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| visit her—see for himself if her humor
| should promise of changing—the humor of: | fansdowne—a beautiful

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT.

The Viper

lhe Duke of Milan had sent a secret
embassy to Mastino della Secala lying
crushed outside Milan-—a secret embassy
he had long been meditating. The mas-
ter-stroke of his policy should be the Duke
of Verona’s ruin, and his complete tri- |
umph.

And the moment of his sending was well |
chosen. The two days of which Mastino
spoke had passed. The answer from d'Este |
at Novara had been unfavorable. His
plans, he said, were to march back to Mo-
dena and Ferrara, protecting that part of
Lombardy, held now by Julia Gonzaga's
men alone, against Visconti; he would
wait for his army to come up; he would |
wait for Mastino, but not long; his duty
lay inside Modena and Ferrara, not out- !
side the hopeless walls of Milan.

And Mastino had set his teeth, and
taken his answer in silence. !

That night there was a wild attack on |
the walls of Milan, so sudden, so fierce,
that it almost seemed as if the ramparts
must fall before the furious onslaught.

For five hours the Veronese and the de- |
fenders had struggled on the walls. Twice |
Mastino had wrenched the towers of the |
western gate from the enemy’s hand; |
twice he had_been driven back, leaving |
his dead piled high. A third desperate at- |
tempt had also beene lost, and Della Scala |
fell back toward Brescia with frightfully

i was inclined to be angry with his own

| ly prayers, nor was his palace their best

| ence, hali-hidden in laurel; and as he ad- |
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| saw Tisio enter the low door, the scarlet |
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of Milan.
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now he had a free moment and he would

“My Lady Graziosa Vistarnini, who |ful. The beauty of its draping quality is
hath not spirit for her destiny, who hath | Drecoll, a Parisian designer catering mu
not the greatness to be proud to be a |long and very plain, a front panel ef
Duchess of Milan.” tempt at elaboration. Decidedly the reve

Visconti snecered at her scruples, and | of lace rather than lansdowne. In realit
these being the Japanese kimono pattern,
folly in choosing his wife for a soft heart | effect of an entire lace waist. There is a
and true affection; and with more even | finely tucked and gathered into a yoke ba
than anger he thought of Valentine. He | jacket-like fronts of the lansdowne are tri
took his way alone through the sumptu- | same apricot shade as the dress material.
ous gardens. shade and an effective bit of color

(Graziosa was not in her gorgeous resid- | broideries in several shades of blue, follo
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house in the garden,” he was told, “‘to see

4 THE PRESENT MODES.

oring back an old favorite this season—
bric, lustrous as silk and even more grace-
charmingly exemplified in this model by
ch to the American trade. The skirt is
t with fine pin tucks being the only at- |
rse is the bodice, which seems to be made

y the sléeves only are made of the lace,
which- are so large that they give the
chemisette and vest of finest white net
nd of repousse insertion, and the little
mmed with satin ribbon, rosettes in the
The lace is dyed in the same
harmony is worked out with hand em-
wing the pattern of the lace. Cord tas-
ack as well as in the front. |
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A smile of sunshine breaking on the earth;
A touch of green along the grassy slope;
All nature thrilled, expectant of the birth
Of bloom and verdure; in the heart of
hope
That -somewhere summer loiters up the way—
And this is May.

Across the dawn the singing of a bird;
A limpid blue o'er all the sky above:;
A something deep within the bosom stirred
That at a smile would blossom into love;
A readiness to bow to Cupid’'s sway—
And this is May.

{

ence. “‘She had gone to the little summer- | sels depend from the stole points in the b
|
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the sun set, and pray to Santa Teresa,

: TR
whose name-day it was.” H d
\'iscomi“tun\xede 0‘:; his heel with an | oo s
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impatient shrug of the shoulders. He was |
not attuned to passive virtue or to saint- |

Purifies and  enriches the blood and
builds up the whole system.

It radically cures all blood diseases,
from pimples to scrofula.

, background.

He saw Tisio and his pages in the dis-
tance—behind them, the white marble
summer-house, standing on a gentle emin-

vanced through the clustering flowers he |

It is the best remedy for catarrh,

liveries of the pages flashing through the > :
DB 6 F : | rheumatism and dyspepsia.

deep green.
At all times of the year it is the
most widely useful medicine.

The. perfect evening was like music in |
its calm loveliness. Visconti fe]t its charm; |
he was ever alive to obvious beauty, ;mdi

{

B 5 7 hese statements are confirmed dail
none of his artist’s perception could have | These & 5 5 24

diminished numbers, and mad with the |

agony of final defeat.

His cause seemed hopeless. And in the
moment of his hopelessness Visconti’s em-
bassy arrived.

“Give Della Scala one day to consider,”
Visconti said to Giannotto, who actom- |
panied de Lana on this mission. “And if |
he mielikes the terms, say thou art to
carry them to Imppolito d'Este.”

It was evening and very still. Visconti |
stepped onto the baleony, and looked |
through the clustered pillars of its arcade |
into the garden. {

The setting sun blended all flowers alike |
with soft gold; a little breeze shook the
leaves, and stirred the jasmine that clung
to the carved sandstone, fluttering its
white stars delicately; the sky was very |
clear, as pure as a shell, and tinted like |
a wild rose. |

Visconti was busy with his thoughts.
His eyes rested on Isotta’s dark prison
with an utter satisfaction in gazing on
this evidence of his power over Della Scala
And then he looked to Graziosa's dwell- |
ing, and a shade crossed his face. Even to |
himself he would not yet admit it—but |
with her it was not perfect success.

Since Valentine’s cruel stab, Graziosa |
had faded, grown silent and dull; and her |
beauty had gone with her happiness. She
looked no wife for a Visconti. Torn from
its setting, her fresh face lost its charm; |
the simplicity that had pleased him in her |
father’s house annoyed the Duke in his |
own palace, the meekness and devotion |
that had flattered his vanity now angered |
it—in his eyes she had no more presence |
than a serving-maid; she was making his |
choice a meck before all Milan, with her |
white face and timid voice.

Visconti frowned to himself as he |
thought of her. She had said no word, she |
had uttered no reproach; she had remain- |
ed passive and dull; but she was grown a |
mere shadow, a reflection of her former |
self. |

“Maybe her folly. will wear away.”

|

|

{ —for his sake: in his great triumph he |

|
{

| walked this glorious summer garden, at |

such an hour, anmoved. His heart soften-
ed toward Graziosa: she had saved Milan

could afford to remember it, and the af-
fection that prompted it, and set to her
credit. much else she might seem to lack.

by cured men and women.

Over 40,000 testimonials received in |

two years — an unequaled record!

Insist on having Hood’s and get it
today. 100 Doses One Dollar.

{them-~there was a bush in Agnolo’s bow- |

| marble summer-house.

He picked a white rose from the bush
that crossea his path, and stuck it in his { He would not risk the p
belt; he remembered she had often worn |The lute lav near the } agains

hould find it.

i wall, and picking it up,
er, and they reminded him of her. Hogwnw one sat

re, some one very still

looked up at the white summer-house, a{and silent, against the cold white marble.
gquare tower, distinct against the sky;|He dropped the lute and came nearer.
the top window was open wide, then su«l-;?'J‘ho chamber was utterly silent in the| |

denly blew to—and Visconti started at|cold light, and the window was blowing

it curiously and so suddenly that a pang|to and fro with a dismal, sullen sound; |
|shot through his heart. Then he ad-|but Tisio knew no ghostly terrors, he was |

vanced with a quicker step toward the|not fearful of the dark.
He leaned over the figure eagerly, and
Graziosa stood in its upper chamber, a when he knew it for Graziosa he was

circular room, broken by three large win- pleazed. He liked her. That morning
dows—the walls a marvel of serpentine | ¢she had met him and seized his hands,
and jasper, the casements a glory  of | talked to him wildly. telling him ' with
stained glass, through which there poured|sobs something he could not understand.
the last rays of the setting sun, flooding | He thought it had to do with Gian.
everything with a thousand dazzling col-| Fer head lay back against the purple
ors,

%(11~hivm. and Tisio stroked it tenderly,
A carved marble bench ran around the | fondline the beauti
wall, and above it shallow niches, in one | : » plain bl
of which stood a gilt lamp. On the floor{ <pr.iiy thing?’ he said zently. “Pretty
lay a forgotten lute, tied with a knot of | Aot 2 :
Ah[“rl"_\'-}‘(l]ﬂ!‘o(l ribbons. & g He had no remembrance how he had
~ Graziosa unlatched one of the windows; stroked that hair before in the streets of
it opened center-wise, and the girl stood, | Milan
one hand on ecither leaf, the sun making | She - never moved under his touch.  and
l:wx golden lmgh jx?m hnadntry foot. Be- | something in the droop of her attitude
fore her lay Milan, the beautiful, with s g R
R : ; struck him.

trees and gardens, clear in the setting| "<h\t‘ is sad:’’ he thought. ‘and with' &
27 i Ay g A ! § s sad, ¢ ought, a ith
sun, that sunk, a fiery ball: behind ﬂm'ch;m'ﬂn 20 bond’ & AT S ona ot Her " Bias
distant purple hills.  Graziosa breathed | . .

iful bright curls that

lue dress.

ell over

in the sunshine.

heavily. The tower looked toward the| hands. "y . : “p
| “Poor thing!” he said again. Poor,
western gate; the sun caught the roof of A 1% Ari ks L Haks Shetty
a litle house beside it, the roof of a house | F‘“.‘l“\‘“t MG el O PAC, DTSy
\ thing?

and a flock of white doves that flew
around it, as if looking for something| 3 ¢ s o
they could not find. Near rose the square hand back on her lap tenderly, smoothing
tower of a little church, Santa Maria
Nuova. |

Graziosa stepped back into the room, |
letting the window fall-to with a clang. |

unhearing ears.

impetuous hand. It was the Duke, but
Tisio was not startled.

| her dress, and whispering comfort in her |

Suddenly the door swung open under an |

mused Visconti moodily. “But if not—if |Some one must come soon. With a pite- |
she prefers her father before me—she may |ous little gesture she pulled at the jewel- |

follow him.”
Today he had not as yvet meen her. This

ed fastening of her stiff satin robe. For
some moments her trembling fingers could

not undo the great pearl clasp. At last |

|it opened, and the yellow robe fell apart. |
A rope of pearls bound her waist; |

was the first thought he had spared her
{with a hasty movement she undid them, |
and let slip the gorgeous dress, that fell

MILBURN'’S
stiff and gemmed onti the marble floor. |
o ) | Beneath was the blue robe she had worn |
& {when she first came to the palace. |

“Gian!” he said, “be kind to her; talk|
i to her, poor thing!’
| Visconti stepped into the room, look-|

Ly e :
| ing at Tisio keenly.
(To be continued.)

“Preventics” will promptly check a cold
or the Grippe when taken early or at the
“sneeze stage.” Preventics cure seated
colds as well. Preventics are little candy
cold cure tablets, and Dr. Shoop, Racine,
Wis., will gladly mail you samples and a
book on Colds free, if you will write him.

With hasty fingers she pulled the orna-

For Weak People Having Heart
or Nerve Troubles.
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ments from her hair, throwing them to|The samples prove their merit. Check
the ground.. Her long curls fell about her | early ('nidv; with Preventics and stop
shoulders; a little sob shook her throat; ! Pneumonia. Sold in 5e. and 25c. boxes by
| she looked wistfuly around, and sank in- druggists. G
ito the chair. For a little while ghe sat
| silent, with closed eyes, panting. |
Suddenly the sun sank, leaving the
{room dull, all the light and color gone.
| “I am so lomely!” she whispered to her-
|

|

George Ham, of the C. P. R., who is
[ now in Mexico, is rapidly. regaining his
| 1 y
| health.
o

| self—"so Jonely. I want some one—to kiss

| me—good-by.”

|
|

She rose and fumbled among the folds |

of her fallen gown; she found something . i
small she grasped tight in her cold fing- Wrapped in four wrap

| ers. pings.

“T am not brave—ah, I fear I am notl s
brave!” Tastes like more.

She rested her head against the arm of
the chair, as if collecting herself; then,
with a little smile, lifted it with a pitiful
show of courage.

The wind blew the unlatched window
open, ghowing the city roofs and the wall
distant and gray; then it fell to again,
leaving the chamber dull, almost dark,
when a little later a footstep fell on the
stair and the door was pushed open.

Tisio stepped in, peering around with
vacant eyes. D’Orleans had lost his lute.
Tisio remembered it left here. A heap
of shimmering yellow satin caught his eye
—yellow satin and a great rope of pearls.
| He marked it wits vacant surprise, then,
{seeing the lute he sought for, made for
|it eagerly. He was proud to do these
things. It pleased him to be so useful. < v
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MOTHER TAFT
SAYS HER WORD
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|She Does Want Not Her Son to
% be President of the United
| States.

}

{
\

——

[LOS ANGELES, April 26—“I do not
want my son to be president: he is not
a candidate,” smilingly declared Mrs. W. |
F. Taft, mother of the S2cretary of War |
“The supreme bench, |
re my boy would administer justice |
is my ambition for him. His is a judi
cial mind, you know, and he loves the
law. ‘Added to these are good health and |
[ an unfailing good mature.” | B

Mrs. Taft, a 4%, graceful matron of E,
s2venty, was attired in a handsome black | §
embroidered gown with a dainty cap of
white—a woman of the old school with
whom traces of early beauty still remain.

William H. Taff.

She is proud of her son’s mental achieve-
ments and tells with pride of his record
| in school, his early boyhood, his gradua-

tion from the Cincinnati High School, his
days in Yale, and then his ad-
sion to the bar. It is his record in
| l]aw and his innate love for it which cause |

|

| her to wish him a supreme court justice- |
{ ship instead of the highest position in the |
| United States. |

“To’ be president is a dreadful respon-| @
| sibility and a wv¢ trying position,” she | |

of Coughs, Colds, Chills

Nothing can be more effective than a|

continued. ‘“He has not sought to be a|§@

| candidate for it. It has been thrust upnu{
yim. I know that he himself does not !
want it, that his views are the same as |
mine.” I
|

To Counteract the Effect ,,
|

-

The CANADIAN DRUG CO,, LTD.

Drugs, Patent Medicines

Toilet Articles
Druggists’ Sundries

70-72 Prince Willlam Street.

Everythihg the Drug Trade needs. The Best Goods, the ‘Right Prices,
Prompt and Satisfactory Service.

Address all correspondence -to

THOMAS GIBBARD, Manager

The CANADIAN DRUG CO.,LTD.

P. O. Box 187.

St. John, N. B.

drink containing thirty drops of _\'Pr\'iljné.;
a teaspoonful of isugar and a cup of hot
water. This breaks up any tendency to
cold, wards off croup and pneumonia.|
Rubbed in the chest it relieves coughing'
and prevents complications. |
Kor all winter ills nothing serves the|
purpose like a 25c. bottle of Nerviline; geii
it today. '
|

|

She made no answer, and he laid h)ROOSEVEI_T WII.L

NOT TAKE IT BACK

‘He Reiterates What He Said |

{

About Moyer and Haywood. |
| |
NEW YORK, April 26—It is announced |
{ that the committee which was appointed |
{ by the Central Fedarated Union last Sun- |
i day to go to Washington and ask Presid-
ent Roosevelt to retract his statement that
Moyer and Haywood were ‘undesirable
citizens” had decided not to go. This de-
cision, it was added, was the result partly
{ of the letter of the president to the chair-
{ man of the Moyer-Haywood conference of
Chicago confirming instead of retracting
his original statement.

'NOMGREL DOG IS HEIR
-TO ESTATE OF $20,000

INDIANAPOLIS, April 26—Bill, a mon-
grel dog, which is forced to live in Chic-
ago, lives better and has .a better time
{and a larger income than half the people
in Indianapolis, according to the provis-
iions of a will filed here. The will of George
| C. Watts, formerly a prominent Chicago-
i an, leaves to the dog the interest on $20,-
{ 000. Watts also provides for his horse,
King, which is to be fed $300 worth of
fine feed every year.

|

| Si{OT IN AN ACCIDENT

1 PUEBLA, Mich., April 26—A revolver
| falling from the pocket of Hilario Heran-
idvz, a priest, today, sent a bullet through
| the heart of N. Joaequin Cassarato, a
| young millionaire of this city, while the
| two men, in company with A Guevara, a
| rich haciendo owner, were riding in Gue-
"vzn‘a's automobile. Guevara and the priest
{ were immediately arrested and are being
{held pending ‘an investigation.

|

|

|

Mr. and Mrs. J. F. Robertson were
registered at the Canadian office, Paris,
the week ended April 13.
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