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W H A T  HAPPENED BEFORE:
P alerm o is the scene. T here an 

exile, Leonardo di M arioni. has come 
fo r love of Adrienne Cartuccio, who 
spu rns him. lie  m eets an Englishm an, 
Lord St. M aurice, who falls in love 
w ith A drienue on sight. Leonardo sees 
h is s is te r M arghartta, who tells him 
h is love for A drienne is hopeless. But 
he pieads with her to a rran g e  an ac
ciden tal m eeting. Ur say farew ell, be 
tw een A drienne and him

She consents. T hat n ight the Eng
lishm an is inform ed of an a ttem pt be
ing  m ade to  c-&ry off Signorina C artuc
cio and M argharita. who are  walking, 
by b igrands employed by a re jected  
su ito r, on a lonely road. He rushes 
to  the scene, and proves able to 
rescue  th e  ladies

Inflamed by the fa ilu re  of his 
schem e, Leonardo see M argharita 
who shows him  she know s th a t he 
w as in s tiga to r of the a ttem p ted  a t
tack . The E nglishm an now sees Ad
rienne  often. The Englishm an sitting  
in the hotel, finds a dagger a t his feet. 
Looking up. he sees the Silictan and 
scen ts  trouble.
NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY—

T he S icilian leaned over the tadile. 
T h ere  w ere gray rim s under his eyes, 
and  even his lips had lost th e ir color.

-A week ago. Signor." he rem arked, 
"w e occupied these  sam e sea ts here.

"I rem em ber It." Lord St. M aurice 
replied quietly.

"It is well. It is of the even ts which 
have followed th a t n igh t th a t I desire 
to « ;eak . if you. Signor, will g rant me 
a few m om ents of your tim e?”

"C erta in ly ."  th e  Englishm an replied 
courteously. A fter all. perhaps the 
fellow did not mean to quarrel.

"I re g re t exceedingly having to 
trouble  you. S 'gnor, with a little  per
sonal h is to ry .” the S icilian continued 
" I  m ust tell you. a t the com m ence
m ent th a t for five years I have been a 
su ito r for the hand of th e  Signorina 
A drienne C artncclo. mv cousin.”

"Second Cousin. I be lie . Lord St.

seen the S ignorina, and I have made 
my appeal."

The E nglishm an dropped h is eyes 
and knocked the ashes from  h is cigar 
The fellow was com ing to the point 
a t  last.

•You. S ignor,” th e  S icilian con
tinued. in a tone which, a lthough it 
was no louder, seem ed to  gain in 
in tensity  from the sm oldering passion 
underneath , “you. S ignor, know what 
my answ er was, for you w ere the cause. 
I have not told you th is m uch of my 
sto ry  to  win your p ity ; 1 sim ply tell 
it tha t I m ay reason w ith you. I have 
tr ied  to  m ake you un d ers tan d  som e
th ing  of th e  s tren g th  of my love for 
the S lgnorina. Do you th ink , tha t, 
a f te r  w hat I have risked, a f te r  what 
I have suffered, th a t 1 shall stand 
aside and see an o th e r m an. an alien, 
take her from  m e? 1 cam e of a race 
Signor, who a re  not used to see the 
women they  love chosen for o ther 
m en’s wives. H ave you ever heard  
of Count H ubert di Morion!, who, w ith 
seven hundred  men. ca rried  off a 
p rincess of A ustria  from h e r fa th e r s 
court, and brought her safely  through 
Italy  here  to  be one of th e  m others 
of my race?  It was five hundred 
years ago, and. am ong the ru in s of 
ancient k 'ngodm s. th e  M arionis have 
also fallen in e s ta te  But the old spirit 
lingers Lord St. M aurice. 1 am not a 
blood-thirsty  man. I do not wish 
your life. Go back to your country , 
and choose for a bride one of her own 
daugh ters. Give up all thought of the 
Signorina di C artuccio, or. as surely 
as the moon yonder looks down upon 
you and me, I shall kill you."

Lord St. M aurice th rew  his cigar 
aw ay and shrugged his shoulders. The 
affair was going to be serious then.

"You m ust forgive me, S ignor. If I 
do not quite follow you." he said 
slowly. "T he custom  in our countries 
doubtless differs. In England it is the 
lady who chooses, and it Is considered  
— pardon me— ill-m annered for a re 
jected su ito r to have any th ing  m ore 
to  say.”

M aurice in terpoeed.
The Silician waved his hand. I* 

w as of no conseen .p-—
"C ertain  political differences with 

th e  Im perial r" "tv at Rome.” he con
tinued. "cnlm inated  two years ago in. 
my banishm ent from Italy  and Sicilv 
Yon. I believe. Lord St. M aurice, a re  
of ancient fam 'ly , and It is poss’ble 
tha! vo r m av understand  to some ex 
te n t th e  b itte rness  of exile from a 
country  and a home which has been 
th e  seat of my fam ily for nearly  a 
thousand years. Such a sentence is 
no t banishm ent as the  world under
s tan d s it: it is a living dea th ! But. 
Signor, it is not all. It was not even 
th e  w orst. Alas, tha t I. a Marion . 
should live to  confess it! But to  be 
parted  from  th e  woman I love was 
even a so rer trial. Yet I endured it.
1 endured it: hoping against hope for 
a recall. My s is te r  and 1 w ere o r
phans. She made her home with the 
Signorina Cartuccio. T hus I had 
news of her continually . Som etim es 
mv cousin herself w rote to me. It 
w as these le tte rs  which preserved my 
reason, and consciously or unconscious
ly. thev brea thed  to me ever of hope.”

"Not A drienne’s, I'll sw ear." thp 
E nglishm an m uttered  to him self. He 
w as a  tru e  B riton, and there  was 
p len tv  of do rm an t pealousy not very 
fa r  from the surface.

The S icilian heard the words, and 
h is eyes flashed.

"S ignorina Cartiioclo, if you please, 
S ignor," he rem arked  coldly. “We are 
in a public place.”

Lord St. M aurice left th a t he could 
afford to accept the rebuke, and he 
bowed h is head.

“Mv rem ark  was not in tended  to be 
a u d ib le !” he declared.

“ For two years I bore w ith my 
w retched  life," the Silician continued, 
"but. a t last my endurance  cam e to  an 
end. I determ ined  to risk  my liberty, 
th a t 1 m ight h ea r my fa te  from  her 
own lips. I crossed the Alps w ithout 
m olesta tion , and even en tered  Rome. 
T h ere  I was w atched, hu t not in te r
fered  w ith. T he conclusion I came to 
w as, th a t as long as I lived the life 
o f an o rd in a ry  citizen, and showed no 
In te re s t In politics, I was safe. I 
crossed to P alerm o unharm ed. I have

“ Xs you rem ark , the ideas and cus- 
ton-s n' our '■ountrles differ." the 
S Ic 'lia r re jo ined . "H ere  a noblem an 
of mv descen t would consider it an 
everlasting  sham e to  s tand  quietly  on 
one side, and see the woman whom he 
w orshiped become the bride of an 
o th er man. and th a t m an an alien. He 
would he esteem ed, and Justly, a 
coward. Let ns w aste  no m ore words. 
Signor. I have sought you to-night 
to  put th is m a tte r  ria in lv  before you. 
U nless you leave th is island, and give 
up your p re tensions to the hand of the 
S ignorina C artuccio. you die. You 
have climbed for the la s t tim e to the 
Villa Foilesse. Sw ear to go th ere  no 
m ore; sw ear to  leave th is  island be
fore day b reak  to-morrow, o r your 
blood shall s ta in  its  shores. By the 
unbroken and sacred  oath of a M ar
ioni, I sw ear I t ! ”

To Lord St. M aurice, th® S ic 'llan ’s 
words and gestu res seem ed only gro
tesque. He looked a t  h is a  little  con
tem ptuously—a th in , shrunken-up 
figure, ghastly  pale, and seem ing all 
the  th inner on account of h is som ber 
black a ttire . W hat a husband for Adri
enne! How had he dared to  love so 
m agnificent a crea tu re . T he very 
idea of such a man th rea ten in g  him 
seem ed absurd  to Lord St. M aurice, 
an ath le tp  of public school and col
lege renow n, with m uscles like iron, 
and the s ta tu re  of a guardsm an. He 
w as no t angry, and he had not. a  par
ticle of fear, bu t h is Rtock of patience 
was getting  exhausted .

“How are  you going to do the kill
ing?” he asked. "Pardon m y ignorance 
hut it Is evidently  one of the  custom s 
of th e  country  which h as not been 
explained to me. How do you manage 
It?”

"I should kill you In a d u e l!” the 
S icilian answ ered. " I t would be easily  
done.”

The E nglishm an bu rs t ou t laughing. 
I t  was too grotesque, a lm ost like a 
huge Joke.

"Damn you and your d u e ls !” he said, 
ris ing  to his feet, and tow ering  over 
h is companion. "Look here , Mr. di 
M arioni, I’ve listened  to you seriously 
because T fe lt heartily  sorry  for you; 
hu t I’ve had enough of it. I don’t 
know w hether you understand  the

slang  of my country. If you do. you'll 
understand  w hat 1 mean when I tell | 
you tha t you've been ta lk ing  'b a ll ' 
ro t'. We may be a rough! lot, we 
E nglishm en, but w e re  not cow ards 
and no one but a cow ard would d ream  
of giving a girl up for such a tissue 
of w him perings Be a  man. sir. and 
get over It. and look here—none of 
th is  sort of busin ess!"

He drew  the dagger from  h is breast 
pocket, and p a tted  It. The Sicilian 
w as speechless and livid with rage

"You a re  a cow ard !” he h issed  I 
I “You shall fight w ith m e !”

“T h a t I w on't.” Ixvrd St. M aurice 
answ ered good-hum oredly. Ju s t take 
my advice Make up your mind that 
we both can ’t have her, and she’s ■ 
chosen me. and come and give me 
your hand like a man. T hink  It over 
now. before the  m orning Good 
n ig h t '”

T he Sicilian sp rang  up and looked 
rapidly  around At an adjoin ing table 
he recognlxed tw o men. and touched 
one on the shoulder.

“S ig n o rs!” he cried , "and you. 
S ignor le C apttalne, pardon me if I 
ask you for your hearing  for an 
Instan t. T h is—gentlem an here  has 
Insulted me. and declines to give me 
sa tisfaction . 1 have called him a cow 
ard  and a  rascal, and I rep ea t I t ' 
H is nam e Is Lord St M aurice. If 
he forfeits his righ t to  bo considered 
a gentlem an, dem and th a t h is nam e be 
struck  from the v is ito rs ' d u b "

The th ree  men had risen  to  the ir 
feet. Two of them  w ere gentlem en 
of th e  neighborhood w ith whom lo rd  
St. M aurice hud a  bowing ncqunlnl 
ance. The th ird  was a F rench  officer 
They looked inquiringly at Lord St. 
M aurice.

" I t 's  quite true  gen tlem en." he said 
w ith easy self-possession, " l ie 's  been 
calling  me all the bad nam es under 
th e  sun. and I have declined to give 
him w hat he calls sa tisfac tion  I 
haven ’t the least objection  to  your 
know ing it."

T he two P a le rm itan s looked at one 
an o th e r doubtfully. The officer, giv
ing his m ustache  a  tw ist, stepped fo r
w ard  and bowed.

"M ight we inqulro your reasons for 
declin ing the duel?" he asked

T he Englishm an shrugged his shoul
ders.

"C ertain ly ." he answ ered . "In the 
first place. I am an officer in the se r
vice of H er M ajesty the  Queen, and 
duelling  is stric tly  fo rb idden: in the 
second. Signor di M arioni It too 
excited to  know w hat he Is ta lk ing  
about.”

"In England, Signor, your first 
objection Is valid ; here, it Is scarcely  
so. As to  the la tte r . M onsieur le 
Count seem s now to be perfectly  com 
posed. I am on the com m ittee of the 
club, and I fea r th a t I m ust erase  
your nam e If you persist In your re
fu sa l.”

“1 don 't care  two straw s about your 
club ,” Lord St. M aurice answ ered 
carelessly . "As for the duel, I decline 
It, once and for all. We E nglishm en 
have a code of honor of our own. and 
it is m ore to us than  the custom  of the 
countries which we chance to  visit.
I wish you good night, gentlem en."

They fell back. Im pressed in sp ite 
of them selves by the coolness and 
h au teu r of his words. Suddenly, with 
th e  sw iftness of a tiger-cat. the 
S icilian leaped forw ard and s tru ck  the 
E nglishm an on th e  cheek.

"P erhaps you will tell us all. S ignor, 
how the men of your country  resen t 
an Insult such as tha t."  he cried.

Every  one tu rned  round a t the 
sound of the scuffle. The eyes of all 
w ere upon th e  Englishm an, who stood 
th e re , head and shoulders above all 
th e  crowd, w ith blazing eves and pale 
cheeks. He w as in a tow ering  pas 
sion, bu t h is voice never shook or fa lt
ered .

"You shall see for yoursplf. S ig n o r!’ 
he dried.

T he Sicilian struggled , hut he was 
like a child In th e  E nglishm an’s arm s. 
He had caugh t him  up In a vice-like 
g rasp , and held him  high over the 
heads of the aston ished  onlookers. 
F or a  m om ent he seem ed as though 
h e  w ere going to  throw  him rig h t out 
of th e  re s ta u ra n t on to the M arina, but 
a t  the la s t m om ent he changed his 
m ind, and w ith a contem ptuous ges
tu re  se t him down In th e  m idst of 
them , b rea th less  and choking.

"You can send your seconds as soon 
as  you like,” he said shortly . “Good- 
evening, gentlem en."

T hey fell back before him  Ilka 
sheep, leaving a broad way rig h t into 
th e  hotel, th ro u g h t which he passed, 
s te rn  and self-possessed The Sicilian 
w atched him curiously, with tw itch ing  
lips.

"T here  goes a brave m an,” w his
pered one of th e  P alerm itans to  the 
F rench  officer. "B ut his days a re  I 
num bered."

T he F renchm an gazed at th e  S ici
lian and nodded. Then- was dea th  In
ills face.

Two men stood facing one an o th e r i 
on a  narrow  belt of sand, stripped  to 
the sh irt, and with rap iers In th e ir 
hands. One was the Sicilian, Leon
ardo  di M arioni, the o th er the Eng-! 
lishm an, I<ord St, M aurice. T h e ir i 
a ttitu d e  spoke for Itself. T hey w ere I 

’ about to fight for each o th e r’s life.
(TO BE CO NTINUED )

IN T H E  COUNTY COURT O F STATE 
OF OREGON FOR LANK COUNTY. I

In the M atter of the E sta te  of J W. > 
llockaday, deceased.
Notice is hereby  given thill the mi

liersigneil has been appointed  uilmln J 
ia tra trlx  in Hie above en titled  m aile r | 
All persons having claim s against said 
e s ta te  a re  notified Io presen t said 
claim s duly verified to  the ad m ln ls trs  
trlx  at the office of C A W lnlerm eter. 
In Eugene, lam e County. Oregon, wllli 
In six m onths from Ibis IS Hl day of 
April, 1»3».

METT1E D HOCKADAY. Admlnls 
tra irix .

C A. W IXTEIIM EIEK, A ttorney

Miss Otilssn Back— Lucille O ils  n 
re tu rn ed  Tuesday night from P ortland 
w here she has been v ls lt'ng  w ith tier 
m other, Mrs. Edith Ohlson.

In s ta lls  Seals— G II T u rn er Is In 
s ta lling  a penny scale In troni of Ids 
buallteaa. Hie Novelty S tore, on Main 
si reel T he scale was sold by the 
Pacific IV erless company of P ortland

All bargain  glasses ure a poor 
Investm ent If they do not fit you. 
B e tte r do well, whal Is w orth 
doing a t all See ns and see 
better.

D r. S herm an W. M oody  
O ptom etrist - E yesigh t S pecialist 
S u lla  SSI M iner Bldg. Phone S63 

E ast B roadw ay. E ugene Ore.

N O T  I C E

T he ('m ini II luive sei May la l, 2nd, 
and Ird a i  the Ilme for tiu* allunai 
sprlug  d e a  il U|i Clllaetis deslrlng  In 
bave rubldsh  hailled uwiiy » lii md 
sanie In sucks or boges by the alley 
I ir  O li S i l i "  ! » l o i e  I lO ' l e  Is  I in  allev 
easlly  accessi Idi-, and II wlll lm liikun 
awny free of chnrge

I M PETERSON , R ecorder.
A IS25

A Treat For Spring 
Appetite»

Luscious, ri>(l-rl|M« chcrrle«. 
glouiiiliig Jewel- like stop a gen
erous dip of Egglniann’s Ice 
Cream.

A delight to taste!
Good to look at. and every lilt

as good as It looks. Order oar 
superior Ice cream for dinner 
tonight!

FGGIM ANN’S
JLsd "W here the Service la D ifferent"

EUGENE’S GARMENT SHOP

JOHNSON’S
POPULAR PRICE STORE

EUGENE 957 Willamette OREGON

THE BIG TEN SALE
HERE ARE THE ITEMS THAT SPELL

THRIFT -  READ ON!
THREE HUNDRED MORE NEW WASH DRESSES JUST ARRIVED 

—BEAUTIFUL PATTERNS AND STYLES

Big Ten Sale $1.89 an  ̂ $2.95
NEW SURING SWEATERS IN THE NEW STYLES AND LEADING 

COLORS—YES. AT THE

Big Ten Sale $2.95
ONE BIG LOT OE MILLINERY — IN A WONDERFUL ASSORT

MENT — ALL COLORS

Big Ten Sale $2.95
PRINTED SILK DRESSES — A WONDERFUL SELECTION JUST 

RECEIVED — ALL SIZES

Big Ten Sale $9.85
FLAT CREPE DRESSES ALL COLORS — ALL SIZES

Big Ten Sale $14-75
HUNDREDS OF PURSES — ALL THE VERY NEWEST

Big Ten Sale $1.95
ONE BIG LOT OF COATS FOR LADIES AND MISSES

Big Ten Sale $10.00
HERE ARE COATS THAT ARE WONDERFUIs- YOU MUST SEE THEM 

TO APPRECIATE THEM ALL SIZES

Big Ten Sale $14.75
COTTON BLOUSES — A BIG ASSORTMENT OF STYLES

Big Ten Sale 95c
LADIES’ AND MISSES’ CORSETS — ALL STYLES

Big Ten Sale $1.95

This Is A Johnson Sale—


