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PREVACE.

T seenes of the following story are laid in Ltaly, that land of the sun. They
are designed to impress a goodly moral, as well as to amuse the reader—to show that
paticnce and perseverance will conquer ail things—and that a poor coat may cover a
ri?:h_heart. The reader will find aleo herein, that love raises the humblest; and that

true merit, like true genius, tramples upon misfortunes; and that “some fulls are
meand the happier to rige.”
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CHAPTER L.

FLORENCE.

Lo thy werious lrearing to what Y shall unfold, — Himéez.

Couz with me, pentle reader, on the winge
#f fancy into the wild and genial latitude of the

Tyrrhenisn Sea. 'The "delightful region of the
Mediterrnnean has been the poet’s ready theme
Tor ages ; thon let ug thithexrward, with high hepes
und appretiating eyes, to enjoy the storied scen-
ery of its shores. Touch, if jou will, at Gib-
raltar; see how the tide flows through the straits {
We go in with & flowing sail, snd now we arc
at Corsica,” Napoleon’s home. Let us stop at
Bardinia, with its wealth of tropical fruits; and
we will even down to Sicilywsfor this mimic
oceant tetms with subjects to dolight the eye

cven of the most casnal observer, with its ma."

jestie houndary of Alps and Apennines, and the
velvet carpet of its romantie shores, while its
broad breast is dotted with the sails of the pic-
turceque craft whose rig is peuliar to these seds.

-1t were Worth the journey wo have taken, if
only to behold the curions maritiine scene before
us now-=~made up of the felucea, the polacre,
and the bombarda, or ketch, all equally unknown

. fn our own waters,

Well, on with us still; let us up again and
new through the canal of Piombino, touching at
the isle of Elha, the  Great Emiperor’s ¥ mimic
domain; step into the town lying bencath this
racky bluff, which is crowned by a forteit is
Porto Ferrajo. Took off for a moment from
this yecky eminence, back of the tewn, and see .
the wild beauty of these Tuscan mountains on
the main Jand. Now, wo will over to the Ital-
fan coast, and cross, If you will, from Leghora
to Florence. There, we ate now in the very lap
of genins. und of poetry; lot us pause here and
breathe the dreamy, soothing, batmy air of Ttaly,

Florence, most favored daughter of Jtaly,
sweet, sunny Florence, whers dwelloth the gal-
Inntey and beanty of Tuscany, with thy wealth
of architectural benuty, thy magnificent church- -
es and palaces, thy princely court and hoarded
beauties=<favorite of that genial land, we greet
thee! How pencefully dost thou lay as the very
foot of the cloud-topped Apennines, divided by
the mountain-born Arno in its course to the.sea,
and over whosc besem the architectural genius




7

~ bty g b v

o

e i, T T T T T et S I, A

N

12 THE DUKE'S PRIZE.

of the land is displayed in arched biidges ;
loveliost and best beloved art thou_of sunny, vine-
clad Italy, \

The postical luxury of Ttalian genius is no-
where more plainly manifested than in Florence.
'Tis the artist’s favorite resort and best school;
’tis the city the traveller likes Jeast to turn his
back apon; and the. spot being consecrated by

. poetry and art, where the blood flows quickest

through the veinsg, warmed by a fervid and glow-
ing elime, A clime which hreathes in zephyrs
of aromatie sweetness, wafted over the fraprant
Dblossoms of the land s& redolent of loveliness,
that they would scem to rival the fabled Lote
tree, which springs by Allah’s throne, and whose
flowers have a soul in every leaf,

There is a breathing of the arts in the very

" gir of Florence, whose galleries axe crowdod with

the choicoat.collections of paintings and statua--
ry inthe world. Here have ever congrepated the
talent and beauty -of every clime. With the
painter, the poet, the sculptor, here sleep, in the
city of the silent, Michael Angelo, Alfieri, and
like spivits, rendering it hallowed ground to the
lovers of ari. Proud and lovely city, with thy
sylvan Cusino spreading its riches of green sward
and noble trees ‘along the Lanks of the silvery
Arno, well may a Tloventine be proud of his
birthplace!

It is in Florence, this very paradiso of art,
that our tale opens. Here the peoor scholar or
artist, who secks to perfect himself by viewing
the' glorious works of the old masters, may live
like a prince on the most moderate and frugal
mesng, in 8 bright and sunny land, where the
heart’s blood leaps most swiftly to the prompt-
ings of imagination; where the female form car-

" liest attains ita wonted beauty, and longest holds

its sway over the heart; where art and nature
both combine te entrance the soul in admiration ;
in that land of the sun—genial Ttaly; that soft,
yot wild country, whose childron Jearn the know-
ledge of poetry and art from visible things, while
the rest of the world derive them from books.

It was noondny in Florence, and a group of
artisty weore wending their way from the grand
gillery to their midday meal, It was o motley
sight to look upon them as they gaily chatted
togother—for among thom were men of different
countries. There was the rongh, hearty Eng-
lishman, the light, witty Frenchman, the intel
ligent and manly-looking American, the dark,
swarthy Spaniard sido by side with the dark

Its.]i:m—-—ﬁt‘companions,both in outward hwe and

their native chatacter—and many others, forming
o group of péeuliar interest to the beholder.

As the troop emerged from a narrow street
and came full upon the bright and sunny pinzza,
near the splendid shaft of the Campanile, the
gorgeons cquipage of the Grand Duke way pass-
ing the spot. The monarch was retaraing from
a morning drive in the Casino with & small ret-
inue, and accompanicd by one or two strang.-
ers of distinetion. The group paused for a mo-

ment {0 witness the passing of the duke and his -

suite, and then tmrmed gaily towards their hotol
to dine, the duke forming a new theme of con-
versation to those who, conversing under the
disadvantage of but partinlly understanding each
other, from the variety of tongues among them,
ever chose the most visible sebject for ecomment.

. “ What a brilliant tnrn-out,” said one, in hon-
est admiration, ’

“ Those leaders arc as proud as their master,”’

said another. -
“But he becomes his state well, if he i

proud,”™ answered o third, .
“Nowman conldn’t get up a better four in

hand,” said the first apeaker, a young Londoner.

“Who ia that by the side of the duke v asked
one,

“The English consul,” replied his country-
man; “you ought to know him.” g

“The whole affair now is wanting to my
eye,” said a young, sentimental artist.

« And what does it want, pray,Mister Critic ?"
asked the Englishman. -

* A woman.”

“Egad, that’s triue! There shonld be a wo-
man in the picture, if it was to bo painted, if onl ¥
to introduce color.” .-

“Don’t bo so mercenary,” added the other.

And the group thus idly conversing lounged
on their way to dine. But see, one of their
number still lingers near the base of the shaft,
apparently absorbed in sdmiving its beautiful
proportions; Iis pale but fine intellectual foatures
overspread by a spivit of admiration as he boholds
the column, But still thero is some othor mo-
tive than merc cuviosity that ‘engages him thus ;
he seems to have thus designedly dropped the
company of the party he was just with. Now
suddenly turning and satisfying himself thot his
Inte companions were out of sight, the young
artist—for so his appenrance evidently bespoke
him—slowly and sadly retraced his steps towsard
the grand pallery.
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The expression of his countenance was that
of suffering and physical pain, as well as of
mental inguietude ; bust his Jate compardons had
none of them noticed or cared for this. They
could take especial cognizance of the. points of
excellence in the duke’s horses, but not of the
grief that shaded a fellow-being’s countenanco.
No, the single artist, who now retraced his stopa
from the base of the Campanile, let his cause
for sndness arise from whatever source it might,
was nlone in his sufferings, and without any one
to share his sorrows. )

Once or twice he seqgied to hesitate and half
turn round again, 33 if to join the party he hod
left; but some inward prompting appoered to
prevent him from deing so, and ones more he
walked on by the same street which he had just
came. A sigh now and ther hieaved his breast,
&8 though some mental or physical suffering
moved him, but his form was erect, and his
step not that of one weakened by physieal dis-
case.  And yet in looking upen himn, an instine '
tive desire would have possessad the careful
obslerver 10 offer him aid in some form.




CHAPT

ER 1l

OUR IIENC AND IHEROINE.

But love is blind, and lovers cannob see— Merchans of Venice.

At the close of & long summer’s &y under
the skies of Xtaly, the shades of twilight wore
deepening on a verdant end vine-lad hillside of
the Val ?’Amo, when two lovers, who had evi-
dently been strolling together, sat down side by
side under o natural trellis of vines. The twi-
light lour of midstrmmet will lend enchantment
to almost any scene; but this is peculiarly the
case in Ttaly, where every shadow seems poctio—
every view fit for the puinter’s canvass.

The gentloman was of frank and manly bear-
ing, and as ke had approached the spot where
they now sat, with the graeeful fgure of his fair
companion leaning wpon his arm, he evinced
that soft and persunsive mion, that casy elogance
of manner and polish in his address, which travel
and good socicty can alone impart. Around
his noble forchead, now bared to the gentle

" breere, his long auburn hair hung in waving

ringlets, after the style of the peried, while his
countenance was of that intelligent and thought-
ful cast, tinted by a shado of serrow, which rarely
fiils to coptivate the eye.

In person, he was rather tell, ereot and well-
proportioned, though perhaps he was rather thin
in flésh to appear to so good advantage av he

‘ing he bore about him the indelible marks of
gentleman ; and the careful observer would have
recognized in him the artist that had separated
from his companions on the Flaza a noonday
near the shaft of the Campanile.
His companion was manifestlya ledy of rank:
and a most lovely female, sutisfying the cye at
the first glance, and coustantly pleasing the
longer it dwelt upon her. - When we describe
an Ttalian lady as being beantiful, she must be
so fndeed; for there is no half way betweon beauty
and the opposite extreme here, Thero are but
fow really handsome women in Trscany, but
these fow are of r class of beanty that may well
have ravished the xest of their sex in this fair
clime. Her countenance was radiant with thought
and feeling, and her large and dewy eyes of hlue
—nature's own sweet tint-~rested fondly on him
by her side. : ‘
Her rich and abundant dark hair was parted
smoothly across her unblemished forehead, which
might have been marble, so smooth and pure,
bt for the warm blood that flowed through
those delieate bluo channels. The mouth an
fontures were of the Grecisn model, and when
she smiled she showed = ravishing sweetness of

might havo done, yet altogether he was of hand-| expression, and teeth that rivalled those of an
some form and pleasant mien. His dress be- | Indian. In form, hur person wus slightly ves

spoke the hollowness of his purse, notwithstand- | luptuous, though strictly within the mo

s s s o e - o ey
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tion and unwearied industcy must ensure im-
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true female delicacy. Such is a sketch of the
two whom we at the outset denominated as lov-
ens; and such they wore, as the progress of our
story will disclose. o

“ Thore is much between thee and me, Flovin-
dn,” said her companion, sighing heavily; “and
of o metal worse than all others—pride and
gold! jailors both of the daring heart!”

* Nay, dear Carlton, thou art ever foreboding
ills,” snid the lady perseasively, and in »voice as
sweet as that of the idolized Pagoda Thrush of
India. | .

“ Perhaps so; nnd yet full well T kngw that T
am no favorite of fortune, by stern experience.”

“ She will smile on thee yet, believe ma, Carl-
ton; and the more sweetly for this seeming neg-
leet. She's aficklo goddess, and often plays the
coquctie, but, like others of this class, she sel-
dom chides bat she smiles again the more win-
ningly.”

“ Bhe has already done se thi'ough thee, Flo-
rinda.”” !

Flovinda answered with her eyes.

“Ah, I am blessed indeed i thee; and poorly
do I appreciate the blessing of thy love, when I
forget myself und compluin.” ’

““ Now thow art content,”

“In thy smiles, dearest, evor.”

And Curlton pressed the hand with forvor to
his lip that was smilingly extended towards him.

“Ah, how long it may be, before I can call this
little and mine.”

‘It is thine slready, Carlton.”

. “Thy heart is, I trust; but the hand, Florinda,
is quite another thing.” ’

“ True, Caflton.”

“My means arc so hamble,”.

“You would make them so.”

“But are they not, Florinda 1

“Not in my eyes.”

“ The future looks davk to me.”;

*The jreat proficiency you have attained in
Your profession, a8 an artist, desr Carlton, ny-
gues well for our hopes. Already has thy name
reached the Grand Duke as one of remarkable
ability in thy noble art; and such constant atten-

provement.”

“Trag, dearcst, 1 moy in time hope to be
counted, n worthy follower of those whose noble
efforts grace the grand gallery, and the hallg of
the Palozzo Pigti; but alas, many years of toil
might not place e in the pecuniary eya of the

And then, Florinda, the pride of birth! Alast
T hivo little Liopes of ever attaining my most
earncst wish—that which would render me the
envy of all Florence—thy hand, Florinda.”

“Have I net possessions cnongh for both of
us, dear Carlton? Indeed, T am told that my
rightful property bears a goodiy proportion to
that of the Grand Duke himself, who has the rep-
utation hiere in Florence of possessing unbounded
wealth—actually uncqualled in amount by that
of any European monarch, TUntil the prospect
of niding you by this amplitudo of fortune oe-
curred to my mind, I saw no value in this boasted
wealth; but now thag T kuow that you will be
b-eneﬁted by it, Carlton, I rejoice at its posses-
sion and its magnitude,”

“Dearest,” sald the artist, as he listened to
lier gencrous decleration. ‘

o« There will be no want, no question of neces-
sity ; all shall be yours.”

“In your love and kindness of heart, you do
not eonsider these things as does the world, Fio-
rinda. The greater the amount of thy riches
the fayther art thou removed from me; thus :-ea:
-i:(:?fllfﬂ the world—the cold and caloulnting
“Nay, Carlton, thou art agnin foreboding,
said the lady in the swect, honeyed tosgne of }l,er
land. * “ Allwill yot bo #s our hearts could wish
I am confident.”. . e '
“ Love sees with blind eyes, dearest,”

“I know the proverb; but each cuse is a per
culiar one, and this—is not this more so than any
other 2 :
8o thy gentle heart would make it,” he an-
swered tenderly,
“ And will not yours assent ¢”
* “In one respect—yes.”

“ And that is—""

“Never was one g0 loved as thou art; and
yet who could look upon those cyes, and hear
thee speak thus, and kuow the goodness and gén-
tleness of thy kind heart, and not love thee, Flo-
rinda ¥ ' J

“ Aly, flatterer ¥
"t Dost thou mean that 7 said Carltoh, earn-
catly and quickly, -.

# Nay, forgive me, Corlton,” said his fair com
panion, ‘
*Always but when thou shalt question my
sincerity ; and yct," he continued, after a mo-
ment’s pavse, “there are ample gronnds for such
suspicions.”

duke, os o fittiug suitor for thy peerless portion.

““ Bay not so, Carlton.”
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“Behold thy large fortune; am Inot penni-
less 2—thy noble birth ; am I not an humbie citi-
gon? O, Florinda, there are few in this cold and
meréenary world that would accord to me, un-
dor these ciremmstances, the meed of sincerity.”

“"here 18 one who wifl never doubt thee,”
said tho lovely girl, placinga hand wfigetionately
within his. -

“Dear Florinda, T have thought of another
tie to bind us to each other still more dewly, if
poasible.”

“ Pray, what is that, Carlton?”

“ We are both orplans, Flovinda; both stand,
a8 it were, alone in the workd) without any natural
protectors even from childliood.”

“True,” said Florvinda, “my parents died
while T was yet too young to know or love themng
and thine, Carlton ¢ '

“ While T was an infant.”

“ How pleasant it wust De to have parents to
love and advise onc. 1 lave often envied my
compunions.”

“ Ay, it must indeed be a soureeof happi-
ness; and mono would scem te deserve thein
more than so gentle a spirit as thine,”

“Tt js indeed an enviable blessing,”

«Father and mother ave sweet words,” said
the nrtist, thoughtfully,” and drawing her gently
to his side. #

¢ Thoey are sweet words,” said Flovinda ; while
a sympathetic tear trembled for a moment be-
neath those long cyelashes, proving the poct’s
words, “ that beanty’s tears are lovelier than her
smiles.””  Carlton saw snd marked the truant
jewel a- it glided down her fair cheek.

And thus they talked on of love, of griefs and
hopes, Corlton pregsing the hand of his lovely
‘companion affectionately to his lips at times,
with a gontle and affectionate fewlerness far
more eloguent than words ; while the response
that met this token from her expressive face
might have told the most'casual observer how
doarly and how deoply she Toved the young ar-
tist, anel how the shuaplest token of tenderness
from him was cherished by her, .

La Signora Florinda was 2 grnd-danghter of

the house of Carrati, one of the oldest and proud-
ot of ull Ttaly. Having been placed in & con-
vent in the cavivons of Florence for ber eduea-
tion, the Grand Duke by chance met her while
(iuite young, and learning her name, he at once
know her to be an orphan, and now under the
care of her unclo Signor Latrezzi. By his own

time TFlorinds became an inmate of the palace of
the duke, #nd the constant compauion 6f the
duchess, T
Her parents deceased, s the reader Has al-
ready gathered, while she was yet a child, leay-
ing her an immense property, which was now in
the hands of her protector, tho menarch’ himself.
About the time, or rather some months previous
to the eommoncement, of our tale, tho duchess
Lnd died of consumption. Florinda for more
than & year had been her intimate and dealy
loved companion, and for this reason alone was
dearly prized by the Grand Duke, who still sin-
cerely mourned his wife’s death.
The deep devotion and constaney of this mon-
arch, Leopold of Tuscany, to his wife, ovinced
an affection rarely found in marringes of state.
Inconsolable for her death, he shng himself from
the world for a long time, Weeping in secret the
affliction he had sustained in her logs.  To this
duy there ornaments the private apartments of
the Pitti Palace busts of the grand duchess, and
portraits of her by the first artists; on the walls
of the duke’s private study there is a full length
portrait of Lis wife done in fresco, reprosenting
her te be what she readly was, a noble and
lovely woman.

&inee the death of the ducliess, Florinda had

idegroe of fatherly care and affection from the
duke, because of the' fact of her intimacy with
her whom he had now lost. The duchess, dur-
ing the period that Florinda had been with her,
had contracted for her a tender affection, and
did not forget in the trying momepts of her Iast
hows to comnmend her to the continued and frue
guidance of the duke. This circumstance of
conrse renderced her an objoct of renewed interest
nnd regard in the cyes of her noble protector,
with whom she dwelt as though shehad been his
own woll-beloved child. :

In addition to this, she presented claims to
his kind protection, from the faet that sho was
an orphan, the last of a proud and noble house

that had ie the first place attracted his infgrest.

« Oonie, Carfton,” said the Iady, with a sweet
smile, “now tell mo one of those Rhine legends
which you relate with such spirit. You promised
me another,”

« T will, doarest,” was the veply ; and her com-
panion, drawing still closer to her side, began as
the next chapter will relato.

request he became her guardian, and from that

cxperienced, as we hive inthnated, an nereased

long sttached to the serviee of the erown—a fact’

_bandit in the general character of his purposes,

CHAPTER 111,

A RHINE LEGEND.

An honest tale speods best boing pluinly told.— King Richard IIT.

o« . s i ;
Tu.n. valley of the Rhine,” ecommenced Carl- twenty times
ton, “is no more famous for its elagsic beanty ( the sh

than for the romance of its historie story ;
the traveller is sure, while hig eyes drink §
the beanty of its seenery,

ness of his deeds, the oftentimes chivalrie char-
acter of his condict; but, above all, for his sin-
gular personal bravery, and his romarkable prow-
css in battle. Only second, as it regavded the
extent of his fame, to the renowned Schinder-
hannes, he even excerded that bold and romantic
and the extraordinary suceess that attended his
plans of operation. )
“Petard held one of those lofty mountain-
passes,” continued Carlton,  that lead from the
valley of the Rbine, and through which af times
much travel passed.  Here he had so thoroughly

his own force sent against him, in
npe of the regubar povernment troops, had

and | utterly fuiled to reach even tho ouwter wn.lls‘?of
n of [ his rotrent, they being entrappod in all manner

to have his ears re- | of smares, 4 i
" by s L s, and shot dovwn like a her i
galed with the tragic record of its neighborhood, distmctcd’ animaly ropotitions of thes

I"he name of Petard—the name of as bold a ban-
dit as ever led a company of monntain-robhers
~—has b(fc.ome classic as any historie name of the | refused to procee
Germanie confederacy, or the Ttalian states, by | vice for '
reason of the influcnce *he exerted, the bold- | ermment

Several repetitions of theso

ened the offieers and soldiery, and they utterly
d on any such dangerous ser-
the fature, while the officers of the gov-
in their weakness were quite powerless,
Bo that Petard romained virtually the master
of the district, and levied such tax .48 he
pleased upon sneh of the better classes ng he
could arrest upon the road.

“The story of Peturd’s ganerou's charity to
the peasantry is presorved and related to the
traveller by ghe grateful peoplo; and there is no .
doubt that, springing from this class, he felt &
sympathy for them that induced this honest gen-
erosity towards them on his part, The cunning
phans which he aud his band’ adc;pmd to obtain
the necessary information for the prosecution of
their designs, it would be tedious to relate, The

entrenelied himself, with his Land of some sixty
bravadoes, at the time of our story, that ten and

peasantry, ever oppressed by thoss in authority,
were, of course, most faithful to the interests of

attempts with similar results had fairly disheast-
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this famous outlaw, to whose open hand they [ measure of the characteristics of the times. To

often came for bread, and who wag ever ready

our age, Florinda, and our appreciation, this

to aid them. Thus, no bribery nor offered |lovely woman would have scemed rather Ama-

rewards could induce one of these rough but
trug-hearted mountaineers #0 betray Letard, or
disclose the secrot paths that led fo lis lofty
strenghold.,

« Canning beyond what usnilly falls to the
lot of ropuery,” continued Carlfon, *Petard de-
lighted in outwitting his enemics of the lasw, fmd
in leading those whom he desired to flocce into
his net.  Thns practised in intripue, he plumed
himself in detecting any tiick that was a’cten‘ip’fcd
against him; and thus on the constant qui vive,
he was enabled to wvoid detection and arrost.
Every cffort, however ingenious, that the o[ﬁufra
of the government made, was therefore futile
and of no advantage; and Petord was still re-
garded as muster of his mountsin home, end
lender of as brave o band as ever beset a travel-
ler's carriage, or broke the rinks of a treasury
cscort.

« Those were wild and lawless times when the
foudal spixit and power had not yet lost all its
sway, and when cach man’s house was ofpcn
made to be his castle, and himself called upon to
defend it with his life. Might made right; the
steong hand often carried it agoinst the ]{!.\"", and
justice often. slept. It sounds like romance in-
deed to depict those times.”

“Tt (oes, indeed,” said Florinda; “but go
on, Carlton, do not interrupt the story.”

« On the left bonk of the noble xiver, in whose
valley thiy story is laid,” said Carlton, “rose
the turrets ond towers of Botztetz cnstle, the re-
maing only of one of the fine okl strongholds of
the middie ages, whicl lad by degrees desconded
through gencrations, until it wis now the home

was repairing it and removing the rubbish that
ago had collectod about it. Himself a man of
distingnished family, Kurl Etzawell had retired
from the bustle of his heavy business, purchased
this place, and proposed liere to make himself a
home, and here to die. The old merehant had
an” ouly chiid whom he idelized, and for whom
alone he sceméd to live since his wife and other
children had died. '

 Potting wns one of those delicate, lovely-
fentured children of grace and beauty thut would
have boen chosen in “ Merrie England ™ to pre-
side over a towrnament, as queen of benuty, in
Jvanbge’s time, ‘Born to bloom in o peculiar

zonian. She rode her fine and dashing horse

with a free rein, and in the vigor of her robust

health she could walk for miles, if need be.

Yet still Betting lacked not for tenderness and

gentleness of spirit. She Joved her father, was

fond of music, snd sung most sweetly to her

own accompaniment upon the guitat.

% Mgbere Hosfeldt was the descendant of &

proud line of ancestors, and wus himself now

left alone of al his family. Ilis castle was on

the opposite side of tho Rhine, and erc Kerl

Ltzwell's danghter had been o twelvemonth at

her father’s new home mnong the now half-

restored towers of Botatetz Castle, Tghert Tos-
feldt and Beftina wevo the most teader fricnds.

His boat was ever on the Ieft shore ut nightfall,
thougl his castle was on the right. No carpot
knight was he, Florinda; he pulled is own oar.
He was as stout of limb as of heavt, and yet was
08 gentle when by Bettina’s side as the tume
doves she fondled, Hig was indeed a knightly
figure to look upon. Ile had ofien distinguished
himeelf npon the tented field, and in_ the forest
spdrt.s. He lived in an age when porsonal prow-
ess was highly esteemed, ond when those high
in birth fuiled not to mature the strong muscles
and stout limba which Providence had vonch-
safed to them. o . .

“ My story, Florinda, opens upon one of those
soft summer twilights which -hang over this in-
comparablo valley to-day, as they did comturics

flowers in the broad prounds of Dotstez Castle,

The luxuriant, curling haix of delicate anburn

that strayed so freely over the neck and shoul-

dexs of the female figure, betvnyed her to be the

lovely daughter of Herr Korl Etawell; .whﬂe

the render would have recognized at-onee in the
person by her side, the fine athletic figure of Bg-
bert, They st in tender proximity o each
other, and Betting was listening to Eghert’s clo-
quent story of the olden times, and of the many
chivalrie doeds for which: the neighborhood of this
gpot was colebrated. He told her, too, of le-
gends connected with the very tawers and battle-
meonts that now surrounded them, until at Iast
the lateness of the hour warned them that they
must paxt; snd the gallant Eghert, pressing her
hand tenderly to Dis lips, bade her a brief fan.e-
well as he said, and wonld mect her thero again

period of history, her charncter partook in some

with tha twilight hour on the following day.
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“ Searcely had ho left her side when s deerepid
figure, dressed in as shabby gaub ns ever clothed
a beggar woman, tottled towards her, and in sad-
dest tones besought the fair gir! to come o fow
steps from the casile walls to aid her in carrying
her sick infant, whe she feared was dying. "T'he
eltords of tender sympathy were at once touched,
und Bettinn followed the old woman outside the
walls, and beyond an angle of the ruins a fow
rods, when the person who had so excited her
contmiseration suddenly stopped, and tossing off

the wretched rags he wore, hoe stood before her
the athletic leader of banditi, Petsed I
* How frightful " said Florinde, interrupting
him. : .
“The faint seream Bettina uttered,” contin.
ued Carlton, “was smothored by his ready adroit-
uess; and seiwing the fainting gird, as though
she was an infunt, the robber bore her ‘away to
a spot concealed by the darkness, where several
of his confederates met him, as had been pre-
concerted ; and in a fow minutes after Egbert
had left her side, Bettina, nil anconscions, was
being camvied fir awny to the almiost impregna-

in fotrr months of time, if you ¢an do no better,
When the sum shall be paid, your danghter will
be restored to you as pure and unharmed as
when she Iefs you. You hinve trfo days to think
upon this. My messengerwill then see you, and
receive the first instalment of the money. Those
who know me will tell you that you had better
not harmn one hair of that neessenger’s head, but
your best eourse will be to maot this demand,
‘Bigned, Feranp.’

“The mystery was solved, and the father
knew that the robber, vile as he was, would keep
his word; that thongh Bettina was thus foar.
fully situated, Potard wonld proteet and restoro
her, if ko acceded to his demand. 'The sum
named was far beyond his means to raise beforo
the expiration of a considerable period of time ;
for though, us the robber chief denominated him,
rich, yet the princely sum of money demanded
could hardly have boen raised at onee, had the
united interest of the country for miles round
beer: brought to bear upon it.

“* After “consulting ' with Tghert and other

gone hy. Two fgures rested near a soft bed of .

ble stronghold of the robbers.

“It would be vain to attempt o deseription of

the consternation and misery of her father when
it was found that his child—she who was evory-
thing to him; whom he loved better thamn lifo
itself—was lost. Whither to seck her no one
knew. The most improbable places were search-
ed. Egbert, who was last seen with her, was
seut for; but he could give them no informa-
tion. He suppascd,,of course, that she returned
directly home ofter he parted with her. Every
couceivable means were adopted to discover
some trace of the missing girl, but all in vain,
and the most tentalizing anguish took possession
of every bosom. 'Two duys had passed in this
fruitless and agonizing search, when 4 noto was
delivered at the castle which threw light upon

her disappearanee. The purport of the note was
to this effeet :

“‘Karr E1zwiLL :—Your daughter is safe
in my possession. Her simplest wish is strictly
regarded.  No harm shdll come to her, provided
you pay the ransom of ene thousand marks of
gold.  You may not possess the ready means,
rich a8 you are, to produce this, stm at onee;

friends, the fathor saw that there was but ong
course left for him to pursue under the circum-
stances of the ense, and that was to comply with
the demand as far as was possible, and to get
ready the first instalmentof the- money for the
following day, It would have been madness for
him—his duughter’s safoty, of coudse, being par-
amount to’ every othor idea—to have called upon
the authoritics to serve him. They had already,
B8 we have beforo stated, often failed in their
efforts’upon the robber; and to incense Petard
ageinst him, was for the'father to sacrifico the -
life of his child. Thus influcnced, the sum of
money demanded as the first instalment was
made up by the nssistance.of Egbert and others,
and was quietly paid over to the robbor messen-
ger, by the nnxious father of Bettina.

“It was o fearful thought to father and lover,
that there was even o possibility of Bettinu’s re-
maining in the hands of those fierce and lawloss
men for such a period of time as had heen
named. Yot it would be impossible to raise the
amount of the ramsom in s shorter period of
tjme.j Four months scemed to them almost s
B0 many years, and Tighert longed, at the head
of a fow faithful followers, to attack the redoubt-
sble brigand; but this would have been to sac-

therefore it roay be paid in four instalments, and

rificc Bettina's life at once. Alns! the ransom,
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and  the ronsom only, could liberate her, all

« ¥ will, deavest.” )
And Carlton turned away to seek hisown
ther | humble lodgings, while the lady returned to the
sumaptnons apartments which she called her
home, to dream of the young artist, and the tale
he had thus left but half related. In the mean-
time with the resder we Wwill turn to another
chapter in the thread of our atory.

ad. .
ag:"e]f!ut. 1 weary you, dearest, gmd will at ano

time complete my smry’;”
«“ Nay, by no means.
« Bu{’thg story is not yet half told.” )
« The more of interest is then in store, ,
Bt it will keep until our next meeting.
« As you will, Carlton; ﬂnd.so now, indeed,
pood night. - You will come thh‘ the sunset, 1o-

morrow 7 |

CHAPTER 1IV.

"+THE DUKE'S PRIZN.

I see this hath a little dashed your spirits. - Othello,

CARLTON wis a young American, pasgionate-
ly devoted to the art he was studying at Flor-
cnce, the home of thoarts.  His pecuniary means,
which were of o limited character, wore,-at the
time onr story opens, st an unusuelly low ebb—
indeed, he was almost perniless, He had been
able, by losing much valnable time upon trifling
and toyish pieces, to procure nearly enongh for

. subsistence, takon in connection with the little

he alveady possessed. But of late he had not
been able to find any spare time for the trifles he
had heretofore engaged himself zpon at times,
when he was abliged to obtain money for daily

« food, for reasons which we shall understand as
we procecd with our story.

Though of Lighly respectable birth, yet he was
an orphan, and dependent upon the Liberality of
a rich relative for the advantage he had alveady
received in an excellent classical edacation, and
the means of travelling while in the study of
his art. A fow months previous to the opening
of our talo, this patron, who had been u father
indeed to Carlton, died suddenly, and the news
of his decease reached the young American at
tho time he was just expecting a remittarce of
money. The conseguence was, he found him.

self friondlese and without. means, thousands of
miles from his native land. He had incurred
somd small debts in anticipation of the expect-
ed remittance, which placed him in a still more
unpleasant situation. -

Xt was a govere blow to Carlton to lose cne
who had been 5o kind to him alrosi from child-
hood. It was hard, too, to sink at once from &
state of plenty to one of absolute want, But
thus it was, and he endeavored to hear his lot
with all the philogophy and resignation he eould
command ; but it was & bitter stroke for him to
bear, particularly at this time,Ywhen so mnch
depended upon his being able to pursue his call-
ing wninterrnpted, and stil! make the proper sp-
peargnce in his person. He felt that at no pre-
vious moment had he so much at stako a3 now;
that at no previous time in the couvse of his
life could such an event have been more unfor-
tunate. DBut Carlton was blessed with a heart
casy to keep afloat; and though his future was
hard, he looked upon its snnny side, and bore
bravely up again&jt it, enduring not only mentnl
but positive physical suffering.in his manliness.

For months he had been almost constantly
engaged in secret upon a painting, which he de-
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“Tyue, but what has that to do with thy coat,
Carlton ?? asked the lady, who, never having
known the want of money, could not reslize the

signed to present to the Grand Duke, for his P_ri—
vate collection in the Palazzo Pitti, and on which

. . ‘st
to stoke his roputation as an artis n e
];;e ::f‘ked in socret, we have said—ay, and {effect-of such a condition, And then, too,
¥

with the pains of hunger gnawing him often, his { did not exac;.l‘y u;t:;:;stand the dependency of
seanty purse scarcely affording him the means Cn:lmn er]o_u his pt;cu]a.r doarast: bat oo must
of procuring sufficient to sustain life. But still 0, not ing 1par1’liﬁ me,a ” yuu'kﬂow.” )
tie worked on unwearied, in the hope, il not to drcfs aucc(cl)rdmistgd e mo,mﬁm, Ot loigth
B oty thmol‘iﬂdﬂ, wleast o bo thonghe apﬁéz:-;]:l :) :;dcrstand the meaning of his won?s,
mir?tlt‘l‘;of]?:lys}(i h?:'loved Imow of the notual want | when taking a rieh purs? of -gold E:om-nh:‘l;in';
he exporienced. Ifo was too proud to uckm;w- dle, she cx:ltc:\;g;i(: l:)h g:; 1(;“ ;1; ::; t !1::; :1 N
it even-to her: snd often did he sit by her | manner a clings, uttores
Egg ef;.ti;t and hung’ry, while he held o hand, the | failed her, and shc.: bu}r;t 1‘:::)0“13:&:.5&; 1,0? u} :ac:‘c
- jowelled ornaments of which alone would have | could no.c accc?t it. e e o the
i‘enderc(l a peasant independent for life, He ex- | starved fivst; his proud spirit couldn
every faculty to obtain the moans of dress- | deed. . s .
;l:tge dat lcasg with sicming good taste ; he endeay- | ‘“No, Florinda,” lm- smdc,e ffoza:nggte u;zill){,
ored to do this for appearance sake, and that|the purse, or any fiflgg;: oy 'y b m’blc e
he might pass well with the sorld, which scans ls-Ldy. But 1-f ycIn; wi > bc"ab]e T
with inquisitive cyo the outside show, and pays | tire for a \thLe, hopo T e tor 1
horflnge accordingly. He did not fear that it‘ style to suit thy‘tuste., s;nf\)crsonﬂl ——
would make any difference with Florinda, yot he | worthy, ot least 13 pgm of per
felt some pride, of course, in that quarter, It)to \:valk by thg' 51'(?.  cation, for this? Tt
roquired in his present emergency the snerifice | Do you org;\.q . ;he ulton (;nt, O ot
of many a meal to procure him a coat, or any | was but .the llm;;u sc:, o
other necessary article of clothing. . | me:in to insult !t’ :eo.
Carlton was not in the practice of meeting . Insul't ;ne N
Florinda at the palace; the manifest impropriety “Alsés 1] wast u .
of the thing rendered this out of the questiog;. “Nny, dea:}*es ;ne -
Tt wag the practice of Florinda to call at cortain “Youlfurg,wel Y iate the ecling ht
‘periads at the palace of a relation in the environs Tlorinds, , app e fonpive thoos T
of the city, and hers Carlton often went to mect | prompted tho gcne}l;ouﬂ or(., e
her; it was hard by the monastery where she | doavest, and love ¢ Zen(ll o for .lips il they
had beon educated, and where they had ﬁrslt met.| e pr;‘iset.iln ;1:1; . :r; . ;l _— ';f e
Th'e hoen t'ogeth:r 0“:‘_ viight fows T ves E::lmg;:lto::rto bis kumble lodgings. That night
B arton ’Elm? ! Bloeh lc;lg‘ ho went to his bed without having tasted ﬁ.?od
:: CWarﬁog:.‘rmz;ltd”F o - | throughous the whole day, The next mor:mg
« W;y,slost tiu;u-—” here Florinda hesitated, | with the fivet light l“f rf)sc,' u.nab]i ;;_:;::}TEC ;311-;(;
r Spoak 'freelp; what woild you ask ¥ Jlunger, :mq ou_;';ht. his ;am ass;l Whito b could
“You will not be offended 3 BUMIMOT '1115 pride, an s;asg L with i v
“Indeed, no1” bition, this fo-rx?md fcn?d aul § um;t nmuril Jor
“ Nor th;nk strange of me ¥? him~—a, susta}n}l'ng principle cfiua Oatm-e -
 Nay, I promiso thee.” . : triment, But in his sleep,.v‘. 1;}11 ;\mm st
“ The;:l-—-” ‘ ' ed her power, and the plhym}:a sly‘ o inen of
“ Well, Flovinda.” i precedence over the br.am:i t en dt :I:l::i {1 ringeo
v Why'dost thou wear sueh a threadbire coat, | hunger could not b‘o stlllcdl,t }az s ho o driv(;
Curlton? You know I caro not for such things, | and, a5 we have smd‘, soug u.a s 1o v
but I would have thee appear smong tl’x,y follow- -uwa)tr_ th(:i if;ntn:)n Iii ;:l;ul)iv :vzz.s ,
ists as well cigd e the best of them. menting now! -
lg-rt'l‘ﬁgou know, Florinda," gaid Carlton, blushing |  Among: ti}e co.ll'ec‘m:)n1 of‘a‘:rt;:;sr:t) ;113;:::: -
in spite of Himself, “ Ltold youof my misfortune | as in all Italian cities—thare ' % ;md piives
]i: lgsing my friené and patron,” from nearly cvery purt of the. world ; :

. fair to distance some of us,” was the reply.
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vivalry and pride often showed itself, not only
_among the students of the academy, but even
among the masters or toachers themselves. This

tached to the art, and thus cach year, by a like
mothod, strove to encowage the  telent and in-
dastry of the students nssembled at Florence.

Teeling at the time to which we allude, prevailed | There were many competitors among the artists
{0 an unusual extent, and its pernicious offects | of the city on the occasion alluded to. Those
had been the cause of one or two duels of fatal | who had gained renown in ‘bygohe years now

termination. Carlton had long since been

took up the brush anew, and pupils and masters -

obliged to leave the academy from want of  strove alike for the enviable goal, ©

means, and even while there, he laboved auder
great disadvantage in not being able to kecp up
the apponrance of a gentleman among his follow-
studonts, wha were generally well supplied with
pecuniary means.

His comrades finding that he far excceded
them in point of application, and consequently
in execntion and general improvement, naty-
rally dieliked him; and strange enough, toe, the
teachers treated him with marked coolness and.
dislike, whethor from & similar sensc of his eu-
porior ability even over themsclves, or otherwise,
remains to be seen.

“What a hang-dog ook that Carlton has,”
said one artist to another.

“But he's & master with the brush, and bids

“ For iny part, I hate all Americans,”

“Or rathor all successful rivals,” suggested
the other, sarcasticaliy. .

“Rival or not, this Carlton is a, bore.”

“8eo far 1 agree withyou,” answored the
other. . .

* He’s the poovest dressed artist in Florence.”

“There you are right agnin.”

And thus they sncered at him. :

Under all these disadvantages, Carlton was
by no means discouraged. He was sustained by
his ambition and love of his noble art, and,
above oli, by the love he bore Florinda. He
hoped, threugh the meang of the pictare ho was
épgaged upon, to introduce himself to the good
will of the duke; snd this accomplished, one im-
portant step would be taken towards the geal his
fancy had pictured in futurity.

As we have said, Carlton left the academy
through necessity, but he still studied constantly
in the grand gellery, and other places, as his
means would admit, while-he worked on in ge-
cret.  Ho had determined that his pietnre shoald
be presented without a name, that it might thus
vise or fall honestly, upen its own merits.

The duke had offered a princely prize for the
favored picture, to be selected from out 4 collec-
tion to be exhibited to himself and court on a

And this was not so much for the mere win-
ning of the prize—thotigh that was a princely
objeet-—but it was well-known that whoover sue-
cceded in the contest, established his fame at
onee in Italy, and from that time forward could
command his own terms for his pictures, and find
4 ready sale, too, for as many s he chose to
complete. Tt was, in short, a diplomain avt
that was almost beyond value to the ambitious
stndents that had devoted themselves to art in
Florence.

Coilton worked incessantly and in secvet
upon his picture, which was of 8 most elaborate
nnd originel design.  Alonc in bis humble apart-
ment he worked by himself, without any kind
word of encourngoment, or-skilful suggestion,
The time for the exhibition was fast approach-
fng. Carlton was met by his former fellow-stu-
dents every morning, pale and emaciated, re-
turning from his frugal menl, of which ha wos.
obliged to cat enongh to serve him through
the day; for with his limited means he could
afford but one! They jolned him often, and
asked, insultingly, why he did not try for the
rich prize offered by the Grand Duke for the
choieest painting.

Smothering the resentment he felt st these g
insults, Carlton mede wo answer to them, but
contented himself with redoubling his exertions
with the brush; and it did seem to him after
such encounters, and every new insult, that his
hand received a fresh inspiration, and his mind
remewed vigor, Perhaps he nceded the fncon- -
tive of pride, as well as that of love hnd ambi-
tion, to lead him on, and sustain hint in the prog-
ccution of hig nablo endeavors. ,
Thus it was, when the long expected day as
last arrived—the day whick was to make or mar
kis hope of the future; he frembled as ko realized
it. The various competitors had scnt in their
pieces aceompanicd with their names, each con-
fident in the excellence and finish of his éwn
production.  All were arranged in the favorite
gallery of the Grand Duke, and among them
Carlton’s, simply bearing the name of *The

certain day. The momareh was devotedly at-

Unknown.” -
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The hearta of the artists of Flovence bcaii high
on that day, and the moments were n}xpatmntly
eoanted by all until the hoyr should arrive for the.

«That coat of thine 18 not fit for the pros-

ence of the Grand Duke,” said one.

« Carlton, you forgot to dress, today,” s?.id

piblic presentation and audicnce in the picture | apother, tguntingly.

. The selection having been made on
“ga:h;xywiis dag by the Ciand Duke éf:d his.
‘cont, the timé had n?. i;rriwd for him to

' 1ze he had offered.
aw_;ﬁ::; ::: ﬂnronig that orowded the gatos of
the palace, Carlton’ was nhservg_d hum.?}ly par-
suing his way, turning neither ta the- right ner
left, and passing annotieed some of hig, brother
"sxtists, whe ventuged s joor at his expensa.

£ *t bother him,” added a third; “he’s
only a lopker-an.” i

‘{Thaﬂ is all, gentlemen,” said (}arltqn,as llm

i Iace, seeretly
uiotly passed the portals of the palace, &
giting' his lip with restrained feeling. e had
other business in hand than to notice thleserm~
gults. is soul was pre-occupied, and he seaee.
1y hooded them, 8 mement after they had, beewn
spekon.

B e e e~ - R b
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CHAPTER V.

AWARDING

THE - PRIZE.

Let tho end try the man..Hewry IV,

e Gesity and the aristocracy of Florence
‘erowded the gorgeous apartments of the dueal
palace, admiring the matchless pictures now
first exhibited to the public view-wthe produe-
tions of the artists of the city for the prize of the
tibdral monarch. . ‘

There was not one which did not draw forth
high and just encomiums for its beauty and ex-
cellence; but all prused to admive above the
rest, 'one which, from originality of conception
and perfection of finish, was pronousced to sur-
pass ‘all its competitors, and preat was the cori-
ogity expressed as to whe was the suthor-w
Some said that Michael Angelo himself must
have arisen from tho temb to produce so perfect
n picture. Throughout the honrs of the exhibi
tion, until the time appointed for the awarding
of the prize, the snperb picturc bearing the name
of *“The Unknowh,” was the constant theme ‘of
all, and the centre of ntractivn,

Among that lovely collection of beanty and
fashion stood Florinda, in all the loveliness of
youth and high-born beaaty, *the star of that
goadly company,” How different wag the ex.
pression of her face from,the majority of those
‘about hor. No pride or esivy conld be traced on
that beantiful brow, stamped With inpocence

and gentlencss ; those mild deep blite oyes knotw
o deceit, but frankly shared the promptings of
her pure, untainted soul’ at every glance,

Bhe looked more like the formation of the
faney in some fairy dream than o reality, so an:
gelic did she seem amid thei princely throng.
Bhe did not know that Carlton had contended
for the prize; he had kept his vwn secrot, and she
exprossed her nnfeigned admiration of the pic-
ture by * The Unknown.”  She, was the belle of
the hour, if net of the court, and her com-
mendation elone would have served to attract
attontion 1o the picture; but alveady had the
duke in person pointed ‘ont somo of the most
prominent boautics in the piece to those about
kém.

After o Tew proliminary remarks addressed by
the liberal monarch o the large assembly, which
Was now a5 still as death itself, ho Wwent on te:
eompliment the rare collection of art which was
exhibited 'on the occasipn ; and to prove the sin-.
cerity of his remarks, and the compliment to ail
on thig point, he offered a mvst princoly price for
each and all presented Yor the prize. He ob-
gerved ' that had oné of the pieces which had
been sent in failed to have Yeen recoived,he shioutd

have found it absolutely impossible to desigt
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nate the best palnting from out the collection,

effort of gonius, he will do so at ouce, and con-

cach one of which was so excellent and perfect | fer a personsl favor upon us.” .

in itself. e then remarked that he was unable
to award the prize he had propesed to present to
the author of the painting which would seem to
himself and court to embody the greatest degree
of excellence, inzgsmuch as the picture which had

There was 5 slight movement perceptible

among the group of artists at this mement, and
Carlton, the young Amworicar, was seen making
his way to the front of his companions, several
of whom rebuked him for his forwardness in se

Been decided upon as possessing the most merit, doing.

in every department of its exccution, had beem;
sent to the gallery by unknown hands, and was

% Why do you push forward, Carlton?”
“Ray, give way but o moment,” eaid our

the work of an unknown arkist. Thore.

He closed his remarks by saying that the pioce
allnded to must be the work of one high in his
profession, for it fell Little short of the works of
the old m#ers themselves. “ And,” added the
duke, “if there is any ono in this sssembly whe

* What wounld yow?”

“T'o gpeak to the duke.” .

“ Fie; man, don’t you ses he's busy pow 7

“ Give way but & moment,” was the reply.
“Mny it please you, excollenzs,” said Carl-

can inform us 29 to the authorship of the picce | ton, stepping before the growp of artists, and ad-

in guestion, we maost carncstly hope they will
oblige us by doing so.at this time, that we may
do the author the honer his talents merit, and.

dressing the monareh in Italinn, which he spoke
like a native, I am the humble awthor of the
picture it has pleased you to complimtent s¢

also avail ourselves of his unequalled powers in | highly.”

his art.”

_ After a short pause, he procecded to desig-
nate some of the mest prominent points of exeel-
lence in the peinting ; and being a connoisseur
in those masters, the assembly were highly enter-

All eyes were turned upen the speaker, whe
stood forth from his companions with downeast

eyes and Burning cheeks, for well ho kneir that
the eyes of all Florence, or rather its nobility,
were resting mpon him at that moment, The

tainod by his well-chosen remarks, and his sub- | conntonanccs of his former companions evinced
jeet being one to call forth 41l his admiration, he | no emotions of resentment, as one might have

was unusually eloguent. Indeed, his romarks

wero 0 in unison with the appreciation of all
who wero present there and heard his voics,
that he seemed to carry them nlong with him,
and to infuse fresh enthusiasm among, those whe
had already exprossed so much ndmivation of
the pieture. ‘
There was another pause, the duke evidently
_ awaiting an answer to his guery 2 to the author-
“ghip- of tho piece. Yot thers was no answor
given, nor waa there any pereeptible movement.
among the group of artists, who woye assembled
togother in one cormer of the gorgeous apart-
ment, and upon whom all eyes were turned.
But they also stared at one another, wondering
‘wha could bo the man, Many of them had been
liberal enough .io express a fecling of dolight
and admivation, in beholding, a3-they said, so
nobhe o production of medern times, and by &
living artist. There were those among them
who. geally loved the art they followed, and thus
were constrathed to acknewledge their admira-
tion. :
“T bope,” again repeated the duks to the
assembly, “if there is sny one present who can
inform us as to the duthorship of this masterly

.

expeeted who understood their former feelings
toward the American. No } they wore too much
filled with surprise to entertain any ether feeling.
for the moment, and they looked ot ench other
in the utmost mmazement, scarcely believing
their sensos. N

The eyes of the assembly were bent apon him,.

and in wonder, too, at the threadbare coat and -

emaciatod gountenange, which told but too plein-
Iy the tale of hunger and want he had suffered.
And go it wag,. ag the reader has seen.  Carlton,
was too proud to make known his necessities,
and he had suffered most incredibly from want.,

Hardly had Carlton spoken in answer to the
question. of - the duke, when there was a visible
commotion among the high-born dames that sur-
rounded his seat, and one was carried by the at-
tondants from the apartment<fainting., It was
the duke’s ward, the Signora Florinda, The
surprise and delight which crowded itself upon
hor gentle sensibility, was too much for her to:
bear, and she sook insensible into the arms of
those about her.

“ What so strangely affected the Signora Flo-
rinda 1" asked the duke. .

“Wo know not, your highness” replied one

work of thine own hands, for wé also had ob-
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?f' hil:‘iate comp.anions. ' Bhe soemed regard- | you shall be enabled therein to recognizo the
Ing this youny artist at the moment when she was | likeness of one. of your own. houschold. Ts it the

tafen #1.”* : .
 Bingular."
“Very, your highness,”

pleasure of your exeellenza that I add the finisk
before the present assembly ¥

“It is our desire,” said the now deeply inter-

i«
Hasten after her, and return and lot me know | osted monarch,

how she is,”
“8i, excellenzs.”
*Bay I will join her anon,”
“I will, excellonza.”
It was many minutes before the Grand Duke
recovered from the surprise occasioned by the

A humn of admiration arose as Caxlton, after
retiring for & moment, returned with Lis paletto
and brush, and appreached the pieture,

‘While the duke’s band mow played to the
deeply interested assembly, Carlion, witha fem
bold touch, immedintely supplied the indescrib:

appearance of Carlton, fmd the confusion conse- | able something that had been wanting—the je ne
quent upon the sudden Hiness of his ward; but | sais quoi that had been referred to as bcin‘fg re-

at length ho put the question inguiringly :

“ Americang v )

“ 8i, excellenza.”

“And this is the work of thy hands 2

It is, excollenza.”

“It is & most masterly picee, by our lady,”
said the duke, looking first npon the painting
and then at Carlton, as if half in doubt as to the
truth of the young American’s nssertion.

“Your excellenzn s plensed to honor me,”
said Carlton, with a respeetful inclination of the
head. ‘

“If the piece be thine, it is well merited,” con-
tinued the duke, S

*It shall be proved to thy satisfaction, excel-
lenza”

Cartton thanked in his heart the long anburn
hair that "covered in part his buening choeks,
while he thus stood before that gallant assembly
of the elite of the court of Mlorence.

“ What proof, sir artist,” said the duke, ¢ shall
wo have of the genuineness of this production

“By referring to the painting, cxce]len'zn,”
replied Carlton; “you will ind a peculiarity of
cxpression, a want of finish in the:features of the
third figure on'the extreme left of the eanvass.”

“You. speak truly, Signor Americano; we
had befors noticed the defeet, and were at loss to
account for it in so perfeet a pidturo as this before
us. But what of the flaw, signor 7—tho discov-
ery of that which any one of thy profession wounld
have noticed does not prove the picce to be the

served jt.” .

“Very true, oxcellenza,” replied C‘arlton,
“but with your permission, I will complete the
exprossion of that countenance with a touch;
and when complete, it shall agree in strength
of touch, style, tone of finish, and every partien-

quisite to its proper finish. It was done with
such judgment and skill, thut the additipn
though frosh, could not be detected unless by::
very close observation. Nouo save the author
who had purposely lefi that faw, conld so ha.ve)
remedied it. It was done almost instantly, yet
with precision and aceuracy.,

The dnke gazed upon the canvass for s 'mo.-
ment, and then exclaimed with admiration ; .
“The Grand Chamberlaint—by our lady
what & likeness ! Siv artist, thou hast the pencii
of a Raphaat 1” ‘ '

* ¢ Is your excellenzn satisfied 2%

“We are convinced that the piece is thine own,
Nono other than its author could haye accom-
Plighed that which wo hnwve just witnessed.”
“Come hither, gentlemen,” said thg duke to
several of his court about him; and pointing
to the canvass, and the touch it had Just receiy-
ed, anid, ““This proef'is incontestable 1
“It ig, indeod,” was the response,

“ Are yon, too, satisfied, gentlomen 7

“We ars.”

“ BEnough.” . .
The duke then assuming his seat of state, di-
-mf:ted the artist t0 appronch him. First e:;nm-
plimenting him s 8 son of Americh, the glori-
ous Republic of the West, and on his extraor-
dinary genius-—ns he was pleased to express him-
self—he awarded him the rich prize prepared for
the oceasion, at the snme time offering him a
sum for the painting which would have rendered
a man of moderate wishes independent for life.
“The prize, your extellenzn,” said Carlton
“I gladly accept as # token of your liberality u';
advancing the intercats of the noble art T follow.
But as it rogards the high price you have set
apon my humble cffort, Y ean only say, that I
had designed it from the frst as u present for

lar, with the rest of the piece. And, moreover,

your execellonza, and only ask in return, that it
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may find a place in your private and unnvnlled
coliection—if, indeed, it shall be deemed worthy
of that honor.”

“ Biguoy Amerlcano," said the duke, “itshall
share the Tribune with our best pictures, and
shell be prized slike with thiem.”

Now the Tribune, so called, was a small
spartment of the Guke’s gallery dovoted to the
gems of his collection, #hd sonamed after a simi-
lax approprigtion in the deparsments of the
grand gallery of Floretice. Tho hanging of a
picturs in this place was of itself alone the high-
st compliment the athor could receive through
his production; and so did Carlton understand
and appreciats the henor thus designed him,
whtich also was the more weleome, being entively
unexpoeted.

He could hardly realize that.his humble effort
should be deemed worthy of such preferment, or
that it could possibly possess such merit vs to
warrant its being placed side by side with those
of the immortal magters, whose humblesc fol-
lower he had ever deemed himself. No wonder
his hieart boat now ao quickly, and he breathed so
fast: tho poal of his ambition was beforo him,
and almost within his grasp. It secmed only
necessnry for hih to repch out his hand and
pluck the garland of sticcess and of rendwn.
The pange that had intervened here was but for
a single moment of time, when it was onee
more’ broken by the ditke himself, who spoke,

“ns he folt; most kindly and in encouraging tones.

# Sjgnor Americano,” said the duke, " thy ha-
billments are those of one whose purse is but
narrowly lined, and we are at o loss to account
for this willingness to part with that which has
cost thee labor of months, and in which thou
hast been so eminently successful. 'We do much
crave the picture, but will nevertheless forego
its possassmrk unlees it cen be had at our own

valuation,”

«As the picture was painted for your excels
lenza, and you design for it such honor, I could
wish its free accoptance; but it must be yoyrs
on any terms,” said Carlton.

The assembly then dispersed, and our hero
received a purse of gold for his picture, excecd.
ing in amount his wildest expectations of what
he might earn by his art in years of industry and
frugnlity.

The scene he hiad successfully perfocted, rep-
resented two applicants for justice, stonding be-

fore the Pope of Rome, They were priests, and |

had come before him for his judement in the
matter of contention between them, They were
ushered into the presence of the pope by a high
official, and to this usher had Carlton given the
fontures of the duke’s chamberlain, It was &
superb design, and represented a late occur
renge well-known to the people of Florence, and

for this reason, aside from that of its acknow--

ledged superiority, possessed peculinr interest at
that time. '

The deep, yet natural expression of feeling
depicted in each countenance, the perfeet har-
mony of the general conception and its come
pleteness of finish, renderad the picture a study
vequiring time to comprehend and appreciate all
ity many excellences, It was finished, and the
work of half a year, pursued with the utmost as-
siduity in secret, had proved successful.  Allhis
painé and self-denials were now forgotten; he
was doubly paid for all his sufferings-~he even
looked back upon them with & conscientious
pride, and deemmed that he had bought hig prefer-
ment cheaply.

And sach is ever the fate of tree gemus, it
rarcly received the aid of fortune in gnining
fame, but struggles on, dependent upon ity own
slow but sure preferment. This is self-evident ;
for genius may remain ever latens, unless brought
out and improved by stern necessity,

CHAPTER VI.

THE MASQUERADE HALL.

. &
Prusperity 'a the very bond of Jovo.—Winter's Tule,

Withr a perfeet chequer-board is this same
pame of life on which we all hold so transiont
4 leage. 'Time is the boarfl, and the variois vi-
tissitudes of life make up the chequered field;
ourselves the woodoh “meil ;* each and all strive
for preferment, and whother it be guined or not,
depiends solely upon the shrewdhess of him who

plays the game. The “kingrow” may desig:
nute the pinnacle of earthly wishes and hopes, |

while the various ' moves * may show tho sirtig-
gle for that desirabls gonl«whappiness. Ah!
how matty of is get “ penned ” and * cornerad ¥
wsand many, too, io their beadlohg courss, are
“jumped,” and token off the scene of actioh.
ruly, there is @ vast similitude betweet - this
game of chequers and the halder oo of life,
Here was poor Carlon but Intely -struggling
along the cheguiered field, now moving literally
towards the kingrow. In a few subsequent

wocks, with & well-filled purso, he was enjuying.

lifo and his art like o trie gentloman, and was
the envyof every artist in Flovonce; end yet
they all strove to du him hohor, at least, 5o it
apperrod.  Orders for his productions erowded
upen him from all the nobility, not only of Flor-

ctice, bitt of nll Tusedny, The private palaves

of tlie environs of the city were thought incomi-
plete in their collections, uiiless supplied witk
one at leagt of his pictures, the patronage of the

Grahd Duke, and his own work, which otetpled
the favored place im the Pitti Palace, having
ralsed him to the pinnacle of fame ns an artist:

. All Italy honored the productions of the fore
mnate American, and secareely covld & Raphael
or & Titian have beon move respeeted or hons
ored. It was his own goniud that hed rajsed. him,
aud no accident of fortune.

“This young Amerlcan monopolizes the mays
ket with his brush just now,” saiil one artist to
another,

" Ay, and gets such princely prices, too, for
his pietarcs ! Funny world, this! It is searces
ly three months since he was likely to starye
for want of work,”

“ All the Grand Ditke's duings; be can ma.ke
#s cosily s he can mar n man,” replied thy
other,

“But & man must have genius to fill the place
Carlton holds.”

“As much as you might put on a knife’s

| point=no more,” said the dther, enviously,

The long Italian day is past; and its shadows
have died over the neighbbring mountnine, give
ing place to the voluptuous "ahd dewy twikight,
which fiightly wraps itself with its soft mantle
of studded stars closely abput the lovely bretst
of the Val d’Arn¢: But a fow hours. later, and

‘the Palbkzzo Vitti is one blaze of light, and the
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thiilling masie of the duke’s favorite band re-
dounds already among the fountains and groves
of the gardens; already have commenced to
congregate the gay courtiers and lovely dames of
this land of the sun, The diamond tiaras that
sparkle on those 1ovely brows are less daesling
than the lovely and soul-ravishing eyes that look
out from- that menta] diamond, the soul within ;
the jewelled stars upon these manly breasts well
become the noble bearing of the wearers. . Bril-
liant indeed was the soirce of the rich and Jiberal
Orand Duke of Tuseany, The Austrian-bomm
monarch seemed to delight in sarrounding .the
nobles of his court with the most magnificent
luxury and display that wealth could procure,
a3 if he would fain show his Ttalian subjects his
OWR nationul taste.

“The duke spares no expense in his entertain-
ments,” said the English eonsul to a fidend, by
whom he was standing.

# 1 have known him send to Ilome frtqucnﬂy
for an artifice to serve him a sm;,lc evening,’
was the reply.

It may be n weakness thus to Iuvmh expen-
diture, but it is & most brillisnt onc,” said the
consnl,

“ And one which is dictated as much by poliey
a3 by his own personal gratification,” said the
other,

“Perhaps s0; but without questioning his
motives, we may ot all ovents ¢njoy thc feust he
spreads.” .

“That is but proper and ruﬂsonable, and I
most heartily subscribe to the same,”

It is o maskid ball that occupies the gay
throng in the ducal palace. That is to eny, in
accordance with a general custom of the times,
those who please are masked uutil midnighs,
when, a the sound of the hour from the grent
throat of the bell, all masks ave removoed, and
alt disguises laid agide. Carlton ns the success-
ful protege of the Grand Duke, and Curlton the
bumble artist, was a very different person, He
was the observed of all observers; and many
a rich belle sovght his side—nay, even leaned
upon his arm, a8 he strolled tlrough the -gor-
geous rooms of the palace. They wore sufi-
ciently disguised by their masks to remove any
foar of personal recognition ; and thovefore, those
who knew him not, snve by the late scene of win-
ning the prize, besonght his escort for tho danco

—a piece of forwardness quite allownble during |

the masked part of the ball. Many were the eyes
that wore bent upon him; and more than one

‘and chats in his gay and spirited

glance of jealousy was shot towards him by
young nobles, as they saw the beHes drawn to
his sidc.

[sex ExeRAVING.]

Carlton was naturally graceful, dignified and
handsome, and bore his new position rs though
he had ever filled it—now chatting gaily with this
lady, now with that, but all the while striving to

deteet through the many disguises of dresses and -

masks, the one form that was to him all in all
~the queen of his heart and his love, Signorine
Florinda., e was himself ynmasked, and wore
4 rich Greeian hend-dress, a tunie of dark velvet,
trimmed with rich ermine, and clasped close

about the throat with ehecks of gold. His silk-

en hose, and velvet shoes faced with silver thread,
et off hig fine limbs to perfection. A light,
graceful airk hung at his silver girdle, finishing
o costume of great simplicity and beauty.

On his right arm there now leans the peerless
figare of a countess, with whom he promenades
ny, while
she is evidently much cuptivated with hime-in-
deed, so mnch is this apparent, that a figare of
less height, deessed in & simple peasant’s garb
and masked, steals up to bis side and whispers
some words into bis ear; but though the roader
may easily guess who that peasant girt reall
wag, for the moment Carlton knew her net, and
gently declining some proposal from her lips,
he turns and walks on with the countess through
the blaze of light and grandeur.

“That fellow carrics it with .o high hand,”

.said one young noble to another, referring to

Carlton,

“Ay, but he hag the ful countenance and
favor of the duke, and none can gaingay him,”

“ Well, he is deuced clever,” said the English
consul, who was tulking with the other two.

“Is it a fnet that he & American?” asked the
first speuk‘er, still vegarding him.

“ Undoubtedly. You know he was announced

as such when he won the duke’s prize.,”

¢« How the ladies take to him,” said the Eng-
lish consul.

« And he to thom,” added another.

“The Signera Florinda is said pavticularly
to nffect him, and he may win a prize therc,
aaid one of the group.

“That would bs too bad——the richest heir-
ess in Florence to throw herself away thus ¥

«t Phere’s many a slip *twixt the cup and the
lip,’” quoted the English consul, and then walkr
ing away, .
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And thas Carlton was the anconseious themo

of comment to & large portion of the assembly.

But the hour approaches when the heavy Bell
of the palace strikos the midnight hour, and the
‘masquerade will be broken up, and each and
all appear before each other in their trae charac-
ters. Peasant girls will don the attire more fit-
ting their station ; kings and quéens will descend
to their true estates; brigands will Iy by the
threatening parafiernalia of the mountain-rob-
ber, and hooded monks will assume a more
worldly attire. The hour is struck, and the seene
changes 1

Al is onee more life and gayety, but the mask
is discarded, and each one is undisguised. See,
as the grand chamberlain, with the golden key
of office wrought osténtatiously upon his ample
volvet mantle, aids in arranging the preliminaries
of the dance, he pauses to address with respect,
and yet with a degree of familiarity, a tall,
manly person of noble bearing, and of hand-
some features, opposito to whom stands, as part-
ner for the dance, Signora Florinda, the duke’s
ward. ‘Fhe queenly beauty of her porson is the
same as when we first met her, so lovely and
ciptivating. The fow months which have inter-
vened sinco that period, have ‘only served still
niore to perfect her ripening mould; and though
seavcely nineteen summers have shed their gold-
en woalth upon that genial land since her natal

kour, yet she i3 in the full bloom of lovely wo-

manhood. .

Sce how gracefully glides that beautiful form
through the mazes of the dance'—how fondly,
a5 she vests within the encircling arm of her
partner, does she look up into his face, drinking
from tha eloquent eyes that meet her own of the
nectar of love, as the Suri rose of Syria sips the
dewy treasures of the twilight hoar. ‘That part-
ner on whom she rests so fondly, gentle reader,
is the humble painter who won the prize of the
Grand Duke; the now rich and honored Caxl-
ton, the protese of Leopold. ‘

The gencrous morarch who ruled over that
portion of Italy under his charge with the liboral
and provident hand of o father, held most regal
court—spending of his enormous revenuc with
a gallant and open hand. His excellency was
a connoisseur ih all matters of the arts, to which
e was enthusinstically devoted, and also a most
liberal patron to their interest; consequently he
lavighed all ‘honor on him whom he thought so

, desorving of it, and the entire coust now pointed

to the envied artist as being the favorite of the

Grand Duke. Carlton’s new patron fonnd quali-
ties in the young American artist to admire and
love, and there grew up between him and the
duke a real. snd earncst fifendship quite re-
markable. o

“ No more thanks,” said the duke to him one
day as they were together.  “ Yon challenge me
to praise, to roward, and to love you, and I gan-
rot help doing all three.”

“Your highness is only too lavishly kind to
me,” was the earnest reply.

“But touching this affection which hing sprungy

up between you and my ward. T shall have
plotity of opposition in that matter; but if Flo-
rinda loves you, by owr lady, she shall be
yours,”

" Your highness is ever adding to my indcbt.,

edness to you,” said Carlton.

“ 8oy no more, say no move, Carlton, but make
your own terms.”

The consent of the duke was thus freely ob-
tained to the marringe of Florinda nhd Carlton,
and the ohservant monurch discovered the pre-
ference of his%vard Tong Trefore it was announced
formally to him.
jeet, he ceven encouraged it in every wuy that
propriety suggested ; forwarding its interests by
such delicate promptings as his feelings would

permit.  He loved Florindn as though she had -

been his own child. This feeling, ns we have
scem, was first induced by tho affection which
existed betwoeen his ward and lis Inmented wife,
and wag afterward strengthened by her many
beautios of mind and person.

Carlton and Florinda sat together fn o privita
apartment in the roysl palace, "The latter was
playing a favorite air upon the guitar to the art-
ist, who sat at hor feet watching with admiration
every movement of that boawifil and déarly
loved form. MHe found every attribute there
worthy a heart’s devotion. Like the worghip-
pers of the sun, who believe that God sits there
on his throne, so &id he, in his Ilomnge, picture
the good angel of all things in the “heart of
Florindz.

Let us pause for o moment, to describe the
apartment in the Falazzo Fitti, devoted to ﬂm
fair Signorg Flovinda, and where sha now sat

[ with him she loved. It was fittingly chosen, be-

ing in g retired yet ensily accessible angle of the
palace; an apartment lofty and large;, yet not
o much so s to impart tho vacant and lonely
feoling that u large room is wont to do over the
ﬁechngs of the occupant when slone,

So far from opposing the ob-

’
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1t was lghted by two extensive windows,

tenching newmdy from the ceiling to the floor.
'The magnificence of the furniture, the rich and

_ well chosen paintings that ornamented the walls,
and in short, the air of unostentations richness
thet struck the beholder on entering it, showed
nt once the good taste and general character of
the oecupant. ‘

On a little table of claborate and beantiful
workmanchip, were placed with a fow rare and
favorite books some curions ornaments from the
hands of the cunning artificors of the Bast, most
begutifully fancicd, and from which & moral might
bo “xead telling the fair oecnpant of the unhappy
stato of her own sex in that far off elime.

The broad, leavy and richly-wrought curtains
that tempered thie light admitted through the
gorgeously stained glass Windows, were of Thus-
tan satin, blending, like the skies under which
they were manufuctured, a-most happy coneeit
of rich and rosy colors, Pendant from the hoops
in which both were gathered, hung a bunch of
ustrich feathers of anowy whiteness, heliving, as
it were, the country of their nativity—swarthy
Afifea. They were more for fancy than for use,
though they did sometimes serve to chase the flies.

Tho scats and couches were of stuffed and
figurcd velvet from the menufactories of the
queen of the Adriatic, Venice. Tho searcely
less soft and pliant carpet was of esstern inge-
nuity, and no richer served the Turkish Sultan
himself, Two opposite sides uf the apartment
wore ornamented each with s mirror of extensive
size. About their richly gilded framcs was
wound, in greceful festoons, the finest Mechlin
lace as o sercen for the eye, .

On one side of the room stood an American
piano, and beside it a harp of surpassipg rich-
ness. Here Cwrlton and Florinda were seated
at this time in all the confidence and enjoyment
of acknowledged lave,

“ Garlion, I told thee that fortune would smile
tpon thee ; thou rememberest that I told thee,”

“ It has indeed, and T am Blegsed.”

And thus saying, ho pressed the delicate, jow-
¢lled hand that ha held affectionately te his lips,
while his eyes heamed with love,

“You have promiscd mo that you will visit
my native land with me after our marriage, dear
Florinda.”

“{, nothing will delight wme more than to seo
the American Republic; the cities and towns of
the New World, its people apd customs. O,
ew I have ever wished to travell Quly to

think, Carlton, T have searcely been vut of Tafy t
I unce made & trip with uncle across the sea to
Malaga and back, touching at the islands ; that
was yeors gons by. Since then I have been at
times to Milan, Genoa, Leghorn and Bologna,
buit never out of Ttaly.”

« America is not like thy sunny land, Floritde.”

“ A, bt it is the land of thy nativity, and I
will love it for thy sake. And.then it is o free,
republican government; there are no stifs there
wagll are freemen, How proud you should feel
te belong to such a country.”

1 do indeed fool proud, dearone; and doubly
go when thy eloquent tongue describesitso well.”

He touched the guitar lightly and gaily, while
he thought of the happy towr they would make
together.

“How proud I shall be of thee,” he continued.

“ How proud I em of thee.” ’

“ There is little pride in thee, Florinda, of
thon wouldst never have consented to marry one
of my humble pretensions.”

“ Carlton,”” said the lady, repronchfully,

“ And thou wilt marry the humble painter ¥

“Nay, the envied artist, and protege of the
duke.”

“ Ah, little huve I coveted this advancoment,
but for the hape that it has given me concorning
thee, Florinda! Thefavored friend of the Grand

Duke has daved boldly to ask for thet which the'

poor artist could only hope for.”

Florinda and Chrlton were happy in the am
theipation of futtire joy, foreseeing for themeclves
& path of roses in the fairy future,

“But fortitne s fickle, dearest, and cven now
I tremble.” ‘

“You are evet suepicious, Carlton,”

¢ Not in most matters, but in those relating ¢
thee, Florihda” ! )

_“Now, I am ever looking on the sunny side of
our life-picture,” )

“Tt is good philosophy to do so, if one can
biit accomplish the purpose.’”,

“And yet, Carlton, ono will sometimes be re-
minded that there is a shadowed side to the
brighteat seenes and hopes.”

“We will seek its bright side, dearest.”

#“With all my bhesrt~Carlton, do you not
rementher that you left the heroine of that story
you were last telling me in a most critical
pituation ?" ‘

“True, she was carrled off by the banditt,
Shall T corplete the story ¢

% Yes, pray do.”* ’

'CHAPTER V1.

THE EHINE LEGEND COMPLETED.

They laugh that win..Othello.

“Wery, Florinda, you mast po with me in
imagination to the mountain fastness, which I
referred to a3 the robbers’ stronghold in the
‘mountains.. A month nearly had passed since
the period of Bettine’s being carried away from
ber kome, and the time I would introduce you
there. It is n wild spot, almost inaccessible, un-

"loss one knows the secrot paths which have been

hewn up the sides of the recks, and through the
otherwise impnssable undergrowth of the forost,
by the persevorance and labors of the rebbers.
The rude castle, which I would now describe to
¥ou, was bailt with consummate militmry skill,
-and the walls and bastions, thongh small and low,

-eould liold cut a long time against any strength

that might be brought against it. Ever prepared
for an encmy, tog, was its cautious master ; and
his outposts were a8 regularly sct as are those of
an advancing army in an enemy’s country.

*“ Hither knd the fair Bettina been conducted ;
and here, with o simple peasant girl to serve her,
had she been treated with all respeet, save that
she was a prisoner. Rude were the inhabitants
of this ‘uncengenial spot; fierce jn sspect, but
eompletely under the control of the master spirit,
whom they called captain, Hark! A peculiar
wild cry rings over the tree-tops, and echoes
among the rocks and hills; and observe how
quickly those who have been loitering upon the

ground spring to their feot, and Potard himself
comes: forth from that portion of the tower de-
voted to his retirement. That was some recog-
nized signal—that cry which, to the uninitiated,
might have been’ mistaken for the whoop of an
owl, or some wild bird's ery of fright.

“The secrot is soon disclosed. That signal
betokened the taking of » captive, and there was
soon led into their midst the persom of one
whom misery seemed to have laid viclent hands
upon, with garments torn and soiled, with a
step that indicated wenkness almost to death it-
self, the faco disfigured by unshorn beard and
hair, and eyos that looked sunken and large from
famine. Such was the bent and wos-bagone fig-
ure that was now halfssupported, halfled into
the midst of the band.

“*From whence comes this man? asked Pe-

{tard, regarding him curionsly. -

“‘He waa found larking about our outskirts,
captain, and we thonght it best to arrest and
bring him in.” )

“<It is well,” continwed the captain of the
robbers, ‘ What have you to say for yourself,
fellow? What brought you in these regions,
away from town and habitations ¥

“¢ Give me food, food !" gasped the prisoner.

“* Ay, by our lady, he's famishod,’ said Pe-
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tard, with a naturel burst of feeling. Here,
bring broad—a ftask of wine.’

« He was obeyed, and the new comer drained
the Aask to the bottom, and devoured the food
vornciously, until these about him interfored,
saying that he would kill himself after so long
an abstinenec; and truly there seemed to be
gome grounds for this fear, so ravenously hungry
did he seem. Gradually, as the wine warmed
hip veins, and the food, to which some dried
meats had been added, began to satisfy the crav-
ings of hunger, the stranger rose from his bend-
ing posture, and new life seemed infused into
his system. Iis eyes, theugh somewhat hoi-
low, seemred to Drighten and light up his mgped
face. There was manhood in him, and that
pleased the bandits; he showed no signs of feur,
and looked boldly about him, like one who wus
aceustgmed te rely on himself, and was prepared
to stand forth at aay moment in dtfbﬂ(,(} of his
rights.

#¢Jf thou canst ficht as well as thou canst
eat, my man, thou art & jewel of a fellow,’ snid
Petard, earcfully scanning the new comer, who
scomed overy moment brightening up from the
effects of the nosrishment.

“<(five me but rost and more food, and you
may then try me,” was the brief 1Lply.‘

< Thon art o gensible fellow,” continued Pe-

tard, who was evidently pleased with the stran-)

gor, “and shalt be hurored.!

“A rude couch was spread by the lobbcrs
amidst their stacks of arms, and throwing him-
self upon the skins thus prepared for him, the
stranger slept for hours, until the bright sun was
high in the heavens on the following morning,
when, after another abundant meal, he seemed
like a new creature; ho steod erect, and his fine
dark cye shone with the fire of resolution and
of strength. Iis story wus soon told; he had
outraged the lnws, was seized and condemned to
pauishment, had effected his escape and fled to
the moyntaing, and wandered about nntil half-
starved, and nomrly dead with fatigue, ho had
thus been found.

“¢Your story is plausible, but what shﬂ.ll we
do with you? You know the secret of our paths
through the mountain, and it is noy safe to lot
thee go abroad to voveal: them,” said the bandit
chief,

¢ Make me onc of you, then,” paid the etran-

ger.
“¢YWo make but fow members,” veplied Pe-

peculiar qualitics to obtain a place with us, and
a share of our prize-earnings.’

“Probably courage, strength and a ready
hand ave worth something among you,’ said the
stranger.

¢ Ve, but we all possess these,’ replied Pe-
tard.

“Tn g degree,” said the stranger, emphusizing
the last word.

“ ¢ What mean you?’ asked Potard.

# ' That perhaps he who offers you his servi-
ces is a better man than you take him - for,” said
the other. ’

¢ In wlat respects 7 asked Petard.

“«n ali things that constitute manhood,” was
the reply. Yesterday I was weak and worn;
to-day I am myself again. And no man of this
band can bear the palm from me in the use of
those powers which Hegven has given us.”

“ ¢ Without weapons, you mean to say,’ added
Tetard.

“ <« Without weapons I defy your best man,’
said the stranger, cvidently desiving to display
some prowess which should gain him admission
to the band.

“There was a consultation between Petard
and a fow of his officers and men, and finally
there stepped forth a large, powerful member of
the troap—the bully of the band—who offored
without weapons to contend with the new comer.
The terms were proporly stated by the captain,
the ground choscr, and the eontest begnn.  The
skill, strategy and strenpth of the stranger were
confounding to the robber, and he was cast npon
the ground totaily disabled in a very few mo-
ments. The robbers being angry at this, another
stepped forward, was vanquished a8 quickly, and

another, nnd still another, untit Petard himself

interfered, declaring that he who could thus fight
without weapons, and with such skill and decis-
jon, must be a strong anxiliary in time of need.
He was installed, therefore, with due coremony,
as a moember of the band,

“ Tt was 4 fine, clear night,” continued Carl-
ton, ““that on which it came the turn of the new
comer to guard the tower in which Bettina Etz-
well was confined. Tho stars shone out like
mystic lamps, and the broad twrets of the rob-
bers’ stronghold east deep shadows upon the open
plats that had been cleared about the spot.  All
was still. _After an evening of revelry, the band
was sleeping, and the single guard paced to and
fro, apparenily: not daring to sit down lest he

tard. ‘It is not our way; and men must possess

should fall asleep. Ju the lone tower above him
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wag the fair prisoner. She realized her true
situation, and she knew that her father would use
every endeavor to raise the sum requisite for her

ransom, She knew cnough about the babits and |,

practices of the banditti, not to have any fears
for her personal safety, since it was so much for
their pecuniary advantage fo protectand respect
her, Indecd, Petard had frankly told her of the
communications that had taken place between
her father and himself concerning her ransom.

ut hark! What startles the fair girl so
sudddnly?  See, she hasteas to the tdkret win-
dow, and listens absorbedly to the low but mu-
sical notes of & human voice. s it because the
song is so familiar to her ear, that sho is thus
moved? Poerhaps there are recollections con-
nected with this air that are particularly sffecting
to her, for her fair bosom heaves quickly, and her
whole figure scems agitatod, as she gizes out
upon the night, and fhier cyes rest upon the per-
son of the robber who guards her captivity,
while a elear, manly voice, though in subdued
cadence, pours forth the touching netes of a
Ehine song with singular deliczey and sweet-
ness:

“?Can there be two such voices ? sle asked
herself. (Is there magic at work? That is cor
tainly - the voice of Kghert, but yonder guard
wheo sings thus is one of these detested banditt I’

“In hor excitement, sho leaned forth from the
turvet-window, while at the same moment the
new member of the band drew towards it. All
was gtill; the revellers slept.  Petard himself
slept. Only this single seatinel and the prisoner
were awnke!

¢ Bettina, Bettina |’ wl:ispered the guard, with
his hands to his mouth, 8o as to Lhmct the sound
to her ears alone.

“*God be praised, Bghert! Is itindeed you ¥
she exclaimed aloud.

¢ Hush, it is your devoted lover ; be disoreet I
he answered.”

“I knew it was he,” interrupted Florinda,

Carlton continued. “¢T will, Ewill. But this
dress—the office you fill. What doos this mean ?
I am amazed, Egbert.

“<Y gm hereunder a disguise,” he replied, <and
have just joined the robbers to liberate thee. | Be
careful, watchful, but never appear to regard me
let what may occur, for T may be Toiled at first
in my purpose.’

¢ My father—' lisped Bettina.

if thou wilt but be cantions,- Come to the outer
door—T have the key.’

¢ Bhall we fly ?* she asked.

*““Not to-night; préparation must be made.
Perhaps to-morrow night, for I have the watch
hers for two nights, and shall sce you then.
Come down for a fow moments.”

"“In an instant more the Iovers were folded
in each other’s arms. Eghert had never before
embraced hor; but their present situation was
one to break down all barriers of mere formality,
and Bettina sobbed upon his breast, blessing him
for his_courage in thus secking to rescuc her.
‘These were precious moments, and they improv-
ed them in srrauging overything for the coming
night, Lgbert, ns she bade him good night,
handed her a jewelled dag goer, suying that let
what might oceur, she had that silen? friend !

“It is just four weeks sinee the first instal-
ment on the robber’s demanded ransom was
paeid, when tlie agent of Petard again appeared
in the hall of Botzletz Castle, confident in his
personal secuvity, well knowing that the old
man’s daughter was the hostage held for his
safety and the fltilment of the contraet, and de-
mands a sceond quarter of therausom. He was
adark, sinister looking Jew--for this was tho class
through whoin the bandits aniversally performed
ull their business srrangements with people whom
they could not porsonally approach—himself in-
terested by the Jarge percentage which was the
payment for his part of the business. The Jew
was most pertinacious in his demand.

“Xarl Xtzwell, the merchant, reccived the
Jow, listoned paticntly to his demand, and then
calmly said :

* T'wo hundred and fifty marks of gold thou
hast already reccived from me on this business,’
““1 have,” replicd the Jew.

“fAnd thou now demandest an additional
two hundred und fifty 2 gaid the merehant.

“ It is my business,” wns the answer.
““Canst change me » good obligatory note
for five hundred ' asked the merchand,

“The Jew drow forth hia bag of gold, and
after » brief examination, said:

“<If thou wilt tuke n few diamonds at their
trué valuation, I can make up the sum on the spot,
but I skall charge you goodly ustury.”

“ It is well,” replicd the merchant,

“<Yon agree to this ¥

“‘Count out the money,’ said the old mer-
chant.

¢ Is well,” said her lover, ALl will go well

*It was done, and the Jew deposited upon tﬁe
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table two Inmndred and fifty maks of gold, partly
made up by a score of fine diamonda,

“fWea chould have some witnesses to this
transaction,’ said the merchant. *Iwill summon
them.”

“ ¢ Tt were better dono hetween ourselves alone,’
said the Jew,

“ At the same moment the leavy folding-deors
Dbohind the seat acenpied by Warl Ltzwell were
thrown opoen, and two persons, 4 lady and gen-
tleman, advanced towards tho old merchant,
They were Betting and Lgbert !

s ¢ Foiled with thine own weapons? said Lg-
bert, advancing snd seonring the money which
the Jew had deposited upon the table, ‘Thisis
the exact sum that was paid to thee four weeks
since. It is now returned, and you axe a marked
man. . If scen again in these parts, I will myself
have thee cut in piccemeal, and hung at my cas.
tle gates. Now, villain, get thee hence !

# ¢ Gentlemen, you forget that there is a eaps

tive who will pay the penalty of all this,’ said
the Jew, with a demonincal grin,

“¢<Yon are not fully informed, Sir Jew,” said
Tgbert. *Your principal could inform you that
his bird has flown, and I tell you thet there she
stands beside hor father,’

“The Jew uttered a smothered execration,
and tore his hair for a moment in despair at the
loss he had experienced. But the iron grip of
Eghort’s powerful hand upon his shanlder awoke
him to & sense of pain and fear for his safety,
and he fguried away.

“The descendants of Eghert and Bottina atill
live happily in their ancestral home,” added
Carlton, ¢and often relato the story of the man.
ner in which the famous bandic Petard was foiled

by the gollant snd daving stratagem of Egbert.

Hosfeldt.”
#This i a happy onding, indeed,” said Flo-
rinda. '

CHAPTER VIIL. -

A RIVAL,

Axtellent! T smell & device,— Theel/2h Night,

BEveny pictiee has its dark sideno seene is
all sunshine; and so it is our duty to depict the
shadow as well as tlic brightness of the fortunes
of those whose story we relate. Carlton had
met with opposition, circumstances which he
hind Bravely evercome had impeded his progress,
physicel suffering had been patiently endured,
and yet the dark side of his fortune might be
said to have hardly been turned upon his gade
asyet.  Thelove of Florinda had ever sustained
him ; Der solomn promise to be his wife, her ten-
tler Iove and constant affections=—all these lad
rendered his hardships mere pastimes. Butnow
matters were to assume a different aspect; a
hew giimbling-block was to appeat in his path,
tind 2 most seriods gpe, indeed.

Florinda had an uncle resident at Bologna,
where he had lived some three years previous to
the openting of aur story, filling soms post dele-
gated to him by the povernment. 'This unclo,
Bignor Latrezzi, was very fond of Florinda, or
at least he iad always appeared to Lo so; and

f1p to the time the Grand Duke had becoms her i

guardian, he had himself assitmed the care of his
lovely young nicee. "Bome apenly declared that

he had done this from mercenary motives; but.

he that as it may, the story will divulge his

character. He had not left her surrounded by

the gayety and dissipation of the court of Flo-
8

rence withont some misgivings, lest some unto-
ward elreumstance might befall lier, or that she
wiight hecome entangled in some alliance con-
trary 0 her own interests and his desires.

In conscquence of these promptings, he had
eamnestly impressed wpon Movinda at the time
of his purting from her, on Lis way to Bologna,
to be wary and caveful. The truth was, that her
tncle had laid out a plan for her future, and
woitld have boen very glad to have remained by
her gide in order the mora surely to carvy it our,
bt he could not decline the office to which he
was now appointed, and thus Lie was obliged to
leave, Me had long designed her hand for an
equally favorite nephow on his wife’s side, and
on this match had firmly fixed his heart.  Some
said that this was beeanse he desived so earnestly
to sustain the character, name and blood of the
house of Carrati, of which Florinda was the gole
survivor; others, more shrewd, declared that the
titele had a ginister motive Leneath all of these
$0 apparont,

Tlorinda was no steanger to this expectation,
but had never given it thought, elther in favor
or against the consummation of her wnele’s idens,
The subject was rarcly alluded to, and even hor
uncle deemed her still too young to entertain the
idea of matrimeny. In a country and among a
clags where matches were so commonly mere
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matters of business and mercenary caleunlation,
such an affair did not create much remark or in-
terest between even the parties themselves.
Aside from the considerations of family honor,
the prido of birth and noble bleod, the large,
nay, unequalled fortune of Florinda~always ex-
cepting that of the Grand Dukeewwas & strong
inducement to this step. That her relation had
gome personal ends in view, in connection with
the proposed alliance, was equally obvious to alk
who knew the mercenary and selish character of
his general disposition. His treatment towards
Florinds had ever been kind and fatherly, but
this cowrse was adopted enly that he might gain
the necessary ascendancy over hermind and pur-
poso to make suve of his plan.

This plan, of procedure, artfully adopted by
her uncle from her very childhood, had complete-
Iy deceived Florinda—as we shall have oecasion
to see—and she was led to believe him kind and
affcetionate to hier, who wus proud and selfish in
all his dealings with the rest of the world, His
nephow, Petro Giampetti, was probably the only
being he really Joved; nor was his regard for
him unalloyed, but tempered with that selfish-
ness that formed a prominent trait in his natural
disposition. Ile was childless limself, and had
lost his wifo by death not-many years previous
1o the time of which we write—two circumstan-
ees which lind rather tended to angment his un-
happy disposition, '

At times he was mopdy and thoughtfal, and
some matter scemed to weigh heavily upon his
mind. e was, however, & peculine man, with
fow personal friends and no confidants, and there
were some dark hints thrown out touching his
honesty in the mattor of a sum of money en-
tensted to his care and dishursement by the gov.
ernment. , But policy had led to this report’s
being hushed up on the part of government, for
hie was of noble blood.

This nephew, Petro Giampetti, was a hand.
some youth after the style of the Italinns, pos-
sessed of all the noble and revengeful passions
50 common to his countrymen, yet by no menns
an  evil- dasposed person. His dark, swarthy
countenance was rendered handsome by a re.
markably deep, piercing eye, about which there
was @ certain something which, while you could
not exactly describe, yet left an unplensant effect
upon the beholder; a certain expression that
seemed to say that when an ohject was to be
goined, the means woald sometimes be disre-
garded.

L

He had been much with Florinda from child-
hood, and he was tatight to consider her as hig
future wife. As to love, he=night be said to ads
mire her beauty of person and mind, for none
knew bettor how to appreciate both thaw Petro;
and, taken in commcction with his anticipated
union with her, he perhaps loved her as fhe world.
goes.  Bat she had never excited in his hosom
that latent passion which smoulders in overy
heart, and which chance, carlior or later, w1ll
eventually fan into a flame,

He thought the master settled, and lived ac-
cordingly, giving himself little trouble or thought
as to the mifair. * He lad often congratalated
himself, since he had become of an age to appre-
cinte such things, that he was to be so nobly con-
neeted, aside from the unbonnded wealth therc
was in store for him. To speak more particu-
larly, this latter conzideration was of no little
weight with one whose family coffers and pri-
vate purse were sadly low and much nceded re-
plenishing.

Petro held the office of private ne{'ntary to
his uncle in hig capdvity as an efficer of state,
and was consequently called wieh him to Bolog-
nn, and there resided with him until a few
months subsequent to the awarding of the prize
by the Grand Duke for the favored pictare pre-
sented at the Pitti palace, when the business
which had called then from home being com-
pleted, he followed his uuncle on his return te
Florence, He came back with o light heart, lit-
tle anticipating the seencs that were to follow, or
deeming that his hopes of future wenlth and dis-
tinction by menans of the proposed alliance with
Florinda, liad suffered in his absenee.

Thus stood mattors at this period of Carlton’s
good fortune ; and here might have commenced
our tale, but that we wighed to show the reader
“ how- love does not level the proud, but mtsuh the
humble.”

When Signor Tatrezzi Ifwrned what had oe-
curred during his absence—that his most darling
wish was about to be frustrated, and the work
of years overthrown, as it were, in a single day—
his anger knew no bounds, nor did he attemps
to control it. e threw aside the mask, and the
storm burst about the devoted head of Florinda
in all its wrath and fury.

The unele could hardly reslize the present

stato of affuirs, so uncxpected was it to him,

Was it to this end he had playcd the hypocrite
50 many years, that he had given away to all
the caprices of a wayward girl, and humered he- ¥
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wabst-annoying fancies?  He could searcely con- |,

tain himself. Here was n denouemeni for the
proud old noble—his nicee engaged to an Ameri-
cAn artist ; his Ttalian blood boiled at the thought.
Potro, too, a8 we have intimated, little drenmed
of the fire that had been kindled in Florinda’s
heart—a flame that all the coldness of her uncle,
ay, and his assumed anthority, toe, coul& not
possibly quench.

She was an fnmate now of her uncle’s house-
hold, or rather, he had full charge of her father’s
house, where she regided; and though in many
respects entirely independent of him, still, in the
matter of forming so important a connoction, she

. hardly dared to proceed openly and at once con-

trary to his expressed wish, and even orders.
Immediately on her unele’s return to Floronce,
Hlorinda had romoved from the duko’s palace to
that of her forefathers, in order to assume, in
some degree, the direction of her own affairs.
Here Curlton was peremptorily refused admit.
tance by the directions of hor uncle; and thus
poor Florinds was little less than a prisoner.in
her own house, not duwring to meet Carlton, if
she could have done so. “Thus commenced a
dramue which was to lswve a tragical end; and
Florinda and Carlton found a sudden end to
their Iate happy and joyful iatercomrse which
neither had anticipated.

“Bigror Eatrozzi,’” said the duke one day to
Florinda’s uanele, " thls young Amcuoan is &
noble fellow.”

“ Droubtless, if your hig]mess thinks so.”

‘ Think ao !—I know so, signor I

“ Your highness has much befriended him.”

“No more than his merit deserves.”

Sternor Latrezzi bowed, but said nothing.

“ SBignor, you have ebserved his intimacy with
Florinda 1

“¥ixeellenza, yos.”

“A fine couple they would make.”

“ Docs your excellenza think so ¥

“ %o be sure {-do; and if I mistake not, go

 docs the lady.”

“ T know not that, exeellenza.”

“ Ask her then, Signor Latrezsi, Rither I
eannot read the language of her fair face, or she
loves the artist.”

* “Bat he’s a foreigner, excellonza,”

“ 'Wihat of that ¥’

* Nothing, save that Florinde is nobly born,
and bears some of the' best and oldest blood of
Ttaly.”

“ Time will settle the matter,”

tayning away.

Bignor Latrezzi having ascertained that the
duke favored the allionce of his nicce with the
American artist, was too good a subject—or
rather, too experienced a courtior—to dttempt
openly before his master to oppose the maiter,
taking good care to avoid any interference with
ong whose wish, when cxpressed, was law. His
opposition to the proposed marringe was, how-
ever, none the loss rigorons ; and he determined,
on such occasions as he could do so, to exorcise
his spirit with impunity, and he was ofien heard
to say that the affuir should never take place,
even if ho wag himself obliged to call out the
young American to single combat,

The thought of the bare possibility of « the
conmection as sanctioned by the duke, so em-
bittered his feclings as o render him disagree-
able to all about him. 1lis econscious pride and
self-intercst both prompted him in this emergen-
ey; Tor In the case of Plorinda’s marrying Pe-
tro, as wo have alrendy intimated, there would be
somoe important pecuniary interest of his own
benefited therebys—and then Lis old' aristocratic
notions were shocked at tho prospect of the plc-
beian match. . )

Now was poor Carlton cornered on the chequer-
board of life, and he must play beldly, if he
would reach the desived goal. He had those to
deal with who possessed evexy facility and ad-
vantage successfully to battls him in hia hopes
and plans. But then he was no longer the poor
painter, who did not know where his next meal
was to ho obtained ; he wasno longer the hungry
artist—the butt and jest of his old companions.
No! he was under the patronage of the Grand
Duke, whose personal friendship he could hoast.
His brush brought him daily—or as often as he
was pleased to exert himself—large sums of
money ; and his well-dined purse wus significant
of his unbounded success in his profession as
an artist,

Carlton know ag wcll a4 those who had ever
bossessed the means, how best to employ them
when at his command. His noble porson was
now garbed in the rich dress of a court favorite,
-while the plenty and comfort he now enjoyed
had again filled his sunken cheek, and 1it up the
fire of his bright hazel ¢ye; his hair, long and
curling about his spiritcd and intelligens face,
was the pride of Florinda, and the envy of the
whole conrt.

said the duke,

His fellow-students of the academy were also

®
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but too happy to receive the least atteation from
their late companion; he now moved In a grade
of society far abeve them-—a circle which was
as inaccessible to them as the throne itself.
‘What was his return to them for the spirit they
had ever manifested towards him? 1id ke re-
talinte and put them to shame? He did not
retalinte, and yet he put them to shamie—ay,
his was s noble revenge; he feturned theme good
fur evil, i

Cariton’s kindmess to those whe had so illy
trented him was nnbounded ; they received no
such rotarn from him-—far from it. Ho encour-
aged in every way thelr studies, and even conde-
seended gratmitouslty to teach them, and they
were very ready and happy to thrive under his
ingtrietion.  Thus did he heap coals of fire on
their heads, showing them what sort of a spirit
they had trampled om in its adversity,

« Whither away, in, such hasto ? asked oxe
young artist of another in the streets of Florence.

“To Bignor Carlton’s, the Americen artist,”
was the reply. .

« Al Florgnee ie affer him—=what want you *'”

“FHo is to give s finishing tonch to & bit of
canvass for me.” .

“That's ¢lover of kim.”

*Yeg, sinee no oie onn do so well ag he,’” was
the ready acknowledgement, ‘

Thus were the tables completely turaed.  Lit-
tle did his former companions and fellow-stu-
dents dream of this transition of good forfune
to the sharo of him they had so lately scoffed
at in the open strects of Florence. One, to seo
tlieir ready cheisance now, and their carnest en-
deavors to pleaze him, would hardly think they
had ever troated him with Iésa respect.

So goes the world. If ill fortane hetide us,
how many stand ready to give us a push on our
downward course, and to scoff at our msery ;
but let the tide turn and st faverably on our

bark, and nene arg so ready to do obeisance as | .

those very curs who have barked snd growled at
s the leudest. Carlton, the cowt favorite, the
unrivalled artist, the mow Jiberal and wealthy
Carlton, was 2 very difforent porson from the
throadbare srtist who turned frem his compan-
ions on the plazza at noondsy.

He reiraced his steps towards the graad gal-
lory st that time, fuint and hungry, because he
had not the means to proedre for himself o din-
ner, avoiding his fellow-artists to escape the
mortification of exprossing the extent of his pov-
crty nnd want,

¢

Carlton was in doubf as to the most proper
coftrse for him to pursue, He hardly dared to
lay the matter in its present form before the
dnke, lest it might scem impertinent and obtru-
sive in him towards onme who had already ex-
tended unprecedented kindness and protection
towards him; amd yet be knew no other sonrce
upon which he might tely. - Tn this dilemma,
Carlton grew quite dejected, He was one of

those persons who, notwithstanding he posseased

a strong mind and determination of purpose, wag
easily elated or depressed in lis spirits; and the
present state of affairs rendered him sad enough.

He was rudely repalsed in every endeavor tor
gain an avdienge of Florinds by the menials of
Bignor Latrezzi—who had been instréicted to this
effect by their master~——and Carlton was obliged
to content himself with an epistolary communi-
eation, havirg to conduet even this in sceret.

At length one dsy, finding the duke in o
happy mood ad at leisure, he frankly stated the
matter to him a8 it gctually existed, and begged
of his to advise his what cotirse to prarsue in the
case.

*®ignor Catlton,” said the duke, kindly,
after hearing him to ihe end, X have little love

for this uncle of Florinda’s, and therefore avoid -

any issue with him, or X wonld opealy express
myy wishes on this peint, But as it is, Signor
Anrericana, theve are fleet horses in Florence,
and ready postilions about the gates of the city,
who know the route to Bologna over the moun-
tains! Thou hast ridden in a cabriolet, sig-
nor ?”’

* A eabrislet 7 repested €arlton, Mquiringly.

“Yes, there are plenty in Florence.”

# Your highness is pleased to be facetious.”

“Not at all.” :

“Then why speak of cabriolets in this con-
nection 77 ’

“ Canst not take the kint 7

« Your excellenza spesks in riddles.”

“QOne of thy discormmoent, Bignor Carlton,
ghould understund me.”

“Would your excellenza kave me clo—"

“1 world not have you do anything bat that
whith your own judgment should appreve,” in«
terrupted the durke. ’

* Thanks, excellenza, I anderstand youn.”

“ You may be assured of my friendship in ali
cages whon it can be reasonably exercised,” con-
tinued the duke.

“ Your excellenza is ever kind,”

A new field was cpened for Carlion, and bs
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was as much elated as he had heretofore been
depressed ; and he resolved to take the hint of
the dake, and bring matters to an issuc in the
MOst SMMmMAry manner. ’

Young Petro Giampetti immediately ow his
return to Florence, having learned the state of
affairs between Carlton and Florinda, had re-
solved at onco to challengo his rival; being an
expert swordsman, end knowing Carlton’s peace-
ful gecapation, he nade no doubt that ke could
easily despatch him ‘m single combnt, and thus
vid himself of owe who, to say the least, was a
very dangerous rival. . '

In this frame of mind, Petro sanght seme cause
of difference with Carlten other then the trec
oo at issuc-—a quarrel could hardly be raised,
Inesmuch as the latter remained ignorant even
of the pretensiens of Petro, or the design of
Floriad’s uncle np to the time of their retem
from Bologna. '

Failing otherwise te accemplish his purpose,
Potre, whose standing and cennection served him
as a key to the royal presence, sought to offer
at ceurt seme slight, to Carlton, so public and
marked as to render it necessary for him to de-
mand satisfaction after the code of Italian honer.
Threa times, in parsnance of this shjeet, he had
vainly endeavored to accomplish his purpose;
Bt epeh time, Carlton, basking in the sunchipe

|

of rayal favor, turred by without notice the in-
tended insult in euch & manner as to show him-
self as feeling far above an insult from such &
sorrce, and agnin in so aool and diplomatic a
manner, n¢ to tmm the very game upon poor
Petro himself, who found that nothing save some
epen and docided offence eould bring matters to
an issue. '

“You don't geom to get along very fast in
this Kttle motter,” snid oue of his friends rather
tauntingly tc him. :

“Xo, it doesn’t look much like a draw-game
between them, either,” said anether friend, ven-
taring & pun.

“Curse him,” growled Potro, “he’s a cow-
ard, and wont take offence. What can a man
do in stch a caso as that ¥

“ Cariton doesn’t look to me just like a cow-
ard,” seid one of the speakers ; “.but ho doesn’t
want to fight you, Petro,”

“ Car’t help it," said Petro, *“ be must do it.”

“Well, ihen, give him a chanee, and have it
wover.”

“I'H improve the first opportaanity, balieve
me.” b :

-But, Petre did not further anney Carlton thut
evening; the coelness ¥nd self-possession he
evinced quite nenplugsed the angry Iialign.




CHAPTER 1X.

THE PUEL.

Whag folly 7y to hazard Hfo for e Tiinon of Athens. .

Asg we have said, Petro, finding that nothing
shorb of an open and downright insalt could
bring Carlton o be the challenging purty, there-
fore resclved to make a bold attempt te accom-
plish this. He was revolving this matter over
in his mind, when an event ocenrred which led
him to bo the challenger infact. e was stroll-
ing home from the weekly cordon of the Grend
Duke one evening, and wns just twrning an au-
gle of Jjis uncle’s pulace walls, when heaving the
voice of a female in answer to that of a man, he

ponsed, and following the sound, discoveivd |’

Florinda leaning from a baleony in tha lower

range of the palace, and in close conversation

with his hated rival, Carlton, This was sufli-

ciont, under the circurostances, te radse all his

fiery spirit, and he dotermined that it should
- gerve him as a pretext for a guarrel.

Placing himsolf hard by where he knew €url-|

ton must pass in hiy leave-taking of the palace,
he patiently awnited lis coming; and but a
short time clapsed before Carlton, bidding good
might to Florinda, was hastening from the spot,
whon he encountered Petro, whose dark eoun-
tenanco was the vevy picture of rage, whilo his
large, dark eyes were wild with inward passion.

% Signor Caxlton 1

“Signor Petrol”

They exclaimed, on eonfrouting each other.

Carlton for a moment was thrown off his Hu-
bitual guard, and losing his temper, was abowy
to retort upon Petro with interest, both in frow:
and, if need be, with blows alse. But recalling
himself, he assumed his usmal precawmion, and
looked npon the angry Italian coolly, and with-
out the least exhibition of temper.

“ Well, Signor Carlton.”

* Well, Signor Tetro.””

“ Yom mock me, signor.”

“ You mock me, signor.”’

“ Signor, Yo Are Ly CHenty.

4 You seom to wish me se.”

* This talk will not servo for you, signor.”

“Tf you like i6 not, it weve best for you tostep
on one side, and I will pass.”

»”

The Itgli:m it his lips with suppressed rage,

and seemed too angry to trast even Lis voice )
but he &id not vemain leng silent.

«Signor Americino,” snid Petro, warmly,
“you hawe insulted my uncle and myself by this
scerct interview with Signova Florinds, and I
demand of you immedinte satisfaction for it.”

« Bignor Peiro, ¥ bave no cause for contention
with you,” was the reply of Carlton. ““I know
you love not the lady, and you are'cqually aware
of her foclings towards you, Why then, T ask,
shonld there be strife between us wpon this sub-
jeet? Surely, you would not scek the haud of

. for-his was as brave a hedrt as ever drow sword,
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one who does not love yon! This is inconsistent,
Signor Peiro.” :

Do you accept my challenge, or shall I brand
you 28 a coward in the streets of Florence ¥
was the abrupt and passionate rejoinder. “It
would sound bravely, by our lady, to write cow-
ard ggainst the name you have rendered so pop-
ular, sir artist, among the nobilite in Florenee.”

“I'witl have no contention with -thee,” said
Carlton, his feelings struggling warmly with his
determination to aveid the course which his early
education had tanght him to regard with the
uimost abliorrence.

“Then I wiil brand thee os a cownrd 1!

“Until you do that, I shall never fight yoﬁ’ !
said Carlton, calmly. *I would rather lose my
hand ' than draw the blood of one related by sary
ties to her { love; but if it must be so, you can.
take your own counsel.”

“This is fine language, signor.”

It is hronest languoge.”

“I should requirve other evidence to make me
think s0.””

“Because you cannat appreciate the feelings s
that dictate it.”

“In what respeet?™”

“ As they are caused by my regard for Signora
Florinda.” )

“It is well to assume a virtie, if we lLave it
not,” said the Italing, scornfully.

1 pssume nothing, Signor Petro,”

“Flatter not yoursclf that you can escape me
by this rssumed tone of fecling, Signor Ameri-
cano.”

“ You have my answer, signor

“1 shall take an early opportanity to keep
you at your word,” waes the menacing repty, aud
they separated.

Carlton would rather havo engaged with any
other person in an affair of this kind than with
Potro, for obvious roasons; and, a9 he said to
him, besides which, he had the greatest aversion
to " affairs of Jonor,” but from principle only,"

Petro at length Lit upon a plan which must
necessarily bring on the desived meeting, Ac-
cordingly, at the cordon of the Grand Duke, on
the following week, at¢ the Pitti Palace, when
Carlton entered the govgeous apartments, a
murmur ran through the assembly, vaised by the
friends of Petro, who liad preconcerted the plan,
of ¢ Coward, coward I

It was ntrered, as we have said, in whispers,

but it is a word ‘tlm\‘. can be heard a long dis-

tance. The young American did not even
change color, but turning his bright and spark-
ling eyes upon some of the principal offenders,
‘he gave them g look that touched them keenly.
He did not evinee by any outward appearance
hew deeply his pride was wounded, it he fols
it at heart none the less severcly. e even look-
ed more cheerful than was his wont, conversing
gaily with the ladies of the court. His fine no-
ble countenance was lit up with sdditional spirit,
and his friends even complimented him on his
happy appearance.  Yet it was all forced—ay, &
lie that his proud heart compelled him to.

“What a goodly ontside falsechood hath!? *
How many there are like Carlton at that mo-
ment!  While they smile, they but hide a raging
passion wighin. A smile may cover u) the'wild-
est storm of tho spirit, as well as show forth its
own sunshine |

The giddy dance went on, and gayety was
the mistress - of the hour. Curlton mingled in
the dance, and -even by good chance succceded
in gaining the hand of Florinda for o set. Fer
unele, fearing the displeasure of the duke, svoid-
ed any public opposition a5 we have before said,
to the attentions of Cariton; consequently in
publie he enjoyed her society as one friend may
enjoy that of another, while the world are hy.
The hours, flew by as hours only fly mmong the
happy, until the time had nearly arvived for the
guests to depart, when Carlton, coolly walking
up to Petro, who stoeod in an - exposed situation,
said, in a tone not to be mistaken :

“ Signor Petro, follow me 1

*8i, Bignor Aamevieano,” was the prompt
reply. .

Both lefy the hall together, the friends of Pe-
tro elone undorstanding the probable design of
the movement. The twosought a scciaded cafe
in silence, and then setled the preliminaries for
a meeting, or duel, on the following morning,
in which Petro declared one of them shouid
fall.

I would have escaped this enconnter for your
sake as well as my own,” suid Carlton, after the
arrangements were coneluded. “1 know very
well that youiive n reputation for being an ex-
pert swordsﬂ%g, but I fear not, Justice is strong-
er than art, and you will find it so, Signor Petro,
on the morrow.”

“I do not wish to anticipate, Signor Ameri-
cano, but I must advise thee to prepare for death
on the morrow,” p

“True, Signor Petro,” said Carlton, enrnest- -
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ky, “ neither of ns knows what the morrow may
bring forth.”

“Bignor,” said Fetro, now in evident good

" humor at his enticipated suceoss, “ you should
have chosen the pistol, to have placed yourself
in any possibility on equal terms with me.”

“I can use either,” was the reply.

“ Ay, as a child would use them. What has
thy profession to do with arms, that thou sheuldst
ever deign to know their wee? It is not yet too
late—say, shall it be pistols? You ean yet
choose,” enid Petro, touched with that spirit of
honor which would sometimes actuate him.

“Y have already aspoken on that point,” sald
Carlton.

“Veory well, then, signor, with the sword
But in that ease, the game will possess but little
interest, being all on one side.”

“To-morrow’s sun can speak more fittingly of
thtese things than we can do to-night,” was Corl-
ton’s reply. ‘

. “Yon bear yourself with assurance, signor.”

“We will not hold any controversy, Signor
Peotro.”

“ Until to-morrow.” -

“ At the appointed time T shall be ready.” '

“Be suro I shall expeet you.”

“We understand each other on that point.”

“ Hold, will yon bring weapons, or shall pro-
curo them 77

“Our sceonds can arrange for us,”

“True.”

Thus saying, the two separated to meet on the
following morning at o secluded spot in the
Apennines, which rise pracefully from the very
gates of Tlorenee, gradually attaining to an im-
mense height, and making their home among
the clonds. To have travelled where wo would

fain have taken the readoer at the outset, one-

must have sailed in the seuthorn seas among the
islands, havo run the Gibraltar passege, and seen
the bluo water that lies among the Italy meun.

tains, He mmst have looked upon the Apen-’

nines from the sea, and run down tho coast thay
teems with the recollections of three thousand
YOBIS.

The mist was slowly creepi
tain’s side on the following 1f
thres houes from the time that ¥
had departed, when Petro and his Triends,’ olosely;
followed by Carlton and his companion, sotght
the,appointed repdesvous for the meeting, The
cool, fresh breeze of the morming air, that
strengthened as they ascended. the mountaiu,

p the meun-
"ing, scarcely

«

one would think should cool the passions of any
ereature.  Not g0 with Petro ; for the Italian five
of his spirit was up—the dak, deep passions of
his nature—and nonght but bleod could appesse
their eravings,

The spot.was gained, and each made the nsual
preliminary arrangements-—all being prepared,
the two approached each other. Carlton had
disrobed himself of coat and vest, and now stood
beforg his antagonist clothed only in his lower
garments aid liner.  Potro laughingly told- his
companions that he could punish tho Americano
with his garments on, not deeming the task of
sufficient  weight to compel him to remove his
tight-fitting uppor garments. A few moments
were passed in the usual guards and thrusts,
when anon commenced the feint, the ward, as
each grew warmer in the contest.

It was evident to all at the outset that Carlton
ag well as Petro was master of bis weapon, This
much had surprised those who had supposed him
not possessed of ithe least knowledge of the ex-
ercise, But Petro found him far more than a

{match for all his boasted skill And experience,

but with great astonishment, he centinued to ex-
exrt himself to the utmost,

¥t was a singular scene, that presented by the
two combatants thus arraigned before cach othEr
in mortal combat. "Lhe Italian heated, his eyes
and face swollen with excitement and passion,
while his antagonmist was as calm and unmoved
in temper, as thongh he were fencing with the
foils, and oniy for ploasure. It was & tragic
seene, as evincing the brute nature to which man
can bring himself.

In the heat of the contest, Petro soon lost his
temper, while Carlton, ecol and collocted, parried
his wild and headlong thrusts with consummate
skill; and at length, after showing him how
fraitless were oll his efforts to wound him, Carl-
ton by a masterly movement disarmed his antag-
onist of his blade, ai the same timo siriking the

left hand of the Italian a blow with the fiat of

his sword that laid it bare to the bone!

"This put a stop to the duel for a fow mo-
ments, when Petro, almost beside himself with
rage, now threw from him his upper garments
in imitation of Corlton, and having had his hand

properly dressed, yet smarting vnder the severe

wound he had received, resumed lis sword—
%aﬂwn nemaining in the meantime resting apon
his sword, carcless, as it ‘were, whether the fighs
wag redemed or not,

“ 'Signor Petro,” snid Carlton, when they ap-
»
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proached each othor the second time, “if is evi
dent to your fiiends, I presume, that you are no
malch for me in the weapons we hold, Tadvise
you to withdraw fromn the cantest, You have
already expended your blood in the vindieation
of this system of honor, and wounded as you
noew are, can hardly do yourself justice.”
“Stand 10 yowr defonee!” said the enraged
Tretro, whose Dblood was now completely up.
And urheeding the generous proposal and lun-
guage of his antagonist, he rushed upon Carlton
almost without warning, thus essaying to take
advantage of hiw; but the quick and practised
eye of thoe latter saved him, and the rain of blows
and thrusts that Petro made at him were as
harmless as hail-stones upon a slated roof. Caxl-
ton acted entirely on the defensive; had it hoen

otherwise, he could at any moment have drawn
the heart’s blood of his enemy, who, only intent
on the Jife of his suceessfal rival, strove not at all
to protect himself from the sword of ‘Carlton
while they fought.

Carlton again permitted him to work thus in
his wild fury for some mimites, when at length,
by another masterly offort with his weapon, he
again disarmed his antagonist, throwing his blade
over the hicads of the company, and immediately,
apparently with the same effort, he wonnded Pe-
tro in the sword arm with such foree and earn-
estness, that it foll powerless by his side. Though
severely wounded in both arms, still in his wild
rage the Italian could hardly be persuaded t0
leave the ground peaceably.

“Thus ended the duck between Carlton and Petto




CHAPTER X.

THE ELOPEMENT,

Not mnqu.ishéd, but cozened and beguiled.—King Lear.

Twe ducl described in the last chapter, it will
be remembered, was not sought by Carlton.  In-
deed, Le would gladly have avoided it, if possible
—first and foremost, becanse it was diametrically
contrary to his principles and senso of moral ree-
titude; and sccondly, hecause his opponent wns
indfrectly kin to her whom he loved above all
jn life. Thus much we say to place our hero
rightly before the render, who should not look
upon him mvonm:,tcmiy

The eritieal reador may perhaps queshon the
propriety of Cavlton's wounding Potro at all, in-
asmuch as he is represented to be ablo to have
defended himsclf with comiparativo case from the
heated and headstrong Xealian’s sword.  In an-
swer to this, we would say, that besides there
being always the possibility of his being wound-
ed by the cnemy’s sword, the very fact of his
returning to the fight when severely wounded,
showcd that Carlton had rightly judged of his

ter, 1§t.~, vuuhctwe impulses, when he

“You remember the little Frenchman, who
lived so long with me?” asked Corlton. “lle
who had his snuff-box ever in his hand 2

“That T do,” said his companion; “and a
merry, studious, jocund, lazy, cowardly and
brave little fellow he was. In shory, T believe
there was no quality, bowever contradictory—
good, bad, or indiffercnt—that he did not pos-
9e68.""

* He was a bundle of inconsistencies,” added
Carlton, smiling at his friend’s deserifition.

T'he truth was, he had accurately described a
certain elass of that versatile nation, the Freneh,
which are often met with in every country, wan-
derers or exiles from home, While we write,

our good citizens who is familily designated by
the sobriquet of % the Emperor.”
@well, Carlton, what of our little kmght of
the snuff-box, ek ¥’ -
“Yon remember that I was poor in those

both wounds necessary.  Ho goyes

E all those on the ground counld havod
testimony that there was scarecly an instant of
time that Carlton had not Petre’s life at his
command, if he had choyen to take it.

“Why, Carlton,” said+a merry-faced Eng-
lishman, who had bLeen his companion during the
interview, and who was now walking with him
down tI® mountain’s side, “I could hardly be-
liove my eycs to see thee such a master of thy
weapont, How hast thou possibly attained to

such extraordinory profigiency with the sword "

days, and the clever little Frenchman offe
“ench me the sword exercise, if I conld test
h spesk English, Tt was o bargain, snd;
he, and - so did I, until I flatter myselfbo
came proficients in their distinetive Lranchéd
learning.,
Grand Army ; sohe graduated in a good school,
and.wis fmdeed an execllent master of the wea-
pon. It has been my only reercation and exer-
cise for nearly a year; and I confess I feel quite
at home with a good blade in my hand.”
“ You use it with wondreus skill.”
“Io you think so?”
« Certninly; even his second complimented

we have sne in our own mind, well known to

Carnet tauglt the exercise in the |
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yom, and said blade was never more skzlfully
handled.”

“This Petro Giampetti is alse o good swords-
man,” said €ardton, “and with a little more
coolness would carry a sure point. ‘The pistol
is.the weapon for your hot-headed fellow; he
does not find a chance while using it to work
himselt into a passion, ag with the sword.”

Yes; bat then with powder and ball, the veri-
est dunce in Christendom may blow ont a een-
tleman’s brain, while it takes an artiste to run one
through the body bandsomely. Give me tho
sweord, Carlton—Fve a great horror, in such
eases, of ‘villanous saltpetre.”>

“I have no taste in such matters; but know
ing the boasted prowess of Signor Petro with
the sword, I preferred that weapon, though I
think you have seen me do some pretty things
with the pistol, Brownlow? It was a silly fancy
I had when a boy to learn its use.”

“An" I had carte and ticrces at my fingers’
ends as thon hast, I would give a thousand
pounds,” said his companion,

“X'11 tell thee how to gain it.”

“ By what means ¥

“ 8hat thyself up as I have dono for months
topether, with no companion save the brnsh, snd
no money to purchase boeks for perusal, and
thon couldst learn it ag readily as X have dene;
always supposing you to have as export a teacher
as that litile Frenchman, Carnot, who ig all
else was anything but a companion—ay, a regu-
tar bore.  Dut in mastering my sversion for
kim, why, you sce, Brownlow, T became master
of the weapen.”

“Vory trae, but T have no Cmnot to teach
me; and to-day 1 see what I lose by the want of
one,”’

“T'1 tongh it te thee, myself, Brownlow, when
both of ns have leisure,” said Carlton;

“ Do so, and I will rcpay thee at any cost.”

And this, tao, was one of those very arthsts,
who but a few months previous had seoffed and
feered ot him in the epen strects of Flarence.

How heautiful was the prospect that spread
itself out to their view as the mist cleared away
from their path down the ‘mountain. Bclow
them luy, in all its beauty, the city of Florence,
the pride of Tuscany, and the Val & Arno,
crowded with white palaces, whese walls lay
sparkling in the morniug sun like the trembling
waves of the sea.

Carlton returned to hig lodgings, which were
now the best and most capacious apartments of
an ancient palace, -the principal windows of

which opened fronting the tall emincnes of Fie-

.| sole, crowned by the gay old monsstery where

Milton passed many wocks while gathering ma-
terials for “ Pavadise Lost,” ‘

Here Carlton had his studio, tho daily rosort
of the beauty aud fashion of Florence, while his
home was alse the receptacle of all that tnste
could suggest, or tho most fastidions conld de-
sirc, contrasting strongly with his late want and
suffering.  Even the Grand Duke honered his
studio with am oceasional visit, which rendered
tho other artists of the city more jewlous and
envious than ever,

About 2 month had passod since the duel upon
the monntsin-side, and during that time Carlton
was only able to communiate wiith Florinda
through means of cpistolary cerrespondende.
For some time he had employed a servant of
the house of Carruti as his messenger; but the
fellow heing bribed by the ngents of FPetro, inter-
cepted the letters, and now Carlton was forced
to become his own messenger or bearer of the
letters he himself wrote, Ile was now urgent in
his communications to the gentle Florinda that
she should e¢lope from her homc and become
united to him; and’ thelr arrangoments were
nearly completed, as the fellowing letor, written
at this time, will show ;

“Dear Fronrinpa:—T am mare and more
eonvineed of tho propriety of the counrse I have
urged upon you. You say that sitch a plan may
Jjeopardize your large property. This is a mis-
take, X am felly convinced; and even woere it
otherwisp,, what need we care for wealth, if we
are sure {or 4 sufficiency for life, and of each oth-
o’s love? I am highly pratified, dearest, thai
you have at length consented to this arrange-
ment. 1 will, in the meantime, make all ncees-
sary arrangemeonts for our jowrney. I count the
moments until wo shall meet again.  Guard
your health, dear Florinda, and believo me,

Devotedly yours, Canvron.”

Carlton then proceeded immediately to perfeet
his plan, and to malke all necessary arrangemonts =
for the preposed clopement, and in another letter
to Signora Florinda, he made alt preliminary
arrangoments with her also, so that there mighs
e no misunderstanding in the case,

It was night, and the pale mbon, as if in a
fiekle meod, was smiling and scowling by turns,
as the fleeey clonds hurried swifily past her,

"The fitful end sudden glances of light appearcd

doubly bright from the transienf shadows made

by the officions clouds. ‘They, deeming that the
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moon tock too much credit to hevself as queen
of light for the hour, designed appavently to
et her know that she reigned only at their will
and pleasure.

Now bursting throygh their veiling power, the
meon would for & momens cast Jong deep shad-
ows down the nmrow streets, and here and there

- would light up for an instant some antique pal-
ace front with dazzling richness, and as quickiy
die awny again, g8 though it were at play with
the earth, It was difficult in this slternating of
light and darkness to use the eye so as to dis-
cern objects with certainty ; and an individual
ceuld with difficalty be recognized between the
changes; Lowever near he might be to the ob-
server, The charaeter of the night was wild and
threatening—a night for evil decds.

The guies of the city of Florence were just
closing, and the gathering elonds had entirely
obseured the light of the moon, as a caleéhe-and-
four, with an extra pestilion, dashed off from
the Borg’ ognisanti, on the mountain-road to-
wards Bologna. The inmates of the vehicle ex-
changed not 2 word. The female seemed to bs
affrighted at the headlong speed with whicki the
double team drew the light ealecho ap the moun-
tain’s side, while o postilion sat so nicar, and tho
attondant ot the lady’s side, together scemed an
exewse for the silence, even if they wero that
which any one would have pronounced thent, a
runaway ceaple. )

Anon the gentleman would offer some polite
attention to his companion, but without the ex-

" change of u syllable; and, indeed, words could
hardly have been heurd at the rate thoy were
driving threugh the dwk, on account of the loud
noise of the wheels and horses’ feet among the
stones and uneven soil of the rising ground.

On rolled the vehicle with the epeed of the
wind-—cvery one knows how Florentine horses
can go when they have a mind to—until at
length it putled up at » highland roadside inn of
most uninviting character. Thelady was imme-
dintely aseisted in cilence from the vehicle, and
searcely had they entered the low, dark parlor of
the inn hefore the gentlemsan whispered to her

“'The priest is here, aud will anite us immedi-
ately.”

“ But why this haste, dear Carlton ¥ said Flo-
rindn, for it wes hor.

“There is no time to lose,” was the whispered
response. ’

# But should not—"

“* Hugh, Flor\@nda i

<« Bﬂ-ﬁ, CﬂIImll—”

“ o is here,” wag the whispered intexrruption.
And 'in & moment more n priest made his ap-
pearance, and, without giving either time to un-
robe themselves, had they been so inclined, com-
menced the matriage service. The ving was giv-
en in that dark reom—so dark that the features
even of the minister of the church conld not be
discerned—the prayer was made, and the two
were solemnly declared to be hushand and wife.
" The lady had essayed several times to speak
aloud, a8 we have seen, to express some feeling
or wish, and she seemed us if anticipating some
encouragement from him she was about to wed;
but she was each time hushed by the speed with
which everything was done, or by a gentle whis-
per from hiey companion. ‘The ceremony com-
pleted, the signora drow back to.a chair, over-
caome by her swift ride, and the emeotions that
crowded themseives upon her throbbing and
trembling heart.

At this moment there catercd the apartment

the tall fizire of a man apparently advanced in
years, who, turning his back upon Flerinda,
conversed for a moment with the bridegroom,
then both turning towards Florinda at the mo-
ment a couple of lumps were introduced into the
room, when lo! she beheld before her Sigoor
Lairozzi, her uncle, and her fusband, Petro Giam-
potti!  With a seream of herror and eftright, she
felt fuinting upon the floor.

¢ uncle and nephew were hoth filled with
horror, for bath belioved that they had killed her,

‘ag they gazed upon her pale and lifeless form.

Tither would have sacrificed everything to have
takon all back again, and restored her to life and
happiness, Can this be thee, Petro Giampetti,
trombling like & child-—nay, a tear actaally wet-
ting that swarthy check, as you chafe the pulse,
and bathe the temples of that insensible girl?
And hast thou really so tender a Lieart, and yet
couldst enter inte so hard-hearted a conspiraey ?

And thou, Signor Latrezzi, well mayst thou
hide thy face in thy hands, for thou art the great-
est ginner here; thine has been the hand that
hath done this; that hath triumplhed over this
poor girl, whom thon shouldst bave protected.

“ Holy virgin,"” cried Petro, “ sho’s dead !”

“ 8ay not so,” eagerly exclaimed her uncle,

“ God forgive us!” answered Peiro.

“ Ay, we have need of forgivencss, if we have
brought on such extremity,” said the uncle, trying

to raige the lifeless hoad of their inanimate vietim,

Leaving the guilty nephew and uncle for 2
while, we will take the reader back for a moment

. in the thread of our story.

CHAPTER XI.

THE INTERCEPTED LETINE.

Lhy man fliat oan write may gnawor & lottor,— Foineo and J:r!ieti‘,

In stich a'tale as we now toll you, gentle
:;‘cadcr, and when written within such Yutits, it is
impossible to keep each portion of the plot equally
advanced, or rather not to anticipate certain re-
gults. There is also an advantage in this mode
of arrangemont which perhaps is in itself suffi-
cient exeuse for the anthor. Tt hoightens the
Dlot, and renders it more abserbing to the rerder,
by stddenly laying before him some atartling
tablean and sceming inconsistency, bet which
the sequel of the story renders plain and recon-

“eilable with ether portions of the story. ‘

Having said thes muck for the ccene e have
prosented to the reader at tho roadside inn on
the Apenuines, we must now ge back with him
to the might on which Carlton delivered his letter
of arrangement to ¥lorinda, and thus rertder our
tale pluin to the comprehension of all,

Carlton, ns wo have said, perfected his plan
for the proposed elopement, and in another Ietter
to Florinda he conmmunicated the patticainrs, do-
livering the missive with his own hands as here-

toforo. Fhore was a certain hour agreed npon
between them, in which Signora Florinda was to
he at the balcony of her épartiment every even-
ing; and thus, althongh Carlton might not be
able to hold much conversation with her, yet he
tonld doliver any written paper he might desire,
withont the fear of interruption or detection.

It was netessary to accomplish all widi he
ntmost scerecy in order th ensure sucecss,  Now
i Petro had been led to suspect by some eircum-
stances, that the meotings Detween Carlton and
his cousin hat been renewed.  Ho determined to
ascertain if this way the case through his own
personal observation ; and®on the eceasion of the
delivery of the letter in question, Petro beifg on
the watch, discovered Camlton in. the aot, wird
also’ averhenrd the following ppointment ninde
by him with Florinda ;

* L will oitll for an gnswor at eloven, signtird 1
Hope you riay perfectly comprehend my plaw
dand fully atiquiesce in it,” .

““ At cloven 3"

“ At clevtn, sigtiora.”

* Hark, heard you not some ono 2

* Ko, T heard nothitig.”

“It sounfled very tiour to tho buleony.””

“In the gtreet 1

“Y¥es; I am sure I heard somé ono.”*

" Bome passerby, Florinda,” said Cardton,
“Pray thety be enveful, Carlton, vwe may i
watched.”

“T will be diserect; do not fear.”

“ There, the figure is turaing yo’ndergtrdéﬁ 14
Ay, and patses to observe us; I will avay:
‘You will remember.”

“X will await you at that time, Carltor”
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“ Good night, Florinda,” whispered Carlton,
pressing the hand extended to him from over the
haleony, just within reach. .

« Good night.” And they parted from each
wther, not daring te Liold further conversation lest
they might be ebserved, and their future plans
suspected and dufeated by the agents of her vncle.

Peiro determined to prevent this mecting, or
wather to be present at it,and e hurried from
the spot without meeting Carlton, resolving to
e punctually at the tervace a little before eleven.
It was cvident that he had formed seme plan in
which he placed much confidence, by tho re-
wengeful smile that played about his scornful lips,

Tt was near the hour of eleven that night,
when Carlton drew near the littie tervace that
jutted from the window of Flovinda’s apartment,
o saw by the pale moonlight reflected uwpon
the clock of the neighhoring church, that it lacked
yot some fifteen minntos of the appointed time
" for the meoting, and hiemming lghtly to himself,
" %0 kHL the minuies, ho sat down within n shady

angle of the palace wall. Mis approach was
noted Dy the watehful Retro, who, as goon as he
gaw him scuted, determined, if possible, to ob-
tain possession of the answer which he knew

Carlton awaited 1

To recomplish this purpose, required mueh
canning and prudence ; hut he'was fully equal to
. the plam—for what Italian lLas not cunning and
ingrigne in his nataral dispesition? In pursns
ance of this object, hegpproached the little ter-
raco before alinded to, snd which was a trifle
higher than his head, and situated at this time
witlsin the shadow of the moon. Ry slight and
almost imperceptible noise, he essayed to attracet
the attention of Florindo, and led her to suppose
that he was Carlton, and there swaiting the ox-
peetedd answer according to appointment, The
wily Italinn gathered the ample folds of his rich
eloak abont his person, so as to partially cover
his face, upon which there was a most demonine
smile, picturing revenge, hate and every ovil
passion, to which o heavy moustache lent addi-
tional ficrceness.
In one hand he held o keen stiletto, while he
extended the other above his head to receive the
lottcr from the hand of Florinda. Tt was ncees-
~sary Tor her to rench some distance over the
edge of the small projecting terrace, in order to
place it iMhis hand; this she did, using the cus-

tofnavy proceution, and not venturing to utter a

word 4s sho heavd footateps approaching Her

the Yetter, retired to a place from wheneo he
could watch the movements of Carlton without
Limself heing observed by the young Ameriean,
" As the clock of the neighboring church struck
ekeven, Carlton sprang to his feet, and assuming’
his place under the terrace, awaited the coming

been played upon him, But after awaiting
semowhat impatiently for nearly an hour, he was
compelled to retwrn to his lodgings, hlmost
tembling with fear lest some serious accident
had befallen her he loved, or at least that theit
plan might Lave been discovered, and she sub-
jeeted to comsequent ill-treatment and fresh vigor
Dy her mele, Al this while Florinda, as littlo
suspecting the fraud that had been played upon
them as Carlton himsclf, was quite contented and
happy in the anticipated suceess of their plax, and
dropped fo sleep, thinking of him, alter humbling
herself before the throme of grace in fervent
prayer—that key to the gates of Iaradise.

Tlorinda was naturatly of a devetional charac
ter; and this feeling had grown and strengthenod
by her companionship with. the late duchess, who
was noted for her piety and goodness—uand in
fact came to her doath, ns is well known, by too
much rigor imposed upon hersell in dovotional
penance !

Petro, after satisfying himsell that the ruse
fad not heen discovered, sought his own apart
ment in the palace to read the lotter he had thus
possessed himse!f of.  Ilo hesitated for a mo-
ment before Lie broke the seal —ive will do him
thie justice to sny so—even in this stago of his
conduct, his sense of honor had not cutively lefs
Mim. It lad not yet beecome so blunted as to
render him cntirely reckless in the debastug
deed he was ahout o perform. With a sort of
dosperate resolntion—for he had never before
done so mean an act—le opened the geal. Tha
lettor wus bricf, and ran as follows :

“Pprar CarrieoN »~I leave cvery nccessary
arrangement to you. Jwil meet you as yon pro-
pose to-morrow evening at the hour of ten. I
would for certain reasons that it might be later,
But the gntesof the city T am aware close at that
hour. Have a care for your own health and
safety, dear Carlton. I will meet you with a sine
gle attendanton whom I can rely, at the appoints
od timo, and at the gate epening upon the Borg™
oghnisanti, Affectionately thine,

“FLoRINDA."

room. Potro having thus possessed himself of

«8q, 30 ; the bird had nearly flown from us,”

of Florinda, little suspeeting the trick that had
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wmid Potro, as e vead this epistle.  “ Here’s
plot; and if ¥ do not so countor-plot as to render

it of no avail, other than for the furtherance of

y own design, then I em no man. It is well
that I took this matter in hand at this time, A
dzlty—nny, an Lour later might have been too late
Bingular coincidence thet should have bl‘ourrht.
me to the place and the sulject at the most l:,0 -
portune moment.  Little doos this fellow thi!f‘k
of the rod that is in pickle for him. Bug T will
be oven with him, ¥ will not gleep while he
pursties the gamne; vigilance alone must gain
me my ohject, No, no, Signor Artist, you can-
o thus pluck this beantiful lower nnc;it.tllengcd'
)_:ou are observed, mrd your object fs undcrstbod,
Scheming requires counter-scheming ; and Ol;
shall have that to your heart's contc,:nr.. Igﬂ
ngainst Amcriea, by the virgin ; hut we will mﬂtkg
tltllsiu nati:)]nul quartel, i it be necessary,”
¢ gazed upen the lettey
momeit,g, pen theletber thoughtfully for some
“Lict me see,” he continued, “this {5 not a
very diffieult hand fo imitate.” And he com-
monced to write difierent words and form capi-
tals after the style of Flovinds’s hote, “1 thigk
T can do it,” Lip said at Icn,t-:;th. “Dut the seal
--.Imw shall I manuge that Stay, I can u'se
this same one’with g little cure,, ACapiml ” lllc
exclaimed. “I'll have this busihess all in
own hands.”  And Petro Giampotti laughcglr
outright at the prospect of his success in this vile
plot against his cousin,
Petro was an expert and
being, as we have said, private socrctary to his
uncle, Signor Latrezzi ; and thus being quite an |1

ensily able to prosecute Lis dishonest “purpose.
Thus he commenced carofully to write & noto
addressed to Carlton, and purporting to come
from. Florinda, in answer to his note of that
ovening, With her note open before him, and
tc:;lf'cfully inol:icing its style and manner, bot,-h in
irography and co siti At
traced tlfe i‘rollowiug iI:E: ?ltwll; o cummingly
“Deat Canvroy ;(—-In consequence of an mnx
foreseen aveident which T need not now explain
I‘shull net be ajle to meet you until to-morro“:
flight, when I will do so at the hour named and
at the place designate®  Bo carefu] of your,own
hemlltit and safety, znd do not attempt to see me
until the tine we meot at the gate opening on
the Borg ognisanti. ¢ 9
* Affectionately thine,

Fronixpa.”

This he addressed after the style of Florinda’s
note, sealed very ingeniously with the identicd#
seal she had wsed on the 1ote which he had i;v
toreepted, 23 we have seen, and forwardod it eurly
on the following morning by one whom he conld
trast to Cm‘l’ton, thus fully carrying on his ’ )lof
of deception agninst them bofl, o

) Petro’s heart someliow throhhed strangely in
his brenst, and his conscienee wag very il :t ci'm
'I-Ie folt that he wns enacting the 00-wu1'd’q fu-t
in this business, and already half wishod I;itrllje;elf

out of it, But if the game was a hold and haz-
ardous one, so was the prize o brilliant one ; and

) so he closed his eyvo ¢
- YO 10 Temors
practical perman, | forward. ! o sparred

i Thus we blindly phirsue the goal of oyr wishes,
ittle heeding the cous, though we know that

expert in the use of the pen, he wag the more

P
retribution is sure!




CHAPTER XIl.

wpitew AND TNOLE.

* A sorpont heart hitd with o foworlng fave.— Shtthspears..

How ingonibus are the cxpodietits to which
{he mind will resort o justify itself, aftd cndeavor
to still the wornings of consciente. He who
commits a sin, firay deceives himself, for he is led
to believe that the culpablo deod will ke praduc-
tive of a greater degree of happiness than evil to
hirself, elsc his viwn selflshness would deliver
him fromm the sct.  1d1d not mean this #nto evil,
he will say to his copseience, ag it prompts him
in its gtvn silent fay. ,
" Thits Petro, by a like procoss of redsoning,
had brought hineclf alniost, if not gdite; to the
fiolief that the chd was & justifiable one, aitd so
did nbt hesitite ot the means necessiry to ace
complishit, Was not Florinda ubont to tharry &
heretlt, an American; a mere grtist, withiont any
tlaim to noble blood, and agatist the wish of her
uncle and giardian? How cunningly did Mas
tomet add a now cliapter to the Kornn ift justifi:
" eation of his amour with Mary the Coptic girl!

% All things are fair 4nd honerable in love,” said
Petro to himself, ' cven as in war; ntid I shoald
{0 a fobl if I fuiled to take advantage of any cir-
citmstance that chance may throw in my way.
o, rio; honor is 10t to step in botween ntie and
hiy love~~it shall not defeat my purptses. 1
{#ill win the batle first, md then repont after-
wards. T is the only course X ean purste.”

.

Havitig voasened to himself much’ aftet {his

thanner, he evmmunicated the whole affair to hig -

untle, in whom he was stive of finding one whe
would Tend his ready aid in tho acconiplishment
of his purpose. Signtr Latreszi having employed
every other means o prevent the proposed con
ndetion betwoeen Florinda and the Ameviean arts
1st; gihdly reccived the I_)I'OIJEPH'll‘iU‘n made to bhim
by Potrd, diid fully entering iritd the spirit of the
atter, determined to resert to stratagem 1o
areomplish his grand object.

It was gceordingly ngreed lietween Petro and
hi4 wncle; that he; Petro, shodld be at the gate
that riight, as specified in Cdrlton’s note to Flo-
finda, where he sheuld gaeet her so disguised and
muffied ap a8 not to be recognized, and thus by
artfdl management pass for Carlton:  Soon afted
thetr leaving the city, they were to stop at 3
smiall public hewse on the road, where & priest
shanild meog them; and Having redeived his in-
structions from Signor Latrerai as to the partice
ldvs 6F the ecfse, would understand how to play
his put in the deceit, writing them without
qifestion,

And this it was agreed that Florinda should
be made to marry Petro, thinking him to be
Gorlton. To render all things sure, and that

nothing sheald be pvérlyoked as it rogarded
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wacossary precaution, the uncle was to go on and
stop at the inn during the afternoon with the
priest, and arrange everytiing properly for the
proposed deception,

“ It is the only means by which we can ac-
complish our purpose,’” said Petre to his uncle,
in justification of the plan they had adopted, and
snatching at any idea that might sercen kim in
some degreo from his own donscience, relative to
the dishonest measuro they were engaged in.

“It is plain,” said Signor Lafresd, “that
this Signor Carlton—this American aztist, hay
ot the girl's heart.”

“ Trrevocally.”

The unele started-—the thought shooting neross
even his hardencd and callonsed henrt=—can this
man design to marry Florinda, and yet Dbelieve,
as he says, that she frrevocably loves another
man?

“ Ay,” he continued, with the purpose of jus-
tifying hLimself, ns TPetro had done, “she is so
vhstinate ahout it, t00.”

“ Yes, but this will most certainly render her
perfectly tractable—no doubt,” said Potro-with a
laugh, thus showing how much he really loved
her who was destined to become his vietim.

“There’s little heart in this business.”

“True,”

“ And after all I Jike it not.”

“ Nor I, but it must be.”

“Tt does scem necessary.”

“ Unquestionably.”

“Tf T theught otherwise, T would not consent
o it, Petro.”

“ Nor would T engnge in it,”" said the nephew,
with some degree of honesty.

“ We shall ke sure of the duke’s displeasure.”

“Yos, that we must count apon,”

“Tt will not, however, he anything serious.”

“ I'robubly not.” ’ :

The thought again stribiing Signor Latrezsd,
he said: :

% There will ko Jitthe love beiween thee and
the girl, I fear.”

' It will be all her own funlt if T do not become
devoted to her,”’ said Petro, in answer to this
suggestion, end yet in a tone of derision; for ho
hind his mind more upon Florinda’s fortune and
title than upon her person, though he did also
feel an ambition to possess so rich and rave a
Jewel a5 hersclf, :

“I3o you know, Petro, how Signor Carlton
first became acquainted with Florinda ? It has

¢ver beeh a mystery to me.”

4

“>Twas at the conveni, I believe,” replied
Petro.  “I have been told that he was cmployed
by the prioress to copy some valuable painting;,
and while thus engaged, formed the aequaint-
ance.” .

“Gita” (Flovinda's maid) “has told me that
it was he who taught her to pluy o sweotly
upen the guitar. Can this be se ?”

“ Bi, signor, this also commenced at the con-
vent. Carlton exhibited by chance one day his
singular skill upon the instrument, and being en-
gaged there for many woeks, he became ac-
quainted with meny young ladics, and among
them Flerinda, to whem he gave a few lessons
on the instrument.  Afterwards becoming better
aequainted with Florinda, he taught her some of
the airg of his country, and by degreed scemed to
impart his really singular skill upon the instru.
ment to her, I mover knew that these Amerierns
were such musicians before.” M

Petro spoke truly.  Carlton had first bécome
acquainted with Florinda at the convent ag stated,
and while teaching her upon that most graceful
ingtrument, the guitar, of which he’wus a perfoet
mastor—-cach learned to love the other, withous
venlizing the faet until the time for parting ar-
rived, when the tears stood. in Flovinda's eyes
while they met Carlton’s, and each repd avolume
of love and constaney there. They often met

| from thas time, and the gentle snd high-born

Fiorinda loved the young American artist as
dearly as ho did the lovelivst gl of the sunny
Val d’Arno. '

Peiro was safe in his calculation, at least as
far as it regarded his deecption and stratagem

| with the letter betweeh Florinda and Carlton;

for, having reccived tho letter despatehed by Pb-
tre that morning, Carlton did not for & moment
question its genuineness, but proceeded at once
to make his arrangements accordingly, suppos-
ing that the intended clopement was only de-
Iayed for twenty-four hours by some unforcseen
circumstance which had ocourred in the house-
holé of Florinda’s uncle. )

This was & reasonable construction of the mat.
tor; and with this view of it, and as she had re-
quested him not to attempt to see her until they
met ab the gate, Carlton mounted his horse and
rede out of the city, proposing a pleasure trip
upon the meuntains until night. We will not
deny that he was diszppointed, but having im-
plicit confidence in Florinda’s judgment, he be.
lieved that she eould not have unnceessarily de-
layed the eppointment.
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Petro had made ail his arrangements with a
zeal and care worthy of a better eause. It is bug
too often the case that we find activity and zeal
exerted in bebalf of the wrong; for the rogue,
conscious of his evil purpose, exerts every faculty
to accomplish his end, and to screen himsclf
from the detection he constantly fears.,

Here was an uncle and nephew plotting a
Foung girl’s migery——coolly and understandingly

consigning her to a lot, whieh, of all others, is’

most to be dreaded by a fomale heart.  She little
suspeeted their troachery—and where should she
not have first looked for deceit, rather than
among those who 'should have proved her pro.
tectors . Florindw had ever loved her uncle, and,
uatil she hod learned some of the evil traits of
Iis character, had respected Lim, too. Bmt as
she grew older and moro obsorvans, these things
forced themselves wpon her aitention, and she
was obliged to concede their trath to her own
hear?, thongh 'she movey made mention of the
matter to another. Of Petro—she had never
loved him; and while they were yet children and
playmates together, they conld never agree.

The deep, dark passions that Petro inherited
from his father, often Lroke eut on the mest
trivial pravoeation, to'the terror of Flerinda, un-
til she more feared than loved himm. As both
had grown older, Petro acquired more command
over his evil pagsions, and Flevinda had learned
1o look upon him with indifforenee ; and yet she
feit his absence for so long a time at Bologna
to be a relief from an unpleasunt restraint she
felt in his or her uncle’s prosence. - Signor Lin-

rezzi discovered this growing dislike of Lis nices

for himsckf; and this way another argliment witis

‘himaclf why he should resort to the proposed

stratagem to accomplish an end which otherwise
appuared to be receding farther and farther from
his grasp every hour,

His carncstnoss in the matter showed fully
that he had some private purpose in view, and
this Petro suspected, and he at length ascer-
tained his desire to cover up seme pecumiary
frawd he had committed upon her cstate. But
he was willing to let that remain in obscurity,
provided he could get the mamagement of the
rest, which was indecd an immense estate im
vahae, :

Such were the unele and nephew to her. But
as they stood now fogether—that is, the unels
and nephew'—the most casual observer would
have noticed that the business they were engagod
in but illy suited them. They were by no means
so heartless or mercenary as not to feel strong
compunctions. '

“Potro,” suid the uncle, “if you marry Flo-
rinda, remember you must yespees and chorish
her afierwards.”

“QOf course, I shall. You nced not lay an)\rT

mjenctions upon that score, my good uncle.”

“ Ay, "t will bo peor cnongh reparation for the:
loss of her freedom,” mused the uncle,

“Don't moralize,” said Potro. “ We are in
for the game, and must play it out, come whas
may.”

“MThat ia true,”

Sayiny which, the two silently saloted each
ether, and then separated, :

CHAPTER XIIL

THE ROADSIDE INN.

Tou shall see enon; 618 & koavish piece of work.—FHamler,

Nigrr came, and Flovinda counted the mo-

inents as they passed, anxioasly awaiting the

time at which she must feave the palace to meet
Cariton, according to his last dircctions. The
time so anxiously anticipated at length arrived,
and stcaling frem a private entrance to the Pa-
Jazzo, accompanicd by a faithful fomale servant,
who had been her attendant for years, she hur-
1ied on foot to the designated spot. She had
shrowdly avoided the cimployment of o vehicle,
degeming it more safe and expeditions thas to
make the passage to the spot on foot. {

There was one of the most delicate and high.
born beauties of all Tuscany wending her way
through the dark and deserted streets, attended
hy & single female as helpless as herself, She
was doing this for the love she bore to Caalton ;
she was risking thus her character, and perhaps
even her lifo, to be united to him she loved, the
rallant Americano.  On she sped, now hallf-ran-
uing, and now retiring within the deep ghade of
some projecting angle of the palaees that lined
the route, thus to screen herself from the obser-
vation of some passce-by, .

The gate was veached at the precise moment,
There stood, wrapped close in his ample cloak,
with hig hat slouched well over his eyes, him she
took for Carlton ; be stood apparently cxpecting
hee at the door of o caleche, With a whisper

of recognition, lie assisted her into the vehicle,
which immediately dashed off st a reckless speed
on the mountain-road. The reader need hardly
be told that this was Petro, who thas cunningly
exceuted the plan agreed upon, as we have al-
ready seen, between him and his uncle, Signor
Latrezzic Thus wo cxplain to the reader the
tableau we have presented him at the little rond-
side inn on the Apennines ; thus it was that Ie.
tro Giampetti, in place of Carlton, was wedded
to Signora Florinda, . o

Fuotal mistake! Ay, futal, indeed, was thas
unfortunate billet delivered by Florinda nnwit-
tingly to Petro. It was the author of all her
present misery, and the consequences to follow
were, if possible, of a still more fatal character,
In that little note, Petro possessed himself of an
agent which enabled him to work ont his treach-
erous plans—a key wherewith he unlocked the
purposes of Carlton, and made himself master of
his secret design. *We have seen, gentle reader,
to what use Petro put the information he had so
treacherously obteined, and mow wo will show
the close of this fatal drama.

While ¥lorinda was still insensible, and sur-
rounded by the servants of the house, under Pe-
tro’s directions, endesvoribg to resuscitate her, a
gingle Lorseman rode up to the door of the inn
on his way down the mountain. Dismounting,
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he stood by his weary steed for & moment, re-
garding both him and the ominous signs of the
weather, then turning to the attentive hostler, he
asked :

" How fur to Florence, sir ¥

“ A couple of leagues, signor,”

* And the gates elose at ten

“ 81, signor.”

“Can you aecommodate mo within

= i, signor.”

“ And my horse #*

“ 8i, signor.”’ .

“I may as well stop heve,” said Carlton, for
it was he, “as a fow miles nearer the city, for I
eannot enter until morning.” '

Resolving to tarry kere for the night, he threw
the bridic of bis weary steed to the hostler, and
entered the houge. 1o had ridden out from the
city carly that morning for cxercise and pleas-
ure, and had nscended many miles the wild and
magjostie Apennines to obtain s view of the gloxi.
ous seenery presented from their lofty heights,
and get a sight of the far-off Adriatic; he was
belated on his way, and resolved 0 go no further
in the deep dnrkness of the night. A storm, oo,
was evidently about to break im all its fury, and
might overtake him before another shelter eould

od immediately intg the little parlor of the inm
where the coremony had just been performed,
little anticipating the startling sceme that there
awaifed him. The astonishment of Carlton ai
beholding TFlorinda there, surrounded by the ser-
vants endeavoring to resuscitate her, with Petro
and his uncle, Signor Latrezzi, can letter be
imagdined than described, Twice did he dash
his kand across his.eyes, as i to assure himsolf
that hie was not decaming; then thrusting them
recklessly aside, he was about to raise her in his
arms, when Petro, who was taken completely by
surprise, recognized him, and, drawing Lis sti-
leteo, struck fiercely as his huart.

Carlton received the blow parily upon the
arm, wherc it inflicted a flesh wound enly.
Turning upon the Italian, with onc blow of his
muscular arm, he throw him prostrate upon the
floor; and half way across the apartment; then
drawing from the ample pocket of his riding-eoat
a pistol, he presented it at the infuriated Petro,
bidding him to stand back, or his fife should pay
the forfeit.

“By this light, onc step In advance and you
die 1’

Carlton was in earnest, and Petro could read
the determination of his spirit flashing from his

bo obtained. It was this latter inducement, in fjeye, and he quailed before it.  1le felt that he'

connection with the weary state of his horse, that
led lim to deeide upon stopping at 8o uninviting
4 house es the one in question,

It was n noble animal which he scemed to
have such consideration for, and was a gift of
the dulke’s from his own stable—an animal that
had already learned to love his new master, and
stood with arching neck, and Drilliant eye, as
though no lahor or fatigue coutd banisk his con-
scious pride. Tho young artist regarded him
with undisguised admiration, petted him by a
few gontle strokes wpon the head and akind
word, and said, * Yes, Prince, you and T will
tarry hero until morning, and po back to town
with remowed strength and vigor gained from
this mountain air.” o

Having scen that his horse was properly be-
stowed, Carlton returned to tlie house, and pass-

i

was in the wrong ; that the manly interfevence of
Carlton had »ight to back it; and this conscions-
negs, while it nnnerved his own arm, nerved
that of the artist’s. Carlton paused for a me-
ment, as if to consider what to do; he was
amazed eud confounded, and his hwm sunk by
his side.

Potro and his unele drawing together, ex-
changed a fow hasty words, while Curlton stood
there mute, as though struck dusah,

“Wo are two to ouo,” whispered Petro, ““lct
us upon him,” :

“Nay, he has o pistol; wo have only our
sworda,” )

All this passed in one instant of time; but
the next chapter muat describe the close, of the
scene which had assumed so trapic a charactey
and sach a fearful aspect.

CHAPTER XIV.

THE FINALE.

Zeme falls are means the huppler to avlse.— Cypnbeline.

Tue low rough room of that roadside inn pre-
sented a wild and tragic appearance at that mo-

“ment.  On the iloor, her head supported by her

fuithfal attendunt, lay tie insensible form of Sig-
nora Kilorinda. Just at her foct, and standing
between her and Petro, was the tall, manty per-
son of Carlton, Lis right hand holding a pistol
towards the bregst of the former, in whose dark
countensnee was depicted every evil passion of
the soul.  The servunts in their fright st the
sudden affray had vetived to o distant eorner of
the apartment, while in another, with his hands
over Lis face, as if to shut out the hormid scene
before him, stood the person of Florinda's uncle.

“TWhat moeans this scene?” agked Carlton.
“Can some of yo speak and tell me?  Gita,
what browght your mistress here, and nunder such

-escort T Bpeak out, pirl—EH protect yow.”

“Mreachery, signor, dark and deep 1 said the
girl, whom Florinda had found it neecssary to
make a confidant of in relation to the intended
elopement and marriage, ‘

“ Nohle business for an uncle and nephew !**

“ Repeat not those words,” said Petro, angrily.,

“I repeat them, and am ready to abide by
them,” said Carlton. ’

“ Cospotte I exelaimed Petro, in a rage.

“Ay, talk on,” said Calton; “so valiant a

Enight need have plenty of words at command.”

“Hold, for the love of the virgin, hold both of
ye!” said Bignor Latroz-i, foreseeing the ostus-
trophe that juust ensue, yob still remaining with
hizs face hid in his outspread hands,

“‘By our holy church,” said Pctro, * must I be
met at every turn by this brapgart of an Ameni-
can, who thwarts my’ dearest wishes, and foils
mo at every point? I tell thee I will have thy
heart’s blood I he continued, rusking wildly to-
wards Curlton,

The pistol was raised on a level with the head
of the revengeful Ttalian, as he advanced fari-
ously, with his stilcito reflecting the glance of
the lamps.  Carlton cried to him: )

“Have a care, Signor Teteo. Thy blood be
on thine own head.  Stand back, I sny.”

“ By heaven, I will not longor bear this 1™

“T have warned thee I o

But the enraged Petro heeded not the warning
of Carlten, npon whom le wns just about to
throw himself, when tho hiack throat of the pis-
tol emitted in liquid firo its fatal contents, and
when the stunniog cffcct of its voice and the
smoke had subsided, there lay the lifcless corpse
of Putro upon the floor at the fect of the Ameri-
can. The ball bad passed through his brain;
and thus, in the full tide of life, with health and,
strength, and, alas! with all the evil passions of
Itis hedrt in operation, and his soul craving the

;
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blood of his fellow-man, be had rushed in one
moment into eternity.
A fearful death, and a fearful thought ; but the

deed was now done, and there was no recalling

it. TIts fearful consequences were inevitable, and
ntust be borne by the actors in that seene in the
drama of life.

“Holy virgin, he is dead!” said Signor La-
trezzi, a8 lie bcnt over the inanimate form of
L¢tro.

' God forgive him 1 said Carlton, © Hc would:
have taken my life with that thivsty dagger 1
=7 By this light, you acted only in scif-defence,”
;%Zd the trembling landlord to Carlton.

“ Quick, sir,” said Carlton, “remove all ap-
pearance of thiy struggle before thelady revives.™

The sad finale of the tragic scene was at onee
enacted by the landlord and his people, who Lore
the body into a private apartinent,

Signor Latreszi, who had himself to blame for
the greater part of this fafal business, stood
korrov-struck by the sight now presented to his
view, If he was not the actunl murderer, was
Le not the instigator of the whole business ? e
put this question to his conscience, and it whiss
perced to him in deep and thrilling tones—guiity,
guilty ! Ho would have given everything he
possessed, ay, life itsclf, to have been able to
recall the whole transaction; Dut alas! it was
now too late, and the consciousness of his guilt
drove him nlmost to madness.

The servants, who had witnessed the whole
affuir, could testify that Carlton had acted only
in self-defonce in the matter, and from 2 con-
viction of this, they offered no interforence, Sig-
nor Latrezzi, after giving divections for the re-
moval of the bedy, took his departure towards
the city, without attempting to intoerfere with
cither Carltor or TFlorihda, whont Le left to
themselves unmolested.  Florinda happily was
ihsensible of the tragic scene performed in her
presence. When ghe revived, all traces of the
deed were removed, and she found herself in the
- care and protection of Cariton.

“Where am I?” she asked, as she reeovered
from the insensibility which lad seized upon her,
when she realized the treachery that had been
played npon her; her eyes resting on Carlfon,
she clung instinetively to him for protection.
She elosed them again, scarcoly daring to trust
their evidence, lest she should sgain realize that
seene.

“Is it a vision or reality ¥' she asked trem-
blinply of Carlton,

“ There is nothing done but has been undone,
dearest,” was the answer. *““You shall know
more when you are more compeosed.” :

“But, Carlton, the pricst married us,” said
Florinda, shuddering at the thought. < f am Lis
w?ﬁ !JJ

“ Compose thyself, dearcst; and believe me,
thou art no oue’s wife, hut still my dear Florinda.
All 15 well.” ’

By degrees ay Flovinda became more com-
posed, the whole matter was told to her; and
though she deeply sorrowed at the fatal necessi-
ty, yot sho conld not blame Carlton for taking
the life of him who was at the moment seeking

Jis. They sought her home in Florence, from .

whence Carlton was no longer excluded, bat
came and went 8t will.  Signor Latrezzi and he
never met ; but it was plain that the servants had
been ordered to admit him in futurc, as any other
respected guest of Signora FMorinda’s.

The uncle’s darling projoct was unterly deleat-
ed, and the hopes thereby of securing himself

from his just reward for the dishonest act he had
committed in approprinting a large sum of his

nicee’s property, was rendered abortive.  What
eourse did the old man pursue in this didemma?
He did that which he should lhave done years
before, as.soon as he awoke to the realization of
the erimo he had committed ; he went to Florin-
da, confessed his dishonesty, and begged her to
gpave his gray hairs from dishonor. Bhe was
but toe happy to relieve him {rom his misery and
suffering on this account. .

“Unele,” said she, “give thyself no further
uneasiness on this point, but sit thee down, and
draw a paper absolving thyself from the matter
in proper form, and I will sign it.”

The paper was drawn and signed, and Signor

Iatrozzi from that hour beeame a different man ;
be had thoroughly repented. -

¢ You are now content 2"

“T am, my doar Florinda, and thankfal to you
for thus relieving my mind.”

“ Say nothing about it, my deax uncle,”

T will not, save in action towards you, Flo-
rinda, who_have placed me under lasiing obli-
gations.” )

Though Carlton deeply rogretted the fatal oc-
currenee of that night ag the inn on the Apen-
nines, still his conscience did not uphraid him for
the part he had enacted ; for though he had tuken
the life of Petro, it wus done in self-defence, and
the court of Florence se decided, Carlion having
given himself op to trial. It would Lave gone
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hard with him, 6r any foreigner in Italy, and
especially in Tuscany, who should chance to be

thus siteated; but Carlton had the all-posvorful

influence of the Grand Duke Leopold exerted in
his favor, and in this ease justice was rendered.

True, it was some time before the Ameriern
artist was again received at court, or made his
appearance at the Grand Duke’s weekly cordon,
as public opinion was against him—and very
naturally, too, for he was a foreigner, and had
tnken the Jife of a citizen of Floreriee, and one
closely allied to the nebility and gentle bload.
But after the decision of the eourt~—which the
duke took good care to have made in the most
imposing and public form—was thoroughly un-
Jderstood, and the memory of the matter had
grown a little dim, Carlfon again resumed his
place at court, as the prefege of the Grand Dui:c
and royal favor was again shown him.

Signor Latrezzi shut himsel{ from society for
many menths almast hroken-hearted, now fully
realtzing the crror.of his conduct in relation to
Florinda and Petro. The gencrous act of the
dormer in whrolving him from the responsibility
fte had inenrred in relation to her cetate, had
done much to awaken his better fockings, Potro
hie had. loved with the affcetion of a father, and
e pow keenly movrned his wntimely end,  Peo-

TrHeE

ple saw the great change in Signor Latrezzi, for
he no lenger sought to oppress any one, but in
his few public dealings he was strietly honorable
and true.

e had indeed thoroughly reformed; he ne
ionger sought to interfere in the plans of his
aiece, who was left té follow her own wishes.
Out of respeet for her cwn feelings, and those of
her unclo—whem Florinda had now began to
respeet, seeing a complote change in him that
showed an honost and honorable purpose—her
preposed marriago was deferred for some wecks,
when at length, under the sanetion of the Grand
DBuke, Florinda and Carlton were enited to enck
ether, and found happiness in the love and con-
stancy of thelr own trae hearts. Thus happily
ended the kigh thoughts and bright dreams of
the humble painter.

Inone of the levely palaces whose lofty walls
of white bask in the warm sun of the Val I’Ar-
no, lives the last surviving Dranel of the nolle
honse of Carrati in the person of the peorless Sig-
norn Flerinda. Joyful and happy in domestic
felicity, there, tos, is Carlten, the American
artist, surrounded by everytlhing that wealth can
procure, or refined taste suggest, and master of
the unhownded estates of Carrati, but shove all,
happy in Florinds’s love.
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WA is to be dona?” exclalmed the man-
ager of the principal theatre in Havana. “What
is to be dono?” and he paced tﬁrmm in an-
pry despair. ¢ This is the seeond™me within =
woek that Signora Buonatti has been too ill to
sing—and to-night every seat is emgaged, the
houss will be full to overflowing. The andience
scarce ondured the first dissppeintment, and
how will they receive the second? O, for some
expedient. I must hunt the whole eity thraugh
till I find some one to supply her place decent-
1y ¥’ and seizing his hat, ¥iego Cartillos rush-
ed into the stroet, and was out of sight in a fow
minutes, . ’

“Alfin brillar, nell § rede,” sang a voice of sur-
pasaing swectness, which came frem round a
corner. Cartillos stopped sn instant in silont
ecsteey, and then hwrriedly advanced in the di-
rection of the sound. In frent of a handsome
house stood o young gh! apparently near sixteen
years of age, in poor but clean garments, and
holding a mandeline in her hand with which she
wes playing au accompaniment to the words
she was singing. The manager stood !istening
to it attentively, and as the rich, clear tones of
the girl dwelt on the lower notes, or rose with a

birdlike gush to the higher ones, he conld scarce

restrain some display of hif delight. Suck,
however, it was not his policy to exhibit, and
when at the close of the song, she timidly ap-

proached him, and, lifting her mandoline and’

large, sad eyes at %he same time, besowght him
in broken Bpanish to give her a singla marave-
di for pity’s sake, he coldly drew forth a few
small coins and handed them te her.

“This is & poor way cfearning your support,””
answered he. : ‘

“T know it—bnt i is all the one I have,”

“ Xt is a pity, for you seem to be an honest
sort of a body, *and perhaps with the assistance
of friends you might be made something de-
cent,” then without noticing the indignant flush
that had risen to her cheek, he continucd,  Now
¥ am willing te help you—that is, it you're re-
spectable and humblo-minded, and T wilt lot you
sing in my theatre, although¥am sure I shall
lose by it.”

The first impulse of the young girl was to re- -

fuse with anger, the proposal offered almost in
an insulting manner, by the hard, avaricious
man, but & moment’s reflection shewed her she
could not afford to be particular in choosing the
manners of an employer, aud she replied :
“YWhy are yon willing to take astranger who has
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no claims upon you, if yon are certain you will
be aloser by so doing ¥ '

‘" Beeanso, although I shall be at an extra
expense for a while, I am in hopes you will re-
pay it sometime,” he replied, with a scowl at
being questioned, ¢ Come, what say you ¥

“Tam willing to better my condition, sir, and
as for being humble in my manners, fow are oth-
erwise who have their living to oarn,” replied
the maiden, with & touch of haughtiness, -

“Then come with me,” said Cartillos, lead-
ing the way to the house he had quitted a short
time preyions. When they were seated, the
manager commenced guestioning his companion,

It i3 rather a singular thing for a street mu-
sician to sing such songs as you do, and insucha
manner,”—then, afier a pause, during which she
did not valunteer any informationen the subjoct,
he renewed the attack, with, * You must have
had some instruetion. Who was your teacher1”

“A countryman,” was the reply.

Baffled in this divection, Cartillos commene-
ed in a fresh quarter, ‘

““You are an Italian, I suppose 17

“Fam.”

 Of what part are you a native 2"’

“Before I came to Havana, I resided in
Naples.” ’

The managoer bit his lip at the small amount
of informatienr he obtained, and commenced
again, ‘

“ One of the troupe is ill, and T wish to obtain
some one to supply her place-~but I suppose
you are unacguainted with any opers "'

“Iwill engage to perfect myself in any one
within a week.”

“T cannot wait so lIong. Tonight is the
evening I most desire your services,” Cartillos
replicd, in despair,

“What is announced in the programme 7"

¢ Lcin,” was the gloomy response,

*“If thatis all, sir, I ask but seven hours
practice and stndy, I am familiae with it, but
need instruction in the acting of it.”

Her companion ¢agerly replied that he would
engage her for that night at lcast, and was de-
parting to send some one to imstruct her, when
she timidly inquired : \ '

““ But my dress, sir—how shall I arrange that
matter ¥

0, I'll see to that! You prepare yourselfin
the part—PlE do the rest,” and he was gone- in
an instant.

Night came, and also a crowded house. Pres-

ently the people hecame impationt, snd with
eagerness called for tha commencement of the
performance ; at the expiration of five minutes
whistling, screaming, stamping, etc., the man-
ager made his appearance and announced  that
Signora Buanatti was unable to appear, but
Signorina Zampieri had kindly offered to take
her place ! But the audience did not take it
kindly—the Iady was unknown to them, and
who could say enything about her singing—
besides, they had excused the favorite vocalist
once, and they were not to be put off in this
same way again, Accordingly, & tremendous
hiss arose, in the midst of which the unfortunate
manager rattled off the physician’s certificate,
letting his voice drop, aud flat away towards the
end most comically, then hastily departed for the
side scones.

In a few minutes the young delutante appear-
ed, She was rocoived with n chilling silence,
broken only by a few faint elpps from soms half
doven good-natared persons, in consideration of
her yomth and beanty. In defisnce of her pre-
possessing appearance, the audionce scamed de-
termined that they would mot bo cheated or flat-
teved into a single oxpression of approbation,
Lbut the manager observed with rising hape thet
they forbore to hiss. Undismayed, and regard-
less of the recepiion sho met with, the young
girl, with perfect composure, began her role
As she continued, the whole richness and beauty
of her voice were brought out, and wholly un-
able to withstand such wonderful, unexpected
melody, the people manifested - their delight
loudly, and at the conclusion of the opera, Sig-
novina Zampieri was called for loudly. At the
tequest of the manager, she came forward, and
with polite indifference bhowed in réply to the
applesse,  Signora Duonatti was furgotten!
The people were amazed at the nonchalant man-
ner of the young favorite, who actually received
2 burst of enthusiasm, such as rarcly had groeted
any singer, with such coolness—who and what
was this slender, youthful being, that was neither
awed by their sternness, nor delighted at their
praiges ¥’

The selfish, scheming Cartillog at ence per-
ceived he had made s fortunate speculation, and
hastened to engage his prize for a year at one
third her real value, s the next day proved
when notes came flocking ia from all directions,
urging her to name her own price. With a
feeling of deep indignation Teresa Zampieri de-

termined after her engagement with Cartillos ex-
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piced, that hie should never acquire another far.
thing by er. She speedily became the pet of the
people, yet notwithstanding her surprising good
fortune, nothingshad the power to charm her out
of the subducd manrer so unnatural iz one so
young, or throw a lightsome sparkle into those
large, dark, melancholy cyes, while almest the
first exclamation made by every one on hearing
her sing, was, “ Her voice sounds like s foun-
tain of tears I Tho only thing that absorbed
and rendered her forgetful of the present, was
her music, and when in the opers, her whole
being seemed merged into the character she was
representing.  Her large, sad eyes grew still
larger and sadder, and she seemed like one in &
dream—it was with her o passion, an existence.

But she was subject to many ahnoyances from
Cartillos, who constantly touk advantage of her
ignorance comcerning money matters, which
Florian Geraldi, tho handsome tenor of the
troupe, plainly perceived end with burning indig-
nation. He wounld have protected hor and pre-
vented theso impositions, but they were both
young, and he feared his motives might be mis-
understood, and go he coutinued from day to
day, each showing him plainer that his heart
wus given to the beantiful songstress, whose
course had been so like a comet, rising from
derkness, and no one knew whither, for all felt
instinetively that o mystery lhung over the
young girl. - At last some fresh act of injustice
on the part of Cartillos thorough!y aroused Ge-
raldi, who, at the risk of losing hus situation, de-
termined to tell Terese how mnch she was im-

posed upon. The mournful tone and manner

with which sho replied—"“Alas, I am aware I
have no friends to protect me,” quite startled
her companion out of his composure, He had
resolved never to speak of his affection till ho
had more reason for hope than he then possessed,
but at these words his resolation wag forpotten,
and rapidly, earnestly, he detailed his past wish-
es and present hopoes, and urged her to reply.
For an instant she was silent, but then she ad-
dressed him in firm, sad, yet kind tones.

“This declaration is wholly unexpected to
me, and while I connot but he flattered at the
compliment—the highest a mun can offer, I am
obliged to decline it.  Your pity for me has per-
haps misted you into the belief that you love me,
but you will soon forget ono that caél never be
yours,”

Geraldi, who thought she might doubt he lov-
¢d her sufficiently, way about to assure her on

that point, but he had scarcely commenced
speaking, ere she interrupted him.

“ Even supposing I loved you as I ought to
the man whose heart I take into my keeping,
there are obstacles—do not ask what—sych be-
ing the case, is it not best to conquer all but
friendship in the beginning ¢

“Alas, it may be easy for yon to counsel who
do not endure, but this iz not the beginning of
my love,” murmured the Italian, in despairing
accents, as he lefs her,

The tone and mournful eyes made Teresa un-
happy ; she regretted deeply the nceessity of

might unavoidably be the canse of more disap-
pointments than even the beautifal are generally,
and with a sigh realized that in accordance with
her principles, she must draw yet more tightly
the lince of isolation about her. Life already
had but few pleasures, and even this scanty lst
must be curtailed. Geraldij eonvineed that his
poverty and comparative obscurity were the ob-
joctions to him, determined they should not
long remain a barrier, and immediately on the
expiration of his engagement with Cartillos, de-
parted for his native land, determined not to
rsee Teresa Zampieri again till he had won a
name worthy her acceptance. Ho mention-
ed his plans to mo one, however, but bidding
farewell to his friends departed on his errand.

Time flew hy, and Teresa was relensed from
her engagement.  Cartillos begged carnestly
that she would continue with him, bat the young
girl told him just her sentiments regarding his
conduct, and much as he regretted his past error,
it did not help the maiter in the least. Iingapge-
ments from far and near poured in upon ter,
and the only difficaity was, which to choose,

“ Somewhat of contrast!” thouglt Terees,
* One short year ago, I scarce knew whera te lay
my head. Heigho! Methinks my present sta.
tion elevated ns it may appcar—but what! is
this foolish heart forever erying more " and the
tears so seldom permitted to visit those sad,
dreamy eyes, now came unchecked. Her sor-
row once indulged, returned more and more
often; so to divert her mind, Teresa Zampiert
visited distant countries, always aveiding Italy,
however, and journeyed and sang without ces-
sation. This constant exertion was too mnch
for her to bear, and she was obliged to omit sing.
ing entirely for several months, durjng which
time she travelled through many delightfnl

giving pain.in " this world, thongh she felt she -

places, and frequently recalled those days in-
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. after years, as some of the happiest she had

known. At the expiration of her wanderings
‘'she returned to Havana refreshed, and compara-
tively happy, to commence a new engagement.
"This was the third year of her theatrical life, and
Teresn was now nearly twenty years of age,
and though so young, she possessed the man-
ners of an accomplished, experienced womnn., It
wasg a matter of wonder to all, that amid such a
throng of suitors as she was known to possess,
she yet remained Teresa Zampleri; but few
dared request the guardieuship of the peerless
girl, for it scemed as though Detween her and
themselves a vast gulf Jay. And notwithstand-
ing superior rank and position, many a noble
felt himself swed by the unaffected dignity of
the aetress.

Ono evening as the breathless mnltitude were
listening to tho soft, high note the songstress
had already sustaingd for several messures, ns
Ler eyes suddenly rested on a fignre in a box
near the stage, it was interrupted by a wild,
piercing shrick from the blanched lips of Tercsa,
who instantly fell senseless.  In & second all was
confusion. The orchestra stopped short in the
middle of a note, the curtain was speedily low-
ered, several ladies fainted, and the audience
were in o fover of excitement, each one tatking
to his neighbor,

“ We must be earefal of our treasure,” said
one, “or we shall lose it.”

“ What is the matter ¥’ eagerly asked another.

* That last note was held too long,"” suggested

 athird.

“A toueh of the heart complaint I should
think,” cte.

‘When the manager annonnced that Signorini
Zampieri rvequosted the indulgence of a fow
minutes before rosuming her performance, there
was a general expostelation, so much had she
endeared herself to every heart. Bat the man-

, ager assured the nudionco that the lady thanked

them for their considernte kindness, but that she
was perfectly recovered, and preferred finishing
the little thet remained of the opera. When
she reappeared, the burning cheek and glitter-
ing eye deceived many asto the suffering she en-
dured. Mer goze restlessly sonmght the figure
thet had caused her emotion, and as she met the
person’s glance, a shudder pagsed over her, At
first her voice tremhled with weakness, but
meeting the mocking, sneering triumph in that
sarcastic face, the blood boiled in her veins, snd
trembling with indignation, she startted the an-

dience with the wild burst of scorn she threw
into the part she was representing. The strang-
er at first turned pale with anger and surprise at
the surpassing delineation, but the next instant
his ¢yes gleamed with malicions ‘satisfaction,
which seemed to chafo the singer to madness,

At the conclugion of the opera, Teresa, with
feverish impatience to arrive at home, was has-
tily leaving the theatre, when she fancied she
saw in the front entrance doorway that Mephis-
tophiles-like face, and ordering the conchman
to drive to her lodgings as apeedily as possible,
threw herself back upon the cushions, and re-
pressed a strong inclination to take a cortain in-
dividual’s web of lifa ont of tho hands of Fate.
In a few minutes sho arrived at the hotel, and
entering her parlor stood face to face with the
stranger, who had risen with the most ezsy cool-
ness, and advanced to meet her.

“ Mille pardons m’amie, for tHe intrusion, but
T have not secn yon so Iong, that I was quite
unable to resist the temptation of & enll.”

Teresa, overpowered with the most painfal
emotions, sank into s seat and coversd her face
with her bands. . With an expression of savage
pleasure, her tormentor approached quite near,
and said;

“1beg, my charming friend, that you will net
put yourself to the fatigne and trouble of a sen--
timental reception, for I sssure you it will be en-
tirely wasted.” ’

These words ronsed the young girl from her
stupor of agony, and raising her form to its full
height, she exclaimed :

* Brandini Villani, it would appear that the
just avenging God hath forgotten thee, miserable
sinner, but it matters not ; cternity, mothinks,
will be long enough for thy punishment.” Then
with Iess passion, but with regal, even awful
dignity, she freczingly inquired—'" What have
you to say "’

For an instant the wretch was intimidated,
but noticing the tremor of Teresa’s whole frame,
and mistaking it for fear, concealed heneath af-
fected scorn, he regained his assurance and
tauntingly replied :

“Tt is & trifling oversight, ma cher®, to affect a
callous indifference towards me, when I have the
charm with a single glance to render you im-
seneible, and to make yon tremble at the mere
sound of my foicc-—-no, no, Teress, it will not
do. While my presence affects you thus, T know
the power to fascinate has not yet deserted mo.”

“ Contemptuous wretch! ‘With what feclings
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does the scaly, venomous serpont ingpire one
when he approaches with slimy track and fetid
breath, with stealthy, coil and sickening glare ?
Think you would not #hat fascinate with terror,
canse & tremble of disgust, and produce insen-
sibility and delirium that such & loathsome rep-
tile shonld exist and breathe the same air? Yet
having now called forth that emotion in its deep-
est degree, you rejoice to have moved me!
Truly you have, and I can conceive your mind
just fitted (0 appreeiate the honor I

The worst passions of Villani were now thor-

oughly .nwake, and he retorted with flashing |-

eves and a florce tone, while his face even to
his lips, turned livid white.

“You may regret your liberal use of words
when I unfold my errand. I will trouble you
for half your procoeds for the Iast year I"

With blazing eyes, from which sparks of fir
actually scemed to flash, and a form that ap-
peared to dilate, Teresa turned full upon Villani,

“How now, traiforous villain? Is net your
list of perjurics, thefis, deceptions and murders
long etipugh, but you must add to it, ere you are
qualified to become the privy councillor to the
arch flend 2  Get thee hence, grovelling worm,
ore the lightnings of heaven blast thee !

At this instant the storm which had beon gath-
ering, burst with fury over the city, and the daz-
#ling sheet of ffame was succeeded by a denfen-
ing, rattling peul of thuader. Teresa sank on
her knees beside o lounge and buried her fiuce in
gilent prayer ; even Villani turned pale and mov-
ed to tho centre of the apartment, where he stood
with- folded arms and compressed lips. DIres-
ently the violence of the tetapest abated, and the
pallid Brandini approached Teresa, who had
not changed her position, and had forgotten in
the stormn almost the existence of her persocu-
tor, and in a low, dogged voice, said :

“I am waiting for your reply.”

With a faint shriek Teresn raised her head,

“1 thought you wers gone—do you wish to
tempt me furcher?”

" Wil you give the money 7"

“T wilt not!”

“Beware! Think again!”

“You have my answer. Never, while life
remains, will T give snother reply !’

Villani bent over hor aud whispered 8 word ;
with a wild, agouized shrick she sprang to her
foet arid gazed wildly inte his face and in feeble,
broken aceents, exclaimed :

(3 no, ne, not that—it would kill me, Villa-
ni, Villani! You are not in earncst 77

“Trost certainly am, madam, and I give
you just five minutes to decide which alterna-
tive you will choose,” and he drew out his watch
and steadily gazed upon it. At the cxpiration
of that time, ‘Teresa, with a pale, teyful face,
kneli before him, and in faint, despairing tones,
murmured :

“I accept your terms I Villani’s eyes lighted
up with a fierce pride, as he excluimed :

I thought to bring you to terms 1”

“Tempt me not, Brandini Villani!?” vehe.
mently replied Terosa, rising with flushing eyes ;
“you may romse me vet beyond endurance—
bewsare !"* and she pressed hor hand to her heart,
while an expression of pain crossed her counte-
nanee. Theextreme physical suffering so plain-
Iy marked, seemed to move even the hard, un-
feeling Villani, who, taking her hand, said :

“Tam sfraid you are ill, ma belle,” then ag he
gazed upon hor lovely form and face, half affec-
tionately,half in defiance, he suddenly exclaimed :
“( Teresa, you'ro the handsomest woman I
ever saw. 1 could love you so, if you'd let me.
Why can’t we be friends, Teresa? T know 1
did wrong, but why need we make an eternal
umarrel of the matter, Ah, my charming prize,
why not transfer to me the afection you are
wasting upon one, who, perhaps ere this, is false .
to youn, and—"

“Silence! T have borne too long with you
from weakness and inability to speak,.but de-
part now, or I recant my promise of sul:mission.”

“To hearis to obey—though the vequest mighs
bave been couched in more polite terrns,” re-
turned Villani, his former cold, sareastic man.
ner returning with every word he uttered, I
may do myself the pleasure to -call again, my
love—at present I wish you a goed night and
pleasant dreams—of mo I and the door closedy
on his sardonic smile. ‘

“Alag,” excluimed Teresn, “he has a hold
npon me I dave vot sttempt to dispute.”

The next morning as she was leaving the
stage,’afccr rehearsal, she was met at the green
room door by a familiar face, fine, manly and
handsome—yes, it was Geraldi! With a glad
cry of surprise and delight, Teresn sprang for-
ward, and taking the outstretched hand of the
young man, said in her joyous, musical voice:

“ Welcome, my dear friend ! How you have
improved--I have heard of tho Iaurcls you have
won!”
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#And you too, Signorina Zampierie—you are
paler and thicner than you were when I last saw
you. Tknow you have prospersd as well ag
myself, for Fame has not been idle with your
hame,”

“ Really signer, we are exquisitely polite and
complimentary to cach other, but this is hardly
the place for a lengthy conversation,” snid Te-
vesa, laughing, and coloting somewhat, as she
met the slightly mischicvous glanees of the loung-
ers who generally are to be found in thontres——
“if you are st liberty, why not step into the car
riage, and drive home with me 77

“I shall he most happy,” replied Geraldi,
with a radiant, delighted smile, as he accompa-
nied her to the vehicle. ’

For some time the presence and vivacity of
Geraldi roused Teresa from her serious, almost
melancholy munners, and the wise onos looked
knowing, and said :—* Fhey had always thought
it would come to something 1"

At last Geraldi did what every one was ex-
pecting him to; for finding TPeresa alone one
morting, he ugainoffered himself with far better
hopes and prospects than he had three Fyears

" ago. To his infinite pmazement, the color fled

from Teresa’s check, and covering her face with
her hands, she sank upon a lounge with o wild
burst of grief.  Gleraldi, quite at a loss to inter-
pret the nature of this emotlon, surprised af its
excess in one so generally self-posscssed, hesi-
tated what cowrse fo pursue, but at length said,
in a low tong

“May I hope ¢

“Hope I”” repeated Teresa, in a bittor tone—
“what have Tor any connsttion with me to do
with that word. O Mary mother, help me—help
me I she wailed in & fresh agony as her whole
frame tremhled with cmotion.

Geraldi knew not what to say; with any other
person he would have endeavored to soothe and
discover the cause of this grief, but the agitation
of Teresa was so fearful, and in her so unnatural,
that he dared not question ; he therefore did the
next best thing, which was to keep silent. In a
few minutes the storm had exhausted itself, and
with sternly composed features she rose and ad-
dressed Gieraldi.

“Forget this! Tt s seldom my feelings ob
tain such mastery over me, but my dark fate oc-
curred so vividly to my mind, that it quite over-
powered me.” '

“ Why not renounce it then? T would strive
ro earnestly to make a brighter one for you.”

After o moment’s hesitation, she seemed to
conquer some Inward strife, and said, in a low
Y0108 :

“T had thonght never to have told it to any
human being, bat you sre entitled to an cxplas
nation, and you are too hoxorable to CXpose me
~—Flortan,” here her face wus averted— Flgs
rian, I love another I

Tor an instant Geraldi remained without mo-
tion, then darting forward he scized her hand,
imprinted one despairing kiss upon it, and with-
out a word, was gone,

Teress wrung her hands and exclaimed—
“Villani, Villari!  Could you know whut I
suffer, even your hard heart would pity me v

The afternoon dragged heavily along, and
evening was approaching, when o knock st the
door sroused Teresa from o restless reverie.
Bidding the perdon enter, she belcld Villani,
who scated himself by her side, and informed her
that he had something to propose which might
pleasc her. Teresa wondering what it could be,
begged him to proceed.

“ I sincerely repent the compact T oiliged
you to make, and now wish to destroy it.”

Teresa looked nt him in undisguised astens
ishment. “Ido not think I understand you—
is it your wish that I should enjoy the whole of
the proceeds of my singing ¥

“You have said it.”

“Aud what concession am I to make in re-
turn ¢ ghe inguired, a8 though suspicious some
greater enormity than he had yof been guilty of,
was intended,

““What return ? O Teresa, cannot you com-
prehend and beliove, that I expeet and desire
none 1" - )

I know not how I should, sinee your whole
condnet has hardly been such as to impross me
very profoundly with the idea that gencrosity is
& prominent characteristic of Signor Villani’g 1

8y no more—let us be friends, Teresa. I
will do all T can for you, and do not utter re-
proaches for what is a misfortune to me, although
it were a glory to any other.” '

His companion scarco crodited her senses.
Woas it possible that Villani, her tormentor and
criel persecutor, indeod wished her well and
desired to hecome her friend 2 Issocmed steange,
yet his manner wes more like truth than she had
aver seen it before, and she felt she rad perhaps
wronged him, that beneath all, a heart, human
and accessible to some gencrous emotion, yet
beat, and her own noble, ingennous nature, ever
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resdy to accuse itself and offer atonement, im-
pelled hor to extend both hands to Villani and
1y :

lFer"‘Jlr’ardcm me, I have wronged yon—it is in-
deed worse than foolish to cherigh animosity to-
ward each other, and henceforth let us not for
get we are of one great family, equally cared for
by our heavenly Father!” .

Villani took Teresa’s hands, and kissing them,
thanked her so warmly and earnestly that she
could rot doubt his sincerity, and though she
was aware love wes impossible, she hopf:d te.
respect him more than she had done, Villani
on his part, had acquired enough by Teresa to
afford this sceming generosity, and his sole ob-
jeet was to win her leve; he wes well aware if
his motive was known to her, she would not
have sccepted this proflered friendship, and he
rejoiced that his past conduct had been such. as
to forbid the supposition that he scught anything
wmore, Presently there eame a puuse in the con-
versation, and Villani, after gozing intently upon
his eompanion, observed :

“How much you have altered since I first
gaw you, Teresa. I supposc it is partly owing
to your nataral progress from childhood to wo-
manhood--why, yor must be nineteen ¥

“ Just twenty."” :

“ Perhaps you are cven handsomer than you
were four years ago, although I see you{have
caliled in the ald of foreign crnament—it wasg
the wisest course, however.”

The rich color which suddenly dyed Teresa's
cheeks, most certainly was net the gifs of art,
yet she assented to Villani’s words. )

¢« Not but what ¥ think your beauty sufficient
to chailenge improvement—indeed, I prefer you
a8 you used to be—but you are lovely enough to
cause heart aches as it is.”

After some ferther conversation, Villani, sny-
ing it was time for Teresa to prepare for the
opera, teft her. No sooner did the door clos(.a,
than loosening the rich masses of jetty hair
whieh formed a veil around her and desconded
far below her waist, Teresa advanced to a large

mirror, and without o shadow of vanity ora
smile, gazed steadily at her reflection, Never
had a glass shown a fairer fice or form to the
gzer. B [ .
The image that met Teresa’s glance was
majestic, with a regal expression of countenance,
A Dbroad, but not too high brow, eyes dark as a
raven’s wing—mno, they are only deep, golden

together with the ever dilating pupil, gif'e tha
impression that they are darker, 2 comple_xmn of
sunny olive, and locks which arc (‘.ertal!'lly the
hue of night; & form richly mGIl:lL}Ed and of
perfect gymmetry, from the exquisite head to
the slippered foot, stood before her. Surely it
was not a vision from which my lady hn.d. cause
to turn in vexation, yet with an expression of
georn, and a bright flush appﬂren.tly of shame,
mounting to her cheek, she impat:enﬂ;-r moved
away, and commeinced braiding up the rich treas
es. Throwing o mantle on her shoulders, she
descended to tho carriage and was soon af the
era house.

OPDuring the evening, in tho midst .of tt.xe per-
formance, Teresa’s eye it for the flest time on
the mearest stage box. A mist overspread _her
eyes, her breath came hot and thick, a dizzy
sense of overpowering fulness stole upon her,
and when the time eame for her response, she had
hardly the strength to perform hier part ;.yet she
acquitbed herself so well, ¢hat her ermotion was
unnoticed. ‘The person who causcd this wild tu-
mult in Teresa’s frame, was a stately, handsoma.
man, evidently of high birth, and apparently
forty-five years of age, alihough the raven curls
around the high, majestic brow were untouched
by time. The slightly aquiline features; a.n‘d
dark, flashing cyes, revealed the laughty spirit
within, which was softened, however, by the leok
of sorrow around the mouth, and the gencral exe
pression of a settled grief. e wis (h’f}SSCd in
black, relieved by & brilliunt and splendid order
on the left breast, and unaccompanicd, save by
a sorvant in white and gold livery.

The nobleman, for snch his nppearance.de
clared him, was evidently a stvanger in the city,
for every glass was lovelled st him, bl}t h‘e seems
ed quite unconsciows, and wholly mtilffcren.t.
At the conclusien of the opers, roused f::om his
langnor by the thrilling manner in whl.eh Te-
resa rendercd the last aria, the now animated
listener rose and grocefully threw a gariend of
white lilies with such admirable precisios, that
they encircled the beautiful head of Teresa; upon
which the audicnce, delighted at the complis
ment paid in $o marked a manner, 1o less ?0 the
well known purity, than the wonderful voice c_)f
their favorite, made the theatre ring with their

lause. .
“PE\S soon as possible, Teresa arrived ag her
own apartments, :md throwing hersel{ on her
knees, buried her face in the cushions of & lounge,

brown, yet the long lashes and eyebrowa of jet,

while faint murmuozs ond sebs slong broke the
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stillness. Nearly a quarter of an hour had elaps.
ed, when the opening of the door roused her, and
starting up, she bebeld Villani sbout to enter.
Hastily motioning him net to advance, she
wildly srid ;

“Forbear! Do not cross that thrashold to-
night! Villani, T have seen Aém this very even-
inp—Nhe sat so near T might almost have touched
him—so near, and yet not a thought that I was
more to him than any other of that crowd ! Bear
with me for this night-I must be alone,”

* It shall be as you wish-—1 will speak of what
brought me here some other time, perhaps to-
morrow.”

“ To-morrow let it be then.”

Preseitly Teresa beeame calmer, yet through
the remainder of the night she sat by the open
easement without motion or apparent lifo, think.
ing ovor bitter memorics without a gleam of
bope to illwnine the futnre.

After Teresa’s first agité.tion had subsided,
the stranger’s presence scomed to exort g most
powerful and ealming influence wpon her mind,
He was seldom absent at hor performances, and
it seomed to pive her an increass of atrength as
well as happiness ; she always reesived some
token of his detight, and many seid'the Duke Jj
Castiglioni—~s0 he was called~had a very su-
perior taste, and wondered what would come of
it. Villani had exacted 2 promise from Teresa,
that she would not permit an introduction to
bim, and shortly afier loft the city for a fow
weelis, ‘ .

Teress folt relieved by his absenee, althongh
they were no longer enemies, and her mode of
life was unchanged, Newmly o fortnight had
elapsed, when another ineident oceurred that
changed the whole futare of her life. One even.
ing Teresa eagerly sought the familiar face of
the foreign nobleman, but in vain, and a disap-
pointed look replaced the smile ; bug presently
he entered the acenstomed place, followed by a
young man of aristocratic bearing, but no like-
ness bespoke them to be father and son. “Teresa

instant, percoiving they both glanced at some
one on the opposite side of the house, she smil-
ed bitterly, and thought—- How should they
know me, in this place, and so altered 1’

Lete that night when the city was wrapped in
slumber, a lamp burned brightly in Teresa’s
chamber, and a fignre paced wildly up and down
with clasped hands and floating hair, At last
the restless girl stopped and exelaimed :

“IfTam wrong, Hesven help me—but this
agony is killing me! If I sin, T am sinned
ngainst, and God judge botween us, Villani 1

Then hurriedly, as though foarful her resoln-
tion would falter, Teresa drew her writing-desk
towards her, and wrote a note so rapidly, nad
with so unsteady 2 hand, that there was little ro-
semblance to her usunl writing, and then sought
for sleep—but in vain—and nt the earliest pos-
gible hour ghe despatched a messenger with the
note. .

Just ag the honr of eleven chimed, the door
of the room where Teresn sat, was opened, and
a servant, annonneing Signor Da. Vinei, ushered
in the young stranger of the preceding night.
He advanced with a puzzled, inquiving expres-
sion, aud with n slightly apologetic bow, said ;
“1 came, in accordanco with a request oxpregs.
ed in a note from Signorina Zampieri.”

“I presume yon wore somewhat surprised,
signor, but my motive must be my excuse, I
huve a friend in whom you were greatly inter-
ested, and who wishes you to be made acquaint-
ed with the solution of the mystery which sep-
arated her from you.”

The gentleman had hitherto been vuly atten-
tive, but at these last words, an expression of
eager Inquiry pervaded every feature. Tercsa
eontinued :

“ This lady, five yoars ago, was betrothed to
Leonarde Da Yinci.”

“ Mysctf 1

“Iom aware of that fact, but permit me to
continue without interruption. Well knowing

her father would never consont to her magriage,
a plan of elopement was arranged. On the ap-
pointed night, the ludy, according to agreement,
stole to the palace steps, and sceing in the deep
shadow 2 gondola which drew up as she ap-
proached, doubted not that the oecupent was her
lover.. She was received, to hor belief, in his
Beveral times in the course of the evening she [ arms, the light was burning but dimly, and for
fancied o look of recognition passed over his [ greater security her companion, who was mask-
face, and onee, when he touched his companion’s | ed, proposed in a whisper that she should cover
arm, her heart leaped to her mouth, butin an | ber face also. She was nearly beside herself

turned pale as marble, but a tear started to her
ey6 as she observed the complete friendship and
affection that cvidently existed between them,
and a thrill of anguish shot through her heart,
a5 she murmured, while her oyes-met the young
stranger’s gaze-—*"So near-yet so distant 1”
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with agitation, and when the gondola drew up
at a little chapel standing nearly by itself, she
wnhesitatingly accompanied him, and knelt be-
side the altar where stood a priest and at-
tendants,

“ 8o absorbed with the varieus and conflieting
emotions in her heart, she uttered the responzes
mechanically, and when she roge, the chrpel was
deserted, save hy her husband and herself.
Turnlng to him, what was her hovror at scefng
not Leonarde Da Vinel, as she had suppesed,
but Villani Brandini, s rejected suitor, and
geeming friend to Da Vinet, whohad discovered
the plan of escape by some means, and revenged
himself upon the lady in this manner, In spite
of her resistance, she was carried to Brandini’s
palace, from wheneo in three days ghe escaped ;
gnd fearing her futher wonld nover grant his
forgiveness, knowing she was forever separated
from the one to whom her heart was given, she
managed by the eale of several valuable jewels
which she had wpon her person at the time of
her flight, to proeure a passege to Naples, where
ghe hoped to turn her nnmerous accomplish-
ments to advantage.

" Snortly aftor her errival in that place, an
American family, who were in need of a govern-
s for two little girls, met with her.  Ier ap-
pearance spoko so strongly in her favor, that
motwithstanding the absenee of credentials, they
engaged her, and in o little while soiled for
America.  When noar the place of their desti-
natton, & viclent storm arose, and they were
shipwrecked. The young girl was lashed to a
gper, end tho last thing she remembered was,
being washed overboard by a mountain wave.
Shoe was picked up by a merchant vessel bound
for Havana, There she arrived in a state of
utter destitution, and she who was omnce the
companion of princesses, wis ohliged to sing in
the street for a living, and now—" .

« Vigla——my long sought love—where, where
is she ?”

#§he stands bofore you t” said a thrilling
voice, while Teresa, now divested of her disguise,
stood with clasped hands, eagerly garing at Da
Vinei, her tong, bright golden curls enveloping
hee as with o veil.  In an instant 1da Vinci, re-
covering from his overwhelming surprise, had
folded her to his heart. Viola, as we musi now
enll her, afier an instant’s silence, disengaged
hergelf, saying :

« YWe must not forget that we can never be
more than friends, Leonarde,”

. «Never more than friends, Viola! Why do
you not know that you are froe 2

“Free! What is it yon mean ¥

«Js it possible you still beliove yourself Bran-
dini’s wife 7"

“ Belieye myself! Am Inot?”

_#No, my own desrest Viola! Tt was no
priest who performed that' ceremony. Two
years since, a dying man confessed that for a
large sum he had. assumed the character of &
minister of God, and performed a mock mar-
ringe between Brandini and yourself Your fa-
ther and T have been secking you ever since your
flight, and at last onr dearest wish is granted.”

“ You are sure ke will forgive me #”

 Porgive you! He has sought for you with
the blessed hope of clasping you omnce more in
his arms before he died—for years, 0 Viola, we
heve all suffered deeply.”

“We have, indeed, but”now—" a shudder
passed over her as sha clung closer to Da Vin-
ci, on hearing & gquick footstep in the hall.
Another moment and Brandini was face to face
Wwith Leonarde. 'We leave the seere that follow-
od to the reader’s imagination; the torrent of
rago which Villani poured forth, together with
the fatigue she had lately undergonme, camsed
Teresa to faint in Da Vinei’s syms, when Bran-
dinl, finding his villany was discovered, made a
linsty retreat. A message was despatched for
the Duke di Castiglioni, and in an hour Viola
was in his arms, and receiving his full and free
perdon. .

A week afterward the now united famly were
leaving Havana, the scene of so much grief and
joy. ‘Teresa stood om the steamer’s deck, with
her ‘hushand gazing at the city, when the pilot
came on board.

« Quite an affair camo off lust night,” he said
to the captain; *an Italian gentleman, Signor
TBrandini, who ran throngh 2 splendid property
in his own country &nd was a spendthrift hero,
was found dead—Dblew out his brains—it was
supposed to bo some love affuir that caused it.”

Toresa’s cheek turned very pale, as she hid
her face on Da Vinet’s shoulder, who whispered :

# 8o ends the last scene in the dark drama of
thy past. Look up, my Viola! The clouds are
passed, and sunshine is over all.”

8
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BY JAMES DE MILLE.

. Ir' was evening in 'Val d’Armo.  The san was
siaking behind the horizon nnd twilight was de-
tcending upon the glorious vale, There lay the

Raan R BTV PN

v?.taa the soul of every traveller, and hinds around
him a potent spell, makiog him linger long in
dreamy pleasurs by the gentle flow of the Arno’s

garden of Tialy enclosed by mountains on either | waters,

side, greon and glowing in its verdant and lux-

[ » 3
Hore,” exclaimed Byron, in a rapture, as he

urlant fertilijy, shaded by its groves of olive and | looked down from & neighboring mountain upon

cypress, with long avenues of stately trees,
Flocks and herds gragzed in the fields, vineyards
flourished on the mountain declivities, and in
the distence grose the summits of the wooded
Apennines. The classic Arno flowed through
the valley, bestowing gladness and plenty on
every side, ite waters rolling on in slow and most
melodious motion. On every side, on the plain
on the sides and summits of the hills, everywheré
——appeared the white villas of the nobles, now
hidden by the thick foliage of surfounding trees
and encircled by gardens where bloomed ﬂlt;
Fnostgorgeous and odoriferons lowers,pow stand.
ing alone nnd lifiing up their stately marble fronts
surrounded hy magnificent cMonnades. ¥n the
midst of thislovely pldco, & queen ove rousd
lay Florence, the dearest and moamming;
cify of the south-—Florence, whose pﬁst gfdws
with the brilliancy of splendid achievements in

this earthly paradise—* Liere

[ — ' .

m‘a_oit?: rﬁ?ﬁ%ﬁ?ﬁgﬁﬂ:nd koepa

it by her thisize of hills o xeopy

To hughing Uifa from Eergélﬁgalgg ?1&));‘;93]’}’8
Tw‘ilight came on, and soon the moon argse
throwing o gentle .glow upon the scene nnd’.
shedding around it a more bewitching inﬂl;enm
It was an evening fitted for pleasing muditation.
fuch meditation as the poet loves, and for th;
m_terview of lovers.  The gardens of Boboli
nover appeared more boantiful than now, for the'
solemn ehadow of the groves was relioved by
the soft illumination . of the broad paths; the
sheets of water glistoned in the quict moonbc:ams
fmd every statue and every sculpiured form wa;
invested with & new and indescribable beanty.

Upon the summit of a hill within theae gar-

arms, arts and sosng, whose present state capti-

dons, sat a youth and maiden engaged in most
earncst conversation, The maiden way excesd-
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ingly beautiful, with a face which reminded one
of the Madonna of Murillo, so gentle, so tender,
and g0 bewitehingly lovely. The youth sat at
her feet upon the green furf, and with his head
tarned back, gazing wpon her, theve was dis-
closed a noble and most handsome countenance.
His long hair, biack as night, fell from his fore-
hend, and his eyes burnt like stars in the paler
ness of his fiee. There was an exprossion of
gonius stampel upon his lofiy forchend, but there
wero cave aud anxiety in its frown. The stately
form of the Paluszo Pitti was near at hand,
and in the distance lay the city, with the stupen-
dous dome of the cathedral, and the fofty form
of the beautiful Campanile.
 Stella,” lio said, in deeply musical tones—
« Stella, you kuow all my love and the desives
of mysoul. All are fixed upon you. Fame and
glory T only wish for as the means of obtaining
vou. But O, hard i3 the task and difficult is it
for an unknown artist to gain the hand of the
prond Count Sorclloni’s daughter, 1 would not
grieve you hy taking yem without his consent,
even if I were ahle.” ‘ ‘
“ Bless you! God bless you, my neble Muario
for those noble words! Do not seek to draw
me from him. Willingly wonkd I give up all—
wealth, and power and alle-to’ Tive in obscurity
with you. TBut my father loves me so fondly,
that if T were to leave him, he would die.  Let
us wait, and perhaps he may overcome his pre-
judice toward yon.”
“ g dislikes me because T am poor and un-
known. Dui,” excluimed Murio, witha hanghty
glance, “ thotime may come and will come, when
ke will not bu ashamed to acknowledge me.
Art can ennvble the poor and obseare.”
«Y know you will becoma great, Mario. I
know that your name will be spoken with hon-
or, and that before long.” When I first saw
you hore in Florenee, when 1 afterwards heard
you toll me your love as we walked by the was
ters of Lake Perugle, I knew that you would
become farpons.”’
sAnd then, if I ever gain fame and honor, all
ghall be 1aid at your feet, Stelln.”
# You can wait then, and seek for fame, Ma-
tio, to give you acceptance in my futher’s eyes.
You can wait, for you know my constaney.”
-] know it, and T would trust it always. I
know your noble soul, Stella, its lofty gualities
lead me caplive, and I worship yon as a

The impassioned youth Lent down hefore her,

but she prevented him, and suddenly asked

“ How do yon proceed with your painting 77
“Wefl, T am proceeding well, for Iam in-

spired by the thoughts of Stella.”

¢ Then 1 inspire you, do 147

“@ Stella, you fill my soul with néw con-
ceptions of angelic beauty, and while your image
dwells in my mind, T look back upon it aud
place every fonture, every cxpression living upon .
the canvass ! If this picture is completed, your
father’s love for ayt will make him respect the
ereator of thiy new piece.” .

#And he will honor you and love you.”

« 14 must be completed in two or three
months now. I seck new ideas of loveliness
from you, Stella, and then my picture reeeives
them,"”

«And suppose you fuil, Mario 2”7 snid Stetla.
wFailt O7Y eannot. Buatif Y do, then will
I despairt No, I will go to Rome and devole
myself entively to art. DBut it s late, Stella.
We must go, and I will see you home before
your father returns.”

And the pardens of Boholi were empty.

What city is so delightful as Florence on the |
afternoon of & lovely day in carly spring, when
the sun glows abeve from an unelended sky, and
the Ao flows on throngh the midst of the city,
amid its maguificent palaces, beneath its lovely
bridges, Then hoauty reigns everywhers. The
Taung® Aruo, the Casing, the Via Calzielnjo are
thronged with carziages, with horscmen and
footmen, with officers and soldicrs, men, women
and children.  DBeantifl Hower girls carry
around their honguets and bestow them on the
stranger, cxpoeting but never agking some lit-
tle doucer in return,  The gloomy palaces of the
middle ages, the magnificent charehes of early
times, towers and colounades, statues and foun-
tains, arrest the eye and charm the beholder.
All is joyousness and beauty.

Among the throngs of carrtages whichrode along
the Tang’ Arno and down'to the Cusino, nono
was more noticed than that of the Count Borel-
loni. Tt was & splendid equipage drawn by two
fiery horses, to guide which the utmost skill of
the coachman was ueeded.  The old count was
of a remarkable appearance. Ilis countenance
was and hisair commanding. Ifewas noted
through¥Florence for his wealth and taste. Ar-

wag at his palace that Mario Fostello had first

divinity.” .

attracted attention by his genius and the beauty
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:iie:n;npécfms' He had seen Stola, had loved )

i that ﬁgdwip{f];en fo the old count, telling | “It is & lovely day.”

Yestow his Qg u!:te seek af’te:r fame ifhe would|  “ Your hofsesq.’h*;}em i

nation and prid§ of "I‘;POI;I hfm. Bu't the indig- | anruly, are they not ¢ s?(gois’ they are very

contemptuously ond 'ore omi resg high, and he| ¢ O no—the am' B id the gcmlemm.
————— ¥ oueu.)d Mario to withdraw and presently beml’ & little excited—they will
Therimn to enter his house, of peoply ar me calm, A very great namber
was H H ¢ out to-d "
 connt whidh ﬁ?:ee iizhzgd in the heart of the old | “Yes, o large ‘:mg; .
was an int cecded every other, and that | men, lsoki °L, "C‘i’ked the gentle-
it 11 snse love for his daughter. Beautify) hors;s nEr  somewhat anxtously at the
digh-souled and accomplished, che ! ‘ .
of the ighost stariom 1 shed, was .worthy | After & fow mo ! ‘
N ! the land, ; ments he rode awny,
station he desired for her, p rd such th: Your oxeellency ¢ said the c‘zachrnan to
Th i ; . cottnt. :
A ;t);rr'm:nr;)il:dm their carringe—father and| Well ™ ho repliod
'.’ineb_. one' A, :nedoa:l; and a young and tender |  * Your excellenzy’s I"lors
beauty and . ¢ other, which gave it|or will be o g t8 are usmanageable,
St 31’1 aitractiveness, erowded ot oon. They are not used to these
ella attract, : \ . streels,” :
(it benay In:t e;lh the gaze of all by herfexqui-1. “Ifthey do not bec
walkine swif ore was one whom she saw | will be,” gajd 18 "0me g0 soon, they never
+haill ﬂg SW‘I‘IY past, the sight of whom sent a ’ orclloni,
L Arot, - e fe
tall and steioll;vf?fl'ir:‘;? Mfm- well she kuew the | snort moro violently, so much
3 ¥ *

“Stella,” said  har fat[j:,.m'« N . i beople were terrified and got oi‘;:;fha:; all the
ambitions painter—that is th:a mm‘“"’h giefl the | The coachman seemed unahle to -‘:ontrolt :13 N
uuspeakable . who had the | Mario was in th . i e,
me,_P Ho 2 ngﬂ?“ﬁﬂmn 2‘) ‘131_‘ your hand of | the shadow of the t:ee(g}amf;;’ walking bencath
along tllelre."’ yaxtat. Heo him ng he; wilks | the meuntains fanned iliﬂ fc‘:' 0‘2‘;1 precao from

Stella’s blood rushed to hor faco 4 walked hurriedly along. ered brow, us he
frame trembled wi foot %and heri  “Iampoer. Iam ;
away hot fead £ Y[V'lﬁh agitatien.  She tarned | for but by ane énda?hnmu’ u!_lk“f’wn,tmcared

“ Lok d(; o hide her confusion. her sex. T live oal b ome is the noblait of
G i I . . i to A i

“Who 87 s e, S Rer fher, | pietnre s iished, Tehall bo 1 Tongor
“Why, Muario, the artist, hut he § When my fame exccods that of gt?le;l bt
cight.  What i the matter. Stell : i; ﬁut of | count, I may well demand hig daughtelr ;,&ughti
Ly ehi . » stella® Tell me, | were the thougt . uc!
Y()}’“‘?:]!ll;i; ;:e y{'eu 11113 Why are you so pale'.: as e wZ‘lke(()luog:: t that paseed through his mind

: CoLor. ou are sick .
We must go home.” sick, my dm:ghter.

“Your g i
ervant, signor,” answered the count,

The horses began to Plunge, and ronr, and

“X heard his werds,” he proceeded. «J

tists of every kind found in him a patron. It with alarm upon the animals whom the count
1

“0 no, father. Do n
s R ot go heme. It was b
a 3 . ., . * ut
]‘J"i;fmg faintness, T will soen get over it.”
“ oft ore very pale, my child,”
‘It i8 mething, father, B
. . Bui look— i
the mattor with the horges 2% ‘Gk vhat s
The horses seemed fi '
" vetful and impatien
::‘ (1)181{1 reared and kicked, they were u:l{ﬁly anfil
troubleseme., Tk d
roubles ¢ oceachman leoked pale and
. I;}The horses 2 Nothing 1 said her father
ey ere quict enough. I 1ik®io kave a ki l.
Bpirit in my animals,” - e
Many of the Passengers in the streets looked.

dreaded so little,

" G od & R loni ** 1at d tl
O 2y, Bore oni, excliimed g gentle-
men on I]()I'SC 1ack & mast !? R{Itljul dap .
H ¢

hem:d his contemptuous words ag I passed th
carringe, and know the scorn which he fczls f .
mc Bat Count Borellont,” he exclaj 31‘
raising Lis hand, “I will make you knowﬂtlf?az
Ilﬁ;ﬁleniz?le ;loes not constitute greatness. I will
o ({E g now that a lofiy soul can stropgle
Suddenly, for away from the TLung' Am
fsouuded o loud reverberation of many voices, o
:rfnmcn'se outery mingled with the deop rumbl,i:]i
g carriege whoels, and the fierce neighing oi}

orses.  There were soends like tho rush of
great maltitude, and eries of perror min led wi ;:
one another in appalling confusion, ¢ !
Mario started, and turned back. Casting his
eye toward the city, he saw far away in !gac
where the trees did not intercept his view, pmuf:tE

, .

bers of men rushing to and fro.
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e stood alohe in the ntmost perplexity, for
no one was neat to tell him the causc of that
great uproar.

The clumor and rumbling of wheels came
REATCY and nearer, rattling over pavemcnts,
dnshing against obstacley. Tt eame nearer, and
goon he saw o carriage Aregged on with terrific
speed by two friouns horses, who, without driver
or postilion, came on nnrestrained.  The cat-
riage was kmocked against trees and dashed vio-
Jently agninst stones. In it-there was an old
man leaning back with a pale faco, expressing
intense agony, and close to him, clung the form
of & young girl—her arms wound round him,
and her dishevelled hair floating in the breoze.

“«@ God? Stella? exclaimed Mario, in un-
speakable horror. ¢ Stellal—my God, _she’s
loss 1 ‘

With ane bound he rushed in the midat of the

course taken by the infuriated horses, His
cloak foll from him, his hair fiew sbout his pale
and fixed countenance, and Iike arvock in the
centre of a torrent, he stood in the way of the
horses! .

T¥e waved s hands wildly—he shouted to the
gteeds. On they came, lessening for a moment
their speed—thiere was a bonnd forward. Mo
clung at the rcins with the grasp of a drowning
man—-thera wag 8 whirl of dust, s tush of the
multitude who followed after, and then with a
sound like the sudden peal of thundor, burst forth
the acelamation ofn thonsand deep-toned voices »

“ Qaved, saved

They raised Matio up—they placed him in
the carringe, and bore his insensible and much
pruised form slowly to the palace of Borelloni.
All Tlorence rung with the tidings of the decd
—the name of Maric was spoken everywhere,
and the city honored the performer of so bold
an action,

« Now what wilt Borelloni do to roward the

. gallant preserver of his own life and his -beloved

daupghter 7 ’

“He will give him o thousand piastres,”
snid one.

« He will enrich him for life,” said another.

“He will do no such thing,” said a third.

“ Does he refuse 7 said they.

¢ Mario snid nothing to the couat. It isan
old story. He has loved her loxg. But the
count, who refused him once before, will not
now retract his word, even to the preserver of
his life.”

Dario was eared for and snon recovered. He
spake not a word about his fove to Boreltoni,
e wonld not ask him now, for lthen he would
soem to demand payment for his action, and
such a thing ho scorned-—even thongh it should
bestow upon him the hand of his beloved.

e [ will wait,” said he. T will raise myself
to an equality with her, and then Borellonishall
not refuse.”

1t was summer, and the sun glanced rightly,
gloviously, over the silver waters of Thrasy-
menae’s lake, for such we love to call'the lake
which the Italians name Perngia. The wind
Mew sofily over the plain, and the rich groves
afl covered with luxuriant foliage shaded the
‘quiet ficlds benesth, which mere than two thou-
sand years before had resounded with the roar
of battle. 'The hills encircled the plain on three
sides, proteeting it in winter from the cold blast,
and eausing it to bloom with perennisd verdure:
The lake rippled on the sherc of the other side,
and stretched oway—na sheet of molten silver,
#ill it watcered the bases of distant hills,

In this eharming spot which every traveller
loves to view, had the Count Boreiloni rearcd a
snmmaer palace. It lay on the southern shore
of the lake, half way up-the mountains, and
from its roof & seene like one in fairy land barst
upon the view. The ecool winds which blew
here wore an aifeviation to the Heat of summer,
and Florence, with its noise and dust, was gladly
exchanged for the guict scenea of this enchant-
ing spot.

There was a boat apon the lake, and the en-
joyment of sailing formed a chief attraction to
visitors, for Borelloni's villa was always open to
his feiends. Yet at times there was danger at-
tending this pleasure, for tempests would arise,
and the waters would be converted inte furious
waves, ‘

s How beagiful i this Tovely place ?*” said tho

« Mario is no mercenary man, He despises re- | count to his daughter, as they walked upon.the
wards of that kind. T will tell you. He loves |terrace! “ What a scone is thia for a painter.

the count’s daughter.”
AR, said all.
“ And ha deserves her.

See where the sun is setting over yonder—those
‘clonds tinged with myriad tints surrounding

But for him she | him in glory] See above us, how intenscly blue

would not have lived to have his love, nor wonld | the sky, how clear the atmosphere! Look ab

Borelloni have been living to refuse.”

the opposite shore—how green, how glowing in
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froits and fowers—all agnin appearing down in
the depths of this unruffied lake? © Italy, my

country, how beantiful thou art P*

© “And father, ook at these heights around us,
snf} on the western shore—these bold rocks with
their summits all covered with spreading trecs.

Tiow grandly they set off the picture 1"

L1 . e
If I were a painter, T know no scene that I her, and she, always thinking of him,

wounld ehoose to portray, rather than this,”
“®Bince you respeet and love nrtse highly
father, why 4id you not learn this 97
“I was too busy in my youth, Stelln.”
“Who of all you know is best in this art 2"

€
‘I know & preat many exceHent ones—many
who excel in fandscape painting—many who are
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sccn‘ myself, I will take my picture there, and
receive that iaspiration which her angelie beauty
always gives me,”

‘He cante to the lake and dwelt in a small
hou.se upon its banks, scarce half a mile away.
Daily he would go to the top of a cliff near by,
and when Stella walked oat Lis eyes followed

knew not
that he was 8o near. s
+| When she departed to ride elong the horders
of ihe Iake, or for n sail upon its waters, he
watched her, and somctimes cncountercd her
dressed in disguise.

For two weeks he remained there, and kept

g-foml in’ historic pictures, but of all whom I his resolution of never making known his preg.
kniow, the ono is undoubie dy the mreatest, the ence, B_ut 8000 nn.occm-rencu took place which
ore who excels oll others in mingled grandenr caused him to be diseovered, yet in such o way

and loveliness of coneeption, and who approaches
neij.rcst to the grand old masters js he—the
artist who saved us from ddath—Murio.”

““ Mario 1

“Yes, and if Le had not been guilty of such
great presumption, my palace and my estoem
would have beel thrown open to him Alwilys—
first, because he is chief of artists, and especially
becanse he saved my darling’s lifo.””

: }"ler. is he so presumptuous, my father 2

My danghter! Stella Borelloni, can an ob-
scure man aspire to the hand of the fuirest in
Tuseany

“ He may not always be obgeuro.”

“Why do yon speak thus to me, Stella? Can
it be possible that you— But no, it is not, I

will not think of it nor speak of it.”

And shorlly afterwards they went within.
Stella votired to her chamber, and thought of her
father’s words, They gave her hope. e no
Jonger degpised Mario. Ha could not. Rut Le
was angry at his presumption. Obscurity wag
Mario’s greatest fuult in his eyes.

“ L will take courage,” she thonght. “ Fope
comes to me.  Murio’s greatness of genins has
beew confessed by my father, It will socn be
confessed by the world.”

Mesntime, Maric had become wearied of the
heat‘ of Floreuce. He longed for quiet and se-
cusion, He wished 10 spend the sultry sumrmer
months In some cooler add more agrecable
reireat., ‘

“‘By the lake of Perugia,” thought e Stcl-
Inlives. If I go there T can see ler se she
walks or rides around. I can feast my eyes

that he rejoiced at the discovery.

It was o sultry morning, and desirous of cool-
ness, Stelle with a few other friends resolved to
tal.cc a znil wpon the Inke. 'There was a threat-
ening aspect about the horizon, but it was unno-
ticed by those who were intent on pleasure. Bo-
relloni remaired at home, being employed at
some business.

Mario sat at his usnal place on the semmit of
the rock, and watching the preparations, knew
their object, An awning was placed above the
boat—a high and broad awning, which could
effectunlly keep off the hot rays of the sun,

. -M:Lrio looked with anxiety upon the prepar-
ations, for he knew the signs of the weather
and feared the sppearance of the sky. Al wnf;
ealm, oppressively ealm, and foarful to one whe
knew how suddenly storms arise under such cic-
cumstances. e would have warned them, but
he did not dare to, for fear of discovering ;ﬁm-
Felﬂ . Bo he was compelled to sit in a state of
Mmaction and wateh with feverish anxfety the
approaching excursion,

The party loft the house, thay were four in
number, and the %Lieart of Muario throbbed vio-
lently as he recognized the form and foatures of
Stella among them, They went gaily to the
boat which was now completely ready, and soon
were.seated benesth the awning. As thote was
no wind, sails were useless, so they wererowed out
into the luke.

_ T.wo or three hours passed away, and still
Maxio sab gazing wpon the boat which was care-
lessly Iying still in the middle of the lake.
Mario watehed them with anxiety, and occasion-

upou her, although I am resolved to remain un-

ally cast a troubled glance at the sky. He
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would have made signals, but they wers too far
awny to netice them,

The sky became darker, and there came a
poculiar thickness and oppressiveness to the
atmosphere.  Still the boat moved not.

*Can they be asleep? Can the rowers be
insane ¥’ thought Mario. “ The sky is clowded,
and they do not notice it. O heaven, what can
they do! Thoy cannet see the sky for the awn-
ing hides it.”

Hiy attention was now attracted by a sudden
voice from Borelloni’s villa. The olg count ap-
pearcd upen the terrace, pale gud terrified, and
waved his arms in the air, and screamed to those
in the bost. The shout went seross the water,
followed immediately by tho telling of the great
bell at the villa, which was now all in confusion.
Borelloni rushed ahout like one distracted,
sending bis servants after beats to go out and
sive his daughter,

“ My daughter, my danghtor,” he cricd, “ my
beautifal Stella. O'my daughter I

And with frantic gestures he rushed down to
the water’s edge, and shouted to the boat—at
times gasing at the angry sky above.

Those'in the bont had heard his voice and seen
the confusion at the villa. Instantly the rowers
put out their oars and turned the boat's head to-
ward the shore. They rowed fast, for hope was
trembling and preparing to take her flight from
the souls of the endangered boatmen,

The deep tones of the bell, sounding loudly
and fearfully, went ever the country, aronsing
multitudos of men, whko }eft their fields and came
to’'see the cause of such unwonted noise,

Mario sat on the rock till tho boat turnedt o-
ward the shere. Then viewing the dark sky
and the oceasional flash of lightning, he de-
scended with fear to the shove of the lake, A
half hour passed, and but three miles had heen
passed over, Omne yeb separated the boat from
the shore. One mile—a short peried of time
would suffice for the passage, yot in that short
time what might not happen !

Bat, soon all suspense was over. There gleam-
ed a sudden flash of lightning over the whole
sky, intensely, terrifically bright, followed by tor-
rents of rain. Thers was a short passe, and
then with a crash—a yoar that sounded like the
wild rage of an eartliguake, buvst the awfil peal of
thunder—then penl on peal, roaron rear, rolled in
long reverberations along the sky, round the rocky

-ghores, and the heavens grew more intenscly

black . The storm had barstupon them ! Down

came the blast of the tempest’s hreath, in e
overwhelming torrent of wind, and the whole
surface of the Iake rose in wild surges, fosming
and tossing !

When the first horrible confusion had passed
away, all eycs were strained to where the boat
had been. ¥t was nowhicre o -be seen, Amid
the gloom o few dark objects were all that could
be descried in the foam of the upheaving Lillows.

There came a seream from thet aged man
who had wateched the boat so intently-—a de-
gpairing cry, and with his whitc hajr streaming
behind him, he dashed forward to throw himsel?
into the water. Tho servants scized him and
prevented him. .

“ My danghter 1" cned the old man, “{Omy
daughter, she hag perished! Let me go to her!”

“Eook 1" cxclaimed a voice, poluting to the-
wiater. “Ysee o dark form amid the foam. X
seoit—it is & man, and he swims, bearing some-
thing with him.” :

All eyes turned there. The baren.revived,
and again looked hopefully at the water, where
the brave swimmer so gallaetty breasted the
WAVES.

Bat could it be his danghter

They came nearsr---nesrer, and now the faco
was scen, and the hinir, ag it fell aad rose above
the water. Xt was—it must be—-yeﬁ, that long,
dark hair and those lovely foatures bclonfved
only to Stella !

TFhe old man bowed down his head and wept.‘

Nearer, nearer, and now all fear was gone, for
the bold swimmer still showed an unfailing
stvength and energy. Bug bis face was unknowr.
None had seen it before. " Yet Porelloni knew
it—well he knew it. The same face had ap-
peared amid the death struggle, the dust and
wild prancing of maddenod horses on the
Casino.

And now Mario touched the land. And now
he bere his senscless burden through the crowd
to her father’s arms,

“ @ take her Mario, to the honse-—-carry hef'
I.hare, or else she dies.”

Rut Mario laid her down at her fasher’s feet,
npon the grass, and voicalesaly, nervelessly foll
down beside her. . )

"They carricd them both to the villa. They
cared for them, and soon Mario opened his eyes
and asked eagerly for Stella,

“She is saved, and weil.
father”

“8aved? then I am happy™

She i3 with hez -
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He arose, and all dripping ns he was, left the
house, in spite of the eagerness of the attendants.

“No,” he said, “my home is near by, and
why should I remain here? I willge. Leave
me.” L

And he arose and left the honse.

“Where is the saviour of my child 2’ said
Borelloni, on the following morning.

“ Gone ¥ gaid his attendonts.

“Gone? Fools! Why did you send him
‘away thus ¢’

“He would not stay, your exacl!ency He
said his home was near by.” )

“Then go, I tell you, and seareh the country
far and wide, and bring him to me.”

After their departure, the baron remained in
deep thought for a long time. '

“Strange,” muttered he, “passing strange,
bow this painter seems to be my gemius. A

. good genius too—near in moments of peril.

How he looked us his face rose above the waves,
while he bore my daughter to the shore. Yot
how can ¥ give her to him ¢ I cannot.”

The atténdants returnéd at evening. Their
gearch was unsuccessful, But one said that a
tall, noble-looking man had departed in the
diligence for Florence 2t carly dawn.

“*Tis well,” exclaimed Borelloni, “I fearto
meet him. DBetter is it that he shonld go."

Semmer with its heat had passed away, and
mild September had now come, when Florence
again becomes delightfil. The villa at Thrasy-
mene was now forsaken, nnd the pulace of Bo-
refloni at Florence again was a1l joyous and
thronged with people as of yore. Again the
carriage of the count rolled along the Lung’ Axno,
and he received the salutations of his friends,

Stella was lovely as before, but in her face
there was & more pensive expression than ysual,
@ sadness that wag not customsry. For she had
not seen hiin whom she adored--the brave youth
whe had twice csteemed his own life as nothing,
in order to snatch her from death. And what
could mavo her father if this could not? He
was more thoughtful than before, and never
spoke of that scene.  Ile had never even offered
to express his gratitede to her deliverer.

Yet that evening she was again to go to the
gardens of Boholi and meet her tover. Her heart
bounded with joy at the anticipation of coming
bappiness; and the moments seeted like hours,
as they slowly, slowly passed away.

Again the beautifu) gardens were arrayed in
loveliness, and beneath the solemn shade of the

lofty trees Mario again sat beside his Stella.
They could hardly spesk their hearts were full,

“And go you were long by Thrasymene
and never came to me, Mavio,” -she at length
said. '

“Iwould not do so. It was cmongh for me
to bo near and watch you.”

“But not enough for me,” she cried, with
tears in her cyes. “O Mario! I am doubly
yours, for you have twice saved me from death.’’

“ Bpeak not of that,” he said. I mustsoon _
know my fate. My picture is nearly funished.
In two days it will bang in yonder palace,” said
he, pointing to the Palazzo Pitti,  For-—what
do you think—the Grand Duke has visited my
studio, and told me to bring it there,”

“The Grand Duke} Was he pleased with it 2

‘“ Hoe praised it in unmeasared terms,”

“ I knew so, Mario.”

Blissful was the interview, and sad were the
lovers to separate. DBut they had to depart, and
soon Stella was at home,

Mario, filled with pleasing hope, leoked at
the heauty of the scene, and went out for o
walk. He wandered toward the southern gate,
and went out up a long avenue, where trees
overhanging formed & long and shadowy arch-
way, It wasa still and pesceful walk at even-
ing. Ifcsat down at length behind tho trunk
of ono of the trecs, and fell inio a reverie, .

Boon he was roused by the sound of approach-
ing footsteps, He looked down the roud, and
saw two men stealthily approaching, armed, and
conversing earnestly in low tones. They stop-
ped not more than two yards from Iim and sat
down. Mario could not be seen on account of
his concealed position.

“ Federiga,” said one, *‘this is bad bustness,”

“ What ¥’ said the other-—* a bad husiness ¥’

I mean not bad, bat dungerous, Now ifit
were only to take a. few piastres, I would not
care; bat to kill a man, coldly and withont
pravocation, is rather bad.” .

“ But we got two hundred, you know ™

“Ah, there you are right. . They will jingle
pleasantly, will they not?” '
The sound of a horse's steps was heard com-
ing down the rond. The men erept into con-
cealment and were silent. Mario also preserved
silence, and clenching his stout stick more firm-
ly, waited the issue.

“He is coming,” said one in an earnest whis-
per.  “1t is he-Borelloni.”

Mario’d heart leaped within his bosom nt the
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word, He almost determined to rush upon the
villaina, Bnt it would be prematurc, and he
would be attacked. He could save the life of
Borelloni more easily by walting. ’

The horseman drew nearer and nearer, He
was walking his horse siowly down the road.
He soon came up o fow yards from the spot
where these menand Mario sat concealed, There
he paused for a moment.

* 'Will ho stop, or go back " whispered cne.

#No—hush ¥’ said the other.

Borelloni came on, he came abreast of them—
then one fired a pistol, and both sprang out.
One seized the horse, while the other dragged the
baron to the groand, crying ;

“ Say your prayers, oldman.~ You must die.”

“ Villaing 1’ roarcd a loud voice behind them,
and Mario, springing out, gave'one bound and
fellod the wretch to the carth. The other,
frightened and sarprised, stood in speechless as-
tonishmeat. Mario rushed up to him and rais-
ed his arm to sttike, The man fired. His pis-
tol was knocked aside by Mario, and the next
moment helay sonseless on the ground.

Mario came” to Borelloni and raised him
from the ground,

“Are you hurt? he inguired.

“Good God! Isit possible!

“Iam Mario. I thank Heav Ll
to prevent thess ruffians from executing their
design. Can 1 assist you to mount ¥~

He nsuisted the count to get on his horse
again. By this time a troop of soldiers, alarm-
ed by the pistol reports, had come to the place.

“Take those men with you,” said Mario.
*They have attempted the life of Count Borel-
Joni. -And accompany the count to the city.
But what—yon are wounded.” :

< No, the bullet only grazed my head, Mario
you have suved my life. T mm speechless. I
feel more than I can utter now.”

“ Do not thank me. Thank Heaven who sent
me here.  Goodnight, my lord.”  And tursing,
he was soon out of sight.

Siella sat in her chamber that night thinking
upon her interview with Mario,” She lost her-
self In eonjectures about the fature—so dark, so
obseure, and yet it might be—so bright and
happy. The noise below told her of her father’s
arrival home, and she ran down to welecomo him.

“My father ! How Inte you are! But what!”
Bhe started back in horror at the sight of his
bloody forchead. “Arve you hurt? are you
wounded, father 37 :

f

T wis set upon by two yuffians, and wonld
probably have been killed, if—"

“Attacked, wounded! O Heaven! You shall
not go out alone, futher, you must not. You
are feeble, and canuot now defend yourself”

She made him =it down, and tenderly washed
his wound, and stayed tho blood till the doctor
came. After the wound was dressed the doctor
departed and Stella spoke.

“ You said you were saved, but did not tell
me how, nor did you tell me hls name. Do you
know him 1

#Yes, Tknow him well, and lave resson to
know him

“ Who is he ¥

« Mario.”

“ Mario again ?  Great Heaven ¥

Two days afterward Count Bovelloni sat in
his study, musing npon- the strangé occurrences
of the few past months. His thoughts dwelt
upen Mario, who thrice had been his benefactor,

« T cannot aceount for it. ITow intense, how

absorbing, how ‘wondeHul must he his love for
my daughter, He hay treated my scorn with
kindness. When I forbade him the house, ke
never came here. I admire, I reverence so
lofty o spirit !

“* Where would T be now—where would my
daunghter be, if Mario had not been near to save
us, if he, carcless of his own lify, had not been
our prescrver? 1 wondered before, Twice he
had come before me—a genins—a preserver of
myself and rey child.  Now he comes again and
gaves me. It is wonderful! I am overcome.
Pride cannot resist such greatness of soule—such
magnificent aetions, and Stells adores him, I
do not wonder at it. Shatl I then refuse to
make her happy? A few short years are all
that remain of life to me. I wish to leave my
child happiness ag her best inheritance. I can
make her lappy now. X can make a return to
Matio for his genercus actions. I can make
myself happy in the contemplation of their joy.
Al is'over. Ferewell pride,  What is birth and
wealth and pride, when compared to the glory
of such illnstrious retions 7

He sat down at his desk and wrote as follows :

# Mario, you have conquered. T have treated
you with scorn and indignity.  You have return-
cd it with kindness, You have zaved my own

life twice, and twice have you saved-the life of -

one for whose happiness T would die & thousand
deaths. Mario, I reverence your lofty spirit, X
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admire such noble feeling—such bravery and

generosity.  Come to my hiome, It shall hence- |

forth be yours also. Come to my heart, which
is proud fo love and homor you. Come, and
Stella shall be the reward which you shall re-
ceive ag the best and most priceless gift of the
grateful BorrLLoxt”

He rose from his chair and ealled for Stella.
8he came to him speedily.

“Stella,” said he, I have at Iast found one
to whom I can confide you, who will be your
protector when Tam gone. What do you suy
to that ?  You change color—you tremble.”

“ O father, why now? Why uot wait fora
time? Iam young. I willnot~—1I cannot leave
you.”

“You need not lenve me. Your husband shall
stay here, you hoth shall cheer my old age.”

“ Father, I—"

‘“Reed this, my clmd »

Stella planced at it; vead it hulmed[y, u.nd in
a transport of joy flung her arms about her fath-
er’s neck and kissed him again and again, while
the tears stood in his eyes as he embraced his
drughter. )

“ Yeg, Stella, all is over. I bow bLefore him
and do him honor. This shall go to him, and
he will come here to receive his reward.”

He pave the letter to his servant, and again
gat down to receive the thanks and witness the
happiness of his daughter. ;

An hour passed awny, aod a messenger came
from the duke bearing g letter to the Count Bo-
relloni. It was a request that in an hotr he
should comie to the Pitti Palace. “ Tor,” said
le, “I havoe lately roceived as an accession to
my paintings, a pictare of such rare oxcellence,
such exquisite beauty in C(;uccption, and won-
dexful gkill in execution, that Tset no bounds to
my joy in obtaining it. Knowing your passion
for art, I have sent to you this notice of its
reception.”

The count hastened to prepare for his depur-
ture. He wondered what was the nature of the
piece of which the duke had spoken so highly.

“ It must be a wonderfal puinting,”. said he,
¥ for the duke is usually sparing in his praise. It
is prohably one of Rafaelle or Guido. Well, I
will soon see it

Stella felt & joy which  words eould not
utter.  She recollected all that Mario had told
her of his picture, and of the duke’s visit, of hiz
flattering words of commendation—and she be-

lieved at onee that his picture was the one ke
‘spoke of,

The count went off, and at the expiration of
the hour entered the palace. He was reccived
by the duke, Ile was led through the long suite
of rooms where the splendor of royal magnifi-
cence is all unnoticed amid the charms of price-
less paintings, for there the Madonna of Rafuelle
tells of the boundless depths of a mother's love,
and there Murillo’s Madonna breathes forth
virgin parity.

At length theé duke stopped befors a pleture’
covered by a screen. He turned to the count, and
saying, ‘ Now Dorelloni prepare for a surprise,”
drew aside the curtain which covered it.

The count sterted, for not among all the gal-
leries of Italy, not among the priceless collee-
tions of Rome, had his eyes cver rested upon
so wonderful, so liviog a picture! Tt was a Hv-
ing, a breathing form, which -there, drawing
aside o hanging, scemed to come forth o meet
the gazer. Upon the countenance there was the
perfection of ideal beauty, I.oveliness, angelic,
heavenly, was radiant upon the face, and that
face was one well known to hiny, for Stella stood
there, but Stella—glorified and immortal.

“ Wonderful! Miraculons 1 burst from his
lips. “It is the creation of a god, Itis nof
the work of man! Who is ha? Where is he ?
The genius. who formed this? How could it
happen that i¢ shonld be Stella, my daughter ?
Whe is the artist ¥

“ He is here in the next apartment,” said the
duke, and poing to the door ho spoke to some
one, II¢ returned, leading the artist.

“Thiy iz he”” said the duke.  ® Mario
Fostello.”

 Mario V" cried the count Mario, my pre-
server I”  And he ran up to him and émbraced
him. :

“* Mario, is all forgotten? TForgive me. But
I wrong you in asking it.”

The duke lovked on in wonder, and could
not conceal his gurprise. Bat the count begged
him to excuse his emotion.  * Would you know’
the cauge of it 97 eaid he.

“1 am &l} curiosity.”

The count then related all—told him of Mario’s
love for Stella, of his own pride, of Martio’s ac-
tions, When it was ended, the duke, who had
displayed the greatest cmotion, arose and wert
to Mario.

“ Never,” he cried, “ most noble yonth—nev-

‘er have I henrd of more penevosity and preat-

P
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negs of soul.  Happy is he who can call yon his
friend. But you shall not be neglected by me,
for while T live, you will always have a friend.
T honor your actions. Ilove your ncble char-
actar.

Mario was overwhelmed by mingled emotions
of happiness and confusion. Joy had rushed in
upon him, like a torrent, and unable to spesk,
he could only express by his glance, the fecl-
ings of his soul. ‘

“God bless you, my lord duke !’ at length
he eried. “ God lLless you, Count Borellonil
I am unworthy of such praige, bus I can never
forget your kindness to an obscure artist.”

“An ohseurs artist? No, not so,”” answered
the duke. “No longer obscure, you are the
greatest in the lawd, and none shall eall yon oth-
erwise. I name yon eount—und in a week your
title shall be formally bestowed, so henceforth,
Count Fostello, you may not be obsenre.”

A week afterward the palace of Borelloni was

ol festivity. Lights gleamed in dazzling rows
within the long halls’ where all the flower of
Tusean nobility, and all the lords and barons
and great men of other lands were nssembled.

For this was the day when the Count Fostello.

led to the altar the lovely Siella Borelloni.
The Grand Duke condeseended to be the head
groomsman. The magnrificent form and fea-
teres of the noble artist were the admiration of
all, and only equalled by the Benwty of his
bride,

The story of his love and constaney, of his
wonderful actions and splendid achievements in
the reakm of art, was told to all, and the city
rung with hiz praise. All courted his fifend-
ship. All of noble natare loved him for him-
self, and the baser spirils were comnpelled to do
him homage, for in him they saw the man whom
the duke “ delighted to honor.”

R,
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A TALE OF A

CRUSADER.

B VPP V)

BY CHARLILS E. WAITE,

P A A U L DAY

CHAPTER 1.

He whirls his sword, with unredsted rago,
When closely prest, the Christian bands enguge
The high, the low, his equal prowess fuel,

The bravest warziors sink beneati bis stecl.

THERE sat a palmer within the old baronial
banguetinghall of Perey Du Bois. 'The wassail
had not yet bogun, and there wag & panse in the
feast.  All eyes werc bent upon the travel soiled
pilgrim,—for he was telling & stirring tale of the
martial deeds done in Palestine. The valiant
Percy bent forwurd his anxious visage,—
seamed by many & sear, gained in fendal broils
and festive brawls,-—und ever and anon burst
forth, with encontrollable exeitement, inte shouts
of approval, as some daring achievement was
secounted,

" His leathern doublet was- frayed and stained
by the friction of ofien-tried armor, snd in his
richly studded bels glistened a diamond handled
poniard. Avcund his massive settle stood ser-
vants to do his bidding, while at his side were

" two or three shaggy hounds, resting their ching

tpon their master’s knee-—now soliciting a caress,
andnow ashareof the banquet. Nextto the sturdy
baron sat the fair Joan, his danghter. Her fea-
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tures were regelar, and surpassingly benutifal, and
her moist, dmk eyes strained upon the palmer,
were cloguent of the deep and passionate feel-
ings of her heart. The cut and fashion of her
habit were well caleulated to exhibit the con.
tour of a bust and waist that woull have tri- |
umphed over the strictest criticism of a seulptor
or painter-connoissenr., ¥From the multitudin-
ous folds of an ample sleeve pecped forth a little
Jjewelled hand, white as snow, and soft and round
as & child’s, - The chair in which she reclined,
wag of massive oak, inlaid richly with ivory, and
canopied with purple velvet, embrotdered with{_’
flowers of gold. Her foot—oncased within the =
smallest shoe in Burgundy, and ornamented with
a flashing jewel upon the instep—~rosted npon a
footstool of massive oak, magnificently carved
and inlaid.

“T'ogether with the baron and his daughter,
there gat upon o dais, at the head of the board,
several guests of distinction—all listening with
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intense eagerness to the tales of the exploits of
the Crasaders, in battling for the holy sepnlchre.
Arournd the walls of the hanquet-hall, were sus-
pended the implements and epoils of war or the
chage,  Crosshows and hunting spears, helmots
and corselets, the tusks of the wild-boar and the
antlers of the deer, were displayed in picturesque
confusion npon the walls, and within the siches
of the apartment. '

“ 0, it was a glorious sight to see ! said the
pelmer, continkiog his narration, while his cyes
flushed, and hiy whole form dilated with enthusi.
asm. “The gorgeous trappings of the horses
glistened in the sunbeams, pennong and banners
flashed and fluttered in the wind, and the axes,
and morions, and gorgets of polished steel, surg-
ing and plunging, as the chargers reared, made
the Christan army appear Iike a billowy sea of
silver sheen,  Before them stood a host of tur-
baned Moslems, defending the gates of Jeru-
snlem, The erescents upon theiv turbans gleam-
ed, and [ong lines of myriads of scimitars offered
a barrier of naked steel against the crusading
host, which had come to rescuc the Holy Sepul-
chre. Isaw in the van of the Clristian array, a
knight Tocked in complete black stecl, and en-
veloped in all the magnificent panoply of war.
His charger was coal-Mack, compset, and of
gigantic proportions. The harnessings were of
cloth of gold, which swept the pround,—the

bridle was sprinkled with stars and jewels,~and.

pendant from the bridle-rein wore fringes of the
most precious stones,  He rode by the side of
the Prince 1)'Olivar, and he set in his saddle, as
if he wore a part of the animal that bore him so
gallantly. .

4 Advance,” shouted the puince. *Now to
rescue the tomb of the holy Jusus from the im-
plous Saracen P

*That splendid array moved quickly om, in
all the pomp and magnificence of chivalry,
Amid the fanfures of trumpets and clarions, the
clashing of cymbals, and the shouts of thousands
of speetators, they charged. Teal upon peal
ciune the ringing of stecl, as sabres crashed down
throogh morion and gorpet, or sword crossed
with seimitar, in unending clang, Wherever
rode the knight of the sable armor, the snccess
of the Christians was signal and complete.  Ilis
dark pluine wag seen floating wherover the tur
Lang weve thickest, and the conflict hotiost.
Right into the midst of the Moslem host did his
impetuosity bear him, and the heathen throng
swaying uncertainly for a moment, finally broke,

and dispersed in universal flight, over the field.
I saw him fighting single-handed, with a band of
Saracens, wio had checked their headlong fight
to aitack him,—and then the clouds of dust took
him from my view, -

“ Juast then, from amid the rabble-rout of infi-
dels, there burst o small troap of Moorish horse,
Swiltly thoy flew aeross the plain, hoping by
dint of hoof to reach the city unseathed. Their
silken manties flosted in the wind, as they spur-
red thelr horses to the top of their speed, and they
preserved the finest order im their tumultuous
flight. Before they had proceeded ahove a yuar-
ter of o leapue in their headlong course, a knight
in armor left the Christian ranks, aud started in
pursait. IHe wad mounted upon & steed of blood
and houne, and though the sand of the plain was
hot and avid, and unfavorable in every respees
for speed, yet his mestled horse hore him gal-
lautly forward, and brought him nearer every
iustant to the foe, On he fliss—at every stiide
ke guins—spurs and harness jingle like the iron
npon the smith’s forge. The sund rolls up in
huge folds behind his herse’s heels—the polished
stee] flashes back the sunlight, as it penctrates
the clonds of dusi. Nearer and nearer he ap-
proaches,—madly plunged the horscs of the
Moslems as they strove vainly to reach the haven
of safety—~-the walls of the holy city. It is use-
less. The knight has divined the object of their
precipitate flight, as a stifled female shrick is
horne to his earg, and nothing can cxceed the
impetuosity of his pursuit.

i Tam, cowmrds ! Deliver up to me the
malden !

“ On he thundered j—with a clang his sword
Ieaped from the seabbard, and in an instant came
crashing through s Moslem turban, and o Mos-
lem skull—-splitting them both in twain, Then
the Moors turned.  Sword strokes fell thick and
fast, and nothing was heard but the clinking of
iron, and nothing scen but the flushing of seimi-
tars., Strpight into the middle of the troop
penetrated the knight, where supported fainiing
upon a rearing steed, was o beautiful Moslem
Lady.

“The infidels tumbled from. theiv horses, ag
the blows of the knight’s good swoerd full among
them, and several sought safety in flight. Those
who remained continued the combat desperately
around the sinking maiden, as if determined to
sell {heir eaptive’s deliverance only with their
lives, But four were left, and against these,

¢ Zelica, have courage! I come to save you !’
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whe had -drawn up in Lne, the knight was abeunt
0 hurl himself, when & Templar, in armor glit-
tering with jewels and gold, came scouring scross
the plain, and mingled in the fight, But instead
of helping the hotly pressed knight; he cleft his
morion by a dastard stroke from behind, and
but for the thickly plated steel, would havé thus
ended his life upon the spot.  The good kaight
was hurled dizzy from his steed upon the trod-
den field, and the Templar spurred against the
Moors. His chavger was fresh, and his blood
was up, 50 he hud but little diffienlty in slaying
the Infidels, and reaching the beautiful captive.
Heizing her in his powerful arms, he war about
to leave the spot, when © Conrad,” burst from the
maiden’s lips, and the knight who had been
prostrated by the felon blow, rose from the dust
upon his knees, and hurled his gauntles into the
Temptar’s very face.

“¢SBopt” he thuudeved. ¢ Release the lady,
ot faar the vengeance of Heaven !’

“The Templar's visor was up, and as the
glove struck him, his fuce grew black with rage.

4 Conrad I¥Amboise ! he shouted, ‘your
attempts to thwart my purposes are vain, Thus
do I take vengeance upon you?  And plunging
his spurs into his horse’s sides, he would have
rode him down. Yes,” continued the palmer,
hig eyes sparkling wich fire, and his whole frame
quivering with the most intense excitemaent, * ho
would have trampled his bones in the dust be-
reath Bis horse’s hoofs, had not the sable knight
burst upon him like 2 thunderbolt, and checked
him in mid carcer. The dasterdly Templar
surned to fly, but the sword of the black warrior

" flaghed from its sheath, and with a single vault

that dark charger stood directly before him,
~ #*18tand, and disgrace no longer chivelry !
“The Templar closed hig visor, and &rew hig
blade. Sparks of fire were struck fiom the
clashing metal, and tufts of cresty wore borne by
the wind towards the walls of Jerusalom, sg
plumes were matilated by the ringing wespons,
I saw that Knight Templar thrice borne to the
ground, by the po{verful arm in the sable mail,
and thrice ariss again, like & phenix from its
ashes, to renew the deadly stroggle. As he re-
covered his seat jhe third time, nlmost spent by
his exertions, he threatened to plunge his sword
into the heart of his senseless burden, unless the
black Enight desisted from. the combat, and de-
clared his motive for assailing him..

“¢Tg wipo out the foul stain with which thou
bast thiz day sullied the fair escutcheon of chiv-
alry, in riding down a helpless Christian knight,
and ravishing & defenccless maiden from the
hands that alone have a right to proteet her ! I
will give thee thy life on one condition, craven !
Borrender wp to me the maiden, and thou art
free to depart! Bat enter not o fuot again into
the Christian eamp. An army renowned as being
the mirror of French chivairy cannot henorably
harbor o misereant tike thee

“ The form of the Templar quivered with rage,
Buat hig armor wag gplit from helm to gorget——
his hrorse bleeding and stagpering with pain nngd
terror, and certain destrnction eould be his only
fute, if he continned the eombat.

‘<1 yield to thy conditions, but when w¢ meet
again in fuir ficld, £ shall dictate the terms of
gurrender 1

“The black champion lifted, as if she had
been an iofant, the charming Zelica from the
Templar's saddlo-bow, and bore her senseless
furm to the unhorsed knight. The Templar
rodo. slowly and sullenly awny in the direction
of the hills of Palestine, and I have never seen
hm since. It is reported thet he has returned
to ¥ranece, and having renounced the oaths of his
order, travels in the guise of a simple knight,
doing deeds that dishomor chivalry, and render
him aniversally odious, The dark wmailed war-
rior has remained in Palestine for a long period,
doing mighty deeds of valor, and sustaining the
canse of Christ with his powerful arm ; but he
left the Holy Land about the time of my depar.
tare, ond is now on his way home, to share the
laurels bestowed hpon the valiant defumders of
the faith.” Do

The palmer censed. Afll eyes weve still bent
upon him, and all looked sosry that his tale had
closed 80 soon. ‘

“ When did you leave the knight of the black .
armor ¥ asked the beautiful Jot:n, erimsoning
to the temples ag she put the simple gnestion.

“ 1t was above six months since, when I saw
him at Constantinople. e was on the eve of
departure for France with his retinue.”

The fair giv] blushed still more brightly, and
reclining within the cushions of her eplendid
chair, remnined silent and thoughiful during the
remainder of the cvening,




CHAPTER IL

While tho pilgrim was engeged In hig recital,
one of the guests at tho head of the fostal board
had listened with peculiar eagerness, Ho was a
kuight, tall and finely limbed, nnd attired with
pointed eleganee and taste, His pourpeint was
barred with gold, and deep fringes of the same
precious metal sdorned its borders. His' face
was awarthy {tom cxposure, thongh classical in
contour, and cminently andsome in expression.
His lips curled prondly, his nostrils were thin,
&nd in every feature might be traced the unmis.
takuble tokens of pride and sensaality. Ilis seat
was by the side of Joan, and he wase assiduons in
bis efiorts to please her—performing for her all
those knightly devoirs which the gallant age of
chivalry required.

The oye of the palmer had mere than onee,
during his narration, been fustened upon this
handsome knight, with incomprehensible gignif-
cance, and particularly ss he spoke of the at
tempt of the Templar to ride over the prostrate
champion of Zelica, did Lis largo orbs cast upon
the richly attired guest « look of mingled scorn
and”anger, which, had it been observed by the
host or the other guests, woald have asked the
skill of the greatest (Hdipns among them to
divine,

““Pass round the flagon! Let the wassail
begin 1" shouted the jovisl Percy Du Beis, .

Joan retived to her chamber with her maids,
and the revel began, The board groaned with
the good cheer, and as the wine fowed more

liquor began to have ity effect wpon the hllarity
of the gucsts. They began to display unusaal
lcense, in their songs and cenversation. Broad
Jests went round, and the Lall commenced re-
sounding with the shouts of an incipient revel,
Beizing o flagon of foamiug Burgundy, the
knight of the gold-embroidered pourpoint quaf-
fed it to the lovoly Joan Idn Bois. The heaith
was received with o general uproar of approval,
and wassail was drunk to many other fair dames,
by the rest of the revellers.

*Destruction and death to t‘he oowaldly
Templar, who battles cgainst dt,fmcclcss maids
and unhorsed knights

As the palmer nttered this, ha turned to see if
all wero emptying their flagons. Every one
‘exeept the proud knight kad qr.mﬁ"u] Lis poblet
to the dregs with peculiar satisfaction, and a
yell of approbation. His steod untasted wpon
the board, and his eyes glared fiercely upon the
palmer as their gazes met,

“Knew yeu personaliy this Knighs Templar
of whom you speak 7’ he asked.

“T did,” replied the pilgrim, < and I owe him
a dght which Heaven will yet afford me the
menrns of repaying 1"

The scowl upon the other’s brow became more
saveage and lowering. e moved his position,
and placing himself by the palner's side, uttered
in a low tone i his ear:

“ Conrad D' Amboise, T know you, in spite of
your disguisa! Beware Low you interfere with

freely, the constant potations of the gencrous

me or mine 1"
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Without waiting for o reply, he strode kaughti-
iy from the hall.

The revel was long protracted. At length the
effect of the frequent libations began to show
itself, and cne by onc the wassailers dropped
unconsciowsly upon their benches, or staggering
left the apartment for their own chambers, until
the palmer, who was Conrrad D’ Amboise in dis-
guise, remained the sole sensible oceupant of the
bangquet-hull. e sut silent and thoughtful, by
the recking board, listening to the murmur of
the wind, as it sighed among the boughs of the
trees in the adjucent forest of Ardenmes. His
mind was dwelling upon the events of the even-
ing—the ficree demeanor of the knight—his
insolent definnce—and his marked penchant for
the lavely and sole heiress of the henors of the
house of Du Bois. The hall was silent, not a
sound broke the solemn stillncss. The lamps
gave forth a flickering light, and the vapor of
the spilled wine poured up from the steaming
table, and diffused itsclf throughout the rcom.
Suddenly the harsh ereaking of iron was borne
andibly to his ears, The disguised knight was
on his foet in an instant. He listened, and the
same rough, grating noise was heard again dis-
tinetly—apparently isswing from the corridor
which fed to the outer portal.  Conra@ divested
himself of his palmer’s gown, and drawing his
sword, opencd the door of the banqueting-hall,
and stood in the ecomidor. Cautionsly he pro-
ceeded, and silently, antit on arriving within a
fow yards of the castle entfance, the cause of the
grating sounds which he bad heard was apparent
to him.. ,

The outer door stood thrown wide open, and
the night wind was swinging it back and forth
upon its rusty hinges, producing most mournful
melody, Surprised at so unusual a circumstance,
he approached the povtal, and looked out into
the coartyard. Before him npoa the pavement
were a dozen mailed warriors, mounted, armed
to the teeth, and motionless as statues, The
pale moon shone upon their polished helms and
corselets, giving them a mdst spectre like and

supernatural appearaneed. They stood directly

before the arched barhaecan, which formed the
entrance to the court, and appeared waiting for
the warder. to lower the drawbridge over the
most, for their exit. Without expressing any
astonishment at the strange scenc thus present-
ed to him, Conrad I¥ Ambeise glided from his
past, urd fuvored by the shadews of the frowning

baitlements, gained a postern in an angle of the
wall, and stealthily left the counrt.

Above a quarter of an houwr had elapsed after
his departure, when the pertidious knight who
bad confronted him at the banguet, issued from
the uwnelosed portal, Learing in his arms the
drooping form of Joan Du Bois. Striding
hastily aceross the pavement, and putting himself -
at the head of the armed men in the court, ke
hailed the warder at the gate,

“o, there |, Lower the drawbridge and give
us exit!”

The belts w rere drawn, and the Lhaum clanked,
s the bridge came rattling dowu across the
gloomy pass.

“On! Spare not the spnr ¥’ and suiting the
action to the word, the knight drove his spur-
rowels deep into his horse’s fanks,  With a sin.
gle vault the steed cleared the diteh, and as ke
eame down upon his feet, slood front to front
with a horseman in armor as black as night.
By his side rode Conrad D Amboize, and in the
rear wea a smiall retinue led by & mounted lady,

“Htand ! thow stain upon knight-errantry,
thou curse of Templars, and reecive thy just
reward!” shouted the sable knipht, while his
hlade flashed in the moonbeams,

Paralyzed with astonishment, the false Temp-
lar slowly drew his weapon, while the followers
of both knights drew haek to watch the eombat,
Delivering the senseless Joan D Bois to a re-
tainer, the Templar knight plunged fisveely down
upon his opponent, entting left and right at his
yisor and corselet, in his progress, The black
warrior parried the murderous strokes with f-
finite skill, and as his antogonist was employed
in drawing his rein to check hits stoed, dealt him
2 blow npox the bridle arm, which split his matl
Jnd caused his limb to drop useluss by his side. .
Infuriated with pain, and bursting with the eon-
flict of all the savage passions of his nature, the
Templar now struck with the ferocity ofa mad-
man. Blows werc hailed down with niost fear.
ful vigor upon the armor of hoth, und great chips
of steel were struck spa-kling from the polished
mail. Clang ! Clang !—now the black eham-
pion is about to hurd his sword with awful force
against the Templar's shoulder—the false vil-
lain’s horse becomes unmanageable-—hc rushes
forward towards Conrad 1)’Amboize; whirling
his sword wildly in the uir.

“Zelica!” he shouts, with a horrid yell of

astonishment, as he recognized the mounted tady.




A TALE OF A CRUSADER.

142

“Ha! nponone ] can at least take vengennce
And he is sbout to transfix her with his hacked
and broken weapon, when a powerful arm inter

cepts his progress, and Conrad’s good sword |

drinks his life blood, throngh a cleft in his porget.

It is the morning after tho just punishment of
the Knight Templar, before the gates of the cas-
tle of Percy Du Bois, Within a little boudoir
which looks out upom the cool shades of the
forest of Ardenncs, sit four happy heings. They
ave Joon and fhe sable kwnight, and Conrad
D'Amboise with Zelicn. The fair faces of the
maidens glow. with blushes of pleasure, and the
kaights shine in the perfection of manly boauty,
The hand of Joan is clesped within the palm of
the-dark hero—for she is his betrothed-—and she
gazes into his neble face, with & look of love and

trust that would have made St Anthony for-
swear his vowas.

“'Will you renounce crusading henceforth 27

“Y must.” .

" You must ¢’

* The magic of your eycs is more potent than
the eup of Circe or the song of ‘the Syren, It

would be useless to attempt to cvade it, as it |

would have been for any mortal but the Ithacan
hero to edcape the Circean wifes, But trust me,
my fair #nd true Joan, I would never attempt to
leave thee, even were it possible.”

Joan hid her bilnshing face in his bosom. She
wag perfectly happy.  She had waited long, and
her fidelity had been rewarded, ‘

[¥ROM ‘‘THE FLAG OF OUR ©NION.”

THE - AUSTRALIAN FOOTMAN.
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CHAPTER L

SHOWING HOW LOW THE (OOLD FEVER MAY
: REDUCE A MAN,

It was morning in Sydney harbor. The

. wharves were crowtled with shipping from all

parts of the world which were already filled with
workinen busily engaged in unleading the car-
goess The hum of the thousands in the city
beginning their daily work, rose into the air and
opread far over the country,

It was a .beautiful scene. Before the eity
spread the noble bay which forms one of the
finest harbors in the world, all smooth and un-
ruflled, for scarce a breath of wind disturbed the
air.  Eecircling the water rose the green shores,
kere verdant and smiling with fertile meadows,
end there weoded and shaded by pleasant
groves or orchards.  Ships lay around upon the
face of the water, from whose masts floated the
flag of many o nation, seme slowly horne on
by the tide, with the wide spread sails fiapping
Ldly against the mast, others swinging slowly
from their fast anchers, And queen of all this

peaccful scene—appeared the metropolis of Ans-

tralin, with its white houses, lofty epires, and

thronged wharves—thus she appeared-—sitting
in the prime of youth, laying aside her maiden-
hood to wed the werld, ‘

Among o erowd of passengers who had just
landed from one of the newly arrived cmigrant
ships, two youths might bo seen, whose appear-
ance denoted & station in lifo munch above that
of their fellow voyagers. One was a tall man,
with anoble figure, in which strength and bean-
ty were finely blended, and a countenance
upon which rested an expression of frankness,
His features were handsome, his hair being dark
and glossy, his eyes black, and glcaming beneath
hiz brows as though they might read the soul.
His companion was a merry -hearted fellow, with
lively featares and a pleasant smile, ]

“Well, Melville, here wo arc at last,” said
the younger of the two. *‘And new what do
you propese to do 7’

“Btay herc of course. Why, Marden, my
hoy, what clse is there tq do #
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« ave you forgotten all that we heard com-
ing out®’

“ Whatthat it is hard to live here now—
that the emigrants suffer--that the diggings arc
crowded? Why, I believe it.” N

“Well, what witl you do?”’

“ Pl look out for asitnation.””

' Pray, how much money have you ?” )

“ Just half a crown, my dear friend,” snid
Melville, langhingly tossing two silver pieces
into the air,

“ Half a crowr] Whow! Why, I have five
. pounds, and expeet to sfarve on that.”

“My dear boy. A man who has his Wits
about him nced never starve in this world.”

“Well, Tdo notsec what we can do in Syd-
ney. Ithought the diggings werenot more than
twenfy miles from here, and I find thoy are
more than a hundred miles from Melbourne,
which is, goodness knows, how many miles from
this place.”

o Well, Marden, take. my advice and be
philosophical.”

“ Ba philosophical ! It was very well to be
go at Oxford, when a fellow lost a few pounds
or owed a debt to some tradesman, but it's no
go when a fellow is cver so many thousand
miles from home, and only in the possession of
exough to keep him from starving.”

“YDo you know how much the immacclate
Johnson, who came home so rich, had when he
landed at Meibourno 3

“ND.” B

« Just sixpence halfpenny.”

"« Tho dickens! Now I tell you Tl put off

Metbourne. Thet’s the land, my hearty 17
- Nongense—you wont do any such thing,”
«Yes, T must. Icam’t do anything here. I
want to get to the diggings.” :
«Poaoh, Marden. Don’t be cast down. I
don’t care, though, I oam worse off than you.”
“ You can’t leave here, unless yon becdmo a
bootblack or a gervant.’”
“By the lord Harry them, I would be a
servant.” .
“ What ! you would—you, the brililiant, the
aristoeratic Melville—the *double first” at Ox-
ford? Bah!” .

Certninly. Why not? Tho truly g'rcnt man
i he who will not let anything cast him fiown.
In ghort, if the prond Dame Fortune tries te
knock him down she can’t come it. That's the

“Weli, my mind is made up. T will'go to

Melbourne.”

“ What—go $o Melbourne ? O nonsense !”

« T will, certainly. What will you do here?
Come with me to Melbourne, We con find a
pituation there.”

“TNo, not more easily than here, Infact I be-
Heve that it is much more crowded.”

« Hang it, I wish I had stayed at home.”

“ But since yoli are out here, put it through,
Marden.” .
“Ah, well,” said he, with asigh. T suppose
Il have to,—and I must be off this morning
for Meclbourne. The sconcr the better, for I
have little money loft.  We munst.part, old
fellow. I don’t see what you can do here,
though :

“T can earn aliving, I have no friends to be
ashamed of me hers in the antipodes. I sup-
pose yonder is the vessel for Melbhourne,” Sfli(l
he, pointing to one at the next wharf, on which
was a notice to that effect.

“ Yeg, that is the one.”.

«Well, I will help to carry your bagpage
there: Mine will remain here. I am sorry we
must separate, but since we scck our fortunes,
let us do whas we think best. Come.on.”

And the two y‘onths bearing Marder’s trunk,
walked over to the Melbourne packet, which way
goon to start. Many others appeared upon the
wharves who were about to leave Sydney.
Some were pale and sickly looking, others ap-
peared like desporadoes ; others had a fuint gleam
of hope om their countensnces, but sh, very
faint. :

“Look at those who have starved here, Mel-
ville. Can yon stay? No, come. Let me go
back and help you here with your trunik.”

“No, no, I will remain.”’ .

" But, old fellow, do let me divide this money
with you.”

“ Thank you, Marden, you are a gencrous
follow—too genorons. But I would not think
ofit. I have no fear but that ¥ can live.” -

An hour afier Melvilie atood watching the
packot, as with all sails set, sho left the wlta?rf,
and sailed slowly ont of the harbor. The wind
springing up catried them away, and Moelville,
as the vessel lessened ir} the distauge, bade
good-by to the last of those friends which re-
minded him of homs.

doctrine, my boy.”

“ just Jet s sit down and form some pians.”

“forth clear and deep-toned, as a bell. * Confec-

Cfellow in London, T'N go the complete-candy-

# Now conrage I he murmured to himse!f-—-' “eandy, lorenges, npples, oramgos, cakes and tartal

.

He walked over to his trunk, and sat fora
while. Strange situation for a well born and
well-educated gentleman! To be on a foreign
shore, with but half & crown in money, and o
few clothes in a small trunk as his worldly
goods. Aftera while he opened the trunk, and
tuking outa piece of cake, made his morning
meal,

“And now for business,” said he, shouldering
his trunk. :

He walked off with it to a small boarding-
house nenr by, where he opened it and took ont
alt his good clothes. These he carried to a
pewnbroker’s who gave him twelve pounds for
the lot. ‘

* Hurrah 1" ho eried, “ twelve ponnds ! That
L think will help me along for awhile.”

He then bought a suit of Tongh. clothes, and
going to his lodgings, put them on, afier whick
he went back and sold his last suit of goaed
clothes for thzee pounds more,

“ Fifieen pounds I hive now. Good—agsin |
T will have my watch yet to sell if anything hap-
pens:.  But nonsense, with fifteen pounds I can
make & fortune. Y may as well propare now for
prosperity at the antipodes.”

On the follewing morning there appeared
among, the strange erowds of people who throng
the Austration capital, a man of most striking
appearance. His afr was high bred, but his
<lothes were coarse, and be walked up and down
with & large barrow filled with confectionary.
He looked around upon all the people with a
smile of unutterable complaceney, as thongh he
were perfoctly content with himself and the
whole world,

It wag Melville !

* fla, ha, ha!"” he chuckied to himself, *1
think T sec myself starving. By Jove, wouldn’
Aldborough laugh if he were to see me here?
And my eldest brother, the barotet—the head of

‘the ﬁlmily—hcmm—:shculdn’t Ilike him to see
me now! He, ha!”

“Confectionary, confectivnary,” he enied,
‘bursting into_a louder tone of voice, which rang

tionary ¥ and then he added with grotesque
modulations of his voice, * Confecctunarrry 1

* By Jove, how this reminds me of- the letle

seller. I might as well.”
“Ladies and igentlemen! #ferd’s yoar fine

Aleecera's your ehance I
F
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He displayod the most imperturbable calm.
ness; walked up to Indies in the strects with the
‘utmost nonchalance, to sell his things, and they, -
plezsed with his uncommonly handsome face
and fasclaating manner, invariahly bought,

“The ladies! Bless their kind little hearts
said he, gasing afver the last two whom ho met.
*“And that little one—what oyes ! what  gmile!
Who can she be, and where doos she live 2 She
leoked so bewitchingly at mo! * T'il follow, and
see where she lives.” ‘

Melville slowly walked after them, keoping
at n proper distance. When they stopped at a
house or shop, he also stopped at another, till
they went on again. Oar hero saw the younger
eccasionally glanding back toward him, and al-
maost fancied that she efeouraged him,

“What 2 lovely creature I’ he muttered to
himself. A, there is her house, now. By Jove
T have it I .

He marked it carefully, and passing by saw
the name upon the door-plate. Henry Inglis,

“A finoly sounding name. T heard her friend
call her Emily—Lmily Inglis. Ah, how dear
g the name! If I were but rich, now. Butl
canadore her image till 1 become s0.  Yet what
hape is there in this contemptible business ¢
Bah1 nover mind.  T'H stick to it till something
turns ap.”

On the following merning, Melville dressed
as before, with his barrow of confectionary, went
along Summer street whers Mr. Inglis resided,
It was a largo stone house, four steries high, and
one of the best in Sydney. He rang at the door
and after a ¢ime ¥mily herself came. She start.
ed, and a half smile came across her beantiful
fece. Melville himaelf for the first time in his
life, felt embarrassed—but he speke up, and in
the tone of & courtier, said :

* Fair maiden-—can & poor confoctioner offer
you anything this morning.” ’
“What heve you ¢’ said she, with a sweet

amile. \
Heo brought in his trays and the besutifal girl
beot down over them, while her long, dark tregs-
es hid her face from view. Mclville’s hears
beat with delight. :
“You will find there as good candy as any
in the city,”” he ssid“at lengih, in & business
way.
* She selected a largo quantity,

O thenk you, thank you, fair Indy, for your
kindness to a poer man like me.”
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“ You are a stranger here, are you not 7

“ Yes, T arrived only yesterday morning.”

“From England ?”

# Yep, and another friend came .with me, but
he is off to” Melbourne.”

#And will you not go #”

T decided to stay here when he left, and now
T could not—vwould not loave this place for the
world.”

“You are prospering, then?”’ said she, with
embarrassment, for Melville's dark cyes rested
meaningly upon her. :

“Yes, and happy. Ihave my little—"

“Emmie,” said 8 voico at the head of the
statrs,

“Yen, pa, I am coming, Please bring- some
mote to-morrow, good man * gdded she, ina
louder voice, “and if you hear of a footman
who wants a place, send him here.”

¢ Thank yim, miss,” gaid he, in the tone of a
hawker, again, “1 will do so. Iar very muck
obliged, mise, for your custom, miss, aud T hope
it . will - be contmued if Tean do anything to
please you, mise.”

——

CHAFPTER IL

aE *aroors 1o CONQUER.’

“ Emily,” ssid Mr. Inglis to his danghter,
* what & ptrange servont is this new one of ours.
e is one of the handsomest and boldest fellows
in the world—Ilooks as much like a geutleman
a5 I do, and. yet he is nservant. I declare I fecl
quite & reluctance to order him about. And
when 1 ride out, it is awkward to have sueh a
noble looking follow as Iy scrvant, riding be-
hind my carriage. He ia an energetic fellow,
1 saw him selling confectionary befors he came
here. Did net you say he seld some to you ¥

“Yes,” said Emily, faiatly.

“And yet be is not mpudent, but is perfuetly
obedient. I sammot make him ou, however.
Ha performs cverything smilingly, as though it
wero an encelont joke, I wonder whe he
esn be 77

“Heis an Enghshman

“ Certainly, and he is-well educahcd I know
go. It is amnusing to see how popular he is with
the servants. i, ha, bo has got themall to
admire and try to imitate him. ¥ow should have

henrd n lecture which he delivered last night $o

thers, I stood out in the yard, and aftracied by

was, with & short pipe in his mouth, and a muy
of ale beside him. The others called out for 2
speech. ©'pom which he rove from the chairané
got upon the table, and spoke to them.”

* What did he say ¥’

# O I cannot tell you half of it. He made the -
wittiest and most brilliant speech ¥ ever heard.
It was intersporsed with langhalile anecdotes and
postical guotations flowed in throngs from him.
"The happiest hits and the mest tively sallies,
(O, I was tosally overcome! IHe kept them in
continnal rears of laughter, and I cowld scarcely
contain wyself. But now I must attend te

P

gome business. Emily, where.is my desk?
«In the diming-room,” said she, ringing the
betl. ¢

Melville came to obey the snmmony.

¥, “ ¢, you may a—will it be convenient? a—
to—my writing-desk—hem "
# Certainly, sir, s moment, sitw"" and Mel-
ville disappeared.
T o shert time he laid the, desk bofore Mr.
Tnglis, and stood in & corner of the roem waiting
any further erders. -
« Banily, I nm in an awkward situation, There
are somo Fremch merchants in Meibourne to
whom } have to write, and T have forgeiten my
French.
langunge 7

+ Not grammaticalty, I foar,”

¥ heg your pardon, sir,” said Melville, com~
ing forwerd, “1f you are willing, sir, I will
vrrite it.”’

“1o you know French?” esid Mr. Inglis, i
surprise. ]

“Ags welt as English, sir,”

master’s dictation. Adter it was over, Mr. In-
glis thawked him, and said

# 1 wish there was anothor here who counld re-
lieve me in & similar way, I have te write &
&panish letter to & Spanish house in that rondes-
vous of all nations, and I don’t krow & single
word of the language.”

¢ 1 know i perfectly, sir,”” ssid Melville, very
meekly.

“¥ou ~Bpanisk! Why, gir—why I FIEAN-
you are a prodigy { Can yon wrils another
ketter 7° 4 -

o I ghonld be delighted to do it.”
And Melville wrote another, after which be

some neise, leoked in. Thert our new sexvant

L astried the two 10 the post-ofice.

“ Henry,” said Mr. Inglis, somewhatawkward-

Could you write s letter in that-

A chuir wog given him, and hs wrote at his

THE AUSTRALIAN FOOTMAN, 89

“There now! What can I meake of & man
like-that? He knows far more than I do, and
acts a8 though he had been accustomed to the

best society. How on earth came he to bes
footman %7

Emily's heart bcab—«-she knew why, but she
said nothing.

Scveral wecks passed away, and it was a love-
ly evening. The sun was fast descending be-
Lind the western hills, and a cool breeze from
tha ocean blew refrechingly upon the city. Ma-
ny eartiages rolled along the roads which led
into the country. Men ofall classes promenaded
the strects after the toils of the day, and nearly
all Iabor had ceased,

Emily and her father rode along ons of the
avenues which He without the eity. Tt was a
quict place, for few people were there. Around
lay green fiolds, orchards and groves, pastures
where esttle grazed, and vast fields filled with
flocks of sheep. Melviile rode behing at a litle
distance, gazing upon Emily as though his
wiole soul were wrapt up in her.:

“What will not & man do for love ? Iere
am I aservant for Emily’s sake. Beautiful givl.
I would do a thomsand times as much to gain
some of those terder glances which she at times
hestows upon me.”

“Emily,” sald her father, “Is not your
horse restive? He starts. I fear he will be
troublesome.™

“ O no, father, it is only his apirit.”

Melvitle gazed anxiously st the horse, which
occasionally started, rearing a livtle and swing.
ing his head in a vicious manner.

“Take cere! O heavens!” suddenly cried
Mr. Inglis, as Emily’s horse started at the sight
of & blasted tree. He snatchéd at the reins.
The horse, disturbed by tliis unexpected attack,
reared up and prauced furiously.

“Tather ! O save'me " cricd the terrificd girl.

Her father sprang once more at the reins—the
horse darted forward, and then with & wild neigh,
stretehied out his head, and away he went, sway,
away, with the speed of the wind ¢

“0 God! O heaven!” cried the father, in
agony.

For a moment Melville paused——for an instant
—=and then lashing his horse he rushed on fu-
riously in pursnit of the frightened steed of
Emily, On they went, the pursuing and the
pursued. . Peaple whb were in the road, seeing

marble, stitl kept her seat, clinging to her horse,
but every momont expecting death. She heard
the voice of one pursuing, and her heart told
her who it was.

Away they went, and nothing was gained on
cither side. Melviile shuddered, and beat his
horse 1o increase his speed—a little was gained,
but not enough to admit of hope. On they went,
At Tength the road took "a long winding around
& spot where the ground made a descent, and
ended in a deep gully.  Emily’s horse followed
the rond and sped on in his headlong course,

Melvillo snddenly paused, and looked at the
gully. The ground descended gently, the gully
was about twelve feet wide, butits perpendicnlar
sidos descended to an unseen depth—stones and
rocks were strewed sround on both sides.

Melvilla shat his mouth tightly, and iashed-
his horse. With one spring he cleared the stone
well of the field, and then dashed furiously ovér
the stony ground. It was a femgful sipht, Em-
ily saw it #s she elung closely to her horse, and
the yawning gulf and the foarful deed of Mel-
ville took away all thought of hereelf, She
screamed in agony !

But on went the brave horse—on te the deep
gully. » He prepared—Melville lashed him. One
gpring-—one bound--and the deep chasm was
cloared, and away he went—the brave youth, up
the other side. Another bound and he was over
into the road, just as the horse of Emily, all
foaming and perspiring, came up. He rushed
befora the horse, and with a giant grasp seized
the bridle and stopped his furious career. The
Jjerk threw Emily backward. She fell into Mel-
vitle's outstretched arma,

The horse stood trembling,  Melville dis-
mounted, and took Emily to a seat near by. She
looked at Lim so kindly, so tenderly, that & flood:
of happiness rushed through his soul.

“03 thank you, my brave preserver "

“T am recompensed beyoud all that T can
hope, in seeing you safe.”

#“ Where is my father 2"/

“ He is coming. There he is! He will be
here in a few moments.”

“You did a tervible thing,” she ssid, aa she
thought shudderingly of the gully.

“BDid you see me 1"’

“ Ie was an awful thing to sde. I shuddered.”
<0 then, happy am Lif I can gain the small.
est share of sympathy—the smallest thought

the fieree beast, shrank away. Emily, pale as

from you.”
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“You visked your IHfe, too,”—she did not
finish, but looked a4 him, and their eyes met.
Hera fell down.

“ Emily 1"

She did not reply, but lowered her head.
Through the thicl ringlets of hair which clus
tered aronnd her head, Mclville could see a gen-
tla blush which overspread her lovely foatnres.

“ Eraily—speak, Emily—can you think well
of me."”

She radsed her eyes and again they met his.

What the impassioned youth might have said,
we cannot tell, but he was prevented from speak-
ing by Mr. Inglis, who-at this moment came up.
He leaped {rom his horse.

“BEmily, my child, sre yousaved ¥’ he cried,
rashing towards her, and folding her in his arms.

¥ Yes, In.m alive, dear father, nnd there is my
preserver.” '

“ Noble, brave youth. May the richest bles-
sings of Heavey descend on you. You have
saved my child fiom death, T saw you risk
your own at that terrible chasm, O thag I

2

could fittingly reward you!
There was one roward which be could give.

CHAPTER IIE
FORTUNE FAVORS THE DRAVETD

Me. Inglis agnin sat in his parlor, and Emily
was near. There was a thoughtful expression
upon his fuce. Occmsionally she glanced at her
fathoer, to see what he was doing, or perchance
to endeavor to discover what thoughts weve-in
his mind.

“I]mnly, anid he, at Ientrth '

“ Father.” .

“1 know nof how to reward Ifenry. What
can Ydo? I amin want of o head clevk, I
wondeor if he underatands business. I will ask
him,” And he rang the belt

Melville appeared.

“ Good morning,” said Mr, Inglis, grasping
bis hand. “Ican have you as a servant no
longer. Termit me to esteem you as 4 friend,
for suvely you mremy dqual, and you have laid
me under unspeakable obligations to you. o
yor know anything of business ?”

“ What kind, sir ¢

“Any kind—shipping business.”

“ Yea sir, thoroughly. . I have been in sita”

ations where I learned it ‘

~

“Take off this servile dress. Live in my
house as my friend, and if you wish, I will take
you asmy head clerk.” .

% Your clerk, Mr. Inglis! How—how can
thank you "

“ Think not of thanks. That is my busincss.
Come with me and I wili show you whatis te
be done.”

And the two deparied. Melville firat went to
purchase more appropriate clothing, and then
went to My, Inglis’s office.

.

A year passed awsy. DMelville had been pros-
perous beyond all his hopes. Immense profits

could then be obtained from chartering ships

and from exporting wool. Materiuls of food

and clothing for the gold regions at Mclbourne,

could also he scld at enormous profits. M.
I'nglis had kindly advanced him money to com-
mence independent speculations.  This ke bad
g0 well used, that at the end of the year the
original amount had increased ten fold.

“Ten thoussnd pounds! In one yesr oo !
And at the same time puncinally fulfilling
every duty as clerk. Mr, Melville, you a{xfre the
paragon of clerks. With your genins snd en-
ergy you will soon be among the wealthiest in

the country. You have now a fortune of your:

own. I have long wanted a partner in my busi-
ness, for I am growing old. You can enter
without fecling any great inferiority, Wikl you
do s0?” -

“You are everwhelming me with kindness,”
satd Melville, ina faltering voice. ' How can
T aver ropay you? To be in partnership with
you, is such s grateful thmg to me that I can
never thank you enough.”

“ QO there is no need of thanks, X am happy
to do this. One like you, I may say withoat
flattery, can very ravely be fowed, DBut how
very strange is the fate whick threw you in
my way! What wonderful civenmstances! A
scrvant in my family! A gentleman like you
to be a servant? What led you to it? Suorely
you counld have gained & living in a less un-
pleasang way.”

“ Xt has tdrned out my blessing,” snid Melville.

In the evening, Melville, the new made parg-
ner sat alone with Enily in the parlor. 1t was
dark, and the heavy eurtaing which hung before
the window incrensed the Bloom. The moon’a
rays entered and foll sofily upen the feor.
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“What a gtrange life’ yours has been,” said
Enmnily.

“Yes., Do you rememhber when you saw me
first 2 -

“« Well—T always shall remember it—the
young confoctioner with his box of candy.”

“I wiil bless that box of candy forever.”

“I have often wondered why you became a
servant.”

“Ah, why shounld you wonder? Emily, can
wou not guess ? Wounld any light cause ma‘ke
me do it ¥’ :

She was silent. .

* Blessed be the day when I bhecame 2 menial.
I saved you from death through that. 0, do
you ask what made me? A light had beamed
across my path. T had séen you Emily.”

Still no reply.

“I wonld have done anything, To sce you
daily—to be near yon—to hesr your voice. O,
it was joy to me such #s I cannot deseribe. And
I thought at times that you looked kindly a¢

me—that you saw through my motive—that you

—ves, Emily, that you even carcd somcthing for
ms. Did you not,Emily? Did you not ”

A low reply sounded gently in his ears :

“ Yes, Henry M

“Limily, my own Emily, Would you eall it
presumption in me if I told you that I loved
you? You know it already; you must know

~it. Con I hope, dearest Emily ¥7

A low reply again eamo, which gent a theill of
rapture to the heart of Melville. He wound
his arms lovingly around the happy .Em;ly,
apd—-

“ Halloo, what are you two people doing over
there iw the corner?” said’ the voice of Mr. In-
glis, half suffocated with laughter, * Fine doings
—hem. Speak up, sir.  What is this ¢’

Melvilie with his arm around the walst of
Emily, and her hand in his, walked up to Mr.
Inplis.

“T have been secking another pavtner, sir.”

“ Ho, ho—you have, have yout”

“Yes siv, and I thought—"'

“You thought, did you, sir, ‘and pray, sir,
what business had you to think 2 Were you not

gure of it—pure of her, 'you young dog, and ot

me also? Ilove you, my brave young friend,
and I felt an affection for you when you first
came here. Take her and be my sen. You

saved her life and she is yoars. But be silent,
now—none of your thanks, I tell you I wont
put up with them.”

The happy party sat down. Melville by the
side of Emily, and Mr. Inglis opposite them,
viewing them with the ntmost delight.

“But Henry, tell ns something of your former
life. Whose son are you 77

“I was going to say, ‘ the son of my father,’
but that not being sufficiently definite, I will
tefl you my father’s name. I am the younger
son of Sir Edmund Melville, Melville Hall,
Warwickghive, Tingland.”

“ The—ahem 1" cried Mr. Inglis. “A bare-
net’sson! Whew, and you were my servant!”

« 1 entered at Eten, nobody cared for me af
home. I went through Oxford, took first honor
in the university, then went lLome, but being
only a cipher—aliss a younger somn, they treated
me coldly, My futher advised me to join the
army. I told him I would see the army shot

first. My mind was made up to como here..

Two hundred guinces constituted all my fortune,
Allgheso I spent cither before or during the pas-
sage ont. -When I landed here I enly hed a
half crown 1"

“ Good keavens, only half a erown1”

“All that I had in the world, except my clothes.
I sold them and commenced the businese of con-
fectioner. You know the vest.” -

“ Why did you decide to be a gervant? A,
I know now. You look down af that little witch
of a girl who is almost crying with joy.”

“T'm not, pr. What nonsense "

“ Crying with joy, and she looks knowingly
gtyou. Ah, hat You huve been rehearsing the
play of ¢ 8ke stoops to conquer,” only it was the
geatleman in Lhis cage. DBut now all your tron-
bles ave over.'

“All over. Tam happy.’

And his large, dark cyes g[ea,mcd with the
joy which dwelt within him.

“ Will three weeks bo too eoon, Bmmie dear-
eat 7’ said he, in a mysterious whisper. ‘

“ Konsensa, Henry,” rnd there came & smoth-
ered * don’t,” for Mr. Inglis luul Ieft therh alone
| for a little time.

A few days afterward Melvﬂ_le was standing
upon & wharf watching some passengers whe
landed from & vessel late from Melbourne. Sud-

denly he started. “Why, Marden,” ke cried,

o AR i e g+
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springing forward to grasp the hand of a forlorn
looking individual in & tattered bat and tattered
coat. Where are you bound, young "un 1"

“ Home."”
“ Home 7 how is that? Have you made your
fortuno

“No. I'm as poor as & rat. Only earmed
enough to take mo hack, Hang the gold coun-
try! But T declare, you lock as if you had
made your fortune,”

“ T have. But tell me, would you go home
if you could get & good situation here ¥

“ No, indeed.” -

“Then stay. But first come to a hotel and
‘renovate.” If you want money, I can lend,”

“Hurrah! I don’t want money. Since I
am sure of a situation, I will lay aside the rag-
amuffin character, and be once more a gen-
tleman.” . ‘

“And in two weeks hold yourself in readiness
tO 1

* To--wto what 1

«“o attend my-—"

“Well¥?

“ My—well, my wedding.”

And he did attend his wedding—and a happy

oceasion the event proved to ell,

et 3 A S TR -

[Frox ¢ THE FLAG OF OUR UNION.”]

" THE CORSAIR OF SCIO.

BY JAMES

L
CHAFPTER I

The isles of Greeco! the isles of Greeee!
Whera burning Sappho loved and sung}

Where grew the arts of war and peace,
Whers Phobus rose and Delod gprung—

Eternal summer gilits them yot,

But 23l excvept their sun i9 set,—BTRON.

Ir was morning among the islands of Greece
and the dark blue sea on every side showed not

" a ripple upon its bosom. The sky was as calm

and penccful as the water which reflects its
azure hue, and not & cloud appeared to mar its
surface. 'The sun just rising cast a broad gleam
of light over the sceme, and threw upon the
wide sean long path of yuddy light. Around lay
the isles of Greece—the home of classic poetry,
whose trees and gentle brooks, whose proves and
fields, whose very rocks and soil, bring uy; before
the mind glorious memories of the pass. There
they lay, appearing double as their images were
seen reflected in the mirror-like wave, the branch-
es of their clustering trecs hanging down grace-
fully—droopingly. But more plorious than all
the lovely spots which dot these sparkling waves
is Scie—the beautiful, the classic Scio. Here
were the remains of many a glorious temple of
the ancients, Here were rich vineyards whose

4
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vine yielded the famous Chian wine. Here.the
long evenues of orangoe trees and olives, of citron
and lemons, appeared on every side, and odor-
ous breezes from the Last, laden with perfumes
of spices and flowers, blew cver gently upon the
blest shores of Scio.

It was in the middlo of the eighteenth century,
when Scio was at the height of her. glory and
prosperity, when the people were wealthy and
happy, and ail was delight and pleasure—it was
at such a time that a small vesscl might have
been. seen at & short distance from her northern
const.  Every stitch of her broad latteen sails
wag unfurled, but no favornble wind came to £ill
them—no motion was in the air. Upon the
south the green and richly wooded shores of
Scio stretched along, upon which at times ap-
peared tho sheen of some marble cliff as it jutted
out among the green vegetation.

The vessel was long and sharp. Two tall
masts supported the broad triangular sails, and
a red flag without device floated from the sam.
mit of the main; men dppesred dressed in the
Grecian costume lolling sbout the deck, some
smokiog, others talking, and others slecping.
At the stern the leader paced up and down.
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He was young, and had in his face all the high
spirit. and impetuous daring of youth. His
features were perfectly Greclan, all as finely
formed as those of some antique statue of his
native land. A small fur cap was placed upon
his head, from beneath which rich clusters of
raven hair flowed down. His eyes were large
and dark, and a jetty moustache and beard com-
pleted the manly expression of hig conuntenance.
- He waore a rich erimson jacket, embroidered with
gold, loose trousers with boots which reached to
his knees, and a red silk scarf wonnd avound his
waist afforded a place where to put two pistols
and & Turkish dagger. A larger sword dangled
a4 his eide, and in his hand he held a long light
gun which, like his pistols, was richly ornament-
ed afier the griental faghion. {

“ Maffeo,™ said he to his lieutenant, “how
goes the wind now ¥’

“‘There iz not any wind to go,” said Maffeo,
& strong and hardy man who was leaning over
the side.

“Well, I think we will have a wind very
soon.” :

“Awind? Doyou? Why?”

“ I feel it.” "

“ You can alwaya tell, I know not how, when
there will be a wind, We are ready for it,
howevar.” -

“ Maffeo, what was that you heard ahout
these cursed Turks, when you wero ashore 1

“Dido’t T tell yout Well, I hoard that they
had landed upon Komao, o little island near—”

“1 know it well.”

“ Where there were only a hundred inhabitants,
Monilon, the principal man there, was seized,
beaten, robbed, and the worst of it was, his
daughter Tonn was carricd away.”

“What! carried away? Ionnl I have heard
of her ag the most beantiful of all Grecian girls.”

“8he is gone Iike many others to the slave
" market at Constantinople.””

“Ah, the acenrsed hounds ! the dogs of unbe-
lisvers! Thus they tyrannize over us, and rob
our men, and carry off our virging: But greag
Henven, shall this be done longer? Ah, the
wretches|  Maffeo, this will make ns whet oar
swordd more readily npon the next Turks with
whom we fight.”

“ Whow ! there comes the wind! see how it
blows around yon rock.”

“And by nil the holy saints and engels, Maf-
fao, there is & Turkish vessel. Ia! two vessels.
By heaven, there are thres!” he cried, as one

after another three vessels came borne by the
wind around the point where it blew.

“ How can we get off? We have no wind.
They will he upon us,~ See, each vessel is larg-
er than ours, and the decks are crowded with
armed men. Secethat long gan. ¥ can shatter
us to pieces!”

“Peace, Maffeo. Be not so fearful. The wind
will come to us hefore they can get near enough
to usge that long piece. MHalloa there! np my
men! There are three Turkish ships behind s 17

‘With many an oath and imprecation, the sail-
ord rose and hastily gathered “their arms. One
of them strung up at the foremast another flag,
on which appeared a crescent beneath a cross.

“*Now my brave men, we will have to xun.
Bat we do not always do so. Derhaps the time
will come when we may have our turn at chas-
ing, If they come up, fight, fight like fiends,
and die like Christinns 17 -

Loud cheers arose and shouts of * Long live
Ranadar! Long live owr noble captain, the
brave Ranadar

And now the wind which Ranadar had proph-
esied, came down to thom. It blow steadily and
strongly, so-that in a short time her sharp prow
dashed the bright waves foamingly on either side.
The Turkish vesscls who had horne down to-
ward the corsair, as soon as they saw him, and
had felt certein of scizing him, now uttered cries
of disappointment, as they saw him move away.
Eoud crics were sent across the water, shouts of
ridicule and opprobrious names which the wind
bore along to their exrs.

Ranadar looked back and shook his scimetar
at the Turkish vessels.

“Howl on! The time will como when yon
will tremble before me—Ranadar, the corsair 1!

He cried so loudly, that they seemed to
have heard him, for suddenly a shot came from
the long gun, but it fell short, far short of the
mark. The men of Ranadar shouted in deri-
sion, and jerked the flag whenever appeared the

humiliated crescent, so as to attract the notice

of the Turks, .

Ranadar gazed anxiously upon his pursuers.
Still they eame heunding over the waves behind
him, and his quick eye could not but gee that
the distance betwcen’ them was gradually
lessened.

* Maffeo, they arve coming up to us.”

ghip ?*

“ What, ean a Turkish vessel equal our swift-

N
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“‘These are sharp, and see what huge sails
they carry. I fear they will come up with us.”

“Well, we will fight them—yes, all three t”

“ Good, Maffec. You are a brave man, Tell
this not to the men for a time, yet.”

Ranadar watched more anxionsly. The hours
of day pasged on, and midday arrived. Though
his own bark was swift, yet these were evidently
more 50. At morning, the foremost was about
two miles off. Now not more than.a mile sep-
arated them. ‘

 Before night it will all be up. O the scoun-
drelly Bciotes ! Why did they nos give notice
of this 2 and Ranadar walked anxiously about.

% Men,” he cried at last. # Io, there! Lis-
ten. We are lost. These Turks will overtake
ug, HBut who will think of yielding ? None ?”

“ No, no, none,” cried the men.

“ Then let us fight. Prepare a train, and
when all is ready, when our decks are full—
then fire, and blow these Infidels to perdition!
We will make the Turks remember us, and
when they pursue another corsair they will trem-
ble, for they shall think of Ranadar the corsair.”

In obudicnes to his orders the train was pre-
pared, bug as it would be some time hefore their
pursners would come up to them, they did not
make any preparation for seon firing it.

Three hours more passed, and now the near-
est ship had arived within gunshot. The long
gun wan loaded after some trouble, and pointed
directly at the corsair vessel. Ranadar and his
men cricd out in tones of defiance. At last the
shot eame, A loud explosion thundered around,
a ball camo. whizzing by, and passed through
the sails, but did not touch the mast.

“ What use is there to run, Maffeo 7

“ None, whatever, captain,””

“Are the guns all—ready-—loaded 7

“Yes, every one”

“ Bying them out so as to place them ensily

on this side.”

~ The men loosed the guns which were not ver
large, and made them yeady to he placed on the
side opposite.
“Now! ’Bout ship—round with her
The men who understood Ranadar’s design,
obeyed, and the vessel turning, now bore down
npon the nearest Turkish vessel. Those on
board seemed perfectly thuaderstruek af the sight
of the chase thus turning the tables upon them.
“Fee 1" ho eried, 85 he arrived opposite the
Tarks.
_ The gung were fired directly ‘into the erowded

1’
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ship. TLoud cries and screams, and tho crash of
a falling mast told how well these shots had
becn aimed. :

“Now lor the next!” screnmed Ranadar,
cxeited.  “We will serve them in the samo
way!”? .

But the others were prepared, and drew up to
awnit their approach. Ou ecame the vessel of
Ranadar, and the flags flew proudly from both

ma$ts, while the men shouted enthusiastically, -

Loud sounded the thunder of her guns as she
passed swifily by the two vessels. But the re:
port and the eries from the wounded were all
exéeeded by that of the broadside given back
by the Turks. The mainmast fell down over
the side with a deafening noise!

“Cut it away! Clear the sh%) ” eried
Ranadar. . ) '

In a fow minutes the mast was free, but the
vessel moved only slowly through the water.
Her sides were shattered by those torrilic broad-
sides, wounded men lay stretched upon the
decks. THe two Tarkish ships wero guite near.

“(ive it to them again, my rovers!” cried
Ranadar, a8 le himsell picked owt the Turkish
captain with his gun, Another volley was fired
and again another, with the same effect as before.
And this was the last, for both Turkish ships
coming quickly up fired broadsides, and grappled
with the disubled corsair.

The men poured from both ships into her.
The Greeks seized their scimetars and rushed
into the deadly encounter. Maffeo fought like
o lipn, killing three Turks in suceesston. Run-
adar fred his pistols and killed two of the fore-
most leaders, Then hurling them at the heads
of the followers, he rushed at them swerd in
hand. “TFight, Greeks, fight I~ Down with the
Turk ¥ and ecrying this, he toiled on in the
mortal sirife.

But bravery could avail little against such
nimbers, ‘The Greeks were dviven back, kitled,
overpowcred by the vast odds against them,
Forced from the quarter deck inte the middle
of  the vessel, they stcod there like their forg-
fathess at Thermopylm, and fonght for their free-

dom. Nota word was uttered, not a ¢ry from .

either side, but foot to foot and steet to stecl the
combatants waged theiv deadly warfare. Sud-
denly Ranadar disappeared below, and in & few
minutes returned with s heaming conntenance
and, fresh enetgy. Rushing at an enormous
Turk who wielded & tremendous scimetar, the
corsair attacked him. In a few moments the
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Turk was disarmed, but springing at Ranadar,
he held his sword arm tightly, and sought 1o
throw him eover. Ranadar dropped his sword,
and closed with the Turk. They swayed back-
ward and forward, they fell and rose, they whirl.
¢d round in endless convolutions, so that neither
Tk nor Greek could strike a blow for his
counttyman. But even Ranadar seemed to gain,
Holding his adversary tightly by the throat, he
forced him to the vessel’s side. He pushed—
he strained—and then—and thon—with a mighty
noise which seemed as though the air was ront
with a dagzling flash, and smoke, and fire, and
blazing brands, and shattered vestiges of broken
ships, amid arms, and dead bodies, and a thou-
sand hideous shapes and forms—Ranadar fele
himsolf seized by seme irresistible force and
thrown with the fury of a tempest far out upon
the water, For & moment he was senseless, and
lay perfectly still, clutehing to the Turk. Then
he looked, and a blackened corpse lay in his
arms. Shudderingly he released himself, and
gwam around. Whero the corsair ship and her
two foes had Isin, nothinp was seen but some
blackened fragments, and the whole sea far and
wido scomed covered with them. At the dis-
tance of o few hundred yards he saw the first
Turkish ship which ho had disabled, coming
. down townard the horrid scene. e himae!f had
been uninjured. The large Turk whom he had
pressed closely to him had eaved his life, Ifis
clothes were partly burnt, but that was all. With
a prayer of thanks for his deliverance, he swam
towsrd the Turkish ship.

“I wlll try how they will treat me. Bettor
not die \vxlfully, sines I have been s0 wonders
fully preserved.. Great God! I only! I alone
out of 8o many 1’

The men in the ship saw Lim., A boat was
lowered and he was brought on board. For a
few moments he was all unnoticed, so terrible
had been the calamity. Boats moved slowly
over the scene, but there were no more living
beings to be found. All was one wide sccne of
havoc and ruin,

——t

CHAPTER IL

Ranader stood in silence awaiting his fate.
At last the Turkish eaptain approached him.

“Dog of an Infidel! Who are yoa who are
thus saved when Moslems have perished 3

“Tam a Greek,” .
“I know you are, and that you are a corsair,

and that you have served under Ranadar, the
abhorred of heaven, whom Mahomet confound !
But he is even now in Eblis.”

“Heis not. He lives.”

“What! will you say that others are saved
beside you ¥’

[} NO.”

“ Mow then can Ranadar Hve 7
#%] am Ranadar!”

laid his hand furionsly upon his scimetar. The
men who had been looking at the prisoner, or
endeavoring to discern some living being upon
the water, all turned 2s if by one impulse, to look
at the dreaded corsair, e stood -thers with
folded arms, glancing at them as haughtily and
proudly as though he were vietor, and not a
captive,

“ You Ranadar I

“Tam. I did that,”” said he, pointing to the
blackened fragments upon the water.

“What! You come here, you confess your
name, and your atrocious deed? Do you hope
to live ¢

f No 3

“And you shall not be disappointed. Here,
come forward,”” said he, to some of hig men, who
were, armed with axes. “Hew the ruffian from
limb to Hmb 1 o :

“Do your worst, vile Turk! I scorn you,
and lough ot death, Better it is to die than
live in captivity 1" , ‘

“Huolsay youso? Then I will bring down

be Ranadar the obedient slave! Men, bind
him.” )

“Took well to your bonds, then, for strong
bolts and bara have before this failed to hold
me."”

“Bind him! Gag him! Stop the mouth of
the dog 1” shouted the fierce Turk, in ungovern-
able fury. * Take him below, away out of my
sight.”

And the corsair was bound and taken below.

The Turkish  ship left this scene of destrue-
tion and proceeded on her way to Constantine-
ple. There she landed, and over the city spread
the news of Runadar's captivity,. for his name
wug well known among the people, As he was
brought ashore, & vast multitude assembled to
have a look a¢ the dreaded corsair. He looked
around upon them, and save a slight smile of
scorn, no emotion was visible upon his marble
countenance. . °

T e et At T

" At that well known name the Turkish captain.

your proud spivit, and Ranadar the corsair shall .

THE CORSAIR OF $CIO. ' . 97

The Turklsh eaptain, whose name was Ach-
met, took him as his own slave, swearing that he
would bring down his proud spirit, and tame
him.as he would o wild beast—~hy hanger. Ac-
cordingly, Ranadar was placed in a dungeon,
whose moist floor, and dank, slimy walls showed
it to bo beneath the surface of the sea~far down
tinder the ground.

He narrowly examined the dungeon in which
he found himself conflued. It was rot more
than ten feet square, At the side opposite from
the door there was 'a small grating, through
which entercd some feeble rays of Hght, The
iron stanchions were thick and strong, and be-
yond the first one which he Eﬁv;-ahere wad yet
enother. The aperture’was about a foot square,

“Hal” he exclaimed, when he flest saw it
*“Thet is what I wished for, Achmet will leave
me here without foed for three days. Wthen he
comeg, perhaps the bird will be flown. My man-
acles arc off!  Good !—I can use my hands.”

He slowly unwound the scarf which was sronngd
his waist, and disclosed beneath its folds doubled
cords of silk, which, if extended, might reach

© forty feet. IHo examined this, tried its strength

carefully, and then tied it round him. Ile then
took off his Fez cap, and from beneath the in-
ing he pulled ont some small instrumenta.
There was 2 knife, and a sew of the finest and
hardest Damascus ateel,

But little light now entercd the window, for
It was lato in the afternoon. Runadar wentup
to it and tricd to palt the iron from its place, but
in 7ain. Then he quickly but steadthily prepar
ed to saw the iron through. There were cight
bars in each grating through which he would
have to cut. By working steadily through the
greater part of the frst night, he was abls to
take ont the first grating, and finish half of the
other.

“ Now,” said he, tovrard morning, *“so much
ts done. To-morrew I will be ous, But good
heaven! Holy virgin I” he exclaimed, suddenly
putting his hand to his breast, *“.ah, kind heav-
en, thow hast not yet deserted me.”

He took out a small hundie in which there

. werodates, and with a portien of these he satis-

fied his honger. Kight came on and found him
with an unconquered spirit, still laboring at his
work, At Iagt, when it might bave been an
hour before midnight, the outer grating was dis-
placed, and Ranadar passed through..

Ho found himself in & narrow passage which
wentk for o lony distance en either side. Fora

time he hesitated which way to choose, but nt
length, ke tnrned toward the Jeft and went on,
He walked for a long distance, and at last ¢ame
to a door, which, opening, disclosed & fight of
steps. The blast of fresh air told Ranadar that’
here was a way to escape, for 1t led to the outside,
The air also had the freshness of the sea, and
brought with it the perfumes of distant shores,
There was another flight of steps on the left at
the top of which wes a narrow chink, through
which a feeble ray of light passcd, The fugltive
paused a moment, looked up the steps beforg
him, and then up the others at the light.

“Jwill go here,” said he, as a sweet stream
of music secompanied by a mournfal female
voice, came down to his ears,. * I will go here,”
and drawing his dagger, he went #p the narrow
steps, and reaching the swmmit, he saw a small
niche in which he mighs stand and leok into the
room through an aperture, apparently mado for
the purpose. * Hal”’ he murmured, *this is
some plan of Achinet. Would that I could meet
the villain now "

Then gazing ioto the c]mmbcr, through the
aperinve, & beautifal sight met his view. The
room was magnifieintly furnished. Tich curs
tains hung from tlie walls, The carpets spread
wpon the floor were from the looms of Persia,
the couckes and stools were carved in the moss
skilful munner, From the vaunlted eeiling a
brazen lnmp was suspended, whese light cast s
mysterions gleamn upon the scene. AN was in
the most gorgeous and splendid style of ericntal
volapteousness.

Upon a couch in one corner of the room res
clined a young girl whose lovely countenance
-throw all else tuto the shade, Her dark hair was
loose, and her eyes were cast down droopingly,
shaded by their long black lashes, She was
dressed in the elegant Crecian costume, and on
her head she held & smull guitar which she had
just finished playing. Ramadar looked at tho
beantifn} being, filled with wonder nad profound
astonishment at 8o mach beauty, What wep

4

. This amazement when he saw hor radse hor head

and gently sigh his own name ?

 Ranadar I

Ho thought that she was some nneartlly bes
ing when he heard it, and looked upon ker as she
buried her face in her hands and wept. A snd-
der noise alarmed her, and she raised hersel!
languidly upon her couch. Footsteps were heard
outside, and after a time Ranadar saw the dowy
open and his hated foe Achmet, walk jn.
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*Allah save you, beautiful Grecian maiden !
Who is there who in heanty can equal Tonu?
I hope you are more tender than you were
yosterday 27

f Leave me to myself,” she ciied, waving her
hand.

“ O no, no,—do not send me away, do not
deprive me of the light of your heavenly smile.
You torture me. Why do you treat me so?
Muaiden, you arc my slave

“ By purchase—but I yield not to you.”

“Tearken to me. You have defied me too
fong. Yom arein my power entircly. Ifyou
will not tove me willingly, T would scorn to com-
pol yow. TIhave come this time expecting you
to be more kind., I find you unaltered, I do
not love you well enough to wait for you to
change. You must die !"”

Ranadar shinddered f with ill-suppressed rage,
but the lovely lona gazed at Achmet unshifuk-
ingly.

“T know you love another. T know your
affection for that pestilent Greecian, I have
waiehed you, seen your actions, and heard you
sigh his name, e too shall die!”

* He will never be in your power.”

“Willhe not? lle lies now in my lowest
dungeon. "Fhere he shall starve 1

Tonn who had thns far been firm, when she
heard thﬁt, fell Lack upon the couch, but nsham-
edof her weakness, raised horself,and again con-
frouted her enemy. Buat her face was deathly
pale, and her hands were clasped tightly
togethor. "

“In one hour, Grecian maid—in one hour,”
-—-and his voice sank to & deep, hard whisper—
*“you shall die, and nevermore shall your fa-
ther behold you—nevermore shall Ranadar gaze
upon you unless it be in Eblis,”” And Achmet
departed.

*“Alas, bo never las gazed upon me, Rana-
dar never has scen me, but T have scen hun—uh
too often.”

Ranadar was filled with o variety of contend-
ing emotlons. Bat passionate love and pity for
the benutiful Toun wers pre-cminent among
them. Ho lovked in silence after Achmet had
gone, but suddenly remembered thit no time
could bo lost in waiting there,

# Surely,” he snid to himsclf, *there must be
something eolse here beside this aperturs, there
must be some small door by which one might
enter, o searched narrowly around, and at
length saw a small panel which secmed fas-

tened by 'a concealed bolt. This he pushed back,
the' door opened, and Ranadar stood before
Iona. At the noise of his entranee, she started,
and looking up, muttered a fow words in a dar-
ing tone, as though she supposed the slaves had
come to put her to death, but secing Ranadar the
great corsair, the man whom she loved beyond
all words, she nttercd a faint scream of joy and
raised her arms and face to heaven. e caught
her in’his prms.

“Fly with me, Tora. I know all. Come
with your Ranadar. Ah, come guickly, Tiark,
there are sounds without. Hasten !

She seemed incapable of motion. So great
were the conflicting emptions which disturbed her
soul, that she neivher spoke nor moved.

“Tona, my 'own love, my soul?” he cried im-
ploringly, and as she leancd gently upon him,
he raiscd her in his strong arms, and passing
back through the secret door, he hore hee down
the stairs. Then up he went with his lovely,
trembling burden, up the stairs st which
half an hour before he fmd pansed, and a
thrill of rapture went throurrh him, as on reach~
ing the top he found himself upeon a low terrace
which overlooked the sea. Jona’s arms were
clasped about his neck. The lovely gitl, over-
come by her sndden escape from death, from
sorrow and misery—overcome at the sight of
Runadar, free, and making her free, felt o decp
gush of joy and bliss, too great for uiterance.
Her tears of happiness flowed {recty, and while
she clang to him she sighed his nome,w-
“ Ranadar ¥

“Cling to me closer, cloger, Tonal There is
the water beneath us, We must escape. See,
yonder there is a boat, T must earry you there.”

Abonut s hundred yards away, upon the moon-
lit surfree of the water, o small boat conld he
scen lying at anchor, None seemed to be on
board. 'There Ranadar determined to swim.
The water was dashing ngainst the stone wall
ten feet bencath. He nnwound his scarf and
fastening it firmly to an iron bar, he took Iona
in his manly arm, and then descended. The
cold water received the lovers and enfolded thom,
Iona clinging to. Ranadar ns he directed her
feared nothing, for her lover was with her, He
struck out boldly and swam alowly to the boat.
Gradually he approached, and at last his hands
grasped it. Raising himself stealthily, he look-
ed into it, and found it empty. Then he placed
Ione within, and crawling in ufter her, a fow

moments sufficed for him to hoist the sails, A
.
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fair wind blew from the harbor, The light boat

“felt its influence and started at the blast, and

bounded over the waves carrying thém home to
Selo.

CHATPTER IIL

Once more the waters of the ZEgenn Sea and’

the blue waves of the Grecian Archipelago shone
beneath the morning sun. A small ship was
geen stealing along the cosst of the Iske of Fgina.
It was gaily painted, but guns peeped through
her sides, and o long one was mounted amid-
ships, Aloft, a red flag streamed, and the sails,

which were distended by the breeze, glistened’

from afur upon the blae water. She was slowly
and noiselessly sailing teward a promontory,
upon whose summit a strange flag was fying,
apparently a sipnal of some kind.

Upon the other side of the promontory, and
sailing divectly toward it was a Turkish vessel,
By the listlessness of all on board, it was evi-

* dent that they were ipnorant that an enemy was

sonear, 'The captain leaned over the stern and
gazed into the water.  Anaged man in the dress
of a slave, but whose intellcatual countenance
belied his costume, was cleaning a sword.
¢ * Menilon !’ cried the captain, sternly, *“ Why
aro youso long. May Allah eternally confound
you, indolent heathen of a Greek 1™ .
“ Achmet, you are my master. Iam old. Do
not beat me. T have not the strength of youth.,”

“Insolent greybeard! Be more respeetful.”

Sinee your daughter’s escape, you have grown
suddenly bold, Beware I

“X rejoice that Tona is out of a rufflan’s
po‘vm.'))

“Tog! What! Hu!” he cried, in amage,
ag turning to fell the old man to the deck, he
saw the Grecian vessel rounding the promontory.
“Ho, men! up! Toarms! A corsair!?

Instantly, every mun sprung {oseize his arms,
The guns were made ready, and sl was prepar-
ed for action.

“ Monilon, go below, ‘We will blow up these
knaves in your absence. You will have com-
pany soon from the slaves in yon ship.”

A wild shout from’the corsair interrupted him,
Suddenly the approaching vessel paused, and
some movenment was made upoen her decks.

“ By great Allah, they arc afraid. Ha! They
&re moving thet long gun. They are pointing it.”

A lond noise followed his remark, and a huge
ball struck the ship sending the splinters around

in every direction, Then the corsair bore down
upon them., Vet not more than six men ap-
peared upon - her deck., When close by she
poured & broadside into the Turkish ship, wound-
ing and killing great numbers, The Turks sent
back another, and shot off some of the rigging,
But now the ships were close together, A tram-
pet was blown by & noble and eplendidly appar-
elled youth who seemed to bo leader. Instant-
ly o crowd of men poured out from the hold.
They came thronging the deck, and rushed after
their leader into the Turkish vessol.

“ Ranadar ! shouted Achmaet,

“Ha, Achmet!” and Ranadar rushed upon
the Turk., ‘Their scimetars crossed and flashed
fire, Threo times the steel of Ranudar astavted
the blood of Achmet. Twice he forced him npon
his knee. At last the Turk struck furiously at
the corsair. Dut the next moment his sword
wag whirled from his hand, and the Moslem
chict felt gasping at the feet of Ranadar,

“ Victory, victory! Down with the Turks,””
shonted tho fierce corsair, n8 they rushed more
furtously than ever upon their foes.  * Victory 1”
and the shout which added force to the Greels,
tock away the couwrage of the Turks. For a
while the carnnge raged, the Grecks ent down
their enemics who still fought with the wild en-
ergy of despair. Many leaped into the sea,
Others leaned against their dead comrades, and
thougl wounded, still kept up resistance,

“Yicld ! yield! You are conquered 1”7 eried
Ranadar ! * Yield, and T will be merciful 1"

At this there was a pause.  They threw down
their swords, and ~acknowledged themsclves
prisonors.

But as Ranadar turned to look npon the dead
body of Achmet, nod to dircet bis men about the
ship, he saw an aged man leaning against the
stde of the ship, For s momenthe looked, and
then springing forward, he cavght the old man
in his arma.

% Monilon, alive! Are you yet alive, then ?
Tona has mourned you leng.” |

““Ranadur, Heaven bless you forever, Did
you save my daughter 27

“J escaped, and she fled with me,”

“ Ranadar, your name is terrible to your foes,
but (3, how sweet, how dear, to your frienda.
(God bless you, i8 an old man’s prayer,”

The Turkish vessel was plundered, and after
dividing, enough was found to fill the corsairs
with joy. The Turkish prisoners were carried
tg Scio, and after along time were exchanged for
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Greek captives. The name of Ranedar gainad
new glory, and his deeds were spoken of every-
where,

Ome tenth of the spoil was Ranadar's, but this
he forced upon Monilon, in order to enable him
again to rebuild his ruined kome in Xomao, Mo-
nilon tock it, for well he knew that Ranadar
would have it again—well he knew it, by the
hoppy smile and lovely blushes of Tona.

Komuno rises from the sea not more than thirty
miles to the north of Scio.’ It is a lovely spot,
where treeg of luxuriant follage and richest fruit
grow on cvery side. Heve the vineyards are
scen, where vines hang in graceful festoons from
tree to treo; ot:chards filled with athonsand fruits,
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gardens where blooming and odorous flowers
give forth their fragrance to the air—running
streams and gushing fountaina. <In this paradise
dwelt Monilon ; here Iona was brought up, and
here Ranadar eame to take her to his home, But
that home was on the seme lovely island, and
there they lived in happiness such as eorth can
seldom bestow, for if the tenderest love and the
mont beautiful scenes of nature can afford hap-
piness, then Tona and Ranadar had nothing more
to desire. The corsair seldom: after sailed the
sea, He wag contented to dwell at home, and
evor blessed the day when he was led captive to
Achmet's dungeon,




