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A WAITRESS.
BY CONSTANCE FENIMORE WOOLSON.

S the evening was delightful, their
coffee was served in the garden.
Modesta brought out a low table and a
tray; then returning to the kitchen, she
came forth again with the coffee-pot, fresh
from the fire, and filled the two cups, one
for Dennison, the other for his guest,
Edward Gray. The coffee was fragrant,
very hot, very black. John Dennison nev-
er took at night more than this one small
cupful; but it was necessary that the
quality of the drops within should be of
the purest, and Peppino, the cook, knew
that he must not fail. The dinner which
had preceded the coffee had been excel-
lent.

They were sitting at one end of a flower-
bordered walk which leads to a terrace
with a parapet; from here opens out a
panorama of the velvety hills of Tuscany,
with a crowd of serried mountain-peaks
rising behind them; below, in the narrow
valley of a winding stream, is the small
medizeval town of Tre Ponti, or Three
Bridges. The garden retains a distinctly
monastic air, though its last monk took
leave of it several hundred years ago;
here are no statues of goddesses and
muses, so common in Italy; instead there
are two worn stone crosses, with illegible
Latin inscriptions at their bases. An ar-
cade along one side is paved with flag-
stones, and has the air of a cloister; at its
end is a fresco representing a monk with
his finger on his lips, as if inculcating
silence; the face is dim, all save the eyes,
but these have a strange vitality, and ap-
pear to follow the gazer with intelligence
as he turns away. There are two ancient
sundials, and there is a relic which ex-
cites curiosity—a flight of stone steps at-
tached to a high boundary wall; the steps
go up for a distance of eight or nine feet,
and then stop, leading to nothing. On the
north and west, where it stretches to the
verge of the hill, the garden is open, de-
fended only by its parapet.
south edge it is shut in by the irregular
stone house called Casa Colombina. On
the east there is the boundary wall al-
ready mentioned, and above this wall
there rises outside, not fifteen yards away,
a massive square battlemented tower, one
hundred and thirty feet high, named Torre
Colombina, or Tower of the Dove. This
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tower is now occupied only by owls, and
travellers suppose vaguely that it belongs
in some way to the little church of Santa
Lucia, which nestles at its feet; they even
fancy that it is the campanile for Santa
Lucia'’s bells. But the great stone Tower
of the Dove dates from the thirteenth
century, and although Santa Lucia can-
not be called young, her two hundred
and fifty years are nothing to the greater
antiquity of her ponderous overshadow-
ing neighbor. Each mountain-peak was
bathed in the light of sunset; all was soft-
ly fair—the ineffable loveliness of Italy.

Modesta now came to take the tray.
She was accompanied by a cat and a dog.
The dog was a small dachshund, black,
with long silky ears and very crooked
paws. The cat, a sinuous yellow matron,
appeared to believe that she was the fa-
vorite, for she rubbed herself against her
mistress’s ankles caressingly. As Modes-
ta, with murmured *‘ excuses,” lifted the
tray, four kittens rushed from the house,
gambolling and tumbling over each other;
they all made their way to her feet, round
which they curled themselves so that she
walked in a tangle of cats. She returned
toward the house with her tray, laughing,
and careful not to step on them. The dog
waited a moment with dignity. ** Here,
Hannibal! Here!” said Dennison. But
the dachshund paid no attention to him;
he trotted back to the house as fast as his
short legs could carry him.

‘‘He is supposed to be my property.
But he spends his life in the kitchen,”
commented Dennison.

““That girl of yours has a passion for
animals; one might rather call it a com-
passion, perhaps, for I have even seen her
petting that preternaturally ill-tempered
and hideousdonkey who turns your water-
wheel,” remarked Gray. ‘‘It seems to
extend in all directions, for she runs out
to help the old milkman up the hill with
his cans, and she gives tidbits to that idiot
boy who haunts the main road.”

‘“That isn’t half. She feeds regularly
two children who live a little below here,
on the way down to the valley. Partly
she robs me to do it, after the easy Italian
fashion ; but she also robs herself—I have
had proof of that. She almost always
has some forlorn object, varying any-
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had followed her; when she had finished
her task she stooped and picked him up.
““If the master allows, he must be wash-
ed to-morrow,” she said. *‘‘Or, rather,
not to-morrow, for it is a festa, but the
day after. As it is now warm weather,
Peppino shall take him to the pond, in-
stead of bathing him in the green crock-
ery basin. Aunnibale himself will not
wish to go—silly cherub!” (Here she
stroked the dog’s head.) *But—what do
they wish? It is necessary. Good-night
to the lordships.” And she disappeared,
carrying the dog, and murmuring en-
dearments to him as she went.

After lunch the next day the two men
went out for a stroll. The roads were gay
with the country-folk, celebrating the festa
in the Italian fashion by the simple amuse-
ment of being together in the open air.
The wrinkled faces of the old women
were framed in their new red and yellow
kerchiefs, which were folded over their
headsand tied under theirchins. Each girl
wore a flower in her hair, and this hair
was always thick, rising up round the face
in a dense mass, no matter how closely
the long ends were braided and coiled be-
hind. The men were dressed in their best,
but they all carried their jackets folded
and tossed over one shoulder.

The young men were entertaining them-
selves.

‘‘They will end by slicing us in two at
the ankles,” said Gray, indignantly, after
he bad jumped aside three or four fimes
to escape a sharp disk which met them
suddenly as they turned a corner, whiz-
zing past them as it flew down the road,
almost invisible from its speed.

‘“It’s a game,” said Dennison.

‘“Oh, is it? I thought it was assassina-
tion.”

They went down to the Tre Ponti,where
they took horses and a rattling phaeton,
and went off on one of those quests with
whose mild excitements Dennison en-
livened his quiet Italian days. This
time it was a search for some tapestry,
which had been discovered, so it was said,
in a villa six miles distant. The villa was
one of those which had degenerated, hav-
ing been used for the last hundred years
as a farm-house. During the preceding
week an addition had been pulled down,
and the demolition had uncovered a win-
dow which corresponded to nothing with-
in; further search had revealed a walled-
up chamber, and it was this chamber
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which contained the tapestry. The cham-
ber was there—a small room with a high
It contained no tapestry; no-
thing, in fact, but one singular object,
a lady’s toilet table with a lace cover, an
old mirror, two candlesticks, and various
saucers, vials, and boxes. The lace, which
was falling to pieces from age, was ordi-
nary in quality; the mirror-frame and
the candlesticks were made of metal that
imitates bronze; and the saucers, vials,
and boxes were of glass that imitates
crystal ; nothing therefore had intrinsic
value. Dennison made a small offer for
the whole just as it stood, in case the gov-
ernment should not lay claim to the ob-
jects.

‘“It’s only for the riddle,” he said to his
companion, as they drove back to Tre
Ponti. ‘ There is a history, of course,
and nobody can ever know it; that is the
charm ; one can fancy anything one
pleases. If I get the table, T'll put it in
one of the unused bedrooms. And then
when there comes a wild windy night,
such as we sometimes have in Tuscany,
T'll go there after midnight, and see if she
doesn’t glide slowly in and look at her-
self in her old glass.”

It was late in the afternoon when they
drove through the eastern gate of Three
Bridges. Leaving the phaeton at the
stable, they strolled about the village for
a while before returning to Casa Colom-
bina.

But village is hardly the word. Al-
though Tre Ponti has never contained
more than two thousand inhabitants (at
present there are but fifteen hundred), it
is surrounded by an important stone wall
with bastions, and two of the old gate-
ways, massive arched portals, are still in
use. The narrow winding streets are
paved with broad flag-stones, which reach
to the house walls on each side, so that
one seems to be following hallways open
at the top, rather than roads. Nowhere
is there ah inch of garden ; the high blocks
stand side by side in solid rows. The
only breathing-place is the central square;
one side of this piazza is embellished by a
palazzo-pubblico, or town-hall, decora-
ted with griffins and armorial bearings.
Along another side there is an arcade or-
namented with a row of heads by Andrea
della Robbia, old women, monks, knights,
children, and others, each lookiug out
with lifelike expression from a lheavy
frame of clustered porcelain fruit.
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There is a low marble step outside of the
grating, and the woman who had the old-
er child knelt down here for a moment,
and made the child kneel by her side;
taking some flowers from the knot at her
belt, she showed him how to throw them
through the grating as far as he could, as
an offering to the Madonna within. The
boy obeyed her; and then she gently bent
his head forward with her hand as saluta-
tion. The other women knelt also, after
this one had risen; but they did it per-
functorily; they bobbed down and bobbed
up again, crossing themselves, the whole
process taking about two seconds.

‘‘The one carrying the red-capped boy
is your waitress again,” said Gray, as the
women, their devotions over, drew nearer
on their way to the bridge. ‘ What is she
doing down here?”

“It’s her home; she is a Tre Ponti girl
—was born here; and her familylive here
still. She herself much prefers the town
to the country; she shares to the full the
ideas which Browning expressed in ‘Up
in a Villa, Down in the City.’”

Modesta had now discovered them, and
paused, while the women who were with
her gave such a general greeting to ‘‘ lord-
ships” that it seemed to Gray that he
beheld several yards of white teeth, sur-
. mounted by rows of dark eyes whose
depths held a sweetness which no North-
ern orbs could ever contain.

““I accompany for a short distance my
friend Paola,” explained the waitress,
‘“Paola being tired, and having already
the baby to carry. This, the one I have,
is her Angelo—as the master can perceive
for himself, an angel indeed—though his
little ankles are not strong. But—what
would they have? That requires patience;
it will improve. The masters would like
without doubt to see also the baby? A
miracle of beauty!” And giving the old-
er child to one of her companions, she
took the swaddled infant from its mother,
and brought it to Dennison and his friend,
a smile of pure enthusiasm irradiating
her face. ‘‘His cheeks—do the masters
behold them? And his eyes like stars?
Lordships can note the quality of his
arms.”

Gray lightly pinched the dimpled roll
of fat extended towards him. ‘‘Oui, oui.
Grandeena!” he said, emphatically.

Modesta appeared to be charmed with
this attention; she thanked him warm-
ly. Then she carried the baby back to
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its mother, kissing it before she gave it
up, and taking the other child, led the
way down the hill, the whole party mak-
ing fresh obeisances before they turned
away. ’

‘““What frank, pleasant faces they all
have!” said Gray.

‘“Very frank. They never changed a
muscle when, as a token of your admi-
ration of the baby, you told them that it
was hailing.” '

‘““Hailing? What are you talking
about? I said the baby’s arm was big.”

‘‘Grandina happens to mean ‘it is
hailing’; that’s all.”

‘“It couldn’t; it wouldn't be such a fool!
Are we going to stay here all night?
It's awfully dusty.”

For the open space outside of the gate
was now filled with loungers, and the
café of Garibaldi was crowded both inside
and out; the two Americans left their
bench and strolled down the hill. When
they reached the bridge they stopped to
watch the water. As they did so they
heard music; down the gorge beside the
stream came a party of girls, two and two,
with linked arms; they were singing all
together something slow and sweet, and
as they passed under the bridge each gave
a glance upward towards the two gentle-
men who were leaning over the parapet
to look at them.

‘“What are they singing?”’ asked Gray.

“A hymn to the Virgin, with an end-
less number of verses; stay here a month,
and you'll hear it so often that you’ll sing
it in your sleep.”

‘That girl who was last did not look
like an Italian,” Gray went on, as the
musical band disappeared round a bend.

‘‘She isn’t; she is a Swede. She was
brought here last summer by a queer old
English woman, who has lived for ten
years, off and on, in that villa just above
the second bridge; she had a fancy for
servants who could not speak a word of
English, and she picked up this girl in
Stockholm during one of her journeys—
for when she wasn’'t in Tuscany, she was
trotting all over the globe. She died, at
the last, suddenly; it was two months ago,
and, so far, her heirs in England, distant
cousins, I believe, have refused to do any-
thing for this stranded maid. The Swed-
ish consul, however, has taken it up,
and I hear that there is prospect of a
remittance some time or other—enough
to pay her expenses back to Stockholm.
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as though it had been turned into wood,
and her eyes closed, while she poured
forth in a shrill voice a flood of rapid
Italian. Her companions meanwhile were
so overcome with their laughter as they
listened that they rocked to and fro, and
clapped their hands on their sides.

“ What was she saying?” asked Gray,
when at last the piercing voice stopped.

““You wish asample? Shesaid: ‘Brute,
thou! Beast, thou! Thou it is who hast
done it, pig of a Vanna! For thou put-
test me in a fury so that I say evil words.
And now what is the use of my Lent?
Didn’t I drop with fasting? Wasn't I
faint? Didn't I do every one of my de-
votions? And now all lost through thee ¢
Serpent! and frog!’”

Modesta had paid no more attention to
this raving outburst than she had paid to
the race which had preceded it; she had
stopped singing when the others stopped,
but her eyes still gazed dreamily at the
sky. After a moment or two she turned
so that her glance could take in Goro,and
then she stood tranquilly waiting, her
face serene, content.

Presently the little company, its laugh
out, began to move on again, coming up
the ascent in a straggling band, the girl
who had yelled forth her accusations with
her body stiffened so strangely accom-
panying them, her fit of excitement end-
ed. She even tried to frolic in a shame-
faced sort of way; she took the flower
from her hair, threw it up and caught it,
as though it were a ball, humming a tune
to herself carelessly. As they reached the
bridge the band perceived the two gentle-
men in the semi-bastion; all, that is, save
Modesta. In her absorption the waitress
saw nothing, until the girl who was be-
side her pulled her sleeve.

““The master, thine,” she -whispered.
“Thy two lordships.” -

The waitress now came back to actual
life. She waited a moment, until "the
others had passed on. ‘‘Itis Goro,” she
said, presenting him. ‘‘The masters al-
ready know him well.”

*“ Not in his festival clothes,” answered
Dennison. ‘“He is nothing,” he added,
banteringly; ‘‘not half good enough! I
wouldn’t have him, Modesta, if I were
you.”

‘When Dennison said ‘‘he is nothing,”
Goro answered, ‘‘E vero ” (It is true), and
laughed lightly. He was a tall youth,
with curling hair and a joyous smile.
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‘ Eh—he wishes me so much good !” re-
plied Modesta, fondly.

The next morning Gray took a sun-
rise walk; he had but five days more
to spend in Tuscany, and he wished to
make every hour tell. When he came
back the waitress was in the court occu-
pied in tying a long cord to Hannjbal’s
collar; beside her were two towels and a
cake of soap.

‘It is Annibale, who goes now for liis
bath,” she explained ; ‘‘Peppino takes
him. A bath is excellent for Annibale.”

The dog’s spirits were deeply depressed;
his elongated little body seemed almost
to sweep the ground, owing to the de-
jected state of his short legs. *‘ It is no-
thing, thou silly one!” said Modesta, af-
fectionately. ‘‘Thou must be washed—
that thou knowest. And as the morning
is so warm, thou art to go to the pond.”

Peppino now came from the kitchen,
ready for the expedition; with a salute to
their visitor, he took the end of the cord
in his hand, and turned down the path
which leads to the fields below.

“T1l go too,” said Gray. ‘' Ego,” he
added, tapping his breast violently, to
show that he meant himself. -

The two servants were charmed with
this idea; Modesta said that it would give
Hannibal courage to be accompanied by
the gentleman, and Peppino added that
it was ‘‘ too much honor.” The cook was
very tall, with the countenance of a seer;
in his spotless white linen jacket, his long
white apron, and white linen cap, his ap-
pearance, with his dark eyes and thick
gray hair,was striking. He was suspected
of belonging to a secret society of nihilistic
principles. But his nihilism must have
applied only to mankind, for he went
down the hill as slowly as he could, in
order that Hannibal’s neck should not be
hurt by undue pressure from his collar.
For the dog was following at the extreme
length of his cord, dragging back obsti-
nately with all his might, and digging his
crooked little paws as deeply into the sand
as he possibly could with each reluctant
step; as Peppino was six feet in height,
and Hannibal ten inches, the spectacle
was amusing. At the foot of the hill the
glitter of the pond became visible, and
Hannibal's resistance grew so desperate
that Peppino went back and picked him
up, carrying him onward in his arms as
though he had been a baby. ‘‘ Most
surely he must not be permitted to stran-
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‘‘ Bxcellent,” said Gray.

It was three o'clock when they started,
and a beautiful May afternoon. A pair
of horses and the rattling phaeton had
been sent to Casa Colombina from Tre
Ponti. Modesta had already departed.

‘‘The celebration begins early,” said
Gray, as he saw her start.

‘“Sheisn’t going there now,” answered
Dennison. ‘‘She will go first to the
house of Goro’s mother, about half a mile
from here; there she will sit braiding
straw and gossiping with the old woman
in a dark cellarlike room until the be-
loved object comes home and is ready to
accompany her. I dare say she is taking
him something with which to make him-
self smart for the occasion—a new neck-
tie or a silk handkerchief.”

As they passed out on their way to the
carriage they caught a glimpse of the
distant white figure of the cook seated
with his back towards  them outside of his
kitchen door in the shade, occupying his
leisure in playing the flute; his notes,
which just reached them, were soft and
long-drawn as sighs.

‘“What is it?” said Gray, listening.
“I'm sure I know it.”

“‘Com’ & gentil’; that is, ‘O summer-
night.” Peppino is very sentimental in
his musical tastes.”

‘“He doesn't go to the party, then?”

‘‘ He despises parties. He goes in for
bombs.”

It was between eight and nine o'clock
in the evening when, on their return
from the drive, Dennison checked his
horses in a hedge-bordered lane, and
stopped. (It may be mentioned that
they did not reach the tower; no one—
that is, no stranger—has ever reached it.
Italians are indifferent to its mystery.)
*“This is the place,” he said. ‘‘The house
is a quarter of a mile from here, and I
could have taken you nearer by keeping
to the main road; but in that case they
might have heard the sound of our wheels.
I haven't let any one kmnow we were
coming, so that you can have a glimpse
of the scene as it really is, and not tamed
by the presence of strangers.” He tied
the horses to the hedge, and climbing
over a stone wall, led the way across a
broad field, freshly ploughed. On the
other side of this field the ground ascend-
ed, and the slope was covered by an olive
grove. The sparse gray foliage of the
pruned trees cast hardly more than a
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lace - work of shade upon the moonlit
ground, and the two men made their way
upward easily; in ten minutes they had
reached the top. Here, on a broad pla-
teau, stood the farm-house with its out-
buildings. Beyond the plateau the ground
ascended again, decked by another grove.
The door and windows of the house were
open, and sounds of langhter came forth.
The two Americans drew near cautious-
ly, walking as quietly as they could in
the shadow of the trees. But their care
was unnecessary ; all were assembled
within, and no one was looking either
from the door or the windows; the noise,
too, was so great that no sound outside
could have been heard even by a listen-
ing ear. Dennison, making a detour, led
the way round to one of the back case-
ments. This window, a small one, was
breast-high; its little lattices of lead-bor-
dered panes had been thrown back; they
opened into the room, as the exterior of
the window was guarded by iron rods set
close together. The two spectators out-
side, by looking between these rods, ob-
tained a view of the scene within. The
room was large, low, and smoke-browned ;
it was lighted by all the lamps the house
could muster—lamps of the old Tuscan
pattern for olive-oil; there were also
earthen-ware saucers filled with the same
oil, and carrying a floating wick. Two
candles illumined a supper table which
was placed across one end of the apart-
ment. This table bore upon its white
linen cloth the dishes of the feast—dishes
and little else, as everything had been
eaten save bread, of which there was still
a supply (in case any one should feel a
return of hunger). There were also fresh
flasks of wine for future thirst, and over
a handful of coals on the hearth there
was a long-handled coffee-pot. A game
was now going on, or rather a panto-
mime; two men in masks were jumping
about like harlequins, and every now and
then they seized a person from the ranks
of spectators, and whirled him or her
round and round dizzily ; there was
guessing connected with it in some way,
as everybody called out names loudly;
the uproar was incessant, with occasional
applause and a great deal of laughter.
The feet of the harlequins had raised
much dust, and at last the room became
dim. *‘More light, more light, Filippo.
‘We can’t see,” called several voices.
Filippo, a sinewy little man who had
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lequins chan.ged his partner every few
minutes, but the other did not loosen his
grasp of the girl whom he had brought
with him from the house. After a while
this second harlequin moved away from
the other dauncers, and came waltzing
across the plateau towards the grove
where Dennison and Gray were standing,
each hidden in the shadow of a tree
trunk; at the top of the slope the man did
not stop, but began to descend, still dan-
cing, or pretending to dance, and pulling
his unwilling partner with him.

At this instant a woman detached her-
self from the distant groups of revellers
and rushed towards the grove. And as
she came on, her figure was such a vision
of swiftness of motion and of intensity
of purpose that Gray unconsciously held
his breath as he watched her. The pla-
teau was broad; she was a full minute in
crossing it. As she drew near the grove
she lifted her head a little, and the moon-
light, which had been behind her, fell
across her forehead; then he saw that it
was Modesta.

The harlequin also had recognized her,
for, suddenly ceasing his gyrations, he re-
leased his companion, and ran off in the
opposite direction, bounding as he went,
in accordance with his assumed character,
and joining the chain of dancers near the
house with a high leap which gained for
him their loud applause. Meanwhile his
partner, freed at last, stood still for an in-
stant, with her eyes closed, dizzy from
the whirling.

It was during this instant that Modesta
reached her; coming down the slope with
all the gathered impetus of her tremen-
dous speed, she swooped upon the girl,bore
her to the ground, struck her across the
cheek, and then, holding her down with
one hand, she fumbled in her own pocket
with the other.

Dennison meanwhile, as soon as he had
recognized his waitress at the top of the
descent (he had not distinguished who it
was before, his eyesight not being so keen
as Gray’s), had left his tree, and darting
across the intervening space, he now
caught her armn tightly, while her hand
was still in her pocket. Gray hurried to
his aid, and seized her other wrist, drag-
ging her fingers away from the girl on the
ground; thus holding her between them,
they pulled her to her feet. As they did
so, her right hand came out of her pocket.
It held a murderous-looking knife.
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*“You devil,” said Dennison, in Italian,
‘““drop that knife!”

They held her so closely that she could
not move, but her face glared at them in
the moonlight. It was like nothing hu-
man; her head was thrust out, the eyes
were narrowed and glittering, the nostrils
flattened, and the lips drawn up and back
from the set fierce teeth. Their four fig-
ures—three standing, one on the ground
—were below the slope, and no one saw
them. There had been no sound from
the prostrate girl, who had lost conscious-
ness from fright, paralyzed by the terrible
countenance of the woman who had at-
tacked her; and the waitress herself had
made no sound as she came. She made
no sound now, save that she panted as
she breathed; she was like a wild beast
who has made one spring and is about to
make another.

“Drop the knife, or you shall go to
prison,” said Dennison, sternly, his hands.
on her shoulder like a vise.

Her fingers did not move.

“Listen. If you don’t drop it, I swear
to you I'll send Goro to America by the
next Leghorn steamer, with five hundred
lire in his pocket.”

The knife dropped.

¢ Pick it up,” said Dennison to Gray, in
English. ‘‘Now see if you can lift that
girl and carry her down the hill. Get
her across the field somehow to that stone
wall where we climbed over; wait there
for me —unless she should come to on
the way, in which case perhaps she will
be able to climb over the wall herself.
If she does, wait there with her by the
phaeton. I sha'n’t be long. ButI must
take this she-wolf back to the house first.”

Gray had -bent down. He lifted the
inert body at their feet, raising it a little,
and as he did so the head fell back, and
the moonlight, shining on the hair and
temples, showed that it was the Swede.
Modesta, as she too saw the face, made a
spring at it. But Deunison jerked her
back. Then, with a snarling sound in
her throat, she twisted her head round
and bit savagely at his hand where it held
her shoulder.

‘Do hurry. She is perfectly insane,”
he said to Gray.

Gray, having got the Swede off the
ground, put his left arm under her back
at the shoulders, and his right under her
knees, and lifting her in this position, he
carried her down the hill with as much
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“I told you that her laugh wasn't
natural. 'Twas an awful sight, though!
She would certainly have murdered the
girl if we hadn’t happened to be standing
just where we were.”

“Very likely,” answered Dennison.
““ Tehk, techk,” he added to the horses.

‘I hope she is safely locked up by this
time?”

‘‘Locked up? She is probably dancing
with her harlequin.”

‘““You don’t mean to say that you let
her go?”

“Quite so. Sheisall right now; she has
come back to her senses. I had six words
with the youth, however; he'll treat her
better—for the present at least; I have
frightened him.”

‘““What did you mean when you said
you’d send him away?”

“That was what brought her round.
He has had a hankering for a long time to
emigrate to—to the land of the free; he
would go in a minute if his passage were
paid and he had a hundred dollars in his
pocket—go and never think of her again;
she knows this. But the land of the free
doesn’t want him—he is incorrigibly lazy ;
and his departure would end her as far as
I am concerned; make her perfectly use-
less.”

‘““Good heavens! you’re not going to
take that murderess back ?”

“I can’t take her back without sending
her away first. And that I haven’t done,”
answered Dennison.

‘“But won't she be arrested, in any case?
Everyone will know that she attacked this
girl, and that the girl has fled.”

‘‘No one knows that she attacked her.
And even if it is guessed, Tuscan peasants
are not so easily alarmed as you suppose;
they understand each other. As to the
disappearance of this one, I shall explain
it by saying that I decided to advance the
money to send her as far as Florence, in-
stead of making her wait for the remit-
tance which is expected from the consul;
it is known that she was to go before long,
in any case. It will cost me something,
but Ilike peace and quietness. The other
woman is perfect as a servant, and, the
cause of her jealousy removed, she will
continue perfect.”

“ Brrre!” said Gray, uttering the sound
that accompanies a shudder.

The Swede recognized the meaning of
this; she looked at him quickly with part-
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ed lips and her hand extended. She was
ready to spring from the phaeton.

** Do be quiet!” said Dennison. Then
he spoke to the girl in Italian, quieting
her dread.

They reached the station in safety, and
soon after sunrise the Northerner, her
breath still hurried, her hands cold, was
placed in the care of the official who had
charge of the Florence train. Dennison
gave her his white silk handkerchief to tie
over her uncovered head. The daylight
had revealed the discolored lines of the
bruise on her cheek produced by Modesta'’s
blow. *‘Poor thing!” said Gray, as the
train started, and they had a last glimpse
of her frightened eyes at the window.

- **Yes; but she will get over it in time;
she is strong and bealthy, Ihave tele-
graphed to the consul at Florence to meet
her, and take every care of her; he is to
give her money from me, and then he is
to send her to Stockholm, comfortably, in
the charge of a suitable person. When
she arrives there she will find a tidy little
sum to her credit at a banker’s.”

‘*You're paying well for her scare.”

“T'm paying well for my comfort.”

They took fresh horses and returned to
Casa Colombina.

As the Tower of the Dove came into
sight on its hill, Gray said: ‘‘She won’t
be there, will she?—I mean at the house?”

“Oh yes.”

‘“What will she do when she sees us?”

‘“She will bring in the breakfast just
as she brings it every morning, and Han-
nibal and the cats will follow behind.
Perhaps she will talk rather more than
usual; if she does, it will be on the most
agreeable topics, and her smile (which you
admire so much) will be sweeter than
ever; her hair will be braided to perfec-
tion, and, what is more important, her
work will be done to perfection. We shall
pretend, both of us, she and I, that we
don’t see the mark of the bite on my hand.
Shall I go on? In a week or two, prob-
ably, she will marry her Goro, and then
he will be so constantly under my feet
that I shall end by installing him as my
gardener for life. He will do no work of
importance; but, owing to his presence,
shall continue to enjoy the services of a
waitress whom you yourself have de-
scribed as a regular marvel.”

It may be added that this prophecy has
been exactly fulfilled.
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