
time he observed her keenly. But she
seemed not to know her solitude was
broken.' save that once, when he passed
her.;she J swept >In the

-
train of her

gown,; as
'
she .might have done had a

leper^ come': too1near. A,simple thing,;
but It goaded |him, and *for. a moment ;
she was near -her :death ;;rage Ialmost',
overcoming; prudence. But as he stood-
behind her chair, half inclined to strike,
he,noticed "on her hand: a ring. His
expression changed; he smiled;/ his
hand'droppedydown.;". The ring was, of
pearl, cut with the arms'of Delia Scala,
and wornonUhe third finger of her.left
hand;?,her wedding ring.; ;/ \u25a0

-"'

/' Vlsconti smiled ;again. ;-'--/ Stbbplag, :he
raised \her •: hand, .; and-^ '-'Will.she jbear
this in. silence?" washls thought. For
a moment .'lt.seemed 'lf shenaight not..
The J delicate"flngers:stlirrened and half
closed, then, as iifs remembering, anetr,
she leftIher;h|ind passive In-Vlsconti's
hold,vand:only '„by.a faint =\u25a0 quiver- told
she kriew^the'ring had, been /withdrawn;
Tha despoiled IRand /fell./back again
on the velvet'arra,;her eyes 'were fised
Immovably upon her book, and Viscontl,
turning away;to jthe; door, silent as

'
hecame, ;looked iback < at \ her Incredulous

of such^ control." r/;She
"

was . sitting
straight 'aridralender." her delicate head
poised high, but—ah,"iyes,;he \u25a0 thought
Itmust :be •sot—he ."rioted with delight
thaflher breast-: heaved and -the firm
line r;of her> mouth trembled ever :so

~
sllghtly.:.-:For a•second he stood .thus,
a ray of pale prison light caught by the
ring-he held, •:then \u25a0 the ;door clattered \
and shook back into its bolts, arid be .
was "gone.// ;X .-;\u25a0.;

CHAPTBJR FOUR .
-
: . '\u25a0': Valeatime :'' ;.,//

r^WIFTI/T. as he \u25a0had ;come,^Vlsconti
-/returned /to/ the;palace, and ;the

.j'banqueting ;. hall/ beyond. He
stepped In silently, -arid 'softly let,

the /curtains fall behind him. / .
>>.The room iwas of enormous size,*: and \
o^erawed^ths 'gaze. %The four large' en- i
tries,*:one \u25a0In eich wall, wore curtained
allkelwith gloomy^ purple. nThe celling
rras;domed /and of immense /height,
showing/ a' dim tracery 'of carved wood, •

from .whloh5 hung;golden ::chains./' sus-^
pending 'jeweled ? lamps.' :The -high and ;
narrow;; windows \u25a0:were \wrought -with;
painted /saints, splendid ;in coloring.
From domed celling to paneled »ioor the
walls were carvediwithimen,' women. )
saints, martyrs, v flowers ;and

*

wrouifbt g;togetber.\; in simple-minded
joyousness of design, executed with the
delies,te> workmanship i7of :;Niccolo Pl-
sano's 1school ;! Silk arras, .". hung ;-. from c
carved igoldirods;' here/and there con-
cealed ith*carving.^rA" carpet, s.the work
of two men's lives, delicate In purple.
brown i?and '%gOld;^ spread ?across the

*

center** where a long, low;table of;wal-
nut £wood; irich:and -7dark,'> could ;seat :
twoXhundred?! guests/; ;Purple Ivelvet

-
chairs 1wereIset fabout|In1theIcorners, ;
andithel light1streaming 5 throughIthe 1
colored -.wlndowj saints ;felllin sold "and <
greenFacroes an vivory footstool,": inlaid
witb'Jeweis.:- .v-:. /fv,"-.;; \u25a0•\u25a0'."' '-:.- \u25a0.-~'r^'- :

royal nous* of Franca. My fiaUr, thy
husband will be the Duke of Orleans,
and not a German j fool.**
; But. Valentine was, also a Vlseeatl;
she advanced with blazing eyes.

"I-will;not marry ;to serve thy am-
bitions; Iwill..not help :to steady thee
up the throne. Mark me, Gian, sooner
.than ,wed /a Prince whom tbou bast
chosen,' lwill drag thy name into the
mire, and sit in rags at thy palace
gates."

¥• "Only thou hast not the choice," he
answered pleasantly.

Her anger rose the more as she felt
her helplessness.

"Iwill:not marry the Dukei" she
cried, "Iwillnot walk up to the altar."

"Thou canst be carried," said Vls-
conti.

'

She moved up and down, twistingher
hands In any agony of Impotence.

"Iwillappeal to the Duke of Orleans
himself I".she cried."

"A.bridegroom who is bought for a
hundred thousand flbrlnst" sneered her
brother. "And how wilt thx appeal
reach him?. Come, my sister, be calm;
the Duke willmake as good a husband
as Count Conrad. Bethink thyself, thou
mayst Hveito be crowned Queea of
France.l \Wilt thou not thank me then,
that I/,saved thee -from a German
Count?" r . j,

":
/Valentine fell to weeping.
-•\u25a0"What has* become of :him?", she
sobbed, ,*,the" only human being whoever turned to m*"in pity. Tho only
one who ever cared for me. What hasbecome of'him?!',.

"

." "What -
becomes :of a fool when he

crosses ithe path; of » Viscontir atked
her brother calmly.
; ;Valentine"; lifted her head.

'He is 'dead, then?", she said.''.It» matters
-
not

"
to thee. Thy hus-band willbe the DuHe of Orleans, and

thou art a prisoner In the palac* till
he takes thee from it"

She caught vat the 'arras; /Vlseont!
left her, and reached the door, his tfUTZf *hadow among th* shadows.
V.«Th

*
.F1'1 rusna <> forward ,witfc a 617."Giant" she, called^ ,

\u25a0i He
-
paused.

-
his •..hand upon ta* our-tain, and looked \u25a0:back ,at her.

'

"Glan!" she repeated, and stood still
gasping, ber, hand upon her breast. Th*
stiff,;foldrof,her dress •glearned richly
in the subdued light that fell upon herfrom the painted window. "Iknow the*for what thou -art" she said; "there areonly^ two of;us left only tw*. Whereare our parents, OJan?"'v'j"They were ? stricken down at Bres-cia, , and Viscontl took a auiek step
toward vher.;L \u25a0;' /-. \u25a0\u25a0•;.\u25a0- ".-"• \u25a0\u25a0" ;-

> \u25a0

rThey/ ape (dead," ishs breathed. *^ndthey .died \u2666 as our brothers ;died, iFlllpoiFlllpo
and Matteo—". •... . •

\u25a0 ..
v^'R1.*Stney 8o: Then take warning
by it,.and Glan, ©orala* stealthily sUUnearer.; turned 1a \loo*-,On \h*r. ,Vs4en-

ttne^ quailed.^ as Francisco w*llnith'had done; ithe hot- werds of remorse
v u»illl<mdI**

***»"onuttered, and
she Her t face, her high spirit cowed
asaln Into a bitter wsepUsg.

/^lscontl left her oolselessty.

;
T*e Fainter. Daughter /

THREE
/dsys had passed sine*

that futile midnight encounter,
and \u25a0: Francisco had found :no

means
"

to;enter. Milan.
\u25a0\ jHe stood on% the;banks of theIwater
looking moodily" /teward tbs* city,
.watching :the /figure/"of /Mttor*,:}who

he loved to be feared, to hold lives in
the hollow of his hand,. and play with
them and death. . -

;.'\u25a0;\u25a0 •
\u0084The,doo, The, door ,\u25a0let '-him*into" a> long, nar-
row;passage Zflagged *.with stone,

-
and

litby diamond-shaped boles left In the
walls;Ithe air was damp and chill, and

:Visconti drew =]hisicloak around him:
Unlocking a second door, ho ascended
a flightof stone steps, pitch dark, from
which/he emerged Into-a large circu-

lar chamber with
•

thick -pillar in the/
middle from" which! the "groined ceil-
ing sprang. Save table and %; high-
backed chair of blackeried\wood,-there.

.was .no furniture. % This chamber, was
the -"outer guard-room/of .the-prison-
wing, and a gloomy-faced jman", leaned
against the pillar.^his:eyes fixed upon
.the- opening door.; It;^could ;be no
other-than the Vlseontl entering thus,
and he crouched almost -to:the ground.

"What is thy;guard?" •
said :Tlscontl.:

"Twenty men 3in;«acb /guard-room, .
my lord, and each-one picked for size
and trustworthiness,*; and 'JjI- myself
keep, watch upon -the' door." Escape .is
impossible." .-"-;:\u25a0- •'\u25a0/.'".•' .:.->'. .:;.,,,

"By/ so much .the :more
'
thy ':head

fwlllanswer for it?.\r \u25a0\u25a0'\u25a0" -\'- -.;.:." :\u25a0_/;/'\u25a0
!As he spoke, Viscontl flung wide one
•fa ring of,doors .'opening?

-
from 'the

chamber, and stepped Into a posse of
soldiers. No one . ,spoke.' /Glancing
keenly; to the right; and left, Vlsconti
passed through their ranks \ Into;the
room beyond

—
a small apartment dim 1

:lit;and hung with Arras. An? old wo-
mmn;eat at a tapestry frame with;her
back '\u25a0 to

"
theidoor,> but' at VisconU's

entrance she rose, as at sdmethlng "ex-
pected, and sank in a deep obeisance.'
\u25a0 Gian

'
Maria closed the door behind

him. \u25a0\u25a0. v- : .:\u25a0 . -;;-,:--:.\u25a0 .--\u25a0;;• ..--. •:{ \u25a0

- r-
'\u25a0Hew Is sher >he/sal<L "Ho^ does

she bear her change of /prison?"- ,-
'Th*, old,woman < glanced :4 toward *an ,

inner door,;massive and iron-clamped.
\u25a0\u25a0 "When 11 amj with/her,- myilord, •- she
sits )in silence, her eyes ;forever on'her
missal;- indeed^ she has :.not fspoken
since ;we>brought i-her xhejre; jbut when
\u25a0he Is alone, she weeps.v ;I;have s heard• her through ;tbe door;:she .w**psjpas-
sionately, .-;and- calls* wildly upon t her
husband jito s^ve- her."/* \u25a0

- * '- -
;;"I.would -I,Bad; him," to:stand! gagged

V against the door]to|hear her," Said ths
?Duke: ;:':->r.-^r;';.-.';..-".-;.;,---i i"."",-"-f«.'"-'i"."",-"-f«.'"-' :\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 ": '%.-;\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 ;":-,..••^VByjthe;look \ofibir' shi\w'ill

*
die"i'of:

it"-continued hthe told*woman. ;.vftut
iIf,l?know,:anything :orprisonert, and I
? have seen: a few.t thou wiltnever ;break !
J her 1spirit/ myIlord,"/ //' f:'/-

'
t'l?f-:S-j

*•"She -,must %mere Ihumbled fnow/'J
he said :to J»lmself.;-"She must turn \u25a0 and

'.implore tme vfor^pity.'^Gf)..; :;••;;-.:;\u25a0; ;\u25a0 /\u25a0'. \u25a0:%:^'- The;huge 1door icreaked and £swung I
onilts'hlnges^andvhe.stood'atUhejtopE

;of »twoilow?•tone :stefts;a looking * do\vnJ
;. Into;Isetta's iprlso'n.Hit iwas

*little£betrj
s terthan:»rdungeonSof;stoneilloftylbutt
dark;? withlone deep] set; highf

Iout >ofireacb^i and|tbJckly^barfed.V?fhel
walls i.wereihungiwith.)faded stapes try,^

,the| gloomy,^ sad TlookIng;;folds|droopr {

iingrlike ltorrii'|captured Istandards. 1;;tA \u25a0«

[hugecchestlofisomberiblackness-ie&hed/
[against Ithe\w*U:>ab6ve] ItlhungTa^ horn?
:lantern.'i.whlchlafterTdafk!gave faliithe ';
illghtithatvwas.obtained^ Forithe]rest,*i
a: few s tigh-backed -

chairs Istood' stiffly,*

He turned from the .window. Gian-
notto followed, cringing. •
1 "Still, thou hast :his wife, my lord,"
he said.' Gian's eyes flashed afresh.

"Isotta d'Este— ah!". >-

HeIleaned back against the wall in
silence. A certain/winter mofntng, five

"

years ago, rose clearly before him; a:
massive castle, frowning from the rocks
above Modena, and on

-
its steps a fair

srlrl who stood there and laughed to
see him ride away, back to Milan;*his
:offer .bt . the Vlsconti's 'friendship-
scorned' and flung in his face by bar
proud family/the haughty. Estes. -Vis-,
conti's face grew dark as he remetn-
bered her; almost more than Delia:
Scala, her dead husband, did he hate
Isotta, Delia Scala's wlfe^Anl she was
In his /power.;-'.- Greatly ;would It hay*
soothed him to know her death was In;
Ills power, too, but the lust of ambi-
tion was ;greater . with\u25a0 this

• man ieven
than the lust of pride or hate. •'

a Isotta d'Este was a valuable. hostage
to be used against .her family, should
they think of avenging ''their --fallen
kinsman.

' v * ... <*
"Where hast •, thou .'finally placed her,

my
'
lordr.' asked iGiannotto, ;with his

stealthy glance/ The Duke started from
his reverie.

'
/

"In the West Tower," he smiled.
"Every day Igo: to gaze on the room

t that holds her to make sure ItIs not a
dream; to see and •feel :withymy. eyes;
and ray own;hands that

-
her; prison Is

doubly sure. If I«otta d'Este ? should \u25a0

now escape me—but she willcnbt!".
'-

/ He crossed the room to leave It but
paused at the door. ;.
. "Be . watohful, VGlannotto. * the Prtn»-
cess .Valentine may.* try;to '? leave the

-palace. -1/ hay«;,spies on /her /every
movement; still, thine eyes upon her
also wiildo-no;h»rm—7to me!"

' - !•
He laughed \u25a0 ah*lnetint. ;\u25a0A:rustle of

Uj«j hangings, and 1he t was gone. .'Glan-
notto sat ou silently, looking1 in front

\of him. !His; thoughts f were* with*Val-v
entine -,Viscontl,1iGian'a unhappy : sis-
ter, whom he had been told to watch;
;from her they =traveled toi. thel German
Count, ,whor five days ago," hadleft'th* •

;palace;*/:'; palace;*/: '
v ' . '

\u0084, / : \u25a0

\u25a0 -/'^ .-; :̂r-i :̂._-,i
-"I, wonder if' she loved him," he

mused: ."Ido/ not lthink she did. .•bear
God," she did;riot need ;to".wait to love;a:man; her life was not/such \u25a0 that she \u25a0

icouldIpick and;choose": her > way iof;es-";; caping '.' from,.;1i.%% Conrad goffered? one
'

*. and[she "\u25a0 was ..ready,- to7,take \ it—now—
"

• fiveidays Jago!/;Tes~Count Conrad Ms t
dead.and she will«marrjrlthe' Duke ?of;

:Orleans! *?Ah, welll£\TbeGerman was a^,fool;he deserved rib'<better
'
fate than a

\ fool! [-"\u25a0.ll do not? think^ shell2break =beri
heart :If she :canIfindisome 'Other iway."|

;/..-/.He Returned % to:his>papers, pausing
now and t then" to '/:glance |toward ;.'the \:door,: at If:to keep. himself FqnltheJ alert'\u25a0

'for. the Duke's noiseless ientry/Jv v
But- Gian1had Sbent "his:steps- else-

where. Plainly;'dressed,"' jhe' passed s
most unnoticed "across 5 an;inner/court- >
yara itoa dark!anglc of a1a1wal1.wherefil

v secret^ door.f anew^ admitted Jhim. The
'

whole Arisconti|palace 5was"|a| somber j* and ? gloomy ':place ;ImenVcrept ifabout 1sits
?on a tiptoe.~<glancing i§fearfullyj"around:-.them," afraid oMhelr4o.wn' shadowe.\Vls-I
cent! smiled to himself at sight of fear;*

CHAPTBB TWO CusfTlueW

;r^BAJrC3SOO etcpstd. set Into, the
IL.sprtnc night, firs beating at bis
I temples: VSscontl was aferet&l

Tse m««B, half khrendod In a
,hirry vapor, was rising above tie ffa-*"
grant chestmrts. asd. brmtatrt In Ore. jcm'.flark, like \Cast behlsa a vs«» tt*

J ilumps of wallflowers 'gars out Intert-
;jkatlng scent.. ' Franclseo noticed them and tsocgbt

:t:rlmlythey were 'the ealer of *i**d
•
Just dry.

The cpeXl ot the moon and of th*'teur
on everytSiing; a weird gtertUwM

;deemed to step among the trees; a sigh-
•Ing csme from the great trashes in ths
Igarflea. of the villa: TlseonU is
Ltbrotd."

-
Fraaclsco touched his dagger and

\u2666rent forward. Across his path two
-fe-hUe moths fluttered, white by day.
bow stiver purple, illusive and myste*

\u25a0 Hotis. To the man's fevered mood they

teezned an om«n; souls of the dead al-
lowed to take farewell of earth; and

tdtfc etreislng eyes he w&tebea them
I av&y and up and out of sight

"Who had perchance Just died?"
Franalseo's giant sinews tightened.

tie went forward swiftly.en ths read
tr.d straissd h!s eyes and ears along trs
tllrer length.

Nothins to be heard; nothing to be
teen! Had he lost bis chaaoa? Bad
the Duke re-entered Milan? Or had he
C;one too far to return that night? He
tst upon the bowlders wher* he had
rested previously, his fac*' turned to-
ftrard Brescta, his hand upon bis d«g-

fer.
• The soft air was strengthening into
a gentle wind: the poa!ar leaves trere

tancing and darkening clouds began to
firive across the moon. But thm man
teeded net the changing; light or
tixk. what ir.ttter cace Vlxceatl had
crossed his path? Long he waited. Not
-a sound save the dancing of the le*.v%B,
-the rising wind, the soft noises of the
night. At length Francisco leaped to

\u25a0[his feet, and his' breath, cane short
tna fast. He could hear something.

The wind was against him. He lay
Cown: he pat his eir to the ground;
then fee leaped to his fe*t again, tran.«-
rorxced. It Iras unmistakable, though
"still Jar off; the thud of horses* flying
,reet '.-^

Francisco waited.
*

With each second the wind rose: the
clouds raced and gathered, and dark-
ened half the sky, and the man, etratn-
.lag every nerve, thought at -first it was
•
;the wind he heard' mingling with th«
trample of the oncoming hoofs.. Then
he knew it for screams of fury aad
wild- shouting. :"It Is the. Vlseont!,"

\u25a0tie said, and Involuntarily* his tens*
arm sank and his muscles loosened:
Ihose n:ad shrieks would freeze ta*
;tnarrow.

Nearer came tb« cneet, trampling
horse and yelling rider; aad Fnstcltca
set himselJ anew.-

"He rides withhis own soul fer eem-
"fcany," be muttered grimly.

Now the furious cries cams clearly,
terrible, inhuman; and in another me-
tnent, horse and rifler were la view."

"Yes. ViscoatL" •#
Standing In the stirrups, he lashed

at the foaming horse in a blind rag*
and horror. His cas was gene, and
hair and cloak were blown about him.
He shouted wildly,cursed and thriekec".
, For a breath Frandeeo paused. Ihln
-could be no human rider; well was It
known in Lombardy that the Vlscostl
trajficked with the fiend, and this must.
be he; and the man shrank and tamed
his eyes, lest he should see bis damnlßg <

face.
' . ... _• ..'

But the next Instant his courage aad
hisipurpose had returned.

The horse was upon him. Swift as N

thought. Fr&nclsco leaped and elutehed
the bridle in a hand of stetl.

But the mad impetus defeated him.
He was dragged forward like a reed;
hvly his own great strength for the
moment saved him. And now his wild
shouts were afided to the rlfler's. He
•track upward with his 4tLgfr; he ter*
blindly. .'

'
*T>o you not know me, Viscontl?" be

tailed. 4T>o you not know tne?'<
Buthis dagger was dashed from him.*

.The horse's foam blinded him. as it
\u25a0prang desperately on." He heard Vls-
eontl's demon scream, and as the earth

/\u25a0whirled round with him, caught on*
glimpse of the white, distorted,

"fcated face— then, he was proa* upon
the ground, and Vtscoati. spurring en
his way, looked bask upon him with
triumphant yells.

"Fly. fly!" he screamed, "they are
after us, but we escape them. Fly!"

The dawn was showing when Fran.
xlsco, spent with the passion of failure-
rather than from any hurt came slowly
'back and picked his* dagger from the
.road. Not far from Ithe sat? a parca«>
tnent roll tossed from VlsconU'a doublet
In that frantic forward lunge—-Vlscesti
who had safely disappeared within the
/walls of Milan!- Francisco picked up the roll. *.. It was inscribed wttb poetry xni'
patched with'blood.

CHAPTER TaREB

The Hostage «f.tke Cstes
/ \ HUNDRED thousand florins—

'•• A and no more, even If tbey
; y\refuse the bargsln."-

\u25a0 It was the YlscenU w&©
<pck«. In a small dark room In tke
jVlsconti palace he and tfe* pale-faoed. -
-l-ed-halred man, who had

'
held th*'-.

bridle of his horse two day* **for*in
{the proceesion that bad wended toward
Sre»da, were seated opposite t* eae

\u25a0'another at the table; between them a
of papers over which the secretary

feowed his shoulders.
"The demand Is a.hundred and fifty,

ray lord," he said, his vslce meek,* bis*
ijtyei* furtive. .
Vf '.They *aid two hundred .to begin.
'•with,*' was the-;eurt TicasTr*T;^A-nun-'-
sjSMs^as|Sjfl^&^ajapajg^ti^«Mps|a«teßjaßsj[M

Ared thousand florins, or Igo else-,
witexe.

Tne secretary's pen flew -nervously;
across the parchment filling.if with
a cramped, mean writing that trailed
unevenly along the page. ViscontTs
secretary wrot* a characteristic hand.
Vlsconti leaned back in his chair,

watching bia in silence..
,The reom was small and circular,
bmg with leather stamped la gold
sad furnished plainly even to bare-
ness. A narrow lancet window, placed

low In the Trail, admitted a subdued
llfb.t, wa!*h fell upon the only spot of
color In the room, the suit •of tur-
xrW.f blue the secretary wore. »i^£?:

"A Itundred thousand florins, to*be
paid In gold," repeated Viscontl; "and
n* nor*, Giannotte." \u25a0

He res e and began to pace the room.

Lens htbit and constant contact had
not lessened the secretary's fear of
Vtseoatt. nor mitigated the hate, none
the less

-
Intensified for being forever

coßcealed under the mask of cringing
servility. But in Glannotto's dislike
there wsi nothing noble; Itwas merely

mean hate of a sordid soul that grudged

the success of the bold crimes Itself
could never dare to undertake. Had
the secretary been In Vlsconti's place,

there would have been as vile a tyrant,

of SQusl cruelty and far less courage.

The Dnfce moved to the window and
steed there in observation a while,
then turning, spoke to Glannott6 with
a smile. His eyes were a beautiful
gray, open wide, and just now light-

ing up a pensive, "pleasant face. But
the ««cr«ta.ry knew it too under a dif-
ferent raise. -

"My sister's alliance with the Duke
cf Orleans gratifies my ambition, Glan-
notto," he said, "and Is well worth a
Inredred thousand florins? So far the
Valels have never married out of

royal housts."^
"Yet they consider themselves hon.

ored by this match, my, lord," said tho"
secretary.

*!They consider themselves well paid,"
returned VlscontL "Now, IfIcan find

a.daughter 'of the Plantagenets for

brother Tislo, behold us firmly placed

among the dynasties of Europe!"
Early in the fourteenth century, but

ao more than a meager fifty years ago,
before the last Viscontl culminated the
evil of his race, Matteo Vlvcontl, Glan
Galeaszo's grandfather, had flret firmlyI
established his family as lords of Milan,

supplanting their rival the Torianl;

who had long, relgnec as maglstrates-
In-chlef, and under Martin della Torre
risen to some eminence. Every year
of the fifty since then had ««en some
Increase of territory, some fresh ac-
quisition of power, till with his last
overthrow ot Delia Scala, the seizure of
Verona, and the murder of hi* 'father,^
already miserably d«po«ed, Glan GaY
leazzo had planted himself upon a level
with king*. , ,

Almost the whole of Lombardy was
under his sway,* and that sway ex-
tended from Vercell in Piedmont to
Feltr* and Bellvino. Florence, lately
leagued against him In support of his
deposed father, had been beaten in
battle after battle and was glad to es-
cape, shorn of her fairest possessions
and cherishing only her liberty.

All this Glannotto knew. Delia
Scala, Duke of Verona, had owned fair
lands and wide, Verona, Brescia, all
now in Visconti's hands. The secre-
tary wondered, ;as he thought, how
long it would be before the trium-
phant Gian threw away the mere rag
of respect, the mere mockery of a title
which bound him to the empire, and
became Kingof Lombardy Inname as
well as power.

"And thou thyself, my lord," he said.
'Tnou-wJU marry'a Valois. to thy sis-
ter! Who will be thy bride?"

. Vlsconti smiled. ; "These marriages:
are for ambition. Dost, thou think.l
shall.,marry for ambition? No, Glan-
cotto, Ihave, placed; myself above need
of that. The alliances that make. the
VJsconti one with the kings of Europe
are for Valentine' tmd Tislo; Ishall
marry—"

"For love, my lord?" ventured the
.secretary, with a hint of sarcasm.'•

"Whom Iplea.ee," said Viscontl.
"Which Is not what Valentine is do-
ing." he added, with a sxni!e.g

"She may give trouble yet,.tny lord."
Viscontl frowned. He thought of

Conrad yon' Echulembourg. the bril-
liant young German noble, who had
been a favorite with- Mm ami all his
court, and had won the heart' of .Va!-'
entine Vlicopti;no favorite of his now.
"As for mylady sister," -he said, /'let
her dare turn her eyes save where >I
bid her."

Bis own grew, ominous, and Glan-
?notto shuffled uneasily.

A noire without broke the sudden
silence of reflection. Vlsconti, re-
sponding at once to 'what It meant,
glanetd a moment from the window
where be sttU stood, then swept down
to the bead of tbe table. He leaned
across to Glaanotto, not .that he valued
any response that he could offer

—
Vis-

conU'a •secretary was no more to him
than the chair en which he sat, valued
solely, for his* skill In letters

—
but his

triumph had to have its vent. "He,rk!"
be cried. "Listen to it. Glannotto: The
wealth of Verona is pouring into Mi-
lan! The spoils of Verona. Giannotto, ,
th»

'
treasures from Mastlno ciella

Scala's palace!"
Giannotto winced before Viseonti's

passionate Joy.~~
: "'Twas a man Ihated, Glannotto

—
I

would he had? lived to feel it. The
only man Z.ever-haied, because the
only man X ever feared, the only man
whoever dared. to despise me! But he
has fallen, be Is \u25a0 dead, '.-his wife is in
my power, and inhis fall he has placed
•me higher than my

'
highest \u25a0 hopes." .-

Carried away by: his .transports, he.
seized Giannotto \u25a0 by, the :arm and
dragged

'
him,to1the;window. :

The :secretary] gazed into ;the* court-
yard, where

"
a :group .'of

-
soldiers and

servants . were
'
busy conveying :statues,"

gilt..and silver: plate,v rich tapestry.*
glass, china and arms, from carts .and
mules Into the narrow doorways that
led into the grim Interior of the palace.
They ,wer*.presided \u25a0 over/ by\u25a0|aimajor-/
iooo in a black gown, who called out
directions in a shrill To ', one
side a few unhappy- men; of:note enough
to hay* been :spared, watched iin:grim
silence the.unlading of the spoils :that -
cams from the sasklng of their pal-
aces. The great, gates stood fat:their:
widest.; and: through them wound a
long train iof soldiers, ;some" driving
before them groups of prisoners, tight-
ly'chained together, .' others 1galloping
In lades/ with . plunder/^ of

-
all-

kinds, art /.treasures," blackened as
Ifby.' fire,'-,banners :and Isuits lof[armor. '

Giannotto/.look!? cried .Vlsconti,!:
"Delia ',gcala's :collection,'; Della> Scala's
Jewels. ,-lHowjmyj. treasury.; will•be Ten- 3
rlched!

--
Only,Jone T thine" ujars it,\u25a0 that/

be'shoula'net be hcreto'see:" \f
jCTo Be Continued.)

trudged along the meadows
—

his «iw
rand to procure provisions.

The three still sheltered to th» mint.
to \u25a0which no owner had returned, nor
had any signs of life or;occupancy
broken the silence within tee vin.Vs
all-encircling walls. Now, as he
watched Vlttore out of sight

—
the boy

looking back often to renew bis cour-
age

—
Francisco's brow was furrowed,

and his eyes heavy .with'sleeplessness.
The stream, dear, deep and sparkling,
here ran darkened with the shadow at
the willows that bent over Ittheir |ong,
bluish leaves. Apath, thickly bordered
with reeds, ran beside the water to the
head of the small lake Into which the
stream flowed, whence -It continued, %

:scarcely discernible footway, toward
the city. >

Behind Francisco., reparated from
him only by the fosse, was the wan of
the villa, and. Vlttore being lost t»
view. Fran«,is*o withdrew his gaze, al-
ways roaming yrestlesaly la Quest of
something that should aid him, and
glanced along It curiously. Hl* eyes

rested on'a great tuftof yellow lichen,
brilliant with scarlet spaces; Itwms so
huge and spreading he oould sot buft
stare at It.

'
From tho llchaa bis gaz*

traveled slowly upward, bat cot a foot-
hold could he see. Spreading above th*
wall the topmost bough* of a gigsatlo
yew showed c. cltar-cut black agmtnst

the sky, and on the broad. fanlDce sur-
face brooded a pair of doves, pink,
gray and whit*. Tha beauty ot ti*
scene, lta calmness and reposs, exas-
perated tie man's Inaction. Hs
•tamped on th* littl» flower* at hi*
feet, then, with a blttsr curs* at bis
folly,threw himself upon the grass to
watch for Vlttore'e return, and poadar.

forever ponder, on his purpose. Sud-
denly there shot into sight traon th«
\u25a0treaa a littleboat, with high, cnrliajr
prow and gayly painted sides. A bin*
\u25a0atl was furled above it.and Itwas im-
pelled lightly forward by a pair of
dellcato ears. The grounds of the villa
formed a promontory* and coming

around the .brow .of the boat brok*
upon his fase and was wlthin ban at
one and the saxna moment. It cam*
rapidly nearer,- and the stranger's first
Impulse was to hide, almself from these
unexpected and unwelcome intruders;

but there was no time: as h# ro«» he
was observed, but Cm genial hand-
wavo and the merry laughter reassured
him. These w*r« simple ple*«tire-aa»k-
ers. He reseated himielf. and thm boat
came on.

The rower was a dark-hatred man of
middle age. clothed in a plain brown
robe. Lean and vivaoious. eag«r>«7ed.
n* appeared on* of

'
Cues* poopla wfco

are always talking and xaovtag; even
seated and rowing he gave the Impres-

sion of restlessness; of th* good humor
common to tho peopl* too. Hi« oom-
panlon was a young girl dressed in a
simple blue gown. She was a d*licato
blonde, very young, very slender: taa>
curls of her amber hair wro blown
across a round, dimpled face; eyes of
a dancing blue; a nrttt, small mouth
curled in laughter* a fls* sain
and throat, a slack yoanr flgurs. TWi
was her principal charaeterlstlo, th»
floating yellow hair lli» a Ten about
her.

Coming abreast of Francisco, fhs
man paused on his oars wttn a frlaadly

greeting. *

"Good day. messer," hs caUsd. "Bo
thou has found our stcrtt blast.
Graziosa and Ihad thought this plaeo

our own,". and «• h* spoke b* warsd
his hand around him at the water.

Tho boat reeked now alongside* fas
path, and Francisco courteously ap-
proached.

"Iam a stranger here.** hs said.
The other glanced at him anew, and

with the awakening of a llttla frisadly
wonder. \u25a0$&£&

"A stranger? Ah, then, this Is nmw
to thee— this most beautiful part of
Italy. Iassure thee." he contlnvsd ex-
citedly, "Ihay* been through ths> fair-
est parts of Tuscany. Ihay* wandered
about Naples, but never hay* X seen
such colors, such lights as herel* Agaia

he waved his aU-Indnstrs band, Than,
messer, as a stranger, must »c* bow
wonderfully fair IttsV.

He paddled the boat nearer amaaw
the reeds In his eagerness to obtain
new sympathy.

'1have not been used to Jodg* lauds
by their beauty." returned FraaetMO.
"tat methlnks Ihxva seen spot! ts
beautiful and easier to bold in tSao
of need."

Th» other twisted b!s mouta tn sea-
tempt. The girlleaned forward laajn-
ing. "Tou forget, father," sb* Mid,
"every one is not a painter."

But the littleman. as ifh*bad fbtmd
a sudden mission, secured ths boat, and
still in silence, stepped esaore, helpins;
his daughter to follow him. Francisco.
preoccupied and mistrustful, saw this
with uneasiness, and would gladly bar*
withdrawn. Moreover, th*sailing fac*
of the happy girl was an added sttßg

to a burning thought
The enthusiast, however, bad so tftaa

of giving up a possible eonvsrt. and
swept aside tb» .other's protestations
whlla be commenced pointing out tbs

.beautlea
'
of

'
tb* yellow lichen against

the villa-wan. the sight of whica bad
restored all bis good humor.

"See!" be exclaimed.' "How bright It
is! See the contrast of the yew~-so
brilliant, yet so inharmony, so—you do

.not:paint r"
"No," said Francisco, between grim-

ness and scorn. "Do Ilook as if I
dJdr*

- '
J*TSTTSnonTnto i'f til*UsWli

'
''CT'fi

Th* artist glanced anew at bis bug*
fran* and tattered attire/and mental-
ly decided b* did not

"A&. then thou dost not understand,'*
be said; "but I—lam a painter. Agnolo
Vlstarnini ts my name, messer, a stu-
dent of.Taddeo QaddL". Ha swept oS
his leather cap with an air ofprofound
respect.

"Alt, be could paint! Ian far be-
hind him, messer, but Ican se*l X can
s««— trhich thou canst not," he added
with superb pity. ;
. "Qrazlosa,** hs called, turnLa$ to bis
daughter, ."W* win stay her* a while."

And seating himself on tho bank h»
produced from his wallet a panel of
wood, polished and carefully planed,
Cpon which be began to draw the out-
line of a corner of ths scene, osing a
dark, brown 'pigment. . •

Francisco fell, again to brooding
while the painter chattered on, divid-
ing:his attention between the panel
and bis daughter, who was wandering
up the stream, filling with Cowers a
flat.basket

•Thou seest yonder my daughter,
messer," he said.. pointing to th* il-sn-
der figure In blue. He blew a kiss
.In

-
her direction, "aha is th* model

for .'my:angels—"*
"

;"Andxa model for thy derilsr*
asked Francisco suddenly.

Vlftarniai atartsd and looked around
at the speaker.
.."Devilsl Messer T* H« crossed him-
84If. "God.forbid there should b* \u25a0 a
model for such found anywhere," be:*ai*.~"- ; ..\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0". a \u25a0;•.-,\u25a0• . •

.*Tet methlnJcj thoa hast in the city

Eder." said Francisco with a bitterle, "one who well might sit for the
'

__«tbimself: VlscontL"
r-v-Th*

-
Duke? Ah. my friend, hush,

hush, thou art :a stranger. tak« care t
\u25a0 Even lin this \lonely spot such wordsare far from,safe. Who art thou, mes-
ser. who dost not live In and yet
speak Iwith"such a look of the Vis-
«*ntirv .::,\u25a0\u25a0 '; \u0084/:....

about, the room. ,;In jhis - black vdress
Viscontl,* - pausingi at 'rthe • head \u25a0) ot \u25a0: the
steps,*, seemed part \of;its ;gloom. ;'\u25a0; His
•wide-open; gray :eyes

'
looked -straight

across at the solitary occupant
"

• •

.Isotta sat .inTone ;ofIthe huge
'
black

chairs, Cher /delicate Ihands tresting \u25a0 on
the.faded Vcrimson ivelvet* of

*
the;arms',;

her feet; on ;a^wooden footstool. 'She
was yof:a . fair and s noble appearance,*
but~ her face L,was • marred by sorrow ;

and* her eyes /red from /many tears.
Her pale ,yellow ;hair, was drawn 's away
under a .white veil.'

"
Her long gray

dress clung close ,to/about >her; slender,
figure.^ .On \u25a0'\u25a0 her -\u25a0\u25a0 knee lrested /a little
book, 'and -on this": she kept her. eyes.

Xot -by.: so much /as .a-flutter :of.her
hand did -she "show she khewlof tho
Vlsconti's presence: \u25a0/ ;X >'!•
/He waited, raging "inwardly, but
words would not \u25a0 como easily to break
that :sllence.v

"
At:lastv he/ slowly de-

scended Into;the. room, his eyes still on
her face. /-^/- ".:.-\u25a0: /,r ;', ;•• \u25a0..

'
-\u25a0'\u0084 \u25a0;. ".~

She never stirred, nor raised her eyes.
With his noiseless tread Viscontl paced
around J the }chamber, Iraising jthe ?arras
and ,'tefttinjr

'
with

-
his

"
dagger; every

block;of stone. Itwas a superfluous
precaution; x<any \ \u25a0 attempt /to :escape
would \have/been 1simple. madness, and
Xsottan d'Este-vwas not likely torgive
way -to' frenzy.".- Still.it;was jJoy;to be
sure and doubly sure that she was safe.
Every inch was inspected, vevery crev-
ice:searched. Meanwhile from time to

As Viscontl. entered the hail was
empty, yet he stepped stealthily, as If
he vfelt eyes watching /him. Seating

himself In the window recess, he wait-
ed, and presently, as Ifat an unuttered
summons, the curtains at the far end
of the room- were rustled apart, >and a
lady entered. She was Valentine Vis-
contl. Clan's sleter. Her dress was of
red 'and' brown,, embroidered with gold,
her"-' tawny/;hair ipiled, high under"; a
golden! net upon her well-set head. She
had? the clear, colorless skin, and the
wide<red '.- lips of th«;fair-haired Ital-
ians,'^ th^eir: rich,presence; she was of a
fine carriage, not easy to overlook; she
might -have; been ten years younger

than" her .brother; she waa as ;tall and
as stately. >-\u25a0 .W..~:. /.

1She looked straight
'
toward the win-

dow where Vlsconti sat. Glan returned
her gase,; not' changing his position.
Valentine dreyr

snearer.
"Why -hast thou set spies upon roe?"

she demanded.
-

S .<. \
didst thou try to fly Milan with

Count;Conradr' be returned.. "Iwas
foolish not to spy on the* before."
.; Her gray eyes glinted. ;- "Itried»to escape f from-a \life that
has grown Intolerable," she cried, "and
Iwilltry.yet again!" ;i

Vlsconti smiled.
~ . - *

"My sister, thpu art much too pre-
cious; Ishall not. let' thee go. Thou
art worth a great deal to me. g Through
thee our family will be united to • the
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