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trying hard to keap awnke enongh to wateh his !ntlmrlanm Then to change the subject he ndded: **Dis l:mhy

stirring the polenfa in the ealdron. On the stranger's
entrance every eye was turned to him as he stood drip-
ping in the doorway. One gliee was enough to ghow
he was to be trusted, and the nutaral politeness of the
Tusean mountaineers showed itsolf on the instant. They
pressed him to come to the fire, removed his damp cont
and boots, and though they had no availuble substitutes
to produce, o woman bronght a large shawl and put it
over his shounlders. Then ns he stood warming himaslf,
and foeling as if he had suddenly got into su old pictare,
the assembled gronp stood regarding bim with a per-
sigtent stare, ealeulated to put a more nervous man ot of
countenance,

One or two of the men sat off to show the driver to o
rough stable for his horses, and the sturdy father, who
had conscientiously kept on stirring the polenfa, in spite
of distractions, announced that it was ready to b served.
His wife, lnlﬂ'ing a ghiff, swaddled baby on the gronnd
near the kittan, brought n huge bowl, and the yellow
steaming mess was tarned into it, and placed on the mas-
sive worm-eaten oaken tuble ab the side, Then the father,
seating himsalf so as to be on o lavel with the dish, took
i piece of string, and holding one end in his mouth, sliced
and then out in pieces the wholo mess, which by this
time wus quite firm.  The children woke up as i by in-
stinot, and eame orowding to obtain their handful of the
steaming compound, and the old woman putting some
rough plates nud glasses and some coarso broad on the
table, the meal was ready.

Arthar Mostyn, hungry enough not to be fastidions,
willingly partook, making one of the homely party ns
somblod round the old onk table, while a gaudy colored
Madonna on the wall in front of him guzed down smil-
ingly through a veil of several lnyers of smoke sequired
in the eonrse of years. The simple pensants all looked
toward her, and crossed themselyes devoutly befors ent-
ing. During the meal they told him that the house and
its surronndings belonged to Count Mastini, & name
alrendy familiar to him, as his nunt in England was o
friend of the Iate Countess and had given hum an intro-
duction to the present Connt He, howaver, '“']ll_“m
visited it, leaving the care of the vill to his conladine,
ot peasant, who was now speaking. * You see, Signore
Inglese” (lot any Englishman try to gonoeal his nation-
ality from a Continental to whom he has spoken two
words il he can), * this place is sort of lonely like, five
miles from the nearest village, which is but a poor place
at the best.  And the Pudrone (master) speuds most of
lits time at Rome or Florenee, which he likes botter than
this ol villa on aecount of " g

« But it is not the loneliness,” burst in the irrepressl-
ble boy of the frappelo, who sat by the fire discussing o
huge slics of polento. . 3

“ Can't you be quiet,” said the tlnu:'r. giving him a
kick; “who asked ym tnlul: mhn:;nm?

“ Father says—" o DOy, .
claimed the pessant, with & look that wilenoed the boy at

you found ws up at this hour; we generally sup st oight
o'elock, only there was n funsiono (sorvieo) st the ehureh,
#ome miles off, this evening, and that made us lnte —we
only got home just before the storm. “Tis the vigil of
Sin Gilovanni (8t Jolin's Eve), you know,"

Hin fragal suppoer ended, the traveler bogan to agitate
the—to him important - subjoet of & bed, but found tiat
cousiderable diffionltion nwaited Lim,  Tn fact, thero wis
not an article of that deseription in all the cottagoes tint
did not do double, or aven triplo, duty,  The driver and
boy wore content, the ane to sleep on a lurge * selble ” by
the dying fire, the other to ropost o the same straw s
his frappelo; but for the gontleman was no place found,
unless he would consent to make a thind on the mattess
shured by two bachelor biothors,  Gathering from the
pensants that the large villa was furnished, and that they
had the key, ho proposed to sleep there if they weald
propars him n bad, urging as o olsim that ho had with
him a lotter of introdoction to Count Mastini.  He was
not surprised- having some traveling experionse ko find
that n hondred difionltios wore mnde, but the start of
lorror that van throngh the assembly rather pazdod him,
The difieultios ho surmountod one by one, however,
when the pensants had no more reasonnble objeotions b
offer, yob remuined ns obstinate ms ever in refusing, he
lost patience and began to insist; and what will not Buxon
determination backed up by Baxdn gold conguer?

Tho peasant yielded at Jongth, unwillingly it must be
sonfessod, also much worried by many sleave twitehings
und mutterings from the female wembers of the Lamily,
who ovidently did not spprove of the Englishman's de-
sign. The ancient dame, finding all private sdvice un.
availing, placed horsalf in their puth, and in a teenbling
voice, but with a cortain dignity, said: ** Boppe, my son,
boware of what you do,  Englishman, you know not what
may happen if you iusist!”

Boppe, the stalwart, father of the younger fumily,
shrogged his shoulders, saying, * If the Bignore ohooss
to go in spite of our advios, ho can't blsme ue”  Then
enlling to his wife for some elean shoots, whick she giye
him from an old oaken chest, he took & lantern and lod
the way out.

o Alns!™ oriad the ol dame, ne Bappe good natarsdly
prut har nwide, * it s timo far e to go; no one minds me,
not 6ven my own son.”

Phe irreprossible boy gave vent to his leslings by »
prolonged whistle, and ojaculated, “ If he knew what 1
know hio'l be stilottood mtber than aloep there" [at
the grandmother and driver both tarning angrily on him,
he forthwith took hin way 1o seok the company of his
wleeping companion, the mule, while the old woman went
sighing np the croaking stairs W Dl

IL
The conlading whom they ealled * Beppe ™ led the
way with the bundle of linen under his arm, & Iamp in
one hand and & great koy in the other, mattering s he
went down the cottage steps, “ My mother is growing old,
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