
"That is true," said Beppo, nodding "But
people do not know that." he added wisely. "'

When
the heart beats they run away. That is very
foolish/!

They talked until the sunset fade;! and the
dusk crept into the poor little yard. Lucia v.;ts
going over i: all again; and once more Beppo
listened breathlessly. >:>: years before, when Lucia
was twelve, the great Agne»e Ariso; lying prisoner
With" a twisted ankle at the Marathon hotel, had
heard the little girl singing in the corridor, had
calle iher to her, bidden her sing, and had cried out
:•> Lucia's mother. "Hut she has a voice like no
v ike in the world

—
with the life of t\\.> voices!"

Thereafter, for her amusement in the time of her
enforced idleness, the Signora Ariw> had taught
the little girl her own role in

"
L-i Zittgara," and

Lucia had danced and sung before her as the (iipsy
Arlirie, had all but learned to sing from Arline's
tender waking song to the finale. It had been
pastime for the Ariso. It seemed more than a
fortunate chance for the littlegirl, for the signora
had appeared in Marathpn at all only by reason of a
railway awkwardness which was wont to leave
travelers Marathon bound over night.

But nothing had come of the fortunate chance, a:i«i
Lucia had lived silently in Marathon; until now, ":>v
the same railway awkwardness, and because, the
local papers said, "the signorina remembered Mar.i-
thon's'ovation to her distinguished mother, *\u25a0 Signor-;
ma Mona Ari>o was to sing "La Zuigara" in the
Marathon opera hbusej Hut all these years, while
Lucia had dreamed and wept with longing to sing
what sang itself to her, she had gone over and over
what the Signora Agnese had taught her, and had
made ither own.

And now the time was come! She would l'> to
Mona Ari>o, she would speak to her in the voice of
her longing, and Mona Ariso must understand:

"Andwhat ifshe takes you awav
—

that woman?*!
asked Beppo almost fiercely.

"Why. then, please Heaven. Iwill go with her
—

that woman !
"

Lucia cried.
"

What else ?
"

Beppo looked at her. her face glowing like a rose
in the dusk. "Hut 1 love you," he reminded her

For answer she darted a little away and broke
into A- tender waking song-

she sang, with all her poignant, passionate youth-
fulness." in her full, amazing tones, and all her
matchless tenderness. Beppo, seeing this shadowy
Lucia, realized almost in misery how magical her
great beauty iiui-t prove to others.

"Oh, you" foolish Beppo!'' Lucia said. "Alivavs,
always— here, there

—
in a world ofa thousand towns—

'Ilove you ',1 See what 1 will do when she comes!
Iwill make her name a time when you shall play
for the master of the Ariso's orchestra. 1 have

"Lucia." said Bep] breathlessly, "you will do

A week later Lucia, with a yellow llower above
her ear, and a tinkling tfangle bracelet 0:1 one arnii!
ami the lace petticoat that had been Agnese Ariso's
fluttering below her cheap blouse, stepped; with a
very pretty timidity,into the orKce of tne Marathon
hotel. "1 wish to .see the Signorina Mona Ari.-vi,
please." she announced at the desk:. The clerk
puckered his pale lip.> and stared] Lucia was .so

exquisitely Italian, so unlike the hotel lobby! "The
sig-norina;" said the clerk in h:.»> unwinking way,
"is not to be disturbed until eleven."

Lucia went out past the lobby idlers with her
first sinking of the heart. At eleven Lucia was
there to ask again. The signorina was at break-
fast. At twelve Lucia asked for her again. The
signorina had gone t.. drive. Lucia haunted the
hotel door, deaf to the comments of the loungers at
the entrance. And when the signorina at last re-
turned, driving in the elephantine b'rougHamJ Mar-
athon's most luxurious cab, with Bramey, who
played a mouth organ, c>n the box, Lucia was
waiting close to the curb. This. then, was she!

When Lucia first saw her the Signorina Mona
Ariso was laughing. "See. Madame iv... >

—
it i=> an

c>ccasion. such a day!'! Lucia heard her saying as
:. •• carriage stopped. The signorina wore some-
thing made oflace, in great meshes' with a fluttering
scarf; and jewels on three fingeriTofa gesturing hand.
UeMiie her sat a querulous little woman whose wrap
\\a> drawn high about her throat, and whom the
signorina, st:lt laughing, serenely preceded v* she

i V ' tlie •
Lucia went quickly forward and stood before

them. The girl's face was pale and her breath was
quick and. in her fear, her voice was suddenly
scarcely audible. "Signorina." she said in Italian^
"ifyou would hear me! Will you not let me

— "

Itwas wonderful how the signorina did it
—

won-
derful, if it had not been so cruel. She steppe t
across the walk, still smiling; and her eyes were un-
seeing, like the eyes of one who speaks another
tongue. The hand, jeweled on three lingers, was
momentarily lifted to her fluttering scarf as she
swept past Lucia an I entered the door of the

Lucia took a swift forward. "Signorina!".
she cried.

Then the querulous little woman sj>oke to Lucia.
not sharplj, but witha kind weary impersonality.
"•You mustn't peak to people you don't know,
my chilil." she said. "Ask at the hotelfdesk for
whatever you want." She h••>ked over her >hi>ulder.
"There are no free seats, you know," she added

\u25a0

Lucia went blindly home. To sing was so easy!
The world was so difficult! Her grief was a kind
of rage that longed to spend itself.but her heart
was heavy as a child's, in incalculable .•\u25a0,-.

Beppo was sitting in the yard, under the poor
little oleander, lie came to meet her, his •\u25a0'•:.

face thrust eagerly forward. One look in her eyes
told him of some tragedy.

'
She said

—
what did

she say?" he cried.
Lucia sobbed, and di Inot hide her ice. ""All

this f<.r ::-.<.\u25a0"• You >::.\u25a0!! not! 1 myself. But—

hied

it t<> 1 i
:

:
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