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CHAPTER TWO—Centinued

RANCIECO stepped out into the
spring night, fire besting at ¥is
temples: Viscont! was sbroadd
The meon, half ghrouded in =
nisty vapor, was riring above the fra-
grant chestnuts, and briffiant fn the
emidark, ke fame behind & vetl, the
vomps of wallfiowers gave out intoxi-
ing scent.
Franciseo noticed them and thought
primly they were the coler of Wleed
o i
e spell of the moon and of the Reur
¢ar on everything: s welrd ghestiiness
teemed to step among the trees; a sigh-
the great bushes In the

g came from

garden of the vila: “Visoom® Is
b rosd®

rancisco touched his dagger and
kent forward Across his path two
irhite moths futtered, white by &ay,

w silver purple, {llusive and myste-
To the man's fevered moofl they
od an omen; souls of the dead nl-
to take fareweil of earth;: and
treining eyes he watched them
sway end up and out of sight.

o had perschance fust dled?”
rancisec's glant sinews tightened.
went forward swiftly en the road
strained his eyes and eats along Its

' er length

hing to de

ane
reer
e

with »

heard. nothing to be
Had he lost his chance? Had
ke re-entered Milan? Or had he
too far te return thet night? He
the bowliders where he had
his face turned to-

B por

reste previously,

Brescla, his hand uvpon his dag-

i
e soft air was strengthening into
ntle wind he poplar leaves wers
t: ng and darkening clouds began to
across the moon. But the man
not the changing: light or
% what majtter once Viseent! had

4 his path? Long he watted. Not

' nd save the dancing of the leaves,
sing wind, the soft noises of the

£ At Jength Francisco leaped to
and his breath came echort
hear something.
him. HWe lay

eet
fast He could

was against

he put his ear to the ground;
he leaped to his feet again, transe-
formed It was unmistakable, theugh

ff; the thud of horses’ fiying

84 waited

second the wind rose: the

s ra end gathered and dark-
halfl the sky, and the man, strain-
erve

thought at first it was
he heard mingling with the
tramp:ie of the opcoming hoofs.. Then
for screams of fury aad
shouting. “It iz the Visconti”™
voluntarily his temse
muscies loosenedl’
would freers the
came the eonset trampling
velling rider; and Praselseo
set imsei! gnew.

rides with his own soul for sem-.

be muttered grimly.
the furious cries came clearly,
inhuman; and o anoether me-

horse and rifer were In view,
es. Visconti.”

anding in the stirrups, he lashed
et the foaming horse fn a blind rage
L 8~ His cap was gene, and
and cloak were blown about him.
He shouted wildly, cursed and shrigked.

For a breath Franc¢isco paused. This
could be no human rider; well was it
known in Lombardy that the Viscant!
trafficked with the flend, and this must
be he; and the man shrank and turned
his eyes, lest he should see his damning
face

But the next instant his courage and
his purpose had returned.

The horse was upon him. Swift as
thought, Francisco leaped and clutehed
the bridle in a hand of steel.

But the mad impetus @éfeated him.
ke was dragged forward ke a reed;
only his own great strength for the
moment saved him. And now hLis wild
shouts were added to the rider's. HNe
siruck upward with his dagger; he tore
blindly.

“Do you not know me, Viscont!?™ e
called. “Do you not know me?

But his dagger was dashed frem him.
The horse's féam blinded him as it
sprang desperately on. He heard Vis-
conti’s demon scream, and as the sarth
whirled round with him, eaught ene
feeling glimpse of the white, distorted,
kated face—then, he was prons upen
the ground, and Viscent!, spurring en
his way, looked bask upss kim with
trivmphant yelle. .

“Fly, fiy!" he screamed, “they are
us, but we escape them. Fiy!”

The dawn was showing when Fran-

_ clsco, spent with the passion of fallurs
rather than from any hurt, came slowly
back &nd plcked his dagger from the
rvoed. Not far from it he saw a parch.
ment roll tossed from Viscontl's deublet

In that frantic forward lunge—Viscenti

who had safely disappesred within the

walls of Milan!

Francisco picked up the roll

It was inscribed with poetry and
patched with blood.

CHAPTER TIRER
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The Heostage of the Estes
HUNDRED thousand flerins—

£ and no more, even If they
refuse the bargsin”

It was the Viseent! wko

spoke. In 2 small dark roem in the

Wiscont! palace he and the pale-fased,

c ved-halred man, who had held the
bridle of Lis horse two dsyw before in
Athe procession that hed wended towasd
Brescia, were seated oppesite te ene

* another &t the table; between them a
plle of papers over which the secretary
bowed his shoulders.

“The demand is a hunfred and fifty,
“my lord,” he sald, his veice meek, his
.eyes furtive.

‘“They sald two hundred to begin
with,” weas the eurt answer. “A hun.
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dred thousand forins,
where”

The secretary's pen flew nervously
scross the parchment, filliang it with
& eramped, mean writing that tralled
unevenly along the page. Viscontl's
searetary wrote & characteristic hand.
Viscont: leanmed back in his chalr,
witching Bim in silence,

The reom was small and circular,
hung with leather stamped {n gold
end furnished plainly even te bdare-
ness. A nerrow lanocet window, placed
low {n the wall, sdmitted a subddued
Hght, whieh fell ypon the only spot of

or I go else-

eolor in the room, the suft of tur-
queise Blue the secretary wore.

“A hun@ired thousand florins, to” be
p2id In gold,” repeated Viscont!; “and

ne meors, Glannotte.”

He ross and began to pace the room.
Leng hadit and constent contact had
not lessened the sseretary’'s fear of
Viscont!, nor mitigated the hate, none
the less intensiBed for being forever
concealed under the mask of cringing
servility. But in Giannotto's dislike
there was nothing noble; it was merely
mean hate of 2 sordid soul that grudged
the success of the bold crimes itself
could never dare to undertake. Had
the secretary been In Viscontii’s place,
there would have been as vile a tyrant,
of equsl cruelty and far less courage.

The Duke moved to the window and
stoed there In observation & while,
then turning, spoke to Giannotté with
& wmile. His eyes were a beautiful
gray, open wide, and just now light-
ing up 2 pensive, pleasant face, But
the sécretary knew it too under a 4if.
ferent gulse.

“My oister's alliance with
of Orleans gratlifies my ambition,

the Duke

Glan-

notto,” he said, “and is well worth a
hoedred thousand florins. 8o far the
Valeis have never married out of

royal houses.”’
“Yet they consi
ored by this match,
secreiary.
“They counsider

der themseives hon.
lord,” sald the

my

themseives well pald,”
returned Visconti. “Now, {f I can find
& daughter Plantagenets for
brother Tislo, behold us firmly placed
among the dynasties of Europe!”
Early in the fourteenth century, but
no more than a meager filty vears ago,
before the last Visconti culminated the
evil of his rzce, Matteo Visconti,
Galeaggo's grandfather, had first fi y
established his family 2= lords of Milan,

of the

supplanting their rival the Torlanl,
who had long reigned as magistrates-
in-chief, and under Martin delia Torre
risen to some eminence. Every year
of the fifty since then had seen some
increase of territory, same fresh ac-
quisition of power, till with his last

overthrow of Della Scala, the seizure of
Verona, and the murder of his father,

already miserably deposed, Gian Ga-
leagzo had planted himese!f upon a leVel
with kinge.

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

All this Gilannotto knew. Delia
Scala, Duke of Verona, had owned fair
lands end wide, Vercna, 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 & title
which bound him to the empire, and
beczme King of Lombardy in name as
well as power.

“And thou thyself my lord,” he sald.
“~nou wilt marry a Valois to thy sis-
ter! Whoe will be thy bride?”

Viscont! smiled. “These marriages
are for ambition. Deost thou think I
shell marry for ambition? No, Gian-
notte, I have placed myself above need
of that. The alliances that make the
Visconti one with the kings of Europe
are for Valentinme and Tisio; I shall
marry—"

“For love, my lord?’ ventured the
secretary, with 2 hint of sarcasm.

“Whom I please,” said Viscontl.
“Whick is not what Valentine is do-
ing,” he added, with a smile.,

“She may give trouble yet, my lord.”

Viscont! frowned. He thought of
Conrad ven ESchulembourg, the bdril-
liant young German noble, who had
been = favorite with him and all his
court, and had won the heart of Val-
entine Viseomti; no favorite of his now.
“As for my lady sister,” he saijd, “let
her dare turn her eyes save where I
bid her.”

His own grew ominous,
notto shufMed uneasily.

A noise without broke the sudden
milence of reflection. Visconti, re-
sponding at once to what it meant,
glant®d a moment from the window
wheres he still stood, then swept down
to the bead of the tabls. He leaned
acroas to Glahinotte, not that he valued
any respense that he oould offer—Vis-
contl’s secretary was no more to him
than the chair on which he sat, vaiued
solely. for his skill in letters—but his
triumph had te have its vent. “Hark!”
be cried. “Listen to it, Giannotto! The
wealth of Verona is pouring into Mi-
lan! The spoéils of Verona, Giannotto,
the tressures from Mastino della
Scala’s palace!”

Giannotte winced before Visconti's
passionate jovy.

“'Twas & man ] hated, Glannotto—I
would he had lived to feel it. The
only man I ever hated, beciuse the
only man 1 ever feared, the only man
whoe ever daredl to despise me! But he
has faldlen, he is dead, his wife is in
my power, and in his fall he has placed
me higher than my highest hopes.”

Carrie@ away by his transports, he
seized Gilannotts by the arm and
dragged him to the window.

The wsecretary gazed into the court-
vard, where & group of soldiers and
servants were busy conveying statues,
gitt and sllver plate, rich tapestry,
glass, china and arms, from carts and
myles inte the narrow doorways that
1ed into the grim interior of the palace.
They werée presided over by & major-
domo in a black gown, who called out
Sirections !n = shrill velce. To one
side a few unhappy men, of note enough
to have besn spared, watched in g::a
silence the gniading of the spoils t
carme m the sscking of thelr pal-
aces. great gates stood at their
widest, and through them wound a
long train of seoldiers, some driving

and Glan-

before them of prisoners, tight-
1y chained er, others gallopin
laden with plunder of al

Kinds, art treasures, blackened as
if by fire, banners and suits of armor.

“Ah, Giannetto, look!"” cried Viseonti,
“Della Serla's collection, Della Scala’s
jewels. w my treasury will be en-
riched! Only ome thing mwars it, that
be should net be here to seel”
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Gian-
“8till, thou hast his wife, my lord,”

He turned from the window.
notto feollowed, cringing. -

he said. Gilan's eyes flashed afresh.

“Isotta d'Este—ah!” ’

He leaned back against the wall in
silence. A certain winter mofning, five
yeare ago, rose clearly before him; a
massive castle, frowning from the rocks
above Modena, and on its steps a fair
girl who stood there and laughed to
see him ride away back to Milan, his
offer of the Visconti's friendship
scorned and flung in his face by har
proud family, the haughty Estes. Vis-
conti’'s face grew dark as he remem-
bered her; almost more than Della
Scala, her dead husband, d4id he hate
Isotta, Della Scala’s wife. An4 she was
in his vower. Greatly would it have
soothed him te know her death was In
his power, too, but the lust of ambi-
tlon was greater with this man even
than the lust of pride or hate.

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

“Where hast thou finally placed her,
my lord?’ asked Giannette, with his
stealthy glance. The Duke started from
his reverie.

“In the West Tower,” he smiled.
“Every day T go to gaze en the room
that liolds her to make sure It is not a
dream; to ses and fee! with my eyes
and my own hands that her prisen is
doubly sure. If Isotta d'Este should
now escape me-~but she will not!”

He crossed the room to leave it, but
paused at the doeor.

“Be watchful, Giannotto, the Prin.
cess Valsntine may try to leave the
palace. I have spies
movement; still, thine eyes upon her
aiso will do no harm-—io me!”

e laughed an Instant. A rustie of
the hangings and he was gone. Gilan-
notto sat on silently, looking in front
of him. His thoughts were with Val-
entine Viscont!, Gian's unhappy sis-
ter, whom he had been told to watch;
from her they traveled to the German
Count, who, five days ago, had left the
palace.

“l wonder if she léved him,” he
mused. “T do not think she did. Dear
God, she did not need to wait to love a
man; her life was not such that ghe
could pick and choose her way of es-
caping from it Conrad offered one
and she was ready to take it—nowe
five days ago! Yes—Count Conrad is
dead, and she will marry the Duke of
Orleans! AR, well! The German was a
fool; he deserved no better fate than a
fool! T do not think she#l break her
heart if she ean find some ¢ther way.”

He Treturned to his papers, pausing
now and then té glance toward the
door, as if to keep himself on the alert
for the Duke’s nofseless entry. .

But Gian had bent his else-
where. Plainly dressed, ho.:::oa tg-
most unnoticed across an inner court-
vard to a dark angle of a wall where a
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he loved to be feared, to hold lives in
the hollow of his hand, and play with
them and death.

The door let him {nto a long, nar-
row passage flagged with stone, and
lit by diamond-shaped holes left in the
walls; the air was damp and chill, and
Viscont! drew his ecloak around him.
Unlocking a second door, he ascended
a flight of stone steps, pitch dark, from
which he emerged Into a large circu-
lar chamber with a thick pillar in the
middle from which the groined ceil-
ing sprang. Save tablé and . high-
backed chair of blackened wood, there
was no furniture. This chamber was
the outer guard-room of the prison-
wing, and e gloomy-faced man leaned
against the piilar, his eyes fixed upon
the opening door. It could be ne
other than the Viscont! entering thus,
and he crouched almost to the ground.

“What is thy guard?’ sald Visconti.

“Twenty men in each guard-room,
my lord, and each one picked for size
and trustwortuiness, and 1 myself
keep watch upon the deoor, Hscape is
impossible.”

“By 80 much the mere thy head
will anawer for it

As he spoke, Viscont! flung wide one
of a ring of doors opening frem the
chamber, and stepped into a posse of
soldiers. No one spoke. Glansing
keenly to the right and left, Viscenti
passed through their ranks into the
roem beyond--a small apartment, dim
1it an@ hung with arras. An old wo-
man sat at a tapestry frame with her
back to the door, but at Visconti's
entrance she rose, as at some ex-
pected, and sank in a deep obe .
Gian Maria closed the door behind

m.
“Hew 1s she? he sald. “Ho.v does
she bear her change of prison?”

‘The old woman glanced toward an
inner door, massive and iron-clamped.

“When I am with her, my lord, she
sits in silence, her eyes forever on her
missal; indeed she has not apoken
since we brought her hers; but when
she {8 alone, ghe weeps. I hiave heard
her through the door; she weeps pas-
slonately, and calls wildly upon her
" 1 m:t: :'ﬂ w . tnd Y

him, to s

mn the deor to hear her,” m:

“By the leok of her she will dfe
continued the old woman.

walls ‘m;u‘: 'uhw b4

faded
the gloomy, sad-looking folds droop-

& few Righ-backed
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about the room. In his black dress
Viscontl, pausing at the head of the
steps, seemed part of its gloom. His
wide-open gray eyes looked straight
across at the solitary occupant.

Isotta sat in one of the huge black
chairs, her delicate hands resting on
the faded crimsom velvet of the arms,
her feet on a wooden footstool. She
was of a fair and noble appearance,
but her face was marred by sorrow
and her eyes red from many tears.
Her pale yellow hair was drawn away
under a white veil. Her long gray
dress clung close to about her slender
figure. On her knee rested a little
book, and on this she kept her eyes.
Not by so much as e fluttér of her
hand di@ she show she knew of the
Viscontl's presence.

He waited, raging Inwardly, but
words would not come easlly to break
that silence. At last he slowly de-
scended into the room, his eyes still on
her face.

She never stirred, nor raised her eyes.
With his noiseless tread Viscontl paced
eround the chamber, raising the arras
and testi with his dagger every
block of stome. It was a superfluous
precaution; any attempt to escape
would have been simple madness, and
Isotta &'Este was not likely to gilve
way .to frenzy. Still it was joy to be
sure and doubly sure that she was safe.
Every inch was inspected, every crev-
ice searched. Meanwhile from time to
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time he observed her keenly. But she
seemed not to know her solitude was
broken, save that once, when he passed
her, she swept in the train of her
gown, as she might have done had a
leper come too near, A simple thing,
but {t goaded him, and for a moment
she was neéar her death; rage almost
overcoming prudence. But as he stood
behind her chair, half inclined to strike,
he noticéd on her hand a ring. His
expression changed; he smlled; his
hand dropped down. The ring was of
pear], cut with the arms of Della Scala,
and worn on the third finger of her left
hand; her wedding ring.

Visconti smiled again. Stooplng, he
ralsed her hand, and-—'"Will she bear
this in silence?’ was his thought. Y¥or
2 moment ‘It seemed if she might not.
The delicate fingers stiffened and half
closed, then, as if remembering anew,
she left her hand passive in Visconti's
hold, and enly by a faint quiver tsld
she knew the ring had been withdrawn.
The despolled hand fell back agaln
on the velvet arm, her eyes were fixed
immovably upon har book, and Viscontl,
turning away to the door, sllent as he
came, looked back at her i{ncredulous
of such control, She was sitting
straight and slender, her dealicate head
poised high, but-——ah, ves, he thought
it must be so!~—he noted with delight
that her brea$t heaved and the firm
line of her mouth trembled ever so
slightly. ¥eor a second he stood thus,
a ray of palé prison light caught by the
ring he held, then the door clattered
and shook m\!nto its bolts, and he
was gone.

CHAPTER FOUR
Valentine
WIFTLY as be had come, Viscenti
returned to the palace, and the
banqueting hall beyond. He
stepped in silently, and softly let
the curtains fall behind him.

The room was of enormous size, and
overawed the gaze. The four large en-
tries, one in edch wall, were curtained
allke with gleomy purple. The ceiling
was domed and of immense height,
showing a dim tracery of carved wood,
from whish bung golden chains, sus-

pending jéweled lamps. The high and
narrow wers wrought with

¢elling to paneled woor the
carved with men, womén,
flowers and

n birds
ht together, in simple-minded
of design, executed with the
€ Wknﬂ;hl’ of Nilccolo Pi-
sano's \ arras, hung from
) rods, here and there con-
cesled carving. A carpet, the work
of two M’lw“ delicate in purpls,
spread across
center, where a long low table of wal-
nut woeod, rich - and dark, could seat

secret door anew admitted him. The ing like torn, captured standards. A two hundred guests. le velvet
whole Visconti palace was a somber huge chest of sombér blackness leaned chairs were set about lnrnt?o corners,
and gloomy place; men about it agalnst the walil: above it hung a horn and the light streaning thro the
Chom adrata'af thel own shadows Vier Lkt Bt ey Amimira A e ridy Suared riadey esiots. 1 in gold and
cont! smiled to himsel? at sight of fear; $1-back m.‘., m‘.u "'13“ m TS VRRUON SN
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As Viscontl entered the hall was
empty, yet he stepped stealthily, as if
lie felt eyes watching him. Seating
himself in the window recess, he wait-
ed, and presently, as if an unuttered
summons, the curtains at the far end
of the room were rustled apart, and a
lady entered. She was Valentine Vis-
conti, Gian's sister. Her dress was of
red and brown, embroidered with gold,
her tawny hair piled high under a
golden net upon her well-set head. She
had the clear, colorless skin and the
wide red lips of the fair-haired Ital-
fans, their rich presence; she was of a
fine carriage, not easy to overloek; she
might have been ten years younger
than her brother; she was as tall and
as stately.

She looked straight towsrd the win-
dow where Visconti sat, Gian returned
her gaze, not changing his pesition.
Valentine drew nearer.

“Why hast thou set spies upon me?”
she demanded.

“Why didst thou try to fly Milan with
Count Conrad?’ he returned. “I was
foolish not to spy on thee before.”

Her gray eyes glinted.

“I tried.-to escape from s Iife that
has grown intolerable,” she erled, “and
I will try yet again!"

Visconti smiled.

“My sister, thou art much teo pre-
clous; I shall not let thee go. Theu
art worth a great deal to me. Through
thee our family will be united to the

royal houss of France My sister, thy
husband will be the Duke of Orleans,
and not a German fool.”

But Valentine was also a Viseont!;
she advanced with blazing eyes.

“I will noet marry to serve thy am-
bitions; I wiil not help to steady thee
up the throne. Mark me, Glan, sooner
than wed a Prince whom thou hast
chosen, I will drag thy name inte the
mire, and sit in rags at thy palace
gates.”

“Only thou hast not the cholce,” he
answered pleasantly.

Her anger rose the more as ghe felt
her helplessness.

“T will not marry the Duke!” she
cried, “I will not walk up to the altar.”

“Thou canst be carried,” said Vis-
contl.

She moved up and down, twisting her
hands in any agony of impotence.

“I will appeal to the Duke of Orleans
himself!” she cried.

“A bridegroom who Is bought for =
hundred thousand florinsi” sneered her
brother. “And how wilt thy appeal
reach him? Come, my sister, be calm;
the Duke will make as good & husband
as Count Conrad. Bethink thyself, thou
mayst live to be crowned Queen eof
France. 'Wiit thou not thank me then,
that I saved thes from a German
Count?”

Valentine fell to weeping.

“What has e of him?" she
Sobbed, “the only human being who
::er t:;'aod to me l‘n pity. The enly

e Who eéver cared for me. What
bécome of him?" -

“What becomes of a foo! when he
crosses the path of a Visconti?™ asiked
her brother calmly.

Valentine lifted her head.

‘He is dead, then?” she said.

“It matters not to thee.
band wil] be the Dukie of Orleans, and
thou art a prisoner in the palsce
he takes thea from iL”

She caught at the arras; Viscont!
left her, and reached the doer, his fig-
ur;h. 'llrl rushed — with & ery.

. forward
“Glan!” she ealled. & ”

He paused, his hand
tain, and looked back
“Glan!”

g

for what thou art,” she said:
are our parents, Gian?"
o o T s sten
toward her. sch.
"'!'h:lr“ are dead,” she breathed, “and
MMI(; as our mm dfed, Filipe
“Did they so! Them take warnin
steal

by it,” and Gian, u%

nearer, turned a look

&

tine quailed, as Francisco well migh
Mw words of remorse
mwumu' m'mm
D 2 e e
Viscont! left her
_ CHAPTER FIVE
The Pzinter’s Daughter "
HREE days had passed since
that futile midnight enceunter,
and Francisco had found ne
means to enter Milan.
He stood on the banks of the watsr
looking moodily teward the eity,
watching ths figure of Vitters, who
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trudged along the meadows—his e
rand to procure provisions.

The three still sheltered in the rulns,
to which no oewner had returned, nop
had any signs of life or occupancy
broken the silence within the villa's
all-encirecling walls. Now, a8 he
watched Vittore out of sight—the boy
looking back often to remew hils cour.
age—Francisco’s brow was furrowed,
and his eves heavy with sleeplessness,
The stream, clear, deep and sparkling,
here ran darkened with the shadow of
the willows that bent over it their long,
biuish leaves. A path, thickly bordersd
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 wall of
the villa, and, Vittore being lost to
view, Fran.uisgo withdrew his gaze, al-
ways roaming  restlessly In quest of
something that should ald him, and
glanced along It curiously. His eyes
rested on a great tuft of yellow lichen,
brilliant with scarlet spikes: It was so
huge and spreading he ocould not dut
stare at It. From the lichen his gaze
traveled slowly upward, but not a foot-
hold could he see. Spreading above the
wall the topmost boughs of a gigantio
yew showed 2 clear-cut black agaminst
the sky, and on the broad, fanlike sur-
face brooded & pair of doves, pink.
and white. The bdeauty of the

scenes, its calmmness and repose, exas-

folly, threw himself upon the grass to
watch for Vittore’s return, and ponder,
forever ponder, on his purpose. Sud-
denly there shot into sight upom the
stream = little boat, with high, curling
prow and gavly painted asides. A bdlue
safl was furied above it, and it was Im.
peiled lightly forward by & palr of
delicate oars. The grounds of the villa
fermed a promontoery, and coming
brow of the boat broks

curls of her amber
across a round, dimpled face;
a dancing blue: a sweet, small
curled in laughter, & fime ohin
and throat, a slack young figure. This
was her principsl charasteristic, the
fleating vellow halr like & veil abdout
her.

Coming abreast of Franecisco, fhe
m.npuuod‘ on Ris oars with a frisandly

path, and Francisco courtsously ap-
proached.

“] am @ stranger here™ he sald

The other glanced at him smew, and
with the awakening of a littls friemdly
wonder.

“A gtranger” Alh, then. this I» new
to thee—this most beautiful part of
Italy. T assure thee,” he continued ex-
citedly, “1 have been through the fabr-
est parts of Tuscany, I have wandered
about Naples, but never have I seen
such celors, such lights as herel™ :
he waved his all-inclusive hand.
messer, as a stranger, must see Row
wonderfully falr it 1a?”

by their beauty,” returned
“Yet methinks I have seen
beautiful and easier to hold
of need.™

The other twisted his mouth In eon-
tempt. The girl leansd forwsard laaugh-
ing. “You forget, father™ e
“gvery one is not & painter.”

But the little man, as If he had
a sudden mission, secured the boat,
still in silence, stepped ashors,
his daugliter to follow him. Franciseco,
precccupied and mistrustful, saw this
with uneasiness, and would gladly Rave
withdrawn. Moreover, the smiling face
of the happy girl was an added sting
to a bdurning thought

The enthusiast, however, had no ifea

fil 1

attire, and mentai-

And himself on the bank he

from his wallet a panel of

w and carefully planed,

apon he began to draw the out-

line of a corner of the sceme, using a
%’ -

fell again to Dbrooding

:
:

stream, filling with flowers &

seest yonder my daughter,
sald, pointing to the slen-

fieie



