ELLIS
Illustrated.

A Great Russian Reaiist: (Dostoieffsky.) J. A.
T. LLOYD. Demy 8vo, cloth gilt and gilt top, with illustrations.

In the Land of the Pharaohs: A Short History

of Egypt from the fall of Ismael to the Assassination of Boutros
Pasha. DUSE MOHAMED. Demy 8vo, illustrated.

The Argentine Republic. Its History, Physical
Features, Natural History, Government, Productions, etc. A.
STUART PENNINGTON. Demy 8vo, cloth gilt, illustrated.

Two Russian Reformers (IvaN TURGENEV AND LEO
ToLstoy). J. A. T. LLOYD. Demy 8vo, cloth gilt, illustrated.

The Romance of Fra Filippo Lippi. A. J.
ANDERSON. Second Edition. With a photogravure frontispiece
and 16 full-page illustrations, on art paper, demy 8vo.
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Our Future Existence;
By FRED G. SHAW, F.G.S. Large crown

Consciousness of Man.
8vo, cloth, gilt edges.

Ancient, Curious, and Famous Wills.

M. HARRIS. Demy 8vo.

The First Signs of Insanity.
By BERNARD HOLLANDER, M.D. Demy 8vo.

and Treatment.

or, The Death Surviving

By VIRGIL

Their Prevention

7/6 NET

An Actor’s Note Books.

Criticisms an

Memories, Friendships,

Being a record of some
experiences of FRANK

ARCHER. Demy 8vo, 32 half-tone illustrations.

Home Life under the Stuarts,
19 photogravure and half-tone illustrations.

ELIZABETH GODFREY.
Demy 8vo.

The Quantities

1603-1649.

of a Detached Residence;

TAKEN-OFF, MEASURED AND BILLED. With drawings to scale

in pocket of cover.
cloth gilt.

By GEORGE STEPHENSON.

Demy 8vo,

'"We can honestly and heartily recommend it.""-Building ~Vews.
""The student who conscientiously follows this work through will have a thorough

grounding in the art of quantity surveying which subsequent practice with other
examples will soon develop.”—sSurveyor.

Wall Paper Decoration.
JENNINGS.

STANLEY PAUL’S 6/- NOVELS

By ARTHUR SEYMOUR

Cantacute Towers.

Francesca.

The Qualities of Mercy.

A Man with a Past.

Cheerful Craft.

Neighbours of Mine.

A eek at the Sea.

Every Dog His Day.

The Activities of Lavie Jutt.

The Baron of 11l Fame.

The Children of Alsace.

The Redeemer.

His Will and Her Way.

Maids in Many Moods.

Dagobert's Children.

The Watch Night.

Love s Old Sweet Song.

Lonesome Land.
Between Two Stools.

The New Wood Nymph.

The Retrospect.

A Durbar Bride.

A Passion in Morocco.

Suffragette Sally.

Because of a Kiss.

The Broken Butterfly.

60 Illustrations.

CECIL ADAIR

CECIL ADAIR

CECIL ADAIR

A. ST. JOHN ADCOCK
R. ANDOM

R. ANDOM

HAROLD AVERY
HAROLD AVERY
MARGUERITE and ARMIGER BARCLAY
HESTER BARTON
RENE BAZIN

RENE BAZIN

H. LOUISA BEDFORD
H. LOUISA BEDFORD
J. L. BEESTON
HENRY BETT
CLIFTON BINGHAM
B. M. BOWER

RHODA BROUGHTON
DOROTHEA BUSSELL
ADA CAMBRIDGE
CHARLOTTE CAMERON
CHARLOTTE CAMERON
G. COLMORE

LADY CONSTANCE
RALPH DEAKIN
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Stanley Paul’s Six Shilling Novels—continued.

A Mysterious Lover.
Contfessions of Perpetua
The Marriage of Lenore
Their Wedded Wife.
The Justice of the King
The Three Envelopes.
Married when suited.
The Consort

The Imperishable Wing.
The Promoter’s Pilgrimage
The Third Wife.

The Villa Mystery.

The She-Wolf.

Exotic Martha.

The City of Enticement
Damosel Croft.

The Marble Aphrodite.

Madge Carrington and her Welsh Neighbours.

Clive Lorimer’s Marriage.
Duckworth’s Diamonds.
Galbraith of Wynyates.
The Romance of Bayaid
Two Worlds: A Romance.
The Return of Pierre.

A Lady of the Garter.
God Disposes.

The Thread of Proof.

The Bride of Love.

The Lovelocks of Diana.
The Mulberries of Daphne.
The White Owl.

Susan and the Duke.

Swelling of Jordan. CORALIE

The Muzzled Ox.

The Celebrity’s Daughter.
The Doll.

Her Majesty the Flapper.

A Robin Hood of France.
Captain Hawks, Master Mariner.
The Poodle-Woman.

The Irresistible Mrs. Ferrers.
The Woman-Hunter.
Hodson’s Voyage.

Yeeni the Master.

The Three Destinies.

The Second Woman.

The Ban.

arice M. DIEHL
arice M. DIEHL
anzce M. DIEHL
arnzce M. DIEHL
HAMILTON DRUMMOND
HAMILTON DRUMMOND
MRS. HENRY DUDENEY

MRS. EVERARD COTES (SARA JEANNETTE DUNCAN)

MRS. HAVELOCK ELLIS

C. REGINALD ENOCK, F.R.G.S.

HERBERT FLOWERDEW
HERBERT FLOWERDEW
MAXIME FORMONT
DOROTHEA GERARD
DOROTHEA GERARD

R. MURRAY GILCHRIST
ANTHONY KIRBY GILL
““DRAIG GLAS"

E. EVERETT-GREEN
E. EVERETT-GREEN
E. EVERETT-GREEN

LIEUT.-COL. ANDREW C. P. HAGGARD
LIEUT.-COL. ANDREW C. P. HAGGARD

DONAL HAMILTON HAINES
FRANK HAMEL

PELLEW HAWKER
HEADON HILL

KATE HORN

KATE HORN

KATE HORN

KATE HORN

KATE HORN

STANTON AND HEATH HOSKEN
CORALIE STANTON AND HEATH HoSKEN

VIOLET HUNT
VIOLET HUNT

A. E. JAMES
MICHAEL w. KAYE
OSWALD KENDALL
ANNESLEY KENEALY
ARABELLA KENEALY
ARABELLA KENEALY
‘W. H. KOEBEL

R. FIFIELD LAMPORT
J. A. T. LLOYD
NORMA LORIMER
LESTER LURGAN

SIR WILLIAM MAGNAY, BART.
SIR WILLIAM MAGNAY, BART.
SIR WILLIAM MAGNAY, BART.

Paul Burdon.
The Fruits of Indiscretion

The Long Hand.

The Meteoric Benson.

The Mystery of Redmarsh Farm.
The Love’s of Stella.

Brass Faces.

Love’s Cross Roads.

Ruffles.

When we are Rich.

The Amazing Mutes.

Keg%ar of the East: A Story of Delhi,
Red Revenge: A Story of Cawnpore.
The Three Anarchists.

A Woman with a Purpose.

A Grey Life.

The Justice of the Duke.

The Desire of Life.
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VINCENT MILLS-MALET
ARCHIBALD H. MARSHALL
MRS. SHIERS-MASON
CHARLES MCEVOY

L. T. MEADE

L. T. MEADE

WARD MUIR

WARD MUIR

E. NESBIT

CHARLES E. PEARCE
CHARLES E. PEARCE
MAUD STEPNEY RAWSON
ANNA CHAPIN RAY
““RITA"

RAFAEL SABATINI
MATILDE SERAO



Stanley Paul’s Six Shilling Novels—continued.

The Incorrigible Dukane. GEORGE C. SHEDD
Two Girls and a Mannikin. WILKINSON SHERREN
OBal of October. Joy SHIRLEY
The Unholy Estate. DOUGLAS SLADEN
Bright Shame. KEIGHLEY SNOWDEN
The Free Marriage. KEIGHLEY SNOWDEN
Love in Armour. PHILIP L. STEVENSON
Across the Gulf. NEWTON V. STEWART
The Cardinal. NEWTON V. STEWART
The Ascent of the Bostocks. HAROLD STOREY
The King’s Master. OLIVE LETHBRIDGE and JOHN DE STOURTON
The Unseen Hand. G. VILLIERS STUART
Prince and Priest. BERYL SYMONS
The Lotus Lantern. MARY IMLAY TAYLOR
Our Guests. ST. JOHN TREVOR
A Prisoner in Paradise. H. L. VAHEY
Camilla Forgetting Herself. H. L. VAHEY
Where Trutﬁ Lies. JANE WARDLE
An Empress in Love. FRED WHISHAW
A Modern Ahab. THEODORA WILSON WILSON
Maggie of Margate. GABRIELLE WoDNIL
The Destiny of Claude. MAY WYNNE
The Red Fleur De Lys. MAY WYNNE
6/- NET

A Tour through Old Provence. A. S. FORREST
Large Crown 8vo, profusely illustrated, cloth gilt.

A Motor Tour through England and France.
ELIZABETH YARDLEY. Crown 8vo, illustrated.

Guerilla Leaders of the World. By PERCY CROSS
STANDING. With a preface by the Earl of Dundonald. Crown
8vo, illustrated.

Old Clifford’s Inn. PERCIVAL J. S. PERCEVAL
A history of the earliest of the old Inns at Chancery. Illustrated
with nearly 50 drawings by the author. Large crown 8vo, cloth gilt.

Our Fighting Sea Men. LIONEL YEXLEY
Large crown &vo, cloth.

A Woman’s Winter in South America.
CHARLOTTE CAMERON. Crown 8vo, illustrated.

Joy of Tyrol. Edited by J. M. BLAKE

Mlustrated with over 100 original drawings in the text by the
Author. In crown 8vo, cloth gilt.
“The book is a triumph.”—Evening Standard.

The Physiology of Faith and Fear ; or, the Mind
in Health and Disease. By WILLIAM S. SADLER, M.D.

The Ridge of the White Waters. Impressions of
a visit to Johannesburg, with some notes on Durban, Delagoa Bay,

and the Low Country. By WILLIAM C. SCULLY, Illustrated,
Crown 8vo.
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6/-
The Retrospect. ADA CAMBRIDGE
Crown 8vo, cloth gilt.

Woman Adrift. The Menace of Suffragism. HAROLD
OWEN. Crown 8vo. Second edition.

The Sweep of the Sword. From Marathon to Mafe-
king (A Complete Battle Book). ALFRED H. MILES. Dedicated
by special permission to Field-Marshal Earl Roberts, V.C. In
large crown 8vo. (over 600 pages), with a photogravure frontispiece,
16 full-page illustrations of world-famous battle pictures, printed
on art paper, and nearly 150 illustrations in the text, handsomely
bound 1n cloth gilt, with special design.

Our National Songs. ALFRED H. MILES
With Pianoforte Accompaniments. Full music Size.  Cloth, gilt
edges.

5/- NET

The White Slave Market. By MRs. ARCHIBALD
MACKIRDY (Olive Christian Malvery). Author of ““The Soul
Market,“ etc. And W. N. Willis, 16 years Member of Parliament
of Australia. Crown 8vo, cloth.

French Music in the Nineteenth Century.
ARTHUR HERVEY. Crown 8vo, with Portraits.

Sea and Coast Fishing (with special reference to
Calm Water Fishing in Inlets and Estuaries. F. G. AFLALO.
With over 50 illustrations, from drawings and photographs, printed
throughout on art paper. Crown 8vo.

Diners a Deux. S. BEACH CHESTER
Crown 8vo.

Love Letters of a Japanese. Being the corre-
spondence of a Japanese man with his English betrothed. G. N.
MORTLAKE. Second ed., with an Introduction by Dr. MARIE
C. STOPES. Large crown 8vo, white cloth gilt, chaste design.

The History of Garrards, Crown Jewellers, 1721—
1911.  Printed throughout on art paper, in two colours, with
nearly 40 whole-page illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth gilt.

The ABC about Collecting (second edition). Sir
JAMES YoxAaLL, M.P. Large cr. 8vo, profusely illustrated with
numerous line and 32 pages of half-tone illustrations. The subjects
include, among others, China, Clocks, Prints, Books, Pictures,
Furniture and Violins.

ABC of Collecting Old English China. J. F

BLACKER. Large cr. 8vo, profusely illustrated with numerous line
and 64 pages of half-tone illustrations, printed on art paper.
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The A BC of Japanese Art. J.F. BLACKER
Profusely illustrated with 150 line and 100 half-tone illustrations,
printed on art paper. In large crown 8vo.

A B C of Collecting Old English Pottery. J. F.

BLACKER. Large cr. 8vo, illustrated with about 400 line and 32
pages of half-tone illustrations.

The ABC of Collecting Old Continental Pottery.
]. F. BLACKER. Large cr. 8vo, fully illustrated with line and
half-tone illustrations.

The Production of the Printed Catalogue. The
Preparation, Printing, and Publication of Catalogues of Libraries,
Museums, Art Galleries, Publishers, Booksellers and Business
Houses, with a Chapter on the Monotype Machine, and an Appen-
dix of Type Faces, by ALEX. J. PHILIP. Cr. 8vo, illustratedl.J

ABC Guide to Mythology. HELEN A. CLARKE

5s. net.

ABC Guide to Music. DANIEL GREGORY MASON
5s. net.

ABC Guide to Pictures. CHARLES H. CAFFIN
5s. net.

ABC Guide to United States History. HENRY
W. ELSON. 5s. net.

Standard Concert Repertory, and other Concert
Pieces. GEORGE P. UPTON. Fully illustrated with portraits. In
cr. 8vo, cloth gilt.

Anomalies of the English Law. ““The Law in the
Dock.” S. BEACH CHESTER. Crown 8vo, cloth.

5/-
ALFRED H. MILES’ NEW SERIES
For Boys and Girls. Large crown 8vo, 384 pages, fully illustrated.
In the Lion’s Mouth. Fierce Fights with Wild Men,

Wild Animals, and Wild Nature. By THEODORE ROOSEVELT,
CLIVE FENN, etc. With coloured plates. A Book for Boys.

Where Duty Calls; or Danger Stories of courage
and adventure. By EVELYN EVERETT-GREEN, GRACE STEBBING,
etc. With coloured plates. A Book for Girls.

"Twixt Life and Death on Sea and Shore. A Book
for Boys.

Heroines of the Home and the World of Duty. A
Book for Girls.

A Book of Brave Boys All the World Over.
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A Book of Brave Girls At Home and Abroad.
In the Teeth of Adventure Up and Down the World.

The Case for Protection. ERNEST EDWIN WILLIAMS,
F.R.S.S. Large cr. 8vo.

The Boy’s Book of Sports, Pastimes, Hobbies and
Amiisements. E. KEBLE CHATTERTON. Cloth gilt.

Thf/{ Library of Elocution. Edited by ALFRED H.
ILES.

4/- NET

Coloured Designs for Wall and Ceiling Decor-

ation. Edited by ARTHUR SEYMOUR JENNINGS.
Port folio.

3/6 NET
Woman in Music. GEORGE P. UPTON
With an Appendix and Index. In small crown 8vo, cloth gilt,
3s. 6d. net. Persian yapp, gilt (boxed), 5s. net.

The Practical Art of Graining and Marbling.
JAMES PETRIE. In 14 parts, 36. 6d. net each.

The Human Machine. An Inquiry into the Diversity
of Human Faculty in its Bearings upon Social Life, Religion,
Education, and Politics. J. F. NISBET. Fifth and new edition.
Crown 8vo.

Original Poems. By ALFRED H. MILES.
rown 8vo, cloth gilt, with photogravure portrait frontispiece.

"The poems cover a wide range of thought and emotion. Many of the lyrics are
full oftenderness and charm. T%le ballads have colour, warmth and movement, and
at times a touch of that fine enthusiasm that stirs the blood like the sound of a
trumpet. Mr. Miles is a poet of the people.”—The Bookman.

The Aldine Reciter. Modern Poetry for the Plat-
form, the Home, and the School.  With Hints on Public Speaking,
Elocution, Action, Articulation, Pitch, Modulation, etc. By ALFRED
H. MILES. Crown 4to, 676 pages, cloth gilt.

Three Modern Seers (JAMES HINTON, F. NIETZSCHE
AND EDWARD CARPENTER). MRs. HAVELOCK ELLIS. Illustrated
with 4 photogravure plates, crown 8vo, cloth gilt.

3/- NET

Practical Gilding, Bronzing and Lacquering.
FREDK. SCOTT-MITCHELL. 175 pages, crown §vo.

Practical Stencil Work. FRrReEDK. SCOTT-MITCHELL.
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Practical Church Decoration. ARTHUR Louis
DUTHIE. 176 pages, crown 8vo.

Decorators’ Symbols, Emblems and Devices.
GUY CADOGAN ROTHERY, 119 original designs, crown 8vo.

The Painters’ and Builders’' Pocket Book. (New
Edition.) PETER MATTHEWS.

Scumbling and Colour Glazing.

2/6 NET

Marriage Making and Breaking. CHARLES TIBBITS
With Foreword by A. C. Plowden, Equ Chief Magistrate at
Marylebone Police Court. In cr. 8vo, cloth.

The Beau. Illustrated with photogravures and line draw-
ings. Nos. | and 2 now ready. 2/6 net each.

The Welshman’s Reputation. <°AN ENGLISHMAN™
In crown 8vo, cloth.

A Garland of Verse for Young People. Edited
by ALFRED H. MILES. Handsome cloth gilt.

The Lord of Creation. T. W. H. CROSLAND
The Egregious English. ANGUS MCNEILL
Crown 8vo.

Monte Carlo. Facts and Fallacies. SR HIRAM S.
MAXIM. With illustrations by George A. Stevens. Crown 8vo.

The Flowing Bowl. A Treatise on Drinks of all
kinds and of all periods, interspersed with sundry anecdotes and
geminiscences. EDWARD SPENCER (“Nathaniel Gubbins’). Crown

VO.

Cakes and Ales. A memory of many meals, the whole
interspersed with various Recipes, more or less original, the Anec-
dotes, mainly veracious. EDWARD SPENCER (‘Nathaniel Gubbins’).
Crown 8vo, 4th edition.

Pluto and Proserpine. A Poem. JOHN SUMMERS.

In crown 8vo.

This is my Birthday. ANITA BARTLE. With an
introduction by ISRAEL ZANGWILL. Handsomely bound, gilt and
gilt top, 756 pages, 2S. 6d. net.; paste grain,limp, gilt edges (boxed),
3s. net: paste grain, padded, gilt edges (boxed), 4s. net; velvet
calf, gilt edges (%oxed), 5s. net.

A unique birthday-book containing beautiful and characteristic
quotations from the greatest poets, artists, philosophers, statesmen,
warriors, and novelists.
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2/6

Cole’s Fun Doctor. First Series. The funniest book
in the world. E. W. COLE. 384 pp., crown 8vo, cloth, 2S. 6d.

Cole’s Fun Doctor. Second Series. The funniest
book in the world. E. W. COLE. 440 pp , crown Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

A White Australia Impossible. E. W. coLE

Crown 8vo, cloth.

Truth. E. W. coLe
Cloth gilt, crown 8vo.
2/- NET

Cole’s Intellect Sharpener. E. W. COLE

Demy 4to, with numerous illustrations.
Containing 2,000 Riddles, and 500 Puzzles and Games.

Federation of the Whole World. Edited by E. W. COLE,
Bein&ig fifty prize essays for and against the Federation of the
World, illustrated with representive portraits of all nations.
Crown 8vo, cloth.

This Funny World. F. RAYMOND COULSON (DEMOCRITUS).
Author of “ A Jester’s Jingles.” Crown 8vo, cloth gilt.

A Book of Short Plays. MRS. DE COURCY LAFEAN. Crown 8vo.

Zinc Oxide and its uses. J. CRUICKSHANK SMITH, B.Sc.,
F.C.S., with a chapter by DR. A. P. LAURIE.

Phases, Mazes and Crazes of Love. Compiled by MINNA
T. ANTRIM, with coloured illustrations on each page. i8mo.

Your Health! IDELLE PHELPS, A book of toasts, aphorisms
and thymes. With coloured illustrations by H. A. KNIPE. i8mo.

Home Occupations for Boys and Girls. BERTHA JOHNSTON
Small 8vo, cloth.

How to Train Children. EMMA CHURCHMAN HEWITT. Small
8vo, cloth.
"RITA'S" NOVELS. 2/ NET EACH.
Uniform Revised Edition in Cr. 8vo, cloth, coloured wrapper.

The Countess Daphne. My Lord Conceit.
Corinna. The Man in Possession.
Asenath of the Ford. Faustine.

Edelweiss. The Laird of Cockpen.

““Rita'" has a gift for portraying the emotions of the heart which few modern writers
have equalled, and this new revised edition of her stories should meet with wide
. acceptance.

Sugar Round the Pill. E. W. COLE

A cyclopedia of Fib, Fact and Fiction, containing some 1,500
items of amusing and ingenious Falsechood and Fact, and 1,250
items of Fun. In crown 8vo, cloth.
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STANLEY PAUL'S 2/- (net)
NOVELS

Cr, 8vo, cloth, pictorial wrapper, 2s. net each.
The Bungalow under the Lake (2nd edition). CHARLES E.

PEARCE
Clive Lorimer’s Marriage (2nd edition).  E. EVERETT-GREEN
Pretty Barbara (2nd edition). ANTHONY DYLLINGTON
Impertinent Reflections (5th edition). COSMO HAMILTON
Lﬁm%{ Lips (2nd edition). WILLIAM LE QUEUX
-The Riding Master (6th edition).

DOLF
In Fear of a Throne (2nd edition). 50 illustrations. R. ANDOM
The Lion’s Skin (2nd edition). RAFAEL SABATINI
Young Nick and Old Nick (2nd edition). S. R. CROCKETT
Love, the Thief (5th edition).

_ Tropical Tales (7th edition). DOLF WYLLARDE K
The Cheerful Knave (4th edition). E. KEBLE HOWARD1
The Trickster (3rd edition). G. B. BURGIN
Love Besieged (3rd edition).

—* The Artistic Temperament (3rd edition). JANE WARDLE —

16 NET

The Diners-Out Vade Mecum. A pocket ““Who’s Who” on
the manners and customs of Society Functions, Toasts and
Sentiments, Indoor Amusements, etc. ALFRED H. MILES. In
fcap. 8vo (61 x 3g), cloth bound, round corners, iS. 6d. net.
Leather, 2S. net.

Verses. DOLF WYLLARDE
With Photogravure Frontispiece. Paper, is. 6d. net. Cloth,
2S. 6d. net.

STANLEY PAUL'S 1/- (net)
NOVELS

Stiff pictorial board covers, Is. net ; cloth, 2s. net.

28 A Babe in Bohemia. FRANK DANBY
22 The Garden of Life. 2nd Edition. KATE HORN
23 No. 5, John Street. 20th Edition. RICHARD WHITEING
24 Dr. Phillips: A Maida-Vale Idyll. FRANK DANBY |
27 Tropical Tales. 7th Edition. DOLF WYLLARDE
1 The Widow—to say Nothing of the Man. HELEN ROWLAND
2 Thoroughbred. FRANCIS DODSWORTH
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Stanley Paul's One Shilling (net) Novels—continued,

3 The Spell of the Jungle. ALICE PERRIN
4 The Sins of SOCletK/I Drury Lane Novels). CECIL RALEIGH
5 The Marriages of ayfalr (ditto). E. KEBLE CHATTERTON
6 A Ten Pound Penalty. H. NOEL WILLIAMS
7 Priests of Progress. G. COLMORE
+ 8§ Gay Lawless. HELEN MATHERS
§ 9 A Professional Rider. Mrs. EDWARD KENNARD
I0 The Devil in London. GEO. R. SIMS
13 Fatal Thirteen. WILLIAM LE QUEUX
14 Brother Rogue and Brother Saint. TOM GALLON
15 The Death Gamble. GEo. R. Sivs
16 The Mystery of Roger Bullock. TOM GALLON
17 Bardelys, the Magnlﬁcent RAFAEL SABATINI
19 The Cabinet Minister’s Wife. GEeo. R. SIMS
20 The Dream—and the Woman. TOM GALLON
21 The Ghost Pirates. w. HOPE HODGSON
THE SATIRICAL SERIES, 1/- NET
25 The Perfidious Welshman. " DRAIG GLAS"

10th Edition. Containing a reply to his Critics.

= & America—ThroughEnglish Eyes. 2nd Edmon “ RITA"
11

The UnspeakableScot. . H. CROSLAND
12 Lovely Woman. T W H. CROSLAND
18 Billicks. A. Sx. JOHN ADCOCK
1/- NET
Arnold’s Handbook of House Painting, Decorating,
Varnishing, Graining, etc. HERBERT ARNOLD

Paul's “Simplicode." M. Levy. Crown 8vo.

The Everyday Pudding Book. F. K. A tasty recipe for every
day in the year. Crown 8vo, strongly bound.

Everyday Savouries: A Savoury for every day in the year.
By MARIE WORTH. Crown 8vo, strongly bound.

Drawing Room Entertainments. New and Original Mono-
logues, Duologues, Dialogues and Playlets for Home and Platform
use. Edited %y ALFRED H. MILES.  In crown 8vo, red limp, iS.
net; cloth gilt, iS. 6d. net; paste grain, gilt, 3s. net; Persian
yapp, gilt, 4s. net.

Ballads of Brave Women. Crown 8vo, red limp, is. net; cloth

ilt, is. 6d. net; paste grain, gilt, 3s. net; Persian yapp, gllt top,
S. net.

The Shilling Music Series. Edited by ALFRED H. MILES. Each

with Pianoforte Accompaniments. Full Music size. iS. net each.

1 FORTY ENGLISH SONGS 5 FAVOURITE SONGS FOR THE

2 FIFTY SCOTCH SONGS CONTRALTO VOICE

S THIRTY-SIX ENGLISH SONGS 6 SONGS OF THE QUEEN'S NAYEE
AND BALLADS 7 FAVOURITE SONGS FOR THE

4 FIFTY IRISH AND WELSH SONGS TENOR VOICE
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Canada To-day, 1912. Its Progress, Prosperity and Opportunities.
300 illustrations, Maps and Plans, 240 pp, (133X92), iS. net;
or half-bound stiff boards, 2S. net.

Divorce in its Ecclesiastical Aspect. Being a rejoinder by
‘Viator’ to " The Question of Divorce” by the Bishop of
Birmingham. Crown 8vo, cloth, IS. net.

Sidelights on the Court of France. By LIEUT.-COL. ANDREW
C. P. HAGGARD, D.S.0. Cloth.

SD. NET

The Librarian and Book World. The Independent Professional
Journal for the Professional Man. Published Monthly, 6d. net.

Ideal Cookery. (10th Edition.) LILIAN CLARKE. 8vo, boards,
6d. net.

Punctuation Simplified. (22nd Thousand.) T. BRIDGES.
Medium 8vo, 6d. net.

The Burden of 1909. ELDON LEE. In crown 8vo, paper cover,
6d. net.

The Coming Dominion of Rome in Britain. By the author
of ‘The Great Pyramid.” Crown 8vo, paper, 6d. net.

The Aldine Reciters. Edited by ALFRED H. MILES. In crown 4to,
double columns, 128 pages. Price 6d. net each.

THE ENGLISH RECITER | THE SCOTCH RECITER
THE AMERICAN RECITER THE MODERN RECITER
THE VICTORIAN RECITER | THE SHAKESPEARE RECITER

The New Reciter Series. By various Authors. Edited by ALFRED
H. MILES, 96 pages, large 4to, double columns, clear type on
good paper, handsome cover design in three colours, 6d. net.
(Also 1n cloth, IS. net.)

THE FIRST FAVOURITE RECITER | THE UP-TO-DATE RECITER

6D.

The Al Reciter Series. (Over half-a-million copies already sold.)
By various Authors. Edited by ALFRED H. MILES. Each in
large folio, paper cover, well printed. Price 6d. each.

1 THE A1 RECITER | 4 THE A1 ELOCUTIONIST

2 THE A 1 SPEAKER 5 THE A1 BEADER
3 THE A1 BOOK OF RECITATIONS | 6 THE A1 BOOK OF READINGS

3d. NET
The Budget and Socialism of Mr. Lloyd George. J.
BUCKINGHAM POPE. In crown 8vo, paper, 3d. net.

French Gardening without Capital. E. KENNEDY ANTON.
In medium 8vo, paper, 3d. net; cloth, 9d. net.

1D.

The Commentator. The real Conservative weekly. One Penny
Weekly.
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NEW TITLES.
Edelweiss

Only an Actress

The Apple of Eden

Gay Lawless

The Dream—and the Woman
Love Besieged

A Benedick in Arcady
Justice of the King'

The Man in Possession

A Will in a Well

Edward and I and Mrs. Honeybun
Priscilla of the Good Intent
Fatal Thirteen

A Struggle for a Ring

A Shadowed Life

The Mystery of Coldo Fell
A Woman’s Error

Claribel's Love Story

At the Eleventh Hour
Love's Mask

The Wooing of Rose

‘White Abbey

Heart of his Heart

The Wonder of Love
Go-Heiresses

The Evolution of Katherine
The Love of His Life

A Charity Girl

The House of Sunshine
Dare and Do

Beneath a Spell

The Man She Married

The Mistress of the Farm
Little Lady Charles

A Splendid Destiny
Cornelius

Trafic

St. Elmo

Indiscretions

The Trickster

The City of the Golden Gate
Shoes of Gold

Adventures of a Pretty Woman
Troubled Waters

The Human Boy Again
Stolen Honey

-CLEAR
NOVELS

"RITA"

““RITa *

E. TEMPLE THURSTON
HELEN MATHERS

ToM GALLON

CHARLES E. PEARCE
HALLIWELL SUTCLIFFE
HAMILTON DRUMMOND
"Rita"

E. EVERETT-GREEN

KATE HORN

HALLIWELL SUTCLIFFE
WILLIAM LE QUEUX
CHARLOTTE BRAME
CHARLOTTE BRAME
CHARLOTTE BRAME
CHARLOTTE BRAME
CHARLOTTE BRAME
CHARLOTTE BRAME

EFFIE ADELAIDE ROWLANDS
EFFIE ADELAIDE ROWLANDS
EFFIE ADELAIDE ROWLANDS
MADAME ALBANESI
MADAME ALBANESI
E. EVERETT-GREEN
E. TEMPLE THURSTON
ADELAIDE ROWLANDS
ADELAIDE ROWLANDS
ADELAIDE ROWLANDS
ADELAIDE ROWLANDS
ADELAIDE ROWLANDS
ADELAIDE ROWLANDS
ADELAIDE ROWLANDS
EFFIE ADELAIDE ROWLANDS
EFFIE ADELAIDE ROWLANDS
Mrs. HENRY DE LA PASTURE
E. TEMPLE THURSTON
AUGUSTA EVANS WILSON
COSMO HAMILTON

G. B. BURGIN

E. EVERETT-GREEN
HAMILTON DRUMMOND
FLORENCE WARDEN
HEADON HILL

EDEN PHILLPOTTS

ADA & DUDLEY JAMES

EFFIE
EFFIE
EFFIE
EFFIE
EFFIE
EFFIE
EFFIE
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