
or.let her either. But we had not a
lira between us at the time, a^d ;6nly

the rags in Which we sat barefoot in
the boat. Besides, Ihad to know the
name of the aiilraal who- had- threat-
ened a. woman/ and such a woman as
this! '-.r:

. "For "a long.'"time she refused to tell'
me.-with splendid obduracy, butIv was
as determined as she, so that she, made
conditions. Iwas not: to"''go"and get put'
in;prison -for sticking a.knife into him—

he wasn't worth it—and,Idid prom-;
iso not to stab him In the rback. Faus-
tina seemed; qult9 eatlsflcd, though a
little pUazled by'my, manner, having

herself the racial tolerance for cold
steel, und' next moment she had. taken
away, ;my. breath. ,'lt is Stefano,' she
whispered arid ..hung^ her, head.

"And well 'she might; '.poor' tiling!
Stefano, of all creatures on God'.s
earth— fpr her I • '• .

',-_, \u0084"Biinn>v" he.was a miserable little un-
dersized •--.wretch. ;. ilNfavored,- servile,
surly arid:second only to"bis master in
bestial r cunning urid ;hypocrisy! His
face was enough for'mc; that, was what
Iread In It."arid Idon't often make mis-
Itakes. '} He "was jCorbucci's :own-confl-
diintiul;body.- servant, ,and that .alone
was enough to/ dam,n him In decent

'"eyes'; always '\u25a0 came but first on the Sat-
unjiiy;with the. spese. to fhave all ready.;
for/his arid currant mistress, 1

and stayed ;behind; on;tha Monday •to
clear, ahd .lock Jup. Stefano: That,- \\"orni!:
Icould w^lluiidorstarid his threatening

.•'a'-.womkn 'with a knife.. .What beat me
wits ,how aiiy;wopiariJcould ever', huvQi
listened to .'him; above all,"that- Faus-
tina 'should, be ;the "orie!/;It pans s

ed my
conipreliciisio'hi-, But-I

'
quest ion.yd 'her.

;;aB;gcritJyrps;<l: could, and her explaha--
:.tibn was largely tljc threadbare one you 1

-wq\ild expect. 'Her parents were 'so

poor. ",.They were so many iin family.

tSojne. ot them- begged— would Iprom
-

Isq never, to tell? Then-some [of them
gtol<>7—som«timt;6-— and .ill';"k_new.\T.the
ipaine^of actual, want. f,She looked after.-
the'eows. but-there were only two of
tlicmrund brou'gli t the nillk to;the vine-
yard; and;'elBowhcre,, but that was not

Iemployment vfor. more than onr. «and;

•there' were countless sisters waiting- to
. takts her place. he was so rich;

iStefano. '.. . •"'_'.' --.-v • -r^-'p.
'*

rJ'.iJ.'.'RichTVM; echoed.; .'Stefano'. ;
\u25a0- "'Sl,' Arturo mio/y. •

-
:."Ye*.Iplaycd'the game on th?tt vine-/

.yard. Bunny, even;to going by.my o\vn
'

;nrst_nam«;^ ."-,'\u25a0 ; \u25a0. v.
'

\u25a0'
'

• ..',:'. • ';
•\u25a0" 'Arid'how^cdnjes he.tb.b'e rich?'

'
I

asjeed- suspiciously.^ ;;'• /\ -(
: " *

;!':%VShe vdid*;notlknow, but he;hart 'given
Iher.' such'; beautiful, jewels,! the -. family.
» liad-Jlved'on: them for.months." she- pre-'
tending .'aii-'avbcatvliad' taken charge *of!. thrm 'for .' her ;'.•against \u25a0•,-.her vmarriage. :

But:Icared nothing; about -all.that.. . ,
'.'\u25a0 P";jewels! '-; Stefano!' Icould unly
mUtten;

- ••- - ':"'..)- *."' .v.
v ..'

'*'l.'PerhifPSi the "Count"; has paid for,
Vsbme^of/therii.^Hc is very kind.'; ,Vv::
\u25a0r"'i;,To;ybu,-lS'-he?V- ;::t-»--.-:-:-r"v-.''v -: •;:.-
S* w'OhT.ycs^very^kiricj.'.^*-:- " ,v •*•j- -

\u25a0 '.",''And you would t live in hla house
'

sAXeTvizxAV^ . S' .- J^ '\u25a0:'- "\u25a0' '

-^'"Notnow.-mia cara— not.now!'
*\u25a0:••- 'No;

-
by \u25a0< God,** you"don't!** said I

•
in

English./ 'But you would have done so,

"ipKcqurse. That was' arranged. The
Count is really,very kind.* ."

!Do you see anything of him when he
comes here?'-. .

•'Yes. iie had sometimes brought her
Httl^' presents, sweetmeats, ribbons and
the likc'but the offering had always been
made .through. this: toad:; of. a Stefano.
Knowing,the man. "I*n6w-Vknew'all. . But
Faustina, she had the pure and simple
heart, and the white soul, by the God

. who.made It,and for all her kindness. to
a tattered scapegrace who "made love to
her;in.broken Italian between .the -ripples

and. :the stars. She /Vltos not to know
.what I"wa3," remember, and besides Cor-
biicciand his henchman Iwas ths Arch-
angel Gabriel come down to earth. /

"Well;" as Ilay awake that night, two
more, lines of Swinburne came into my-
head and canie to stay:-•- ''Odd said, 'Let him who wins her take

\u25a0'*And;? keep Faustine.'
:"On that couplet I.slept at last, and it
was my text and watchword when I
awoke in*the morning. Iforgot how well
you ,know your Swinburne. Bur.ny, but
don't- you run .away with the idea that•there, was anything else in* common te-
,tween his Faustine- and mine. For . the
ilast time let me tell you that poor Faus-
tina was the whitest and the, best Iever
knew.' S \u0084 -.- " " ,. "Well. Iwas strung up for trouble when
the next Sunday came, and \ l'll tell you

what I. had done. I had
*

broken the
\u25a0pledge and -burgled Corbucd'a villa Inmy
best, manner.

'
during his absence In

Naples. Not that it gave me the slightest
'trouble, but ,no;human being- could have
"toIG that 1had been In when Icame out.

"\u25a0-: AndIhad stolen ,nothing, mark- you, but
'.only;borrowed a revolver from-a drawer
in "the (Jount's desk, with one or two
fTifiing-* accessories; --or .by; this time I

.had -the measure of these •damned Neapo-
-lltans. They arc spry enough with .a
jknife, but you show-them; the business"

end;of.a shooting iron and "they'll streak
like rabbits; for the nearest hole. But
the revolver wasn't- for my own use. It
was for Faustina, a/id Itaught her, how
to use it;in.the cave, down- there bythe

\u25a0sea shooting at candles stuck upon the:
rock.

'"
The noise In the cave was some--

thlng^frlghtful." but
'

high :up above it
couldn't! be heard* at* all, as we •proved to
each other's; satisfaction pretty early in
the proceeding?. \So -now Faustina .was
armed with"munitions -qf self-defen?e,

and ;I,knew jenough"- of her; character- to
entertain no doubt' as to their spirited

• use
'
upon .Between the two of

;us,. in..fact; our tfriend "-<Stefano seemed
tolerably certain of a, warm week-end. .

:..:,-'. "But the Saturday brought: word that
the C6unt^yvas..nbt coming this week,
being'-ln; Rome' on business and unable
to.'.return in"time, so for,a whole \u25a0 Sun

- '

day- we were promised peace. .and made
bold „plans accordingly. ;;There was- no

• further merit,"' in*hushjrig thls^ thing up^-
.'Let;himawho ~ wins take .and, keep•
Faustine. V.1 Yes,"'but,;letihimj^winih^r.'x

iOpculy/ or..lose. her r

-
and .be.darcned .to,.

him! *\u25a0\u25a0 So on the' Sunday Iwas going to
have-lt out»withiher;pcople-7rwith the'
Count

"
and*Stefaho ? as -\u25a0 sqon-«as'\ ;

-
they >

such a garden, Bunny
—

oleapders and mi-
mosa, myrtles, rosemary and red tangles
of ttfry. untamed flowers—-in a' corner of
thic garden was the top of a subterranean
stair down to the sea; at least there were
nearly >"0u gteps tunneled through- tlie
solid rock; then an iron gatei and another
eighty steps In the open air, and last of
ail a cave fit for pirates a-penny-plaln-
and-twopence-cclored. This cave gave
upon the sv/cetest little, thing In coves,
all deep blue water and honest rocks; and
here Ilooked after the Vineyard shipping,
a pot-be!li<d tub with a- brown sail, «xid
a sort of dingy. The tub took the. wine to
Naples and the dingy was the tub's
tender.

"The house above was said to be on
the identical site of a. suburban retreat
of the admirable Tiberius. There was the
ole sinner's private theater, with the tiers
cut. clean to this day; the well where he
used to fatten his lampreys on his slaves,
and a ruined temple of those ripping old
Roman bricks, shallow as dominoes ',and
ruddier than . the cherry.- I;never ,was

mUch of an antiquary, but.lcould have
become one there ifI'd had nothing else
to do, but Ihad lots. .When Iwasn't
bury with:the boats Ihad. to trinj the.
vin«s or gather the srapss or even help
make tiie wine itself in a pool, dark,
musty vault underneath the temple that I
can see and smelUas Ijaw.. And can't I
hear it and feel it. too! Squish, squash,

bubble: quash, squish, guggle; ami your
feet .is though you had been w&dins
through slaughter to a throne. Yes, Bun-
ny, you mightn't think It;but this good
right foot, that never was on. the -wrong
side of the crease when.'the ball left my
hand, has also been' known to. \ - .

"crush the lees of pleasure ." \u25a0

From sanguine grapes of pain.". ,...-;\u25a0;
He mhde.fi sudden pause, vs s though

he had stumbled on the . truth in. Jest.
His face filled-with,lines. --.He was.sit-
ting- in the room that had' been ;bare
when first 1saw it,>Therc,wcre basket
chairs and. a table in it now,tall meant
ostensibly for me. ;ind...-. henco > Raffles
would slipto his bed 'with schoolboy
relish at every tinkle of the bell.' .This
afternoon We felt fairly,safe,- for:Thoo-
bald had* called in the ;morning, .and
Mrs. Theobald still took up'much of his
flnie. Through the.open .windpwi ":we
could hear the piano-orgun ana "Mar-
pa—ri" a fev7 hundred ynrds farther on.'
Ifancied \u25a0 Rdffies was listening: to It
while ho paused. :He> shook his head
abstractedl y. when -I;handed ghim "the
cigarettes,, and 'his- tone' hereafter wait
never just what it:had been. ."

"Idon't kiiow.Bunny, whether you're
a believer In.transmigration of soulb.-I
have often; thought;lteasier to believe
than lots of;other things,, and. Ir.have
been pretty near believing, in itmysejf
since Ihad my being 'on that vllla'iof
Tiberius/ The brute ;who had; it<in my
day. .If he isn't still

'
running: it.with a

whole .skin, was t.r•'
is "as "cold-blooded

,
ablackguard .-is the worst iof the Emper-

ors, but.I.have often thought he .had a
lot^lji;icommon. vrlthj-Tlberius. ;iiy;had
the great," high,.-sensual

"
Roinai\"nose,

eyes that were. sinks, of iniquity in
themselves,, arid that sweljcd with fat-
ness, like the^ rest ofihim, \ so thaf.;hfi
wheezed ifhe walked a yard; otherwise

rather a flno beast to look at,? with a
huge gray mustache, like a flying.guU.
and the most courteous manners even to
hi"s.' men, .but .one 7of. the worst,4Bunny,
one of the worst that ever,, was.'vlt-.was
said that the

-
vineyard was Vhla. only,

hobby. .If so; he did his =.b'<S3t [iaZnialie *
his hobby pay. He ? used -to cotne,? out .
froui Naples fdr.';the.;w'eekrends~- lnitfite
tub

#
when :ifwasn't -too"joug'h foi%;vhis|

nerves—and he, didn't'..' 'always, vcome^
alone. .His;very .najne, Vsduhded |jfjuri-ij
henlthy—Corbucci: Isuppose' loughf\tp
add. thai ho was iiQpiint, though Coujitsv-
are two-a-pennyyin Naples and* Jn sea-'*
son all. the'S'tar round,,*;

'
:
'

\u25a0

'*'-'"\u25a0
"lie had a.little English and liked to

air it upon me, niuclvto my disgust.' ::',lt;J
Icould npt hope to conceal my natfonV'
allty as yet Iat least did not- want. icTi'
have itadvertised., and! the swin9 had'^
English", friends.' When: he heard* that51*
unistwithlsipInNovember, when thiVbay i

is atill as warm as new.rnllkj he^would .
shake his wicked old head-ana" cay, 'You
are" very audashusß— you. arc v very
audnsliuss'' and put/on no end of side
before his 'Italians. -By; God,', hg/ had
pitched upon: the. right word unawares, ,
and Ilet him know itIn,th«-end! ;• \ ::

"But that bathing, Bunny; it-was>b- ;
solutely tlie best :I:Ieverj.had^anywliqre. I
Isaid' just now the-watpr ;was.;- like :
wine; in niyrown niind: I-.used to call
itblue champagne,; and ;was rather. an- i
noyed that Il'-ad_no;one; to udnilrc, the;
phrase. Otlierwis'fiJ assure .you that I
missed my own particular-kind ;.very

little luCeed. , though:TJ ;6ftenj-
that you were there, olfl<chati,' particu-
larly when Iwen t tof^my

-
lonesomo !

swim tlrst thinff in the morning; whfnf
the ba y;was all

-
rose\u25a0 v 16avcs, ;and last

thinir at nigHt." wfien your., body.caiight "

phoBphpreBefent'fire!^ Ah, yes,;it;was :y
jrdrd' fhouffh ;ijfe foria; change, ,a, per-,.:
feet* piracjlac'.to .liel'low -in,: .another ,
Edqn-unUr '*:;*- * •.•,--,''.', \u25a0

: ;:
:;" '

or Kve
'"

.-'.\u25a0' . .\u25a0' :-l': ''.. C.X''\u25a0 A*dli«-fetched ra sigh*that took away \u25a0

his ;>vorils;-.thch. his; jaws:snapped to-T;
gethcr apd ?.hlß ', eyes epoke terribly;J

jwhllq! he conriuered his demotion.' I^1

'pen the Uast'.wprii .advisedly. xI'fancy •:

it is.one^- which;.! havenever.;used.be-
fore*.in.^writing of;A.-'J.^Baffles,? for I-
cannot iit;the'- moment; recall, any 'other >.<
'occasion .upon ;whichv its ;;ugc would ;\
havu :'.been ;.Jitstltlcd.iv;;On:. rosumlng.f;
howover,; he was riot;,onlyr, calm*;but
cold;."and; this \u25a0 flyingifor.' safety, to ;the{
other aextfcnie

'
Is ith?-single "Jnßtance, of,'

self-drstrustV'which 'the present* Achates ,^
can to"the^credlt'of his iimpious ?
Aeneas.--.' ;; A

*
-C_
';';'";.; ';'";.- :.:^-.llw\'^.,'j

~~'-r
"

'\u25a0:.-.'
I•'! bailed 'the girlEve.";said

"
he.; ''Her..

real:;name was? Faustina; .and .^she was ,
one of a;-vastrj family^who'£l^ung out
in,.a hovel";6n':.theilnland'border of 'tfie;
vineyard. \u25a0 IAnd.;Aphrodite" rising frohi "\u25a0

the
'
sea'vWas

*
less/ wonderful -and?

-
*iot .-

more beautiful' than .Aphrodlte '• emci g- '\u25a0

ing;from that'hole !,^i- ;X/'-*-
v,*'/•:'.;'" v1v1

"It was the most
-
exquisite :-:face :Ij

eyerj saw 'or ishall {seeifin^thls ;llfe^-ab-^solutely 'perfect 'featured, .'a, that i'
rehiinded . you*ofj''old "gold,^- so {delicate "\u25a0

wan ':-its bronze ;magh 1fleerit hair,"._rot \u25a0" \u25a0?

black" ?but £nearlyj*and^such^ayea' and >j
teeth that would have made, the' ior-*i or-* :'

tune of a": fotce^wjthout. another point.
I

"
tell;yiju,.JBuhuy,^ London :woul«l r go

mad !ibputi/a.»;glrl^llke :that. . liut I
"don't be|teve|there'»tsuch another in the
"world. ::

l"Ari^y-tli"efic: she was* \u25a0\u25a0;.^Vaat:.nr;
her Xsweetness j,upon-\ that.

'lovelyS^lbut
deJiolatfr'; little;cQrjier,,jof. it! -Well. "sHe
:did"'hot"waSte^its''up6n.' >me.^ X Iwould
Imyc^hSufrWa^Jjier.^uhdi.-,; lived h.ipj,U'y
cy^rr';affefi\inMg'uch a7hoyelv as her pc j-

:plQ!^-£r..With4iicr.*s 1;0nly to:look at ho;-—
QnJy^tQlJobltoat^or for;the. rest, of my"
'days-^I-'CouWy have; lain low and re-
mained' dead*flven to you! .And tlr.i's
jiilI'm going* to tell you abrtut-.t^iai,
Bunny; cursed 'be he who

4
,tells '.more!

Yet; don't you run "away with ;he Me.i-
'tlidt'this poor>Faustina >vu.s the 'inly
woman I.ever cared "about. ')I-don't' be-
lieve ,ln all that "only"; rot; *uevertli«s-

r

JcsB;l tell you,that she was tile o»o
being;wl»o ever- entirely 'satisfied my
Berise of.beauty, andl honestly b'.l'uve
I"could have chucked/ the -, worM and i
been true .to Faustina,' for7that alone
-;-r"Wfi;inet'sQmetimes ;in the little tcmrpic Itold you übout;;* sometimes jamong
the vines, n<iw;,by.'honest accident, -now
by liagrant design, und found \a ready ;
madf' rtudezvous,; ;'romantic \u25a0*,-;' aa ldiie
could" wjsh.'Un tlie'cave:' down all;those
subterraiiean 'steps. -Tlien the sea .would
call üb—my bluo champagne, my spar-
klitisr cobalt^-iind, there -.was the dingy
ready .to oiirA.hurid. V Oh; those nights!
Inever kivjiw which Ilikad.best; the •
mopn lit ones when you sculled through^
silver arid rcould* se« for miles, or^ the
dark nights 'when

'
the .fishermen's /

torches stood for :the sea andCa red
zisr-ng in' the sky; for old Vesuvlus/-We
were .fhappy; r IUoji't rnlnd^' owning; it.
.We sf.cmednot to haye-ii -uare'lbetwceit :
u£.~ My..". riiutes took ho;lnterest :ln my,
JilTairs .and Faustina's » did not •
appear to' botheir about her.. The Coifnt
was;inNajilos tlveiiights of. the; seven;-..-
the other two we sighed apart. *•

\ ..
;"At first it'was, theTbldest. story in'
lltorature-^-Kdtih' plus EvcjiTh.e., place
had. been a lieavcn on-earth' before, l>ut

;

now it,\vae heaven, itself. Sofor ulit-:
tlo'.' Thon.one nigrlit^-ii'Monday. nigl>t-f-
Faustina burst^oiit crying;in: the boat;
and sobbed her" story (as, wei>.drifted

'
without mishap by the morcy :of the
Lord..'-= And ,-tliat was- almost fas old- a >
story -as the other.

- : ' . -
"•'\u25a0\u25a0.• •

-
"•\u25a0 --.

':\Z "rflio ";was
'

engagecl-^-what !rIlad rl ',
n'nyer heard of it?. Did:Imean to" up-
set- tins boat? .What was her engago-.
riient beside "pur love? , 'Niente, niente.V'
crooned Fau3tlna,Ts|srlilng;yef IsmiHns'
tuhrough her tua'rs.V

"

No.'V butvwhat::did-
mnUer; was tliat^the: man had- threat-;
ened, ",to

"

stabiher .' to,vtheV heart-^and3
would do .it as soon aslook at her—
that I-Uhew. •; •.•'. '._'/\u25a0;\u25a0

''
'\u25a0-'\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0.'.

'
'\u25a0 \u25a0[' ':'\u25a0

'
.-" ~/:':

"F know it,inerely-from; my, krioivK.
edge ;ot;tlie; Neapolitans, :for;Ihad no -\u25a0.
Idea, who the man' might bel- Iknew.i!;;j
and yet Itook this;detail ;better "•tlian
the. faqt "of* the ) engagement," v; thougrh ;
nowrj-bezantolkughlatboth^f As[iffI*;
was^golngv to jlcti'her^marry.qanybbdy^
else !"'"As*if aihalrfof }.her.Hovely %head 3'
shbuldtbe. touched* whlle;l;lived;to pro- •
tcct "her !\u25a0;\u25a0-.;,'l'.had ,' riigreatKmind '•. tojrow

'
away,to blazes .with \u25a0her^thatjverV. night|
and \u25a0rie ver;go ;near

'
the \yiaeyard ?again; -\u25a0•*

Thts was promising. . but Raffles'
manner was something more. It was
uniuue in my memory of the man.
fli-a fine face softened and. set .hard .by
turns.- 1 never knew it bo hard. I
never knew it so soft. And the same

.niight be snid of h!s. voice, now tender
as any woman's, now- flying to the
oilier extreme of equally unwonted fe-
rocity. But this was toward the end
of his tale; the beginning he .treated
t-ltaractcrisically errough, though I
could have wished for a less cavalier. account of the. lsland of Elba, where,
upon. Uis own showing, he had met with
much* humanity.

'"Deadly, my dear Bunny, is not* the
word for that glorified snag or for the
n:ollasks its inhabitants. But they
started by wounding my vanity, co per-
hap* Iam prejudiced after all.. I
epninK mjrsfll upon them as a ship-
wrecked .sailor^

—
a sole survivor

—
stripped int'ie sea and landed wfth-
dirt a sUtch: yet they took no more in-
terest in ni<. than- you do in Italian or-
gan-6Tli)derj>. Th<y were decent enough.
Ididn't have to pick and steal for ii
square meal and a pair of trousers; it
would have befn more exciting If.1
had.' But what a place! Napoleon
couldn't stand 1t: you remember, but
held on lonarer than Idid. .,1 put in a
few trcelcfl in thefr infernal mines, sim-
ply to j>k-k up a scattering of Italian;
thea'sot across to the mainland in a
littlfl -woodf-n timber tramp and un-
fcraU-fully siad 1 was to leave Elba
Maz'ng in 3Uf=t such another sunset as
tJjip one you "voij't forget. ,'X*-'i**

\u25a0 "The -tr;i:n:» was bound for Naples,
but first torched at Baiac, where I
carefully deserted In the night. There
er»- too rfcuny Ivugifsh In Naples itself,
though Ithought it would make «t firstiuipjiy. humiiiff,ground when I. knew
the language better and had altered
mynelf a 1»!" njore. Meanwhile Ipot a
IHIIei «ii several sorts, on one of th<j
loveliest Bpotji that over I*truck on a.'i
my truvi'Js. TJie placejwas a vineyard,
but it overhung the 'sea, and Ijjot
tnken oi1 as tarn« sailorman and emer-
gency bottle-washer. The wages were
tJi* noble h'/ure of a Hra and a half.
Which is juFt,ov«r a bob. a day. but
th^re jarere lashings of sound wine for
one or.d all and better wine to bathe
in. And for eijrht whole months, my
boy.:T wan nn absolutely honest man.
Th* luxuryV«f St. .Bunny! Iout-Heroded
Jlerdd. wouldn't touch a grape, and
«-«=Mt In"th«* most delicious danger of
br-inir kn!f*-d for ray principles by the
thieving- crew Ihad

'
Joined.

"Ititraß the kind of place where every
prospect pi'nses— and all the rest of It—
especially alt the rest.. But may Isee it
in roydrearas tillIdie—es it was in the

;. toeglrtiitng—brfore anything began to hap-
pen. 'It wb« a wedge of rock sticking out
irtta >the .bay. thatched .with .vines, and.

-.with.the nunmiest. old hpu^e lon theory
fdre ijfall. a de\il of a neight abovl.the
sea.. -You might have sat at ihe windows
and dropped your. Eullivan-enda plumb
into blue water 150 feet. below...

"From the garden behind the house—

This Is tiic ninth of a series of thir-
teen new stories entitled "Raffle*, tbe

.intntrcr Cracksman.*'
Raffles la de*tined to aebieve «s

vvidritprcad fame tn his oivn peculiar
line as did Sberloclt 'Holmes In a to-
tally different ttpbere, for Raffles and

Holmes are exact opposites In view,

character and career.
• While Mierloek Holmes exercised his
«ontlcTfol p'onen tonard tbe detection
of' crime. Raffles Is represented as a
mnn of unusual Intellect and of high

blrtli and breeding "bo has nook to
employing his undoubted genius to en-
able him to live by his irits. ,jt :..

Tbe tenth adventure of Raffles will
appear next Sunday.

(Copyright. ISOI, by Charles Scribner'*
Sons.)
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rl.•> reizo a 6a 1vatore!• Kar—«a—rl, /

Ma I'ommo \u25a0

Mar—^ga^-r!.
Nun c« aje corpa tv! tr? -

Chello eh' c fatto, * fatto ua no paxlammo
x I echl«u!

*^-f PIANO organ was pouring the me-
f tallic music through our open win-"
i~~* clow s. while a voice of brass bray-

ed the words, which Ihave since**
obtained, and print above for iden-

tification by such as know their Italy
better than I. They willnot thank me
for reminding them of a tune so lately
tpidemic in that land of aloes and blue
skies, but at leaet it Is unlikely to run In
their heads as the ribald accompaniment
to a tragedy, and it does in mine.
It was in the early heat of August,

and the hour that of the lawful and
necessary siesta for such as turn night
into day. Iwas therefore shutting my
window in a rage and wondering whether
1 should do the same for Raffles, when
he appeared In the silk pajamas to Which
the chronic solicitude of Dr. Theobald
confined him from morning to night.

"Don't do that. Bunny." said he. "I
rather like that thing and want to listen.
"What sort of fellows are they to look
at, by the way?"
,Iput my head out to see. it being a
primary rule of our quaint establishment
that Raffles must never show himself at
any of the \u25a0windows. Iremember now
how hot the sill was to my elbows, as I
leaned' upon itand looked down in order
to satisfy a curiosity in which Icould
see no' point.

"Dirty-looking beggars," said Iover my
fchbulder; "dark as dark; blue china,
oleaginous curls and earrings; ragged as
they make them, but nothing picturesque
in their rags."

"Neapolitans all over," murmured
Ruffles behind me." and that's a char-
acteristic touch, the one fellow singing
while the other grinds; they always have
that out there."

"He's rather a fine chap, the singer,
taid las the song ended. My hat, what
teeth! . ;He's looking up bere and grin-
ning all round his head. Shall Ichuck
them anything?" - * '

;;

"Well. 1 have no reason to love the
Nrvpolitans, but it takes me back—it
takes me back! . Yes, here you are, one
each."
It was a couple of half-crowns that

.Raffles put into my hand, but I-had
thrown them into the street for pennies
btfore Isaw what they were. Thereupon
1 left the Italians bowing to the mud,
4«s well they might, and Iturned to pro-
itst against such wanton waste. But
Raffles was walking up and .down, his
head bent, his eyes troubled, and his. one
<-xcute disarmed remonstrance.

"They took me back," he repeated. "My
<Joil, how they took me back!"

Suddenly ht stopped in his stride.
"You don't understand. Bunny*, old

chap, .but jfyou like you shall. Ialways
meant to tell you some day, but never
felt worked up to it before, and lt'e not
the kind of thins one talks about for
talking's take. It isn't a nursery story,
liunny.and there isn't a laugh in it from
bta:t to finish. • On the contrary. • you
J;a\o often asked me what turned ray
luiir gray, and now you are going to
hear." ..

.showed their noses.' Ihad no Induce-
ment." remember, ever to return to sur-
reptitious li(e within^a cab. far* .of
Wormwood Scrubbs. Faustina and the
bay- of Naples were quite good enough

for me. And the prehistoric man in me
rather.jexuUed in the idea of fighting
for my desire.

-
"On the gaturday. however., we were

to meet for the last time as heretofore—
just once more in secret, down there in
the cave, as soon as might be after
dark. Neither of us minded: it if we
were kept for hours; each knew that in
the end the other would come, and there
was a charm of its own ever* in waiting
for such knowledge- But that nightI
did lose patience, not in the cave but
up above, where first on one pretext
and then on another the dlrettore kept
me going untilIsmelled a rat. .He wa»
not given to exacting overtime. thi»
direttore, whose only fault was his ser»
vile subjection to our common boss. It
seemed pretty obvious, therefore, that
he was acting upon some secret in-
structions from Corbucci himself, and
the moment Isuspected this' Iasked
him to his face ifit was: not .the. casa.
And it was; he admitted it with many
shrugs, being a conveniently weak per-
son, whom one felt almost ashamed ol
bullying as the occasion demanded.

"The fact was, however, that the Count
had sent for him on finding he had to go
to Rome, and had said he was very, sorry

to go just then, as among other things

he Intended to speak to me about jTaus-
tlna. Stefano had told him all about his
row with her, and, moreover, that it jpraa
on my account, which Faustina Had
never told me. though Ihad guessed -as
much for myself. Well, the Count was
going to .take hi3jackal's part for ail.he
was worth, which was just exactly what
Iexpected him to do. 'lie intended going
for me on hi3return. •but meanwhile

"'
I

"
wai not to make hay in his absence; "and
co thl3 tool of direttore had. order* to
keep me. at it night and day. I-under-
took not to give the poor beast away,
but at the same time told him.lhad not
the faintest intention, of doing another
stroke of work that night. ;

"Itwas very dark, and Iremember
knocking my head against the oranges as
I.ran up the long shallow steps which
ended the journey between the direttore's
lodge and the villa itself. But at the' back of the villa was the garden Ispoke
about, and also a bare chunk of the cliff
where it was bored by.that- subterranean
stair. So Isaw the stars close overhead,
and .the fishermen's, torches far. beIQW,
the coastwise lights and the crimson
hieroglyph that spelt Vesuvius before' I
plunged into the darkness of the shaft.
And that was the last time Iappreciated
the unique and peaceful charm of thi3
outlandish spot- ...'.* . ....

"The stair was in two long flights,
with an airhole or two at the top of
the upper one, but not another pin-
prick tillyou came to tue iron sate at
the bottom of\u25a0 the lower. 1

-
As^you .ma.y

read of an Infinitely lighter place, in a
I liner work of.fiction than you are fever

likely to write, Bunny, it was "gloomy
£.t noon, dark as midnight at dusk and
black as the ninth.plague of Egypt at
midnight.' Iwon't swear to my quo-
tation, but Iwill to those stairs^ They
were as black -that night as the -inside
of ,tbe safest safe in the strongest
strong-room in the Chancery Lang De-
po»ii.

"*'
Ycf'l had not got far down

them with my bare feet before Ihe&rd
somebody else coming up ':iir:bodt.-*.
You. may imagine what a -turn;- that
gave me! .It.could, not be Faustina.
"who. went -barefQQt .thjp.ee. seasons, of
the four, and yet "there was "Faustina
waiting for me down below.';What a
fright she must have had! And all at

once ray own blood ran col£. for the
man sang like a kettle as he plodded
up and- up. It was, lU, must be., the
short-winded Count himself., whom ws
all supposed to be. in Rome!/

'

"Higher he came and hearer, nearer,
slowly yet hurriedly, now "stopping to
cough 'and gasp, now taking ja .few
steps to elephantine assault. . I'should
have enjoyed the situation ifit had not

[been
for poor Faustina in the cave; as

it was Iwas filled with
*
r nameless

fears. But Icould not resist giving
that grampus CorbUCci one bad mo-
ment on"account. A crazy handrail rani
up one wall, so Icarefully

- flattened
myself against the other andjhe passed
within six inches of me. putting and
wheezing like a brass band. Ilet hini
go a. few steps> nigher. and then I.let
him have it with both lun^s? • : ::.

"'Buona sera, eccellenza .signorl':^ I
roared after him. And ar scream came
down "In answer

—
such • a scream

~
A

dozen different terrors were: in- tt and
the wheezing had stopped with.' the old
scoundrel's heart.

" ' » ->
''• 'Chi sta la? he squeaked at last,

gibbering •
and whimpering like ;a

whipped monkey, so- that Icould not
bear to miss his face and got a match
all ready to strike."'Arturo, signori.' \ '"*\u25a0

-
"Heldldn't repeat my name, nor Aid

he damn me in heaps. He did nothing
•but. .wheeze for a good minute

-
-md

when he spoke it was with- insinuat-
ing civinty. In his best English.*: ?tt

"•Come nearer. Arturo. You "are'-'ra
the lower regions 'down there. Iwant
to speak with- you."
;

"
'No. thanks, fm in a hurry/ 1said.

and dropped that match back Into; my'pocket.e t. He might be armed, and Iwas
not. \u25a0

• *•iit.*- >p V^*
—
;

"'So you are in a 'urryt', and:', he
wheezed amusement. 'And you thought!
was still in Rome, no doubt: and soIwas
until this afternoon, when Icaught the
train from Naples to Pozzuoli. Ihiivo
been rowed here now by a fisherman of,
Pozzuoli. Ihad not time to. stop any-
where in Naples, but only to drive from
station to station. So Iam without
Stefano, Arturo. Iam without; Stefano.*

"His sly voice sounded preternat'urally
sly in the absolute darkness, but even
through that impenetrable vei^I.knew it
for a sham. Ihad laid hold ofthe hancj*^
rair. It shook violently inmy"hand; h«1
also was holdingit where he stood/ Ana

'
these suppressed tremors; or rather ttteir
detection in this way, struck a rtrange
chill to my heart, just as J was begin-
ning1 to. pluck Itup..

- .."
*Itia lucky for Stefano,* said I, grt^n

as death.
- - v **'"

"
'Ah. but you must not be too 'ard o"n

'im,' remonstrated the Count. "'You have
stole his girl^he speak with(me about,
it. and Iwish to speak with you. It Is
very uudashuas. Arturo.' very audashusa::
Perhaps you arc even going ta meet hsr
now, eht*. . *\u25a0

• . \u25a0 -t- .
"I toldhim straight that Iwas. v '.'*

Then there is no.'urry. for she is not
there.' -*

'."You didn't see her in the cave?'. I
cried, too delighted at the thought to keep
it to myselfl \u25a0

• -
\u0084

; rl"
'Ihad no such fortune,* the o!d dex^il

said. ;
' •. -. • •.'.."•"•."--,-\u25a0

f'She l3" there, all the same.' \u25a0*-"
'Icnly .wish I*ad known.' =

,'*'And I've kepther long enough!' ...
•"In-fact.Ll threw this over my Shoulder

\u25a0as 1 turned* and went running,down."
'I *ope ryou will find her!*;His mait-

cioua* voice cixme croaking after; me. \u25a0•-; 'I'ope you Jwill—I'ope so,*- • -
•

"And flndibcr Ivdid.!' \
-

;; -.
,«Raffles had been, on hisfeetsome tiJn^.unable:to;aU: ?tiU,or4iQ<Btanct;movmgexJ[8 tanct;movmgexJ[
citedly. about the room.:.But now he stoo<f
still enough; his elbows on the cast-iron
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