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CHAPTER XVIIL
MEARUNE FON MEASURE
ILENCE lnvested the Villa Arl-
mdoe, yvet o warm and mellow
Hght 1umined many a window
or mnrked short pathways on
the blackness of the lnwn. A solitary
saddle borse rattled his bit, pawed
restively and tossed his head worrled-
Iy from side to side, as If presclence
had touched Wl with foretelling.

On the other slde of the wall, lurk-
Ing in the dark niches, was & tall, lean,
gruy huvired old man, whoe watched
and listened and walted. He was
watching nand listening and walting
for the horse. Seven yenrs! It was a
leng thme. He had not bunted for this

wan, He was breaking no promise.
Thelr paths hod recrossed, [t was des-
tiny.

The leaving of the guests had been
hurried and nolsy,  In truth, it resem.
bled n disorderly retreat more than
auything else. The denouement was
evidently sufficient. They had no de-
sire to witness the suticlmax, how-
ever Ioteresting and lopstructive [t
might be. [lis highness the Principl
di Monte Bilanea, Eurigo by name,
strode up and down the floor, his spurs
tink'ing and bis saber rattling barsh-
Iy, Oceastonnlly he glanced at the
group on the opposite side of the
room. He langhed sllently, Ohb, be
would eojoy himself tonlght. He
vould extract every "drop of plensure
irom this unexpectid mowent. Had
she been mad, be wondered, to glve
him this longed for opportunity? A
mouth longer and this scene wonld
have been lmpossible. At last he cume
to a stand In froomt of La Sgnorina,
who was white nnd weary

“80," he sald, “after five years 1
find you, my beautiful wife! What a
devll of a tlme you have given me—
heross oceans and continents! A hun-
dred times I bave passed you without
knowing it till too Iate. And here, at
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the very wmoment when | belleved It
was all over, you flog yourself loto the
loving arms of your adoring husband!
I do not understamd "

“Be brief,” she replled, the chill of
snows In her volece. Her hate for this
man bad no empty corners. “Say what
you will and be gone.”

“I shall telegrapb the attorneys in
Rome to partition the estates, my
beart!” he mocked ber, “The king
will not add to his private purse the
riches of Colouel Grosvenor and the
Principl dI Mounte Rlanen, your father
and mine—old fools! To tell the truth,
[ am badly In need of money, and,

hend of Racchus, your appentnnce
bere is life to me, my dear Sonia.
Life! 1 nm a rich man. But" with a

sudden scowl, “what position In my
household does this gentleman occu-

py ¥ Iundieating Hillard and smiling
evilly
“So it s all true, then® HUlard

exclalmed. “You are bhis wife!"

“Well™ erled the prince Impatient-
ly. “l Inguire again, what position
does he hold

“This viiln I8 mine,” she nnswered,
her tone glving hint to the volcano
burning in her heart. “However the
estates may be partitioned, this will
be mine. I command you to leave it
at once. 1 loathe you.”

The prince lnughed, She was simply
A sack of gold. But this was his hour
of triumph, and he proposed to make
the most of (1. .

“I vould have lot the carabinier!
take you to prison.” he sald urbanely.
“A nlght In a damp cell would have
chastened your spleie”

“Is 1t possible? returned Hillard
“Your highness bhas but to say the
word nod 1 will undertake the pleas-
ure of relleving you of this man's
presence.”

“He stll” she sald.
to the prince

“Presently. First 1 wish to add that
your dear friend is both thick skulled
and cownrdly. 1 offered to slap his
face a few nights ago, but he discreet-
ly declined.”

“1 am ealm,” replied Hillard, geatly
releasing Lis arm from her grasp, He
approached the prince, smiling, but
there were murder and despalr o
his heart. “Had 1 known you that
night one of us would not be here
now."

“It Is not too Iate,” suggested the
prince. “Come, are you In love with
my wife?"

“Yea"

The bluntness of this assertion rath-
er staggered the prince. “Yon admit
it, then?" his throat swelllug with rage.

“There 1= no renson to deny It

“She 18 your”-

But the word died with a cough
Hillard, a wild joy In his bheart, caught
the prince by the throat and jammed
him back agalust the rose salin panel.
Hillurd selzed his sword arm and pin.
ned It to the panel above his head
Aguin and again the prince made des
perute attempts to free himself. He
wias soau falllng In a bad way. He
gasped, his lips grew blue and the
whites of lhis eyves bloodshot. This
man was killing him! And so he was,
for Hillard, realizing that be had lost
everything in the world worth living
for, was mad for killing.

La Signorina was first 1o recover,
Bhe sprang toward the combatants
and grasped Hillard's hand, the one
buried 1o the prince’s throat, and
pulled. She was not strong enough.

“Merrihew! O'Mally! Quick! He
Is killing him!" she cried wildly.

The two finally succeeded In separat-
Ing the men, and none too soon., A
mowent more and the prince had been
a dead man.

La Sigoorina turned upon Hillard,
“And you would bhave done this thing
before my very eyes!™

"1 was mal.” he panted, shamed. “1
love you better than anything else In
God's world, and this man means that
I shall loge you”

The prince lurched toward Hilard,
but fortunately Merrihew heard the
slithering sound of the saber as it left
its scabbard. Merrihew with a des-
perate lunge stopped the blow., He
flung the saber at O'Mally's feet.

“You speak English,"” sald Merrihew
In an ugly temper, “You may send
your orderly to the Hotel ltalie tomor-
row moruing, and your saber will be
given to him, We can get along with-
out you unlcely.”

The prince tore at his mustaches.
Meddlers! To return to Klorence with-
out his saber was dishonor. He cursed
them all roundly apd turned to La
Signorina,

“I am In the way here,” he cried.
“Dut listen. You shall remaln my
wife so long as both of us live, I had
fotended arranging your freedom once
the estate and moneys were divided,
but not now. You shall read my wife
till the end of the book, for unless 1
meet you halfway the marriage con-
tract cannot be broken. In the old
days It wus yvour conscience, The still
small volee seems no longer to trouble
you," turning suggestively to Hillard.
“You are stopplng at the Hotel Italle?"

“1 am. You will ind me there,” re
turned Hillard, with good understand.
Ing.

“Good! Your highness, tomorrow
night 1 sball have the extreme pleas-
ure of rununing your lover through the
throat.,” He plcked up his cap and
took his princely presence out of thelr
Immediate vicinlty,

"It will do my soul good to stand
before that scoundrel,” sald Hillard,
stretebing out his hauds and closing
them with crushing force,

La Slgnorina Ilald a protesting hand
on his arm,

“1 love you,” he murmured as he
bent to kiss her hand, “And It Is oot
dishonorable for you to hear me say
m.!t

“1 forbid you to say that!” But the
longing of the world was In her eyes
a8 she looked down at his head,

“This Is what comer of American

“Will you go?®"

girla marrying these blamed forelgns
ers,* growled the tender hearted
O'Mally. “Why did you do it

“1 am almost Italian, Mr. O'Mally. 1
bad no choice In the matter. The af-
falr was prearranged by our parents,
after the continental fashion.*

When Hillard and La Signorina were
at length alone he asked, “When shall
1 see you agailn 7’

“Who knows?! Some day, perhaps,
when time has softeped the sharp
edges of this moment. Tomorrow I
shall write, or very soon"

“You will send for me?' with eager-
ness and hope.
“Why not?
In our friendship,

Promise.”

“l promise. Goodby! For a llttle
while 1 have lived in paradise. Wher-
ever 1 may be, at the world's end,
you have but to call me. Ino a month,
In a year, a decade, 1 shall come.
Goodby!" Without looking at her
again he rushed away.

She remalined standing there as mo-
tionless as a statue. He had not asked
her if she loved him, and that was
well. But there was not at that mo-
ment o all the length and breadth of
Italy n lonelier woman than her high-
ness the Principessa di Monte Bianca.

Meanwhile the prinece, raging.
mounted Uls horse. Eh, well! This
time tomorrow nlght the American
should pay dearly for it all

Aod the woman—he could pever
understand ber. But for her fool's
consclence he would not have been
riding the beggar's horse today. She
was pow too self rellant, too intellls
gent. She was her father over again,
soldier and diplomat.

He was riding past the confines of the
villa when a man darted out suddenly
from the shadows and seized the bridle.

“At last, my prince!

“Glovannl?"

Instinctively the prince reached for
his saber, knowing that he had need
of it, but the scabbard was empty.
He cursed the folly which had made
him lose i1, Oddly enough, hls thought
ran swiftly Lack to the little casa In
the Sabine hills. Bah! Full of cour-
age, knowing that one or the other
would not leave this spot alive, he
struck his horse, with purpose this
time, to run his man down. But Glo-
vannl did not lose his hold. Hate and
the nearness of revenge made him
strong. i

“No, no!" he laughed. “She is dead,
my prince. And I—-I was not golog to
seek you. I was going to let hell clalm
you in its own time. But you rode by
me tomight. This is the end.”

The prince unhooked his scabbard
and swung it aloft. But Glovannl was
fully prepared. He released the bri-
dle, his arm went back, and his knife
spun through the air. Yet In that in-
stant In which Glovanni's arm was
poised for the cast the prince lifted
his horse on its haunches. The knife
gashed the animal deeply in the neck.
8till on Its haunches, It backed, wild

There s nothing wrong
and 1 prize It

with the unaccustomed paln. The lip
of the road, at this spot rotten and |
unprotected, gave way. The prlncaI
tried to urge the horse forward, The

hind quarters sank, and the prince

tried In vain to slip from the saddle.

There came a crash, a cry, and horse

and rider went pounding down thal
gorge.

Glovannl trembled, and the swent on
his body grew cold. For several min
utes he waited, dreading, but there
was no further sound. He searched
wechanically for his knife, recovered
it and then crept down the abrupt
slde of the gorge till he found them.
They were both dead.

“Holy Father, thou hast walted sev-
en years too long!” Glovann! crossed
himse!f.

He gazed up at the ledge where the
tragedy had begun. The cloud passed
and revealed the shining muskets of
two carnbinieri, doubtless attracted by
the untoward sounds. Glovanni l!ﬂluI

This man was killing him |

over the stream aund disappeared lnto |
the blackness beyvond, |

It was Merribew who woke the slecp- |
ing cabby, pushed Hillard Into a s---.\l|
and gave the final orders which were |
to tnke them out of the Villa Ariadne
forever. He was genuinely moved over |
the visible mlsery of his friend. When |

they arrived at (he white hotel in the | Indeed be had, forever out of Hillard's |

Borgognissantl Merrihew was glad |
At 9 In the morning Hillard heard a ‘
fist banging on the panels of the door. I
“Open, Jack! Hurry!™ cried .\‘lorri-|
hew outside. |
Hillard opensd the door
the trouble, Dan?¥' he nsked.
Merrihew whispered, “Dead!”
"Whot" Hillard's beart contracted
“The prince. Ther found him and |
!
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his borse at the bottom of the gorge.
The concleege savs that there has been
foul play- tracks In the dust, n strange
cut in the veck of the horse and a
scabbard minus its saber. Now, what
the devil shall 1 do with the blamed

sword 7'
Dead! Hillard sat down on the
edge of the bed Dead! Then she

was free, free!

“What shall 1 do with the sword ¥
demanded Merrihew a second time.

“Put It in the bottom of the trunk
and leave It there till you land In New
York. But the prince dead? You are
sure?

“Florence rings with the story.”

And then Merribiew noticed. Hillard
still wore his evenlng clothes nnd the
bed was untouched,

“That's very foollsh.”

“Why, I couldo’t bhave closed
eyes,” replied Hillard

“But won't she need you up there?
Merrthew was obviously troubled,

“If she needs we she’ll send for me.
I shall remalin here and walt. She is
free. Thank God!"

“Didn't Glovanni tell us that he bad
friends In Fiesole, near Florence, and
that he wns going to visit them?'
asked Merrihew.

“Glovannl! 1 had forgotten. But
what had my old valet agsinst the
prince 1

“Glovanni had a daughter,” sald
Merrihew. “His knife left a scar on
the man. The prince carrled a long
scar on his cheek.”

Hillard began dressing In his day
clothes, stopping at times and frown-
Ing at the walls

At night the last of the American
Comiec Operan company straggled into
the hotel, O'Maily, verbose as ever,
did all the talking.

my

“You wounldn't know her,” be sald,
referring to La Signorina, for they
would always call her that. "“When

she heard of that (duffer’'s death I
swear that she belleved you bad a
hand In it. But when she heard that

the accident had occurred before you |

left the villa she just collapsed. The
police were hunting for the missing sa-
ber. Of course we Lknew nothlog
about it,” with a wink at Merrihew,

When the others were gone Hillard
asked Kitty If she had any news.

“She sald that she would write you
and for yon to remain here till you
recelved the letter™

“Was that all?’

“Yes. Have you seen anything of
that wretched man Worth, who is the
cause of all this trouble?’

“No, nor do 1 care to."

Kitty and Merrihew went out to- |

gether.
. . . . - . L
They were gone to America, and HIL
Iard was alone. He missed them all
sorely — Merribew with his cheery

lnugh, Kitty with her bright eyes and |
O'Mally with his harmless drolleries.

And no letter!

Dailly he searched the newspapers
for news of Glovannl. But to all ap-
pearances Glovannl had vanlshed, as

sight and knowledge,

The letter came one week after the
departare of his friends, It was post-
marked Venlice. And the riddle was
solved.

[TO BE CONTINUED]
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