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1] § vanced, the slow descent of the steps,

T

HEN before the altar the
priest asked her, *“Are
you contentX’ it was
with all her sonl Gemma
had responded, “Yes™

Oh, yes: she was con-

: tent indeed. Through the

eloud ot costly lace which enwrapped

her fn its spowy transparence she saw
the vast church all dotted with lights,

_resplendent In the dark gleam of mo-

saics upon.golden backgrounds, ani-

mated by the slight movement of the
very elegant crowd that filled it, Hght-
ed by obllgue rays descending from the
nave, all a glitter of gold, silks and
briltiants, and it was her own future
that ghe seemed to see thus—the years
of laxury ‘and wealth vehieh her rich
marrisge was preparing for her. And
bad it not been the dream for which
she sighed? 8he, the ideal blondl. of
eighteen yvears, with the tall and proud
figure, the pure; disdainful profile un-
der heavy curls like those of an arch-
angel, with baughty eyes sparkling
ke blue gems under the golden fringes
. of her long eyelashes. ‘

She had been for a long time & poor
glrl, the daughter of ¢itizens who had
seen better days, that marvelous hun-
man lily. Sbe had experienced al} the
petty troubles, all the cruel dally suf-
ferings of misery that conceals itself.
The poor and inelegaut gowns, palnful-
ly remodeled ever; yegr; the insolence
of creditors, kumilintions, continual
tormenting thoughts of money—she had
experienced them all, and in ber little
heart, eager for pleasure and enjoy-
ment, swollen with unsatisflted long-
tngs, a dreamr was arisen little by little,
occupying all the room, rendering her
fnsensible to all the rest—the dream of
at last becoming rich.

She wanted it absolutely; she was
born for {i; she was rich now. That
“yes” which she had just propounced

+ had by its three magic letters changed
her destiny, and she was so content, so
happv that it appeared to her it was
_all a dream: that her Mechlin vell was
.a cloud that transported her into the
realms of the Impossible, across & .
sidereal heaven, of which the diafnond
pins thrust among her laces formed
the flaming stars. and In order to re-
turn to renlity she must cast her eyes

‘toward her husband, Luigo Marchis, |

kneeling beside her in the mystic, vel
vety shade of the altar lit by the trem-
ulous brightness of the candles.

Ah, there was nothing ideal about
him, poor fellow! In valn he siraight.
-ened his correct person of an elegant
.man, with his acouratelf shaved face,
-with slender brown mustache, and a
stil] fresh color that gave him some-
thing, the look of an actor. He re-
‘mained none the less old, with hls
‘powerful shoulders a little bent, with
his eyelids grown heavy and crow’s
feet toward his temples, with the gray
lecks that appeared here and there
among: his brown hair, with his forty-
-seven « years, of which the weariness
was more conspicuous beside that radl-
:ant and blond spring.

‘Forty-seven years! How was it pos-
afble? He felt his heart so palpitat- |
ing, fuill of tears as In youth, and he |
«could mpot compreliend how so much
time kad passed. ile could not per-
suade himself of the lncredible fact—
forty-seven years passed without know-
ing '‘Gechma.

For they had been acquainted wltb
each.other only two months! Marchis,
however much he had frequented s0-
clety, drawn there by his banking con-
nections,.had never let himegelf be talk-
ed to .af ‘marriage. What! A, wite.
children. troubles, cares, disappoint-
ment! Not even by idea!

Amd :at forty-seven yedrs one even-
fng, present from motives of curlosity
at a ball to which the employces of his
bank had invited him, he must needs
be smitten by the exdulsite, vaporous
grace of that iblond girl, dressed sim-
ply in white, .entering on the arm of
a funny little man with a baby face
and a big, sikivery beard—her father, a
modest .clerk .in :the bank; a rather
ridientlous little .0ld man who, beside
that divine apparition, slender In her
robes of gnow, matle one think of the
gnomes of folk tales, always crouch-
g at the feet of fairles.

Ah, weakness of .hearts growing old!

- That apparition was enough to shake
all the ideas of Luigo Marchis con-

» cerning matrimony, and as the old
gnome, despite his ahsolute nullity.
was an honest eftizen, ineapable of re-
gigting the assiduities of the director
to his pretty daughter, the suitor had
been greatly pleased with the ccnsent
of that little malden of elghteen. that
beautiful creature, that blond being,
to become his wife. Now he trembled
with joy. His eyes were misty with
‘vivid emotion—not pereejying that
that, too, was a sign of old age—and it
was a volce choked with joy that to
the question of the priest, “Are you
content?’ replied, “Oh, yes!”

Now it is done. United—forever nnit-
ed. Having risen to thelr feet, she
with an elegant and light impulse, like
a lily wind-lifted on its stem, he with

. & lttle effort and difficulty, wearied
by emotion, they go down from the
altar arm in arm.. Now they psass
through the church amid the murmurs

" ‘of compliments which arise amid the
 shadows of the aisles, among the dull
scraping of feet and the rustle of
gowns, There on the peristyle, aigong
the white columns, is a living wave of

~ #tn and alr which comes to meet them,
fike a recall to real life outside of the
_mystic dream of the chureh, the ereak-
ing of the line of carrimges ‘thot ad-

.with the white train of the bride,
‘wpreading and dragging upon the stairs
““in folds like snow, soft and Ight.
Then the carrisges depart, They are
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 hogquet of orange blossoms, with its
acute perfume of Intoxicating virgiol
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beautifnl Signera Marchis, so lovely)
and so young, married to an old man!

It was expected that thim fortress
cisely on her wedding "day Vico Molise,

Journalists of ~upper Italy,' had- pro-
pounded te bis friends this theorism:
*(Hven a beautiful - glxl, very poor;
given that she marriek a rich old nian;
divide the'pumber of

which she becomes mistress, and_you
will bave the numnber of months neces-
sary for her to take a lover.”

And as soon as he eonld he hegan,
witk: many others, to attempt the dem-
onstration of that theorem.

Well, this time the impeccable psy-
chologlical diagnosis of Vico Mollse had
been found to Eail. Not omly, after
some meonths, the beautiful Signora
Marchis had no lover, but it appeared’
also that she never was to have one.

Always dressed with an adorable ele
gance, with a lnxury fall of good taste,
the beautifnl Gemma loved to ammuse
herself, moving freely in that seciety
new for her, findiog herself In her right
place as a marvelous plant in a vase of
valuable porcelain, developing itself in
all its splendor. She went to dances, to
the theater, enjoying the plebiscite of
admiration provided by her beauty, co-
queiting a little with her adorers, fiut-
tering about the fire in order 1o make
them sparkle, ber wings of a golden
butterfily, but aever letting herself be
burned. .

In the very moment of a declaration.
in the midsr of one of those waltzes
. whose notes seem made on purpose to
stifle expiring virtue in thelr serpentine
spirals, she cut short her adorer by

- turning ber abgelic head and saying
_Berenely:

“I don’t sece my husband. Look a
little where ;my husbaaod is it you will
be so kind.”

And it was known that her Zreatest
delight was to relate precisely 1o her
husband the decinrations which she
had received. When she came home
with bhim from a bell, all wrapped in
the white sllken folds of her sortle du
bal, with her pure throat, her mowy
shoulders that blossomed still more
fair from her swansiown boa; when.
in the evening she ‘et him In the din-
ing room, still in vigiting costume, with
her slim waist tightly compressed by
an exquisitely elegant gown, with her
face anlinated by the slight excitement

{

|

which eleghnt conversation always pro- I

duces in a young woman, she amused

-herself tmmersely in addressing 0 her

husband some of these provoking and
roguish phrases: ,

“You hknow [ was at Countess I'o-
Molise was there, you knotv—
always faithful and always In despalr.
And alsy Comelli, he that has sach
lugubrious gallantry—he has promised
to kill himself for my sake within
month. \Ve shall see. Ah, ah!”

And, sitting opposite to him in a:
rustle of satin and jet, makingZ sliine
like two stars the brilllants, large as
hazelnats, which adorned her small
ears, she continued to laugh, with her
elastic laughter, full of mischief and
full of tenderness.
Ab, indeed old Marchis conld call
himself a fortunate man!
Fortunate? Yes, he ought to have
considered himself go. When he set
himself to reason about ft, to describe
mentally his conjugal sitaation, be had
to conclude that he would bave done
wrong to complain of his destiny. And
yet—
" What of the terribly unexpected had
he now discoveped In the depths of the
pure sapphire of Gemma’s eyes? Was
there arisen in his soul the doubt that
that faithfulness against every trial,
that coldness toivard her admirers,
was nothing but. the wish to preserve
intact a position acquired with difi-
culty and that precisely to that posi-
tion was directed all the tenderness
shown toward himself? I do not know,
but the vivid and impetuous joy of the
wedding was no longer in him, al
though his love remained the same, and
a painful doubt thrilled in his volce
when he replied to the playtful confi-
dence of Gemma, forcing himselt to
laagh too:

“Take care, now, take care--the ven-
geance of the tyrant hangs over you'—
Ah, the poor tyrant! How he loved
her! How she had known how. to bind
him with her little hands, white and

the world would bhe have discovered the
truth, changed (nto certwinty his fo-
menting donbt. So she had only to ask
in order to obtain, for mow for him
that love of which he doubted had be-
come his life, and he felt a painful
stricture at his heart. at the mere
thought that a day might come when
he would be obliged to refuse her some- §
'thing. Yet that day- came. Suddenly,

by one of those mysterious complica-
tions of business, his bank, which until |
tben had gone from triumph te tri-
umph, underwent a violent shock. Not
a nolsy downfgll, one of those open,
publie ruine which produce great fafl-
ures, but one of those deep, intimate,

oit a word, & lament, under penalty of
death; that can be overcorne only by
force of sroall privations, little hidden |
t striet economy

alona. tor the st tlshe I thinrrow

that she kisses or _the Mechlin Ixce, at
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Ah, there are adorers around that

would be an easy one to conquer. Pre-

the most elegant’ and skeptical of the

is years by that
of the hundreds of thousands*of tire of

i Ing angry with you?”

pertumed as two lilies! For nothing jn {

'zaovm of white Bhﬁfi“
soms; with fresh- nd i
' flowers around the nedk of the dress, st

tlonss a wupert Jewel of antign
oot oy sikver gixt. of & 3

where the Hein lants Secih
fiame. Geniue wisbed to-Dite
-indeed it would’ e diienlt tor
face agiplted. to the alinost ; ;

richnews of that jowel yiore that o

Ten thousatid frande was the
that Jewel, and Marchls ail.
thew. Mate, immevable, hindiedvt
pressed, he listened to Gemnmu's’

as she Jiscyibod 1t tobim.
e teH Lok, how ‘cobld he ever 2ell-her,

iwas tenible. 'Fo atiother woiisn w
should have had that caprice ine ml

monds reset after that model or per-

&t courage.

him, throwing back and bending s Ht--
tle to One side hgl r blond head with that-
frresistible femind

displays the white throat, the pyre -y,
Tine descending trom the slender neck

round and ﬂexlhle walst, -

think so!
heautiful. If you knew why?' =
She Laughed now dell{:!euslx, vr%th

stlent for a moment. Then, &xln‘ 2
vague loock upon-the delicate designs
of the oilenta! carpet, llpx s if’from
an inwall wound, he murmied: -

“The fact |
not really whether~whether X
shall be sble to buy it for you"—

‘t‘vhy?n

She bad quickly raised her hem
much surprised, uneasy, . looking at -
“bim., Such a thing had never hnm)ened
to her.

Marchh wiped his toreheud md re-
samed his Hscourses

l

“The fact Iv—yon sce. In a bunk like ,".”

ours there are moments thit=ceriali
moments n whlich one - ctnnot—-lxi
which it Is Limposaible.”” |

What was impous}b\e !or hlm In thlt
moment was to finlslt the nhrau;. He |
stopped and lifted his eyes tiniidly'to
her, d lately, ax'if to heg hér to help
him, o ‘was very pale, with a-iud-.
. den hardness in all her featires; in her™ .
compressed mouth, In
In her sparkung eyes.

“Have you uot tén ‘t!munmd tmncs"
Is it possible?”

And her volee was na lmrd an her
. look, &
tled him. But all at onee ler™ face
changed expression, she recovered her -
fresh. tuuern! laugh, and the sweet
and Himpld ray was reklndled in ler
. blue eyes.

“Come, vou want to tell me stox‘los’
so a8 1rat to-buy me angthing, De-
celver! 1 that wished to bhe beautifuk
In order to drive Vico Molise a little
crazy. He har declaved to me that he -
‘I8 tired of my perfidy. See, you de:
serve—do you know fhiat { am beconb

\
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She really belleved that she ﬁmd hlt
the truth with her words, Indeed he

her. be had hidden so jealously hix ems

barrassment. that she did not know: yut

how to explain this sudden restriction:
But meaznvhile pvery word of licts was
a blow to the heart of: Marchis,’
saw her already at the ball,:
trom arm (o at’m, with her st

ious compllmqntn of. V‘lcm Molise-"an|
‘!n hr‘n i he
faw hlmself agaim 'ab he hai

mirror, old, weary, worn, beside her,

made an unegual bargain,

taken a decislon, passed his hand
went' away to go out of the house. She
eyes. But whel he was on the stairs:
appeared. between the te!ding door;
“We are agreed; then?” pr

weary.
. * ““f_ =
The evening of

the ball Marehis,

o

-

ing #oom..
“Come In." And he qntered.

d as to seem on fire, with the air filled |

pered hotéle of pf‘rruxpe all gleamfi
white withtie dlsonqeté f teminin eﬂé
seattered ahont,lﬁemm§ étmd

the walst, among the waving foldé of
the tedin. Tesuing frof that covering of |
delicate pale, dawn tinted fiowers, she,

too, was Iresh as they’, “with her m:m

suowy profile of an-wngd in ewtny T

that he hud Tot the- 10,000 frasida! - Tt

have poposed to have ber own dia-| anon

N 3
haps even to have an Imitation diadem: et
made. No one would have suspected |
it. But he felt that the danger lay inf
confessing his powerlessnmess, TYet Il
must e done. And he mzde an eﬂnrt -

Gemma -hed aeated\ herselt beald{s

ne movement whieh ’ rt‘”

h
to the full bloomed bust, down to the/{

I have a great whhb tg_he"’

that I do not know—} 'do' A
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rofound hardness that star-

T {0 get soneth 1

had so well kept up the flluslon with }-

the door opened, and a blond head ,

knocked at the door of his - wite's dress- )

80 fresh, young, with eyes sparkling |
from the cruel scorn of one who hau -

Mimselt a little while before Wi’ the 37

Suddenly he rose like one who hns {#n
across his brow and, without replyiiig,{
believed that she had conguercd and |.op

let him go without moving herself, | N X
only with a flash of cunning in hot j a4

He did ot reply, and she hekird bii |5
step -down the atnttwuy. slow, lfe:w;,ri
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