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MAUD ANNESLEY.

R e ammd
A TALE OF LOVE AND JEALOUSY AND A TER-
‘ BIBLE TEMPTATION.
' The close of s golden day at Sorrento,
‘Msud Annesley stocd in thealg:dm of
Tasso’s villa, which, as thetrav knows,
ig perched like & gses-bird on the smmmit of
the sell cliffs snd loocked out sercss the
gnnlit waters %6 where Ischis showed
cantifal and uoresal, as & fairy bargue
ion the sBining waves.
| & lovely girl, “l“_ Aunnesley, with
a face at once tender, sensitive aud proud,
ith marvellous brown eyes and suanny-
own hsir, with grace in every movement,
ith perfect hands and feet, and, in poins
f character, a8 capricious, spoiled un-
certain as her compatriots alone can be
yet still remain bewitching. As full of
quslities a8 she was of faults, a
bundle of inconsistencies so opposite that
he sometimes herself said, laughingly, she
ycndered that she held together.
| There she stood, leaning her arms on the
mailing snd gazing down she dizzy heighs
where the galla circled to and fro, while she
looked wissfully over at the purple island,
4 was hsunted by s sudden, foolish
fancy shat it seemed like the land of the
lptus-eaters, where she might sit down and
pst forsver, could she only reach its happy
re. Bhehad been spending a gay day
with s gay party. She had been the centra

md chief astraction for all the men. She|.

been in the wildest spirits snd was
‘ mer than ever. And now she stood
there in the sunses and sighed and looked
y and pre-occupied, as if care and
trouble hsd come $o her st lass.
| Howard Crofton, grave and sedase as be-
fisted his nine and twenty years, strolled
idly out upon the vills terrace, and saw her
.standing there in the magic light, and
called her hard names and himseif a fool,
which no doubt he was, so far as concerned
her, sensible as he asually proved himseif
in.other respects.

It was the second week in June. For a
whole month Crofton had been living in a
blg dream ; and now that it was rudely
digsurbed he feit himself an aggrieved indi-
vidusl, ae, indeed, I think he had a righs to
think himeelf.

e had come to Sorrento, meaning to re-

for a few days and then go back to
Naples, sud drift away northward ; but he
foupd Maud Agnesley and a plessant
snd here he was still. He had
Msud’s auat long before, when he
s mere boy, and she received him like
an did friend, for his mother’s saks ; and,

:

ally glided into & rapid aud agreeable io-

. Censorious people called Maud’s
msuoners with men flirting of an
us sort ; but, she was gentler and

s week before this day Crofton’s
cousih snd her spouse sppeared, a cousin
like mos$ people’s given to interferenceand
ing ; sod of all the girls that lived,
venor batel Maud Aonesley the
She disliked girls in general, as
often do who have been beautiesand
have pince grown thin and skiony and
yellow ; bus she detested Maud ! The&!::g
met in Paris two years previous, sud

had lsughed at her airs and graces, and
Mrs. Girosvenor had been obliged to play
second to this brillisnt creature, who

nam:g to fascinate men at will. So she
took refuge in hating the girl, aud perhaps
found s kind of consolation therein.

Soon sfterwards the Sau Arpinos came
down from Naples and took o of
their yills; and, so the disgust of the
stately old dowsger, young San Arpino, the
heir to & dukedom and s rent-roll enor-
mous for Italy, and one of the handsomest
men the peninsuls could boass, flang him-
gelf anew astraight at Maud Annesley's
heart, or head, or fees, ag you please. He
had done this the previous winter in Rome,
mush to the disgust of his stately mosher,
the Da Msud had, it is true, been
the ¢ admired girl there. But she had
nos s large fortm;e, and, e;::x it s&edh.d,
the Sw , for s wonder, would nos
have :lm wealth. They had enough
of their own, and more. They were proud.
They two sustained titles, aad a
descens, which they traced back almoat to
Nero, or Romulus himseif, for whas I know.

From the moment that San Arpino ap-
peared  Macd Anpnesley had completely
changed in her conduct towards Crofton.
There had besn no letting him down
easily ; no attempt at pretence. She tarned
haughty and insolent and stony. snd was
never s3> charming and womsanly to San
Arpino ss when Crofton was by 'to see.
And this was the oresture whom he had
loved, had believed in; before whom he
hai poured his heart sud soul, and let her
know that he had done so! He had never
put his secret into words, but he knew
that she had seen it clearly enough,
sud had givenm him the taecit
encouragement which  sny womsan
can do when she pleases, and yet remain

ectly feminine and delicate. False and
sspicable she proved in every way, and he
had loved her | He loved her still, in spite
of his psin and wrath. He learned the
whole . truth from his cousin, heard the
story of the past winter, heard of San
Arpioo's devosion. Maud’s efforts to wina
ducal coronet and the old dowager's rage
and masterly diplomsacy to prevent such a
consummation. He, Crofton, had been
flirted with from sheer wantonness, or else
regarded as a pis aller. Maud afterwards
had thought of liking him and his fortune,
because she believed the young Duke out of
her reach. Bus the iastant the Neapolitan
resppesred sud proved that his devotion
wae as strong ae ever, strong enough to
mske him rebel against the mother who had
always ruled him imperiously, then Maud
- flang'off she mask and let Crofton see her
in her true colors.

He was going on the morrow. The tor-
ture of the last five days had grown insup-
portable. Besides, now there was no longer
auy doubt in his mind, it would be weak
sud contemptible to remsin, s laughing.
stock for all abont—and ‘worse, an object of
scorn to himself. )

He had been horribly trested, and his
gense of justice revolted agsinst this. He
was s man slow, to anger, but he was furi-
ous now. Had the girl shown the least
consideration for his feelings he could
hsve made excuses for her. He knew she

did not love this hsndsome boy, who was
only her own agse ; but she t be daz-
zled by his position, she mighs be urged on

harihly had her conduct afforded the lemst
opportunity. But she turned upom him
with absolute cruelty ; she seemed toc have
& savage pleasure in rendering the biow as
crwnspomble,.in hurtiog him in every
way that female ingenuity can contrive.

To-day they had sll been on an excur-
fion, op among the lovely Sorrenss hills.
Croftom could not remsin behiad, for fear
this gizl sbould thiniche lacked coursge to
muhuhunle‘cuslty,uudb had

& soul in purgstory mighs pity i,
So now he waa going away. _As he stood

verdict of a true, upright heart, which her
treachery had lacerated. He did not stop
to consider. He was too nearly mad to be
hindered by scruples or ideas which would
have influenced him as another time.

He strode down the steps, hurried
through the garden, and came upon her
before she was aware of his presence.
leass addition of color rushed into her
cheeks, & second's confusion into her eyes,
ag she turned and perceived him. Bus
both signs disappeared so quickly that he
slmost fancied they had not been there.
She looked s little wearied, bored by this
intrusion, but she gave him & swees i
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enough left, sfter the day’s fatigues, to
move when you might sit still ?”

** You seem to shars a portion of is,” he
answered, trying to imisate her indiffer-
ence.

“ Oh, I came out to ges rid of the people,”
gke replied. * One might as well be an
animsl in & menagerie, one never gets a
moment to oneself.”

* Probably I disturb you then,”’ said he.

‘] am too well brought up a young per-
son $o contradigt my elders,”” she replied,

ingly.

# Szilf{ruth now :;d thea m.kelt an
sgreesble variety in this world, even if not
polite,”” he retorted, losing his ill-assumed
indifference.

“I think you are misanthropiocal or
crosg,’”’ said she. ¢ I dislike either mood,
so I will leave you.”

He stood straight in her path, and fixed
his eyes on her with & look of such iron
deserminsation that she remained motion-
less.

‘ It is possible that what I have to eay
may not be agreeable,’”’ resurned he, slowly ;
* but [ mesn to say it, all the same. I am
going awsy to-morrow >’ —

* Does that come under the head of dis-
sgreeable truths ?"’ she interrupted, with a
lissle shrug of her shoulders.

‘ Not to you, certainly, or to me,' he

‘¢ 8o much the bester ; then ben voysge!”

* Bus, before I go, there is something I
wish to say '——

** Lags words are so fatigning,’ she mur-
mured. ‘I beg your pardon; but yoa
spoke just ss the dying people in novels
begin their confessions. I forgot it was
onl"y & journey you were looking forward
to

* It I were dying " he cried out psssion-
ately, *‘ you and I couid not be separating
more irrevocsbly.”’

* Partings are hard things,” sighed she.
* There’a only one shing worse ae s rule
—meeting people again.” . )

* I wonder,” he exclaimed, smiting his
hands together io uncontrollable excite-
ment—" oh, I do wonder it you arealiving,
flesh and blood woman, or ons of those
snow crestures, animated by s spell, such
as the old legends tell of !”’

‘“ Why, shat'g resily very pretty !” she
said, in the tone of one who is receiving =
compliment, and feels surprised that the
spsaker had tacs so offer is. I see you
are determined to make me regret your de-
parture.’’

Noshing but a woman, and » womsn of
society, could have been so perfectly well
bred snd yet so horribly ironical and inso-
lens.

**I.have been here a whole month,”’ he
consinued, nos noticing her words.
She took advantage of the slight
be made, for he foand it difficuls to
calmly, to add: *‘ Yes, a whole month!”
and her voice implied that the period had
seemed very long indeed.

Again he went on, without heeding her
cruel moc

* From the first time we met I made no
effort to hide my feelings. I could not
have done 33 it I would. I lovea you, Maud
Aunesley, and you knew it.”’

He was not looking at her now. He had
turned partly sway and wase staring out
acroes the suunlit ses. Had he seen her
face he must have noticed how it ch
suddenly. But fate was against them bosh
and he saw nething.

* You know,” Ls hurried on, ‘ that my
devotiom was not the idle homage s man
pays a beautiful woman. You knew that
my whole heart had gone out towards you,
and tecitly you accepted is. You did a very
wicked thing! I have no hesitation in
acknowledging my weaknese. I honor
myself that I could love any human being
as truly and unselfishly as I did you. Thas
I was deceived is no shame $0 me.”

The pallor and softness left her face.
The besutiful features looked hard, ae if
carved ou$ of marble.

more to say—finish it !’

“ Only to compliment you on your skill
and art ! It amused you to attempt s sort
of Lady Clara Vers de Vere play with an
honest heart ! You sucreeded perfectly.
If that knowledge be any triumph to you,
take it.”

* 18 it worth while ?” she retorted, as if
considering whether to saccept success
which was of such slight value.

‘ You donot deny the truth of what I
have said. You cannot !” he exclaimed.

“ In any osee, I would nos,” she cried ;
and now she confronted him with s face
shaken by anger. ¢ If one word would
clear me in your estimatien, I'd not spesk
it. No, not if my soul’s safetry depended
on its utterance. Believe. what you will.
It is & matter of indifference tome ! Your
respect would not be worth the having.
You have been rude—insolent. I will never
forgive you! Never!”

right to pardon on your side,”’ he answerad,

i to ocalmly, since she had
ol - srollon-sis. wrath. *“To
deny would be so useless that it is wise not
to make the attempt.”

suchra dsy for himeshat he tloughs | Bes yow do nos. You lows nobody baut

* Don’t stop!'’ she cried. ** You had|

*“ It is » little odd to hear you put theonce

not stop you for the world,” she ssid, with
s bitter laugh.

* I have nothing moretosay. I will con-
gratulate you, if you like, on winning a
coroues. It is the true English girl’s ambi-
tion !’ he sneered.

“ He hewlus‘hs: wdlllo" she oried,
laughing sgain in same low, mirthiess
fashion.

* Did you love him I coulil excuse your
of me. Loveis slways an exonuse.

your reach, you would fling shis boy aside
as unhesitatingly as yon have flung me."

‘“ Yes. Ilove nobody baut myseif,”’ she-
exclaimed. *‘ You are right there!”’

*“ And boast of i 2"’

“Yeﬂ."

She turned and walked away without
another word. He madeno attempt to fol-
low —why should he? They had nothing
more to say te one another in this world.
He had only one prayer to offer, where she
was concerned—it was thas even in the
next he might be preserved from the sight
of her.

He waited till the had orossed the
terrace, and disa into the house;
then he hurried off through the lane-like

villagers were collected, as usual, at that
hour, and so up the path which runs along
the ravine towards the hills above. The sun
set in a blaze of glory. The sea shone
like the pavement of the city the Prophet
saw in his vision. 1t deepened from opal
tints to amethyst, then grew dark and
mystericus. The moon came up and trailed
s pathway of golden light across the billows
which seemed to lead away into heaven.
The hills loomed shadowy and black. The
pale glory of the evening sky domed in the
whole. The soft murmursof the brook
sounded through the stillness, as it calling
to the ses; and the sea answered, as if to
welcome i$ in ite course. A single nightin-
gale awoke in the orange grove, -mis?'.;g
his heart out in & passionate pisint.
faint breeze brought, ever anon, the sound
of lsughing voices from the cld square,
quietmdp..cetul,m%hutt,mmwhm
the tempest raged with a i

It was late when Crofton returned to the
Tasso, but he was not able to ges up to his
rooms in safety. There were laughter and
music in the salons and gay groups stand.
ing about the long corridors. Of course, he
was captured, and forced to talk and laugh
and behave like ordinary mortals under the
galling restraints of civilization.

Crofton
of his proposed departure. He was glad to
escape her society, for he had grown almost
of late to detest her, with her head-
shakings, her Cassandra prophecies, and
now her “I told you so's,’” expressed in
words and looks. Naturally, by the time
he reached the house, everybody knew be
intended to go away, and they were all
eager to detain him. A portion of the
party was to set off in the morning on an
expedition to Amalfii The others were
golog to row over to Capri and spend the
day there. Crofton could not escape staying
for one excursion or the other, for he was
still animated by the natural desire to keep
hie hurt a secres. He chose Capri, how-
ever, when he heard that Maud Annesley
was t0 make one of the Amalfi party.

While all the talk and merrimeas wens
on he counld see this Maud Annesley
through the open windows. Shestood out
on the terrace, with the full moonlight
gloritying her face, as she talked and
listened to young San Arpino, who had
escaped from his dowager mother, and
came to the hotel as usual. :

tralto voice floated into the rooms,
unearthly in its sweetness, and shook
Crofton’s very soul. He could stand is no
more ; 80 he cast one other lock out into
the glory of the night, and saw her stand-
ing there in her besuty, while the young
lsalian Duke gezed into her face with a
passionate devotion he made no effors to

pause | conceal. Then Crofton passed from the
speak | rooms, hoping that he had bidden Maud

Annesley farewell forever.

The nighs he spent was tragic enough.
Baut in this prosaic world tragedies more
frequently meet with an anti-climax than a
consummstion, and Crofton’s experience
was the ususl one.

He was late in appearing the next morn-
ing, rather hoping that the pleasure seekers
might have forgos him and gone off. Bat
when one wantsforgetfulness people always
remember cne. Up oame a servant to
say that everybody had gone down to the
shore, but he was waited for there, and
must come.

Bo off he set, cursing acqusintances and
expeditions in his hears, as all of us have so
often done when wearied and wounded,
and yes forced to mees the petty exigencies
of life with & smiling front. His cousin,
Mrs. Grosvenor, had sent him word that
she was too miserable with her neuralgia
to join the party. There was a slight con.
solation in thas. He should at least be free
from her questions and surmises, her sighs
and corkscrew glances, always trying to
worm his secret out of him, she being one
of those people who enjoyed groaning over
the misfortunes of the persons she liked.

Crofton reached the shelving shore that
spreads below the rocky descent from the
village. Two boats, with brighs-colored
awnings, were ready. Into the smaller of
the two San Arpino was assisting Magd
Annesley just as Crofton appeared. In his
dizziness and the uncertain state of his
faculties on the previous evening, he had
misunderstood, and so had chosen the
very expedition of which she was to make
a member.

Most of the wild young ones had gone ta
Amalfii. The boat in which Crofton
seated himself held staid elders. Maud's
sunt among them, with whom Crofton was
a favorite. But she loocked grave and
rather harassed this ing, and was less
cordisl to him than her wont. The boat
in which Miss Annesley and San Arpino,
with a few other yonthful people were
seated, took the lead ; and as he sat in the
bow, Crofton could hear her gay laugh
ring out across the waters, but he did not
turn his head. She had seen him as
he descended the shore; their eyes had
met. Then she had surned quickly away.
Some words from the -nnt.hmlde Crh%f::g.
comprehend that neither she nor
had anderstood he was te make one of the

“Goon! Do go on! I want to hear
you spesk your whole mind out. I would

P Besciitil swkismnd Saril Haw o0

streets, past~the little square, where the |i

told his old owl of a cousin |

road; winding in and ocut among little
villss,, cosy peasants’ oote, vine-wreathed
walls, but always mounting up and up, the
e B it e it}

step. At last the road became a mere
path ; but by this time nobody thought of

as only & woman can. But now, at sighs
of him, she said gayly, ‘ So you had stolen
a march on us after all, Mr. Crofton. I
thought we were the first up.”

* Where are the othmw?“ he asked, since
it was necessary to

** Oh, drinking sour wine and listening to
our naturalized compatriot's enormous
ﬁhgi’nshe answered. ”

Arpino spoke pleasantly to Crofton
in his quains, broken English. He was
always civil, even cordial, and apparently
perfectly unconscious shat his attempts
at friendship were neither desired nor
welcome, though indeed Crofton was too
just a man to visit Miss Annesley’'s sins
upon & rival.

At this place the descent on the Salerno
side wase rocky, bus little less steep than at
the point called Tiberius' Leap ; but the
the top. A" steep. pat lod 3a

top. steep pa wn some
iwenty feet to a little platform of rock,
whereon grew a crocked  fir tree; from
thence a sheer wall of oliff plunged perpen-
dicularly to the sea.

After a brief conversation, Crofton
walked away ta the opposite side of the
summit, to survey she ruins, leaving the
young pair to themselves. Maud Annesley
was in & mood when some wild, reckless
performenoce possessed an irresistible attrac-
tion to her. Sheand San Arpinostood looking
down at the stunted pine that clung to the
platform of rock, and swung its ragged
branches about, as if imploring to be re-
leas>d from its perilous position.

* I want to go down there,” Mand said.
‘ I am sure nothing but a mountain goat
has ever stood under that tree. I want my
name cut on the trunk.”

San Arpino was as young and reckless as
herself. He offered no opposition—rather
admiring her courage, indeed. Though
difficuls, however, the path seemed to
present no real danger if care were exer-
cised

A few minutes later, Howard Crofton,
standing on the opposite side of the cliff,
which looked out seaward, was roused from
his gloomy meditations by a cry so wild
and agonized that for years afterit used to
haunt his dreams. It was Maud Annesley’s
veice again; but so changed, so sharp with
agony, s0 mad with fear, that for an instant
it rooted him to the spot where he stood.
Then away he rushed across the summit,
gained the other side, and loocked over.
Maud Annesley was clinging to the frag-
ments of rock, half way down to the plat-
form, and trying to disengage her dress
from a trailing vine which held her fast.
Bhe was in safety. He saw that. Bat he
saw, too, the prostrate form of the young
Italian, sliding helplessly and slowly
towards the narrow platform of rock from
whence the precipice began.

San Arpino had stepped a little out of
the path, the better so aid Maud, had
slipped and had struck his head sa violently
against a projecting stone that it knocked
him almost senseless. He was slipping
down now—down, down, Maud unable
to extricate herself so as to rush to his aid.

Crofton saw it all, in the brief second he
atoodedmotionleu, and & hundred years
seemed to pass in that whirling
With each new slide the body’ wom
faster—fagter | When it reached the plat-
form the impetus would be so great that
even had S8an Arpino consciousness left he
could not save himself | He would be oar-
:ibed straight over the edge into the awfal

yss.

And Howard Crofton saw this, and dur.
ing that instant, which seemed an eternity,
& score of devils tugged at his heart and
whispered awful suggestions in his ear.
Let hi:dgo ! hI;-;thiat-ha woman crouch
there and see him perish, they said; see
her ambitious hopes, to gain which she
had g0 recklessly marched over a human
heart, smitten from her, just when they
seemed secureof fruition ! This was what
the demons urged upon Howard Crofton’s
soul, and I shounld lie if I denied that he
hesitated. He did hesitate. The tempta-
tion was almoss irresistible in its .
Always he was gazing down. He conid see
Maud 's white face, her frantic
efforts to free herself, the helpless body
sliding on—on !

But after one moment of hesitation and

with & cry almost as mad as that shriek
which bhad roused him to & conseicusness

'his careless steps, nearly crushed his fee.
He fell —was up agsin dashing on—on !
Always he could see thas prostrate body
aliding down—down ! It was going %
now ! Oh, he should be too Iate, and this
man's death would lie at his door! Ha
had hesitated, and now he should have
this awful ¢ ime upon his soul through all
ity !
On, on! The way seemed endless. The
pine tree shook, its deformed arms. 'l‘h
wind surged suddenly up with a moaning
ory. The voice of the sea responded in =
hoarse shout of triumph, as if exalting over
its prey. The dazzling sweep of sunlighs
on the white rock blinded him. But he
could always see thas fopm sliding dogn—
down, each half second an ‘age, each step
in that frantic race he ran against death,
as difficult as some mad flight the soul
takes through the horrors of a nightmare.

i

tottering. But she managed to reach
spot where the two men were at work over
the senseless form.

The fires sign Crofion had of her

was when her voice, close ta his side, whis-
pered dismally, ** Is he dead ? Have I killed
him ?”

Crofton turned. A bitter response rose
to his lips, bus the sight of her white faos

checked it.
* There in but & few
bruises and a broken arm,” he said. *‘ He

will come $o himself presently.’’

80 he did. He was a little wild and inea-
herent in his talk at first, bat he was soom
able to recall whas had happened, to amiie
at Maud and to mutter a few bhroken words
of thankfuiness to Crofton.

After a while the loiterers below were sum—
moned. Crofton quickly silenced their
eager questions and useless terror. San
Arpino pronounced himseif well enough ta
be pus on & donkey 8o as to make the de-
scens of the mountain, and Crofton walked
by hisside, and supported him in the
saddle. Fortunately, when they reached
the village, the English surgeon from Anms
Capri was there. San Arpino’s broken arm
was set, and his wounds dressed. It was
better that he should not run the risk of
returning to Borrento. By good luck his
mother had gone up to Naples for a few
days, so that the accident ocoulft be kept
from her.

** Will you stay with me to-night "' San

Aprino asked of Crofton. ‘ They'll end
my man and my valise over by the hoas,
but I wish you'd stay.”

Ot course, no refusal was possible.
Crofton was occupied in the wounded man's
chamber when the party sailed. The moon
had risen before he quitted it. San
Arpino was very comfortable and had
fallen asleep. Crofton left the surgeom
sitting by him and went out on the ter-
race. He came face to face with Maad
Annesley.

‘“ Miss Annesley!” he exclaimed. T
thought you had been gone for houars.”

* Oh,” she cried bitserly, lifting her pala
face. ‘I may not be human, but I am not
quite a fiend. Did you shink I could leave
this man, whom my wicked recklessnesa
had led almoss to death ?”’

After all it was only nataral that she
should remain, Crofton said to himself, for
she was to marry the young fellow.

1 Haﬂm asleep, thcy told me,"” she said,

y.

‘‘ Yes, everything is going well."

“I know—Dr. Green told me.” She
stopped for an instans, then exclaimed
wildly : **Oh, Mr. Crofton, if heaven had
not sent you there! Let me thank you -
. Thore

s i8 no necessity,”” he replied,
coldle. “'I have no right ::y thanks, eitxt’xl::.‘“

4" on LA I,

‘“ Wait. Let me finish. Miss Annesley,
when I saw that man sliding down, down
ta death, my first impulse was to let hinx
g0—t%o les him die before your eyes! I waa
almost & murderer, you peroceive.’

Bhe covered her face with her hands and
sat silent.

‘ I need not have told you this,” he wens
on. ‘ But it is better. Perhaps it may
Serve as & warning to you, not to use your
beauty and your fascinations to break an-
other man’s heart, as you did mine.”

She loocked up now. But he continued
resolutely.

“ Shall I tell you what stopped me ?—
what made the temptation powerless whem
it was a$ its height 7"

*“ Oh, tell me,” she said, with a ghost of
a lsugh. * You can say nothing worse of
me than you have done. Go on.’”

*‘ Because to-day " (his voice shook
thahght tly now), « to-dsg Ih.dhaonmc convinced

af, In one respect, wronged you.
You do love that man.”

She turned her face quickly away. Ha
saw her bosom heave, her breath come
and ge.

“I told you yesterdsy that love was
always an excuse,”’ pur:ued Crofton. By
great mercy, I read the truth this day,
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