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began to add ill temper and sharp words,
she knew not what to make of it and that

night she wept for hours,

The first real outbreak came one evening
when Tom Johnson dined with them. As
they sat at table after the music had ended
Tom noticed that thé old man seemed
tactiturn and gloomy. Of course he be-
lieved that the playing had wearied him
and he said :

“Why don’t you stop playing, Signor?
It wearies you. Guilia alone would please
as well, Why don’t you rest 1"

Guilia saw the blunder before it had
been fully spoken and laid a warning
hand on Johnson’s sleeve, but it was too
late. The damage had been done,

For an instant old Pizzi gazed at Tom
in silence. Then a red flush slowly rose
on his yellow old face and his dull, old
eyes took on the brightness of wounded
pride and quick anger.

“That’s it. That’s it !” he exclaimed.
“That’s what you've both wanted ! Oh,

you to-night after my music basfstopped.
You are afraid to play on forgfear t ey
will express their scorn of your poor tink-
ling.”

“ No, father, she would answer, gently.
“I do not play because I know that no
one cares to hear me. It is the full tones
of your guitar that they wish to hear.”

But she could not pacify him,

Finally a day came when he kept her in
a state of tecrror constantly, All day he
walked up and down muttering to himself.
Just before the time came for them to
start he wheeled toward her suddenly and
demanded almost in a scream :

“ Will you play alone to-night ?”’

“I cannot play without you, father—
the people do not want to hear me.” she
replied.

“We shall see,”” he shouted back, “ we
shall see whether my daughter will longer
disobey me !’

They walked to the restaurant in
silence. Their first three numbers went

shout, start and look quickly around the

ed him away he had come before the music |
and stayel uatil after the musician had

gone. To-night, he, like the others, had '
been amazed by Guilia’s playing, At first
he thought that she wassimply singing out |
her sorrows on her mandolin, but a glance |
at the musicians showed that something
was wrong. Pizzi, now with his face
flushed, was bending forward, gazing at
Gailia with an intensity which seemed  to
Tom to bode mischief. Guilia bore the
paleness of death upon her face. Tom
saw the old man lean toward her and
whisper something in her ear. A wave of
color swept over her face and her renewed
effort wasevident. Some person, too, de-
lighted by her music to wait for her to
stop before expressing his approval shout-
ed: “Bravo !” Tom saw the old man,
his dearest hope dash:d to earth by that

room. Then there came into his face the
expression of a wild animal. His look of
hatred and fury was so inteuse that Tom

rose from his chair and started toward
them, while Guilia still played magnifi-
cently, now pale as death again.

Tom hastened and stood close beside the |
musicians, It was just as ho reached them |
that the second shout of “ Bravo!” came,
The old man did not wait to look about
the room this time. Tom, watching him
as a cat might watch a mouse, saw a quick |
motion of his hand and then saw what was
in it, With a spring he caught the pistol
barrel and forced it down toward the floor.
Thare was a report—partly drowned by
the crash of the last fear-forced chord on
Guilia’s mandolin and muffled by the table
cloth which had in the struggle been

no ; it’s not me the people want—not me !
It’s Guilia, Si! 8i! 8i! QGuilia! Not
me!” Then, in a wrath which drew the
attention of everyone in the restaurant, he
rose maj stically, and, waving his hand at
Tom, commanded : .

“Out of my sight! Out of my sight !
You have insulted me !”

Guilia, almost beside herself, in an
undertone besought Tom to say no more,
but to do as he was told, and Tom shame-
facedly put on his coat and hat, and went
out of the restaurant without a word,

After he had gone the old man sank into
his seat again, exhausted. He wouald eat

off smoothly, The fourth was *La
Palerma ”"—an arrangement perhaps by
the old man himself and with an immense-
ly difficult mandolin part. They began it
as usual ; then the old man stopped.
Guilia had feared this, and she turned her
eyes quickly to him with an appealing
glance. He had dropped his hand until
his guitar lay across his knees, and was
fumbling with something which he kept
under the cloth of the table at which they
were sitting, She paid no attention to
this, but looked straight into his eyes,

“Please, please play, father,”” she en-
treated.
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PIZZI.

BY EDWARD MARSHALL,

The patrons of Moraldi’s Italian table
d’hote restaurant liked music with their
dinner, and they liked good music. After
old Pizzi and his daughter came they had
it for one hour every evening. Pizzi
played the guitar and Guilia played the
mandolin—oh ! how she played the man-
dolin! Moraldi’s is an expensive restaur-
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ant. Dinner there cost $1.50, and no
better dinner is served in all New York.
That is why the parent Pizzi, who once
played in a great Italian orchestra, was
atill too proud to play for his dinner, al-
though misfortunes had come thick as
flakes in a snowstorm after rheumatism
has tied his fingers. So he was paid $3 25
in cash for his own and his daugh*er’s work
upon their instruments every evening, but
only on condition that the $3 should go
back again - into the till of the restaurant

' in payment for their meals. The 25 cents
i’ Be invariably gave to the waiter. * :
Pizsi, old, and not now too quick of per-
ception, believed that all the hand clapping
with which the diners followed each num-
ber was meant for him. It did not occur
to him that his little daughter, whom he
bad trained, could be more pleasing than
her master, and as the pleasant epattering
of hands ceased he invariably struggled
infirmly from his seat and bowed and
amiled as gracefully as he used to in the
days when the audiences of great theatres
kad risen en masse to his music and time
‘after time demanded his presence before
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no more dinner, and after a short time he
silently left the restaurant with his daugh-
ter,

He never said a word to her on the way
home. When they reached the dark corri-
dors of the studio building she held her
hand out to him as usual, help him iuto
the darkness, which was full of little steps
and stairs, but he rejected her and stum-
bled on independently. As they passed
through the gloom toward their little
rooms, a black figure, which Guilia knew
to be the contrite Tom, approached and
touched her hand. She gave his a dis-
tressed pressure and whispered to him to |
say nothing. The old man did rot notice,

The week that followed was a weary
one. Not for one moment did Pizzi allow
his resentment to lax. He would not
speak of Tom, and once or twice when that
thoroughly humble young man tried to
¢peak to him he flew into an almost un-
controllable rage. To Guilia, too, he
showed none of the little love attentions
of the past.

At the restaurant they played as usual.
One afternoon before they went there
Guilia noticed a queer, cunning expression

B

When he answered her his eyes were
red as fire and his face was as yellow as
parchment.

“Play ! I will not play. Look down ;
see what [ have in my hand, and you
play.”

She looked down, and peeping from the
folds of the table cloth was the end of a
pistol barrel, with its black little bore
pointed straight at her body. She started
back in amazement and fright. She real-
ized now what the wild look meant. Her
father had gome quite mad. Her lips
parted. -

“Don’t scresm ™ he hissed. “One
sound from your lips and Ishall fire, Not
a word, but play. Now we shall see.
You have thwaited we long enough. To-
night you have not plotted with the people
here to give you applause that you do not
deserve. Play aloneand we shall see how
they will hiss you and scorn you.”

“Father, dear father—"" she began.

“Not a word, not a syllable. Play!”

The old man’s face plainly showed that
he had reached a point in his insanity
where he would carry out his desperate
intention to its desperate end. Guilia,

bunched about the pistol’s muzzle.

chair.

Guai-
lia's instrument fell rattling to the floor
as she dropped back unconscious in her
Tom, despite his bullet-punctured,
bleeding hand, still held old Pizzi’s now
nervous fiugers and with the other band
pressed firmly but soothingly on the old |
man’s shoulders,

“Signor,” he said quietly, his English
calmness now helping him, “you are ex-
cited. Do not be frightened. We all
understand. [t was an accident, It has
harmed no one very much.”

Poor old Pizzi! With the calmination
of this mad anger he had broken. There |
was no fierceness left—there was not any- |

- thing left except the wretched old shell

of what had once been a great artist. In
a moment he rallied, though, and it was
evident that his mind was wandering
along pieasant paths. He looked up at
Tom with the smile of a baby on his face.
“@Guilia ! Guilia, my daughter! Did
you hear her piay !’ he whispered slowly.
“Yes,” said Tom, gensly, and [ think
he was unconscious of his wound. At
least he paid no attention to it, aithough
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