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"Com early early," said the princess. With a. flmrourteay she had Jiot changed her frock for dinner either,

aince her ruest could not. Bhe mood now in the filmy
chiffon against the dark background of th nanellng ofxatilalta rarvit-- mnrtu wnnit i.hirwi . Vict. inCit, ni -
floating cloud. She put up one hand and brushed back 'f,thiy tendril of hair that teased her white foreheuO. "I M

' nilrfht trt it, vn,. .1... . , , .. I ' If

O YNOPSIS: In England a house in a

poor quarter of London is burned

down, and Dr. Vcscy-Hilto- n, a fash-Unliab- le

physician, scnes an old nurse and a

young lady, both Italians, who have papcrj
bearing the name of Crescenzi.

f

On the way to Rome Honor Molyncux s

train slows down, and two monks enter fur-- .

lively, to leave at another slowing down fur.
liter on. They leave on the floor of the car-- ,

riage a ring with a large gem carved with the
Crescenzi coat-o- f -- arms. Honor wars tt in

Rome, and Several people who see it show a

startled interest. Prince Caesar Crescenzi, a

roue, asks to be permitted to handle it, and
'looks distinctly spiteful when he is refused.
Princess Elavia Crescenzi, a beautiful young
lady .gets Honor to her palace through the

''medium of. Honor's advertisement for the
: post of companion and claims thr ring. She is

about to tell, Honor that she uvw one of the
'' two monks in the railway carriage.

Honor is alone in Rome, through the sud-'de- n

death of her godmother, Signora Mon-tresso- r,

but finds more than a friend in Alarie
Vpughan, an Englishman, who helped her in a

'difficulty on her journey out.

half grudgingly, "i wonder If I have made you under-
stand! You know It is a place full of perils; It is not easv.
II it not merry or glud or huppy. Yet you will coma ami
hare It with me?"

"If you aay any mor, I shall think you ara aorry you
asked me," said Honor, with frank outspokenness,
"Whatever your life la, 1 am grateful and glad to maka
It my lif too." , v

"You darling!" aald tha princess, warmly. Che bent
nuddenly forward and kissed Honora cheek. "I touldn't
help It," she aald,' laughing,: and apologetic, aa she re-
leased the surprised Honor. "You looked so dear when
you aald that. L hope you didn't mind!"

It waa a new sensation to drive through the lamp-li- t
treets In the comfortable carriage, with the rubber tires

and the servants on the box. It stopped at the entrance
to No. SS, Via Croce Blanca, and Honor got out. The
porter's wlfa must be somewhere with a neigh-
bor, for no one cam out of the dark silent lodge as the
passed. The court waa dusky, and the stain were In
darkness as she began to mount them. Onl one faint
light glimmered high above, down the well of the stair-
case, too dim to light one 'down here.

She had gone up the first flight, when she gave some-
thing Ilk a start, in passing a doorway net wall Into the
darkest shadow. Something seemed to her to move. Was
It only her fancy? She edged neater the side of the stairs,
and asked if any one were there. But no one spoke. Per-
haps It was fancy; yet she could have declared ah saw
the Outline of a form In the gloom. She went In mora
quickly, with, a vagu discomfort. At the turn of th
next night there came over her a swift, uncontrollable
fancy that some on was close behind. She turned her
head over her shoulder with a thrill. She had Just time
to catch a glimpse --of a man's face, so close behind her
that here almost brushed as she turned. She had not
tlm even to recoil, to cry out; eh found neither voice
nor motion, In th fear of' that Instant, before a hand
was flung over her mouth.

As she struggled violently, another hand, powerful,
rude, hasty, selr.ed on first one of hers, and then the other,
dragging rough fingers down her own, and feeling them
over. When her ring was touched there was a low grunt,
and It was half wrenched from her finger. The next In-

stant, with a low curse, she felt her hands fr, and her-as- jf

thrown reeling against the staircase wall.
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(CONTIXUED FROM IAST SUNDAY.)

CHAPTER XVII
(Continued.)

CHAPTER XX
Attacked. ' , s

ER vole came back to her. Her lips were fre

H from th smothering hund. She opened them and
screamed for help as loudly as she could. The man
ran down the staircase, his footsteps .pattering

softly, as If his shoes were muffled. Honor pursued him,
calling again, t tlin top of her voice. It waa a danger-
ous thing to do, had she stopped to consider. He might
have turned and murdered her there, on th darkene
staircase. Instead, ho (led the faster. She ran. too, v.?
all her active youn might. She reached the courtyL
Just in time to see hini butting into the very chest
some one entering hastily, who grasped at him, and tried N
to hold him fast. The iobber aoubled. crouched, rose sud- -

0-'- . ,ill!!L..KJX

O POTTBT? It broiiRht nwlft
doubt tu Honor's mind. Sh
uttered an exclamation.
"But I ran a Prince Caesar
Creacpnzl the other day,
and he told me the ring I
fotind Is only an Imitation
of one he ha and l of no

value. 1 n't understand."
"He told you! Cneear

told you that! He knew
you had the rin;!" What
was there In that to oauiw
the prtneese that sudden
violent agitation? The color
fliirnd In her face. Her
eyes looked actually fright-
ened, ghe-pu- t out her hand
and caught Honor's rm,
without knowing what she
did. "But, Dlo mio! You

did not give It to him! You

did not let him have it!"
'No, I didn't. I was ad-

vised not." Honor spoke

rather coldly. W h y. if
Prince Caesar were not to

m
m-- i i
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to

"It was only when I waa in the saddle that I found that my precious ring had gone from my finger.'"

.it
after. My old nurse kept me huiden In London. We
were poor, . for she dawsd aot.'-appl- to my father's
people for help, and she had" uiedJall the money ho had
with him when he died. A fir broke out In the house
where we lived. I remember the terror of It now.. A

than I ever owed any one since that good, good Dr.
Vesey-Hlito- who saved my life from the fire."

"Dr. Vesey-JIillon- f- Wus tt really he who saved yout
Why, be was my uncle." Princess Flavin flashed round
on her a look of amazement, and held out both hands
Impulsively. "Then let "us be friends!" srle said. "That
was mv saviour. How IHtla lid I, think I should ever
hear of him again. They told nie h died long ago,1'

"Yes, but my aunt Is living. Will you tell me, please,
what you meant when you called this a poison ring?
i don't understand what that Is."

"Bee." The princess drew her delicate finger nail
along the deep gold setting-int- whloh the green em-

erald sank. "This Is said to bo a tiny receptacle for a
deadly poison, enough to kill ten people, if they took it.
It was carried always ss a means of suicide, if need
came. They say, too, that there must be some way of
slaying an enemy bv a secret stab from It; but that
must be a fairy story. In fact, it is likoly the setting
s now uulta- - solid, whatever it may have been. Its
power lies in the name it represents, not in the death It
could deal."

"I see," said Honor. She stood up. The Interview
seemed at an end.

! Crescenzi claim U and expect to.t, have It, did another
have a better right?

' ' The princess clasped her hands and gave a little
;Kl' cry of relief and thankfulness. "That would have

fcen fatal, fatal!" she said. "Oh, I can never thank
tije Madonna enough for saving us from that rnis-f.-- .,

fortune! It Is splendid of you splendid. But for
myself, this is, of course, another matter quite, quite.

' If Caeaar told you that he lied. It waa Just exactly
w lik him, but you might have believed, you might

have given It up to him but for your wise, wise
; friend. Come now, do please not keep me waiting
''' longer. I feel sure I can fcee something big on your

finger under your glove. I assure you It was not
true what mv cousin Caesar told you. This is no
imitation, but the real rlngf he said it only to get
possession of it. I cannot think how you managed to

i- - prevent him, he is so clever and so unscrupulous.
The ring 4s miner -r- -t least it is in my keeping. I
have the sacred charge of it. Please give it to me.
You cannot think what I have suffered since 1

j covered the loss of it. I have hardly eaten or slept "
'? "But how am I to know your claim is any better

than Prince Caesar's?" repeated Honor, still in grave
doubt. The princess tapped her little shoe on tn
marble floor; then she broke into a roguish laugh.
"I will soon lell you that!" t.he said, gayly. "What
did the younger of the two monks do when he went
out of the railway carriage?"

Honor Rprang from her seat in her astonishment.
i "lie stopped and pulled the other monk's robe out of
!.ti..' the crack of the door.!" she paid. "Why why how,

could know--? Why do yon ask that?"
, "He pulled the brown frock, and the ring slipped

from his finfffr in the struggle." The prinrc.R spukp
; . gravely, but her voice still had a little hidden laugh.

"That Is how you came to find It on the floor aftT-;- (

., , ward, as., of course, I suppose you must have done,
, Don't you know that it could have belonged to no

V one but the monks? Surely no one else was in the car-r- -.

riage,- - yon tried hard to keep them nut'"
The gleam of laughter in her black eyes had

CHAPTER XIX
Honor's New Post. g

T ill-- ; princess put out her hand to stop her. "Oh,
don't go yet!" she said. "You were surely not
thinking of going! If you knew how nice it Is
to have some one to talk to; my life Is very

"Honor lifted the hand which sho held in3 pressed her lips to the snowy fingers."
deepened, and now lie was all or--e ratllant smiln.
Honor stared In still greater bewilderment. "No nun
else was there how can you know!" she repeated,
falte'ting. A suspicion too wild, too insane to enter-
tain really, was stealing into her overwhelmed mind.

V

h iily. and had bolted past his would-b- e capturer and fled
Into the streel, before ono could draw a breath.

"Oh, let htm go; don't follow" him! He has a knlf
most likoly, and will stab you if you try to stop
lilm!" Honor gasped it out breathlessly- - The voice that
answered her was a well-l:now- n one. "Miss Moly-iien- x!

It's not you, surely! That brute hasn'tharmed yoni? What has happened? I felt sure It wasyour voice!"
It was Mr. Vaughau. She recognized him with a

relier and gladness that were light after midnight
dark. He was nt her side her hands were in his.n Was easrerlv examlnlnur her hv h,a llirht nf tlio

CHAPTER XVIII
The Found Princess.

F COFRSK. 1 know, iook at me. You saw
me before i found you looking very hard
when you thought I did not see." The
princess folded her arms and dropped her

O

gentleman saved us. The Italian ambassador heard
of it and suspected who I was. They found, old Mari-

etta and me and comrntinlcated .wjth my great-uncl- e,

the cardinal. He sent for mo back, and received me

with the same kindness as If I had been his daughter.
My dear uncle! What I owe to him!" The moisture
stood in her fright eyes. She winked her lids hard to
keep the tears away. "He gave me wealth and recog-
nition. He gave me this palace for my own. I have
grown up under his care and guardianship, and I owe
everything in life to him.

"My uncle Valentino Is dead, but you have seen
Caesar, lct me whisper something to you hold your
ear down that no one may hear it. lie is my cruel
enemy. My return, you see, has overturned all his
plans. He was the head of the house after my great-uncl- e

and he Is bad, bad he has gambled secretly and
spent most of his mony and all that he could lay
hands on. Marietta knows she loves me better than
anything on earth dear old Marietta! She hears these
tilings. Caesar has hoped to inherit all my great
uicle s riches. Now that I am back, and like the car-
dinal's adopted daughter, he knows the case Is
changed. My great-uncl- e is a righteous mun, a prince
of the holy church. He is angry at Caesar and
shocked at Ills evil ways. It Is Caesar's fear that my
great uncle will leave me everything and that he will
be cast off. It has nifitip hlat scheme and plot against
ine ever since I was brought hack to Homo.

"Xow my dear great-uncl- e Is very 111. I can trust
you? You will not breathe a word of what I say? If
it were known how 111 he is, that his mind Is really
clouded for a Ihne it might do grievous harm. $'ou
will not understand all these things you arP English
and a Protestant. Is that not so? Well, then, you
would not comprehend all I he net of diplomacy we
r.endg must live in here, we of the Vatican. Our power
has been robbed from us, the temporal power of the
holy father, and all those at his court. Unlawfully
and unjustly stolen; to get it back again, Is our dear-
est desire; otherwise the cause of the church will
suffer sharply; religion will be thrust to the wall. It
would harm not only my dear great-uncl- e, but the
whole religious world, if hi enemies knew he was not
able for a time lo act for himself and to transact the
business of the Vatican. I have been In his confidence.
Those about him thought best to give me some power
to act for him In temporal matters while he is not
himself, so that his Incapacity might not he known.

"That ring you found, and I lost -- you cannot under-
stand all Its powers. 1 told you it was nald to be a poi-
son ring, given by a wicked Horgla fo the then head of
our house. However that may be, it has been recog-
nized as the sIkh and seal of the Crescenzi might, for
generations and generations, by all who have crossed
their path. It is so well known among those who
have served or opposed them that it Is" enough pledge
of authority when it is seen. My great-uncl- e wore It
always, with his cardinal's rini. It was Intrusted to
nie to hold for him, to sign documents of Importance,
to represent hlni in all his worldly affairs, and to stand
as his proxy. It gives nie a power almost unlimited.

"Caesar did not know thut I had the ring, though h
must suspect it now. But he knew it was no longer
In my great-uncle'- s possession. Oh, don't ask me how
lie knew that: He i3 mixed up, it is whispered, with
secret societies, who ffave. their spies even in the
Vatican itself. He, too. knew of the cardinal's Illness,-an-

he dared to act on his knowledge. He thought
my influence too great with him, .and he plotted to get
me away from Rome. ''

"l had a message from a friend In a convent In
Piedmont, begging me to come and see her, as she was
dangerously ill. Marietta and I went, without any
other attendant. You cannot take a train of servants
into a convent. When we not there I found my friend
was not there at all, but had gone' to Spain. I found
myself detained by all sorts of senseless pretenses
when I wanted to come away again. At last I saw
that ihe mother superior waa keeping mo a prisoner,
though I was treated with the greatest friendliness.
1 knew Caesar was at the bottom of it. He had got me
there to keep me out of the cardinal's way. I could
not leave; It proved Impossible. Marietta got word to
friends outside by means of my ring, and they obeyed
the orders I sent them without hesitation. We got the
monks' habits for a better disguise, and managed to
slip from tho convent, if we had entered the train at
any station they could have traced us and caught us.
Our friends put a lotr across the rails and stopped the
train till wo could get into if. One entered a carriage
that was empty, at the end of the train. When we
had gone so far that all pursuit. Was hopeless, and
were within reach of aid that would protect us back
to Kome, t he secret friend in the train let the door fly
open, that a signal should stop the train. He slipped
out, and ! was ready for us when we Jolned him.
Horses were waiting quite close. It was only when I
waa in the saddle that I found my precious ring had
gone from my linger, and I was distracted with alarm.
In the hands o-- any one who knew what it was It
could do a harm not to be told! All cautious search of
the Homan station could trace nothing. I saw you
one day in Hie Borghese gardens and wondered with
a flash If you could have found it. but before I
could pull the check string and get out you had gone.
Then a servant of this house, a confidential servant,
told Marietta ho had seen it on the hand of an Englishlady in church, and followed her home to see where she
lived. It was that very day that Marietta brought
me the paper with your advertisement in it, and Iwrote to you on the chance that you put in the adver.tisement. You see, how right I was!

"And now you have it with you! Yoli will give It to
m at once, will you not? Every minute seems an hour
J''J 1 ft If back." Honor was ju!ling her glove off.Ihe ring was certainly the princess. She drew it'"" her fl:igT. and gnvc it to her. The princess gav
a little coo.ng cry of joy u she, clasped It.

"Oh, how glad, how thankful!'' She beamed on Honorinm aer. beautiful, light-fille- d eyes, "I jou mor

She had slipped her hand down Honor's arm im-

pulsively, and now their hands met and clasped tight.
In that clasp each road the ether's heart, and knew that
they were friends from that strange moment. Honor
lifted the hani which she held and pressed her lips to

the snowy fingers. It was an act that surprised her-

self in its efrusivenohs. Khe was not used to doing such
things, and nhn hnrdly knew what Impulse prompted
her to show her feelings so Irankly. But this charm-
ing princess was unlike anything and anybody she had
ever met in all her life before. She felt she could serve
her on her knees. .

"Then that is settled." The princess spoke with sua-de- n

gayetv. "I have made you promise, haven t I . f
this minute you are at home here. Wo will not talk, or
any salary, Hhall we? All mipo is yours; I will share ana
share with you. Just something for your ana
to buy you pretty frocks; I do love Parts frocks, aont
you? We will choose a suite of rooms for you. ine
brightest and prettiest in the whole palace. Let me see, i
think the Psyche and Cupid ones, where are the ceii.ngs-painte-

bv Giovanni da I'ndine, .those V really
and the very thing for a girl. Tell me where to send for
your boxes and belongings. .They shall be brought at
once, and vou need never go away again."

"Ah, but I must' Indeed, I must! 1 am taking care c.
the things in my godmother s apartment for her daughter
in India. I must go back and make arrangements wun
the porter's wife to have them looked afrfer and taKert
care of if I come away. And my things are not pacKea.
you know. They are lying about anywhere, and no one
knows but myself where thev are, and which are m.ne
and which aren't. I must go and get them together, ready
to be brought here."

"Ah. must you really, really? Well, then, you need
not go till this evening, and come back early tomorrow.
I hate to have you go, now we have met. You shajl stay
and dine with me, just a little dinner of two, you ahd rne.
You know, 1 live altine here, and I cannot entertain. B-
ecause I have no chaperon I won't have one. I na-t-

them, hut companions I love. I told you we of the Vatican
party don't really entertain or go into society now. since
the holy father has been so shamefully d. But be-

sides that, my unci has alway,s wished me to live very
quietly, fje knows, as I know, that there are dangers,
and that r am safer and better not too much seen.

Tlwy took tea together Tea served in a smaller room,
all hung with beautiful old brocaded white 8a'lni
wreathed with hand-worke- d silken embroideries in faded
greens and blues, of (lower wreaths, roses and tulips ana
purple Iris. It was served on a little table of colored mar-
bles, inlaid with trails of jessamine flowers. The wonder-
ful old repousse silver was almost too heavy for the prin-
cess' delicate wrist, vet sie would pour tea out, instead
of having it handed by one of the tall, solemn footmen
who stood In reverent attendance, bowing their powdered
heads over the sagaitd cakes in their filigree silver

looely; I seem Kt have no frlendu of my own age. Wj
don't go out into society in Kome, you know; none of
us of the. Vatican set do. It is a real, real pleasure to
have some one to have a chat with. Nce.a yOu go? Is
It because your family will think you aro gone long?
Hurely they will not mind for a little longer If you.
stay."

"There Is no one who would care." Honor could not
help a sorrowful sound in her voice. No onesrared now.
fclhe might come or go as she phased, no one but the
porter's wife would even notice if she. never came back
at all. "I have no family. I am all alone In tho world.
1 am. quile Hlone in Rome, for my godmother, to whom
I was coming, is dead."

Princess El.ivia gave a little pitying exclamation.
Khe put out her hand graciously and impulsively, as If
cho would have taken Honor's. "That ia like myself!"
she sulci. "I, too, am an orphan. I have no one In the
world really to cure for nie hut my dear, dear uncle,
and now, alas, he does not oven recognize me! I am
lonely, like you. That Is sirange, isn't it? Girls seldom
are without some one to care tor them, and to be un-
happy over tbeir unhappiness. Then stay end talk to
me, please. Perhaps you will have tea with me, after
the English way, presently. Alone in Rome? And you
do not mean to return to your own country? Forgive
me if I am impertinent when I ask."

"I mean to stay in Rome if 1 can get anything to
do here." Honor had sat down again on the gilded chair.
I lor hands lay loosely clusped in her lap. She looked up
at the prln, ess with eyes that were full of candor, and
had a gleam of pathos in their depths. "I am trying for
work. I huva no homo anywhere. I came out here to
he a companion to a godmother, but she died the very
day I came. 1 put in that advertisement you saw in thepaper because I must get something to do as soon as
possible. Perhaps you may know of some one who
wants a governess or a companion. I could look afterquite little children. I have pot got any certificate, you
know, and things of that sort; but I could teach them
their letters and make their clotbWi and speak English
with them."

"Poverina!" said the princess under her breath. Her
beautiful black eyes shone with- compassion as she
looked full at her guest. "You to teach little children
their lettors! It seems grotesque. Rut see what an
Inspiration! If you want work, why will you not be my
friend-companio- I would love, dearly to have you
come and live with me. No, don't answer till I tell you
all. You must not think it is a cheerful place in whichto live. It Is fjll of gloom, of sadness, of anxiety, even'
of peril. I im desolate and alone; I lead a life dull forany girl to share. 1 have many, many enemies, some
secret, some known, some impotent, some powerful. It
is not a path of. roses I ask you to walk into. Those
who share my confidence must know how to be silent,
eilent like a tomb. They must be able to hear and not
listen, see and not remember; above all, they must be
able to hold their tongues. Can you do all this? Will '
you take on yourself a life that Is dreary and solitary
and full of lurking dangers? Will you be a companion
to a girl who has no real friend iij the world? Are you
sure you can stand it'.' Would you not hate this gloomy
house and the shut-u- p life inside it? Would you not
want gayety and life and brightness, such as we girls
ought to have? None of those is mine, 1 do assure you.
And you would not have my comfort in it all the doing
all I can for my beloved uncle in his infirmity. Think;
don't answer till you have well considered. Is the cost
too high? Do you shrink from paying it? If you refuse
I shall well understand!"

She had laid one soft hand, with its glitter and flash
of diamonds, on Honor's arm. Her face was full of ear-
nestness. Her eyes fastened on Honor's as if she would
read down into her very soul. Honor met the look with
one as unflinching. Her own lips parted a little in a
confident smile. "I could bear anything that you bear."
she said; "try me and see If I cannot. And I need not
wait to answer. I should think it a very happy lifespent with you, and a great privilege to be your iriend.
I am only too, too thankful for an offer like "yours. Are
you sure you are not making it only out of kindness
to nie?1 Could I be of any real use to you?"

'tJse! You could make my life quite, quite different.
It would take half the loneliness away. Besides, don'jt you
see what it means to me? 1 un feel I am doing some-t- ?

ing, something in return for thut go id. brave doctor's
rescue of in ;, eais and ears ago- He i (fend, you tell
me. I can never thank him now, as I so often have
longed. But. I can take you for him. and care for you
and, mejet you happy, Lt mo do It, please, j- -"

head with a kind of mock humility.
In an instant Honor recognized the likeness that

had so eluded her over since she came in. "I saw you
In a carriage In the Hoi-Rhes- gardens!" she cried,
breathlessly "and ves, yes. there Ih something more
you were the young monk; but. no, it cun t be!""It can't be, hut it is. Wondeiful as jou may thinkIt, I was in that monk's hood and frock." Then as nheeaw Honor's wide eyes and look of onlvamazement, "Come." she said, "I will tell vou all aboutIt, that you may understand. I am sure somehow thatI can trust you. I always know people whom I may
trust. They are not so many." She lost her smile, and
her face took on a sadness that was strange on so
younc; a girl.

,,."i!y life is so like a story that perhaps you willhardly think it can be true. But it seems to me thatlife is stranger and more like a romance than any
romance one reads. First of all, have vou heard any-
thing of toe house I belong to? It Is a family familiarto most people who know Rome."

"f know it is a great and powerful family, verv oldand very famous." The pi iness bent her beautiruf headand sighed. "Ah, yes, and ft has been known for otherthings besides its power and place," she said. "It haskometimes been known for its crimes. In the bad olddays there were wicked Crescenzi -- friends of the Bor-gla- sr

and monsters of that sort. Kven in these days,
when the family has dwindled to three poor represen-tatives, ah three are not saints, like my uncle, thecard nal. I am only a weak, foolish girl, and rny
cousin Caesar oh, l will not tell you what he ia youcan judge! His father was the second son there weretwo .brothers, my father and his. Their father haddied when they were hoys, killed at the battle of Ma-&nt- a;

TUeir unce was in holy orders in the church.This father of l afsar's must have been horribly Jeal-ous Of my father, for the sake. of his little son we willsuppose. No one can prove it, but we are sur' it wasthrough him that my father's marriaxe ts madesuch an anger to his family, and that thev visited iton my poor little, mother as if she were in' fault howas tif the Ixrenz;, people who had been at enmitywith th Crescenzi for generations and that was madean offense and a thing unforgivable
"My father was not to be stopped in his marriage,tut-m- y uacieaN my , ousin-v- es. Caesar was in ittoo. I know f, though 1 cannot prove it-- he was oldenough to join in the persecution against her Thevinad her so unhappy that her health failed whilefather was away in Austria on an embassy fro,,, tV,

dim. swinging lamp on its iron bracket over theirhead. "What Is It?" he repeated, vehemently. "He
has not dared to hurt a hair of your head!"",No, no, 1 am not hurt, but he meant lo rob me!
He seized me on the staircase, and tried to drag offmy rings. I ahouwsd for help, and he ran down thestatrs and out Into the open. You all but caught
him! Rut perhaps It Is better that he got off. Thesemen ntab, when they are taken, don't they? It would
have been too horrible If he had done that.","I should have broken the beggar's neck for himif he had." Vaughan spoke coolly, but his pulses werotingling. Did she rare really for what happened,
to himself? "What are the porter's people about?"he said, trying not to let his voice betray his elation.ihe lodge is dark, and no one came out just now.
Much good they are!" He walked over to the littlesilent lodge and opened the door.

An exclamation. Honor crossed over quickly andpeered in behind his shoulder. There on her rush-bottom-

chair sat the fat wife of the porter. Ahandkerchief was stuffed between her jaws, and herhands and feet were tied. Only her big rolling eves
stared out over the bandage that crossed her moiith.eyes starting from her head with terror and wrathand Impotent vengeance.

"Good heavensP' said Vaughan. He pulled the
handket-cnle- f from her mouth, and taking his knlffrom his pocket, with two swift slashes he cut thecords that were cruelly hurting her ankles and wrists.

As if a stopper had come out of a bottle, her fury
burst forth as the gag came away, and a torrent of ex-
ecrations and prayers and choked rage burst out. "Ah,
Madonna mla! Ah, the thief, the villain, .the cursed
one! Ah, the hour that a respected, well-livin- g woman
should be treated like a malefactor! Dio mia! he shouldb flayed alive and seared with red-h- irons; hanging
would be too merciful for him! I was sitting her'e withm' knitting, cheerful as a little bird, with my mangone out to his dominoes at the cafe round the corner,
Just. for a little minute, I swear it: men must havethefr pleasure now and again. Some one came inthrough the archway, and asked if a Signor RicarriicCi
lived here. Before I could answer a dirty rag was Inmy mouth and my hands were whisked behind me and
tied as one tie the legs of a calf for the slaughter. I
could not even kick with my heels before they, too,
were bo.u'nd. Here I had to sit,' in the tortures

not knowing who was being assassinated some-
where. Signorlna, blessed little signorlnal At leastyou are safe. I heard a shriek just now. and nvy heart
leapt into my mouth, for, fool that I am, I thought it
was your dair llttlf voice."

"The slgnorina has nearly been robbed on the stair-
case," said Vaughan, gravely. Rome Is a city where onegrows to have many suspicions, for a moment he
wondered if the porter's wife were really a victim or
an accomplice. Walt a moment." as once more her
lamentations and maledictions, fl.ller the air about V

them. "Stay here together, both. of you, for a moment.
I am going to inform the police."

"Oh. need you go?" Honor's voice was faint. Phe
felt a coward for the first time in her life. Her nerves
were, beginning to give way under thesfr mysterious
attacks upon hen She felt almost hysterical. ' Sh
could not bear that he should go out of her sight,
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baskets and the cucumber sandwiches. "It is Englisn it
will make you feel ut home," she said, wrestling with the
sugar tongs. Honor made a private resolve to get hold of
the tea things when she cume to live there, and sava the
princess that and all other efforts, however easy. She
looked as If she were made, to be waited on by slaves.

She stayed to dinner, in spite of her excuses over her
morning frock. The print ess cut her short with a charm-
ing smile. "Most Italians don't dress at all 5t home,
when they live quietly," she said. "You are not unusuul."

When the meal was over, in the great gloomy dining
room, with its buffet of magnilieent silver plate at either
end, and its little table for two alotte In a kind of dlBmal
solitude, while the great long table filled the center of the
view; when they had drunk their coffee out of priceless
fragile cups thut were like eggshells. Honor got' up and
fit lared she mrst go. "If you really must, you will. I
suppose!" said Princess Havla, a little petulantly. "You
must have a carriage to- - take you." She gave orders to
the major-dom- o bowing over his wand of office, and
Honor at last stood up tg,0

Vatican. It svis when-- was born- -it 1 said that thevrry and unhappiness killed her. She .lid not live tokm my father when he came dajihint back at theK'J'ZL, bed 0f da,h took a snUmnnever again hold any interoursewith-hi- s people, who had treated her so. He rnend roy nurse and left ltome. and no one knew whereh went or what became of him. He lfft-rlch- es andjiame and portion here, and became a wanderer on th-- n.It WM rumored that he had died in England orJ ranee, but no on knew. It was Just by ciiaace hv-t- u

aJuiilerut chance that X was tilscovexed, jeaja.

til


