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CHAPTER T.

The origin of the ** Council of Ten,” and their peculiuy dutics.  The madnight sossion.—

The chief spy.  Niccoli, and his character.
patrician Marino Trivisare.

AW EAR tho commencement of the fourteenth
L SA century, while Petro Gradenigo reigned
as doge of Venice, threo nobles formed « plob for
the overturn of the Venetian government ; but
hefore their seheme could be earried into exceu-
tion, their designs were discovered, and th'ongh
they fought bravely for nearly a whole day, yeb
they were conquered-—and, after an investiga-
tion of the affair, most of the conspirators were
allowed to leave the city. For the examination
of this conspiracy, a commission, consisting.of
tep metnbers of the senate, was appointed, whose
torm of office was limited to fourteen days, but
afterwards the time was cxtended ; and, after
various prorogations, it was, during the reign of
Franceseo Dandelo, declared perpetual, under

" the nane of the © Counoir or Tex,” and it has

since been one of the most important features in

The private interview ot the palace of the

that povernment. The peculiar office of this
council is to protect the people from the unjust
exercise of power by the nobility, and also to
protect the state from the influence of treason
and faction ; consequently, it is not regulated
by any stated Taws, but, is subject only to ite own
judgment and thg forea of eiruﬁmsmncus,—--and
i, moreover, entirely independont of the senate,
In order to carry out their plans, the Ten em-
ploy, as their spieg, a crowd of monks, common
prostitutes, gondoliers, and lackeys, who are
seattered all over Venice and its dependencies,
a0 that even the most confidential servant of a
noble may be a epy upon his master’s actions,
ready to convey the intelligence of the slightest
appearance of treason to the dreaded council.
The dark mantle of night had been for sever-

al hours spread over the eity of Venicc, and
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though midnight was at near hand, still the
Council of Ten wag in sessiun, awaiting the ar-
rival of oue of its most busy spies.  Just as the
bells on 8t Mark tolled the hour of twelve, the
Ten were relieved of their anxiaty by the sceret
signal of the expected messenger, mud the next
moment he was ushered into their presence,

<« Well, Niceoli,”" said the chief of the coun-
eil, ** what news do you bring us of this brave ?”’

“If you mean Martelino,” replied the spy,
#T can give you but little information.”?

1 do mean Marteline.
him 1"

“Yos,” answored the epy, *+ I saw him at one
of the casinos over beyond San 1’acle, and I
used every weans in oy power to get at his
character, sud also to ascerinin where he came
from ; but it was of no use, fur he scemed to
mistrust in a moment whut wy intentions were,
and he gave sueh answers that T was eompletely
batfied.  Of one thing, however, I un sure—he
i engazed m rome husiness which he desives to
keep secret, but whether it coneerns only him-
self, or whether it s aimed against the state, is
more than T have yet been able to discover.”

Did you not sce

 And what of the patricinn Trivisano—have
you seen him ¥ asked the chief.

“ No, I have not scen him ; but I have two
trusty spies in his own howsehold, and we shall

be sure to hear of his movements.

bundle of parclunent, and placed it in his bosom,
- 1 hat hoped to have learned mere of this Lravo,
but as 1t i3, we must watt for fucther develon
monts. Tt ull the courterwas whom yon can
trust be set upon his track, snd be suee taat he !
does not leave Venice.”

- But why not arrest him and hriny bim be-
fore the councit at onee 7 sugrzested Niveoli,

“ Because,” answered the clief, *° that would
spoil the whole ; for we have reason to suspect
that ho is engaged in some conspiracy, and in
order to get at the seoret we must move cau-
tiously.”

* Very well,”” returned the spy, “*Iwilldo all
I can, and you shall learn the resuit of my ef-
forts.”

H

Apg Niceoli closed, hi made a respectful bow
to the couneillors, and withdrew fromn the cham-
bex, soon after which the council broke up, but
with the understanding that they were {0 wmeet
again on the following night.

Az Niceoli stepped from the couneil chamber
into the street, lie drew lis cloak up aveund the
lowor part of his face, and started off af & quick
walk.  He was o powerfully-built meaw, with »
countenance upon which one might gaze for a
long time without arriving at any definite con-
clusions concerning his true character, for there
was a poculiar exprossion of seeret cunning aboot
his quick, sharp eye und eompressed lip, that
would bafiie the keenest observer of Tun na-
ture, from the very fact that those lincaments,
by which one would seck to read his character,
were ever changing in their signs and tokens.
From forty to fifty years must have passwed over
his head, but his exact uge was as uncertain as
his eharacter.  Tle had Leen the ehief spy of the
Council of Ten for about five years, anil to him
was entrusted tho duties not only of looking after
| suspicions chavavters, but also the power of es
Hablishing the means of espionage whoerever he
thought proper.  To the couneil he was o most
valuable servant, for during - the time he had
gerved them, but one single individual whom he
{ sought had escaped him—not a eabal could ex-

[ ist, por a secret meeting of any kind take plaee,
“Well,” said the chief, a3 herolled up a small |

i but their whole proceedings were known to the
{dreaded Niccolt.  No one knew how nor where
ihe gained his intelligence, only they lucw that
pall their plans were sure to be discovered.  One
*m.m bowever, had bafiled all his inwa;nuity—
 Mareo Martelino, the bravo, always escaped
‘hun, and still he knew that this same brave was
;Lngaged in ncarly all the plots which he had
"iseovered, for Martelino made no secret of his
daring movements.
Niceoli walked on till he reached the palace
of the putrician, Marino Trivisano, where he
stopped, and after looking cautiously round to
soe that he was not observed, he noiselessly ap-
proached a small latticed door, which he opened
with a key of hig own, and entered the build-
iing. The way which he took secmed to be a

B
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sort of secret passage, and after threndmg gov-
eral infricate windings he entered a small apart-

ment at a remote angle’ of the building, within |
which sat n man éngaged in carving a° wootlen

model from 2 small key, which ever and anon
he eompared with the work bofore him.

s Ah, Niccoli ! exclaimed the workman, a8
the spy entoréd.

si .aly! not so loud, Paseal. T would not
lave that name heard within these walls by auy
ear save your own,” gaid Niecoli, as he carefully
socured the door by which he had entered.

s« (3, you need not fear, for there is no one mn
this part of the building save oursclves.”

¢ Never mind that,”’ quietly replied the spy ;
+ there are walls very near to us, and you know
not how many ems awall may bide. When you
have been exposed to danger as long as I have,
you will learn to fear even a stone whon you

wouldl roveal a seeret.  The loed Trivisano must

" not know that I have ever been in this place.”

1o will nsver puin that information from
any indiscretion of mine, you may depend.”

«T Yolieve you, Pascal, aud all I would wrge
upon youis enwtiz.  But new to business. In
the st place, whe1 ean you let me have the

ey

¢« That iy more. than I can tell,”” replied Pas-
cal Modotti, as he 110161 up the wooden modal
upon which he had Debn at work. This 1s the
first one, and you know there are five more, and
I can only work at them after my lord has re-
tired, and evcnc then I pmst run my risk of get-
ting them.’

“Very well,” said Niceoli, taking up the
modeL and cxamining it, ** just do them as soen
as possible—I ean expect no more. But now
what of Marteline, has he been here to-night ¥’

<1 think hohag. At'any rate, there hasbeen
5 man conversing with my master who answers
very well to the deséription I have heard of
him.”’

““Was he a large, pc}we‘rfully buﬂtm'm i '\sk-
ed the spy.

“Yes,” answered Pageal. |

“Did he have a little stoop in his gait ¥’
“Yes.”

« And was he slightly humpeti upon the
back ?

* Hsactly.” ‘ “
% Did he sit forward, and rost his hand upon
his kuees when he conversed 17 ‘

Yoy _

“ Did-you got o glimpse at his face?”

“Yes, and zn uglier-tooking st of foatures I
never saw.”’

“ That is the man,” replied Niecoli, while a
pocutiar smile vested upon his lips, ealled up by
‘the carnestness of his companion’s Ldst remark.
# But did you hear their conversation " )

“ Not much of it,”” answered Paseal; ““but
heard enough to know that they are both of .
them engaged in some plot against the state,
and that there are others bestde them who aro
also engaged in it.”’

# 8o far, 8o good. Now, Pascal, this is some-
thing which you will not mention to a living
soul. You understand it.”’ . ‘

“Yes,” replied Pascal, while a slight trem-
bling, which he eould not suppress, seized his
limbs, as he sow the koen eyes of the spy fized
upon him.
¢ There is one other thing which T desire that
you should do for me,” continued Nieeoli, *“ and
that is, to find out how many of -the other ser-
vants are particularly attached to their master.”

(), as to that, T ean tell you now. Over
half of them dislike him altogethur, and were it
not that all the good places in Venice aro already

filled, they would not stay with him another
week.”

“Then T wmsttrust you with an unportant
duty, but it is one which you can essily per-
form, if you are careful. T want six good, trus-
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ty servants to be set upon the wateh; so that
you can get such information from them s you
may desire, and it may be that they will be
needed for something more important, ere long.
Do you think you can do it 1"

“I know I can,” confidently replicd Pascal.

“Then,” said Niceoli, as he rose to go, 1l
shall lenve the matter in your hands, and I trust
that you will exercise all the diserimination you
are master of in the work.”

Paseal Modetti promised to do his best, und

the Spy of the Ten seemed satisfied with the ve-
sult of the interview.

As Niecoli stepped upon the pavement in
front of Trivisano’s palazzo, a very close obsery-
er might have seen a tear glisten in Lis oye, but
it was gone in & moment, and 1s he strode off
into the darkness he murmured :

0, Venice, I love thee as a mother, and T

swear to protect thee so long as ‘there is one drop
of blood in my veing "’

CHAPTER 11

Atherte Liont.
the two gondolus,
and its results.

}ﬂ N the evcnmn‘ bucceedmcr the interview of

the spy and Paseal Modetti, 2 small gou-
dol& pub ofl from a spot mear the Rialto, and
smoothly glided down the Grand Canal towards
the Jong row of splendid palaces which flanked
the water, Taising their marble wulls over the
moon-Jit stream, and reflecting the bright boams
of the full moon upon the gently rippling sur-
face, like silver glances from fairy cyes. The
boat wag propelled by a youth of not more than
one-and-twenty summers, over whose whole form
was thrown that peculiar grace and ease which
never fails to arrest and enchain the attention ;
but his countenance was the most remarkable,
for it presented a theme for deep stady. There
was none of that effeminacy which marks the
votary of ease and pleasure, and which o many
mistako for beauty ; but though his face was pale
and slizhtly haggard, still i was handsome in
the extrome—handsome from the fact that there
was gomething there to be loved besides morve
pliysical Leauty, something which told of u pure
und lofty mind, something which spoke to the
sympathizing heart of a”soul that beamed with
all the finest gleams of humanity. He was
slightly built, but yet finely moulded, and as he
dexterously shot his light craft along over the
sparkling water, steering clear of the hundreds

His present sziuatwn, and t]ze cause of 1t
The lightning, and s fewjﬁd effects.

' A picture. The storm, and
Alberte’s herote conduet,

of gondolas thut erowded the canal, he frequently
met a nod of recognition, and many a fair dam-
sel turned her head and strained hor lovelit
eyes to wateh the handsome youth as he shot
away out of mght

Such wag Alberte Lioni, one of the most prom-
ising young artists of Venice. Twelve years
before, Giovanni Mareello, one of the most pow-
erful nobles of Venice, had been srrested for
treason, and the council sentenced him to per-
petual banishment, together with his whole fam-
ily, and ordered that the names and arms of the
louse of Marecllo should be stricken from the
patrician lst. A few yemrs after his hanishment,
the clder Marcello wrote to the senate, and agl- -
ed that his son, Alberto, might be allowed to
coturn o Lis native city, and pursue his stud-
ies. ¢ Though God knows that Fam innocont
of the crime you have imputed to me, and per-
haps Ile alons, yet you all know that my poor
Loy is innocent,” wrote the banished noble, and
so feelingly did he set forth his claims, that the
council, which had been formed since Marcello
was banished, copsented that the Doy might
come o Venice, but with the proviso that he
should take some other name than that of his

father’s, and that he should never lay elaim to

patrician rank.
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. Underthe name of Lioni, therefore, the young
Alberte came to his native city, and as ho easi-
Iy found friends, he had no difficulty in pursuing

=

his studies.  ‘The stately pelace which had onee
been his father's, and where his own foet had
trod out their childish gambols, was now in the
possession of Marino Trivisano, and often, as he
passed its marble front, would a tear start to
his eye while the thought of his poor father’s
sufferings came across his mind ; but for himsolf
he cared but little, for he had already marked
out for himself o brifliant eourso of life, and Le
oven now pictured in the futnre a laurel wreath
of fame for the name of Lioni, more bricht and
lasting than the diamond of the ducal b;nnet of
Venice, or the mere hanble of pompous nohility.

Whon Alherte Lioni dreamed this dream, he
litthe knew what stiange desires a fow yours
might bring to his soul.

The youth had been in Venice hut three years,
when he received the molancholy intelligence of
his father’s death, who Lad not been able to stand
up under the severe shoek he had received.——
Bix years had he drageed vut in a foreien land
and then the name of Marcello ecas:d to h::
spoken.

In the letter which he indited to his son Just
hefore his death, he wrote :

“In a fow short hours, Alberte, there will he
none left to bear the nare of my house. You
are forced o bear another, but though prople
may only know you ns Lioni, the young student,
yet do mot ecase to remember that God knows
you ag the gon of an honest man, and may you
never tarnish that honor, which ull the counsils
and senates in Christendom cannot take from
you. When your mother died, she uttered her
last prayer for you, and I now do the same.——
God bless you, my son. Farewell I’

This was 2 sad blow to the youth, but with a
firm resolution to perform his duties truly. and
faithfully, ho pursned his onward course ; and
now, when he is introduced to the reader, le
has nearly reached the end of his studies, and
hopes soon to produce something of which he
can he proud ; but in doing this he has well

'S SECRET.

Alberte rowed on, and as the cool, refreshing
breeze of cvening swept soothingly across his
somewhat fovered brow, he thought not of time
nor distance, and ere he was aware of the faet,
he had nearly roached the mouth of the canal,
and 4 fow more strokes would have carried him
out into the Adriatic. As he rested ﬁpon his
oars, his eyes wandered along the flashing waves
until they rested upon 2 small cluster of ielands,
which separate the laguna from the gulf, and
which serve in a groat measure to break the
foree of the Adriatic storms bofore they reach
the eity, and so intently was his attention fixed
upon the seene, and so sweetly wus his artist’s
soul drinking in the inspiration of the time and
place, that he did not notice another go:{do]a,
which had approsched near to where his own
lay.  While ko yot sat gazinz upon nature’s fair
picture, he was suddenly aroused hy the strango
stillness of the air, and as he looked around
upon the dark surface of the waters, he found
that the gentle ripples, which had but a few
moments hefore been dancing merrily in the
moon’s bright Dbeams, had wow sunk into a
smooth mivror, which was refleeting a darkening
sky—while far away, over the domes and spires
of Vendee, wero rising a mass of sable clouds,

way to the zenith.  As he quickly turned the
head of his light craft back towards the eity, he
noticed the other gondola, and a slight shudder
ran through his frame 28 he saw that it contain-
ed only two fomales.

“ Back | back ! ho shouted, as soon as he
noticed them. ¢ Back, for your lives I’

Bat there wag no need for his warning, for
cre he spoke, the females’ gondola was on the
move, and Alberte found that their hoat skipped
over the water faster than his own.

The clouds grew thicker and rose faster, and
er¢ many moments 4 light moaning; like the low
growl of the forest monarch, broke upon the
young man’s enrs, and the next instant the storm
was upon them in all its ungovernable fury.—
Harder and harder did Alberte ply his oars, and
louder sounded the blast—the breaking waves

nigh undermined his health, as a look at his
pale features will show.

dashed ower the bows of his boat, completely

whose frowning summits already reached half:
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deluging im in their relentless flood, while the
rain foll in an almost blinding torrent. Tver
and anon did he look forward to eateh a glimpso
of the frail bark ahead, but the girls pulled no-
bly, and he saw that they were gradually dis-
tancing him. .

At length, net more than fifteen minutes after
the storm broke, a sheet of flame powred forth
from the 'inky heavens, and as it daneed in its
foarful vividness over the canal, Alberte was for
a few moments completoly blinded by its Turid
power ; but shnultancous with the roar of the
dread thunder theve came upon the young man’s
cars a shriek so sharp and piercing that he for-
oot the shock he had just received, and leaping
guickly ‘up in his boat, he strained his eyes
through the darkness to where he had Tust seen
the gondola. Mis heart leaped with a quiek
bound, as another flaslh of lightning lit up the
foam-lashed water, and revenled to his gaze the
fearful work which had been wronght by the

' preceding beaven-sent bolt.  Thero, about & ca-

ble's length ahend, he dist'mctlx saw the two fe-
males elinging to two sopiatate portions of their
ill-fated gondola, which had been rent in twain

by the fatal fluid, sending forth their fast-weak-

ewing erics for help.  With a power which- be
never hefore Inew himself to be possessed. of,

did he ply lis shoit, stout oars, and in a fow
minutes he reached the one nearest to him, whom
he grasped with a firm bold, while yet she was
crying for help.  As Alberte raised her to his
boat, she east one imploring plance upwards,
which was revealed Ly the still luid heavens,
and murmuring, ¢ Save my ristress | for God’s
suke, save my young mistress I’ she fell back

insensille to the dangers which had beset her.

Had Alberie lost another wmoment it would
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tion, for as he turned he eould just distingwish
through the gloom a portion of the wreek and
the flutter of o white garment, just lmnca.th it,
which was being swept past him by the angry -
wind.  With a quick movementhe scized a boat-
hoolt, whieh happened to lay ahove tha thiwvarts,
and was just in soason to grayp the wreek ove it
was swept away forever, while with another
movement he caught the lashing of his signal-
mast for support, and reaching as far ont as pos-
gible, he was just able to lay hold upon the gil’s
garment, at the very moment when her weaken-
ed bold had loft hor only support, and with an
almost superhwmnan cffort,—at least, for one like
himn,—he raised the insensible form of the drown-
ing femele into his boat.

Alberte Lioni onec more grasped his oars, and
for a fow moments he pulled bravely up against
Itho storm ; but noture had done her utmost in
the fierce struggle which had passed, and the
heroic youth felt that he could do nomore. Ile
felt his muscles beginning to relax—a mist was
gathering Vefore his cyes, through which even
the vivid lightning failed to penetrate—his head
grew dizzy, and his brain teeled in unison with
the frail bark he would have foreed onward.—
Once, and only once, after his arms refused
their office, did Alberte feel sensible to anything
ahiout him—"he folt that he must give up to the
giant sorm—that the lives ho would have-saved
must, after all, be lost—and that Nis own, oy ‘
well, must return to the God who gave it; then
oamo a shook, like the mecting - of two surging
bodies, and the next momont he felt himself
borne away by some invisible power. One sim-
plo sentence trembled upon his tips: |

¢ Pather—mother—I come to. meet you !”
and Alberte Lioni sanl into the darkness of

have been too late to finish his work of salva- mental night!




CHAPTER 1IT.

r
Lhe stranger.  The rescue.

Marco Matelino, the Brave of Veniee.

His interviee with

the senator, Francis Vivaldi, and the resulis thereof. ‘

Y. T the time when the storm first Troke,

AR, there was standing, far down the bank of

the canal, near the spot where the ill-fated gom-
dola was destroyed, a larpe man, who scemed
eagerly watching the progress of the two hoats.
His height was slightly over six foet, and his
musecular framo was developed in proportion
while the only defeet in his buill was a slight
stoop, and somewhat of a hump upon the top of
his baek ; but even this eave to his stout frame
a fook of more than ordinary physieal power,
even for one so large as himsclf,  On his head
ke wore a wide-rimmed sombrero, from the richt
of which'waved a large black ostrich feather,
while his face, catehing the shade of the dark
plume, looked almost as lowering as the storm
itself,  The rest of his dress, as wo can make it
out by the almost continuous stremn of light.
ning, conststed of a dark froclk, heavily fringed
with yellow stuff, fustened around the waist by
a leathorn Lelt, from which was suspended on
the present occasion a long Milan sword,—luck-
skin tights covered his legs, and on his feet ho
wore a pair of light sandals.

[SEE ®NaRavine.]

When the gondola, in which were the two
fermales, was regt in twain, the sta{-anger uftered
an exclunation of horror, betraying a very dif-
ferent fecling from what his appearance would
scem to indieate, and with a quick bound he
started for the ncarest boat. This he fouwd

» Feludned, but with one sweep of his mighty arms

he tore the staplo from ity post, and in a mo-
ment more-he was shooting away for the scene
of the disnster; but ere he reached it the two
girks had been transforred to the gondola of
Alberto] Lioni.

son to grasp the young man as he was falling
hack npon his seat, and it was the work of buta
few moments to place all thrce in his own boat ;
then he plied his oars with o power that sent his
bark up against the storm with remarkable
speed, and ere long he neared the sumptuons
pitlaces which flank the eanal,  As le drew
towards the bridges, he discovered that thero
was @ great commotion near the palace of the
lord Vivaldi—that the gondolas were being put
off in all directions, while undreds of torches
sent their lurid glow down the canal.

“ Halloo !"? shouted the boatman, as & number

The new comer, however, was just in sen- -
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" of the gondolas neared him.  ** Do you seck the
ludy Isidora ?” .

 Yésg, yes,’’ came from a hundred voices.

« Back, then, back, and don’t- block up the

way, for I have her here.”
Tn s moment the gondoliers pulled thexr heats
3 out of the way, and with a dozen strokes of his
{ oars, the stranger shot his eraft up to the foot of
: the stairease which led to the palace of Franeis
Vivaldi, and throwing tho bow-fast to those on

l shore, e raised the insensible form of' Imdou
Vivaldiin his arms.

“Tell me, sir-for God's sake, tellme, is my
~ child alive 77 eried an old man, who stood trem-
" bling upon the steps.

“ Yies, Vivaldi,” answered the stranger, ** her

Teart still beats.”’
“Thank God, for that,” murmured the old
noble, u¢ he roceived the form of his daughtor
_ into his arms, and imprinted a kiss upon her
' cold brow.
Yot some give their help heve, Vwaldl,
* continued the powerful hoatman, “fm‘ hore are

i
b

. two more who deserve your attention.’

In a fow moments the servant girl and Alberte:
Lioni weve removed to the house, and all the at-
tention which the bost of skill could suggest

- was hestowed upon them. Ere long they all
showed signs of lifo; but, alas, for Alberte !
when he opened his eyes, it was only with the
wild stare of feverish delivium. His already

: wenkened econstitution had  received a shock
which get Lis sonsitive nerves into & wild com-
motion, and the fire of & malignent fover rolled

But he

was in the hands of those whe owed him mueh,
and his coueh was watched with the most assid-
uous attention, '

< Dut for yourself, sir,—what -can I do for
you?” asked'the Inrd Vivaldi, as the stranger
¢losed his tale of the noble manner in which
the youth had saved the lady Isddora and her

mxid. ¢ Had it rot Lieen for you they must have

all been lost, and the nobls youth would have
fallen a saerifice to his own magnanimity.’

¢ T wish for nothing further than you will re-
member the deed, and when youw next hear my

like molten lava ﬂn(}uﬂ-h his veius.
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dreaded name, you will know that one kind act,
at least, rests upon my shoulders.”

“ Bt tell me who yduare,” uttered the noble,
as he instinetively drew back a pace from his
st-r:mge companion. 4

¢ T am, onc who, should the spies of the Ten
see you in conversation with me, might bring
harm upon your head.”

“* You are not—no, that cannot be ; for you
would nover have dared to enter the house of
the chief of the Criminal Trihunal.”

“T am Marco Manterive,”” returned the
strangoer, in a deep voice; * and I dave go any-
where, whithersoever it pleases me."”

“ You—-the Bravoe of Venice?-—he who is
mixed up in every plot that has boen discovered
for years?—who seems to sin on with perfect
impunity, slipping through the fingers of justice
at every turn, as though you possessed the pow-
er of rendering yeurself invisible 7—he who
geems to be at the very foundation of every
wicked deed in Venice

¢« Well,” calmly replied the bravo, as the old
noble drew tremblingly back,  why might I not
ag well hear that namo as to have its stigma fis-
ed upon some one ¢lse. You tromble, sir ; bup
look ye, Vivaldi, when you ecast your -cyes
around your Senate Chamber to-morrow, thou
shalt see more than one noblo sitting thers who
shall yet tremble hefore the nod of Mareo Marte-
lino. You say I have plottod Ay, T have
plotted, and I will plot again; for there be
those in Venice whom I would see removed from
power j—their presenec here snits me not, and
you, siv, would gou rest in peace, atbempt not”
to thwurt me ; for I tell thoe, Francis Vivaldi—
senator and chiof though you be—that should
you stop between me and my desigus, your life
is not worth 1 beggar’s mite.  You will sot spies
upon my track in vam——for even your boasted
Niceoli, who has seized upon every ome elso
whom he hag soaght, has hunted afier me to no
purpose. At all the easinos in Venice he has
his hundreds of spies, but they dare not betray
mme,—or if they would, they cannot. At every
ridotto and masquerade, your chief spy has his
emisearies ; but I go in and come out when I
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Please ; ay, and T plot there, too, if it suits me.
Dost comprehend me, Vivaldi 77

The old noble made no answer—but he gazed
upon the wonderfal man hefore him with silent
awe ; nor could he repress a feeling somewhat
akm to admiration as he witnessed the proud
bearing of the bravo ; yet he was the man whom
Venico most foared ; and though he stood now in
Ly own house, within his very hall of state, the
Benator Viealdi thought not of attempting his
capture.  He trembled hefore his dark presence.

“Tell me,” eontinued Martelino, as he suw
that his compunion dicl not speak, ** can the Inws
of Venice make that which is absolutely wrong
to be by any means right 27

*Of course not, " replied Vivalili, who thought
he saw in the manner of the bravo a disposition
to reveal some portion of his designs.

“ Then tell me, how shall our senators be cor-
rected when they do wrong 77°

““ They ure amenable to the Council of Ten,”
replied the noble.

“ Ay, amd 20 i3 the doge himsclf, and so is
every one,” said Marteline, while a peculiar fire
flashed from his eyes.  * But when your Ten
do wrong, and your Senate do wrong, and your
Inguisitors do wrong, what may we do then?

From them there is no appeal.  Wherever your
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Council of Ten sets its seal, there it must stay,
and no power in Venice can remove it.”’

“If the Senate do that which ought not ¢ be
done, and continue in the pursuance of the
wrong, then the people must mend it.”

Al leware, Vivaldi, thet smells of
treason.” ‘

soul. . What it was, or from whence it sprung,
he eould not tell,

““ Now,”” eontinued Marteline, * your councils
havo done wrong, and it must be made right. .

If the poople protest, it is treason ; if you, or I,

malbter, we are the {raitors,
the econsequence.
thing may make a traitor in Venice.”

Vivaldi was upon the point of answering,
when the bravo moved lowards the door,  The
nokle did et attempt to stop him, for something
ahout his pregence scemed more like a vision of

and death must L

had stuod was vacant, and in a moment more ho

¢ 1 heard the splash of his oars in the water.

b

Vivaldi started at thiz remark, and as he
caught the keen eye of the bravo fixed wpon.
him, a strange focling of uneasiness erept over Lis |

or any onc else, move wmong the people in this

Bo you see how slipht o

the past than a reality of the present ; and while.:
he yet gazed, tho spot where 3aréo Marteline

Privisano.

CHAPTER 1V.

The meeting of the conspiraiors.

The doubts with regard fo the bravo.

The plot. A

sudden visit, and o strange servant for the C’ouncai oj Ten. '

V’ W HEN Mutelino left the house of Vi
SN valdi, the storm bad passed away, and
the dark masses of clouds were slowly breaking

~ apart and rolling oﬁ'; while the bright moon onee

more rode majestically in a clear track. The
brave pulled the hoat to the spot from whence

-he had taken it, and then started back towards

the city, koeping along by the most secluded
ways, until he reached the palace of Marino
Yere. be stopped, and after looking
cautiously around, to assure himself that no one
watched his movements, lie approached the

staivs which led down fo the eanal, and entered
{ the house by the passage from the weter.
“was but a few momoents in finding the private

He

apartment of Trivisano, and when e did reseh
it, he found five Venetian nobles already collect-

. ed there,

3

“ Al, leve comes the very man,” remarked

" Trivisano, as the bravo entered.

Martelino guzed around with a keen glance
upon those who were assembled, and then said :

“Yes, I am the very man, and I trust I have
come In season.”’ ‘

“ Just in time,” replied Trivisane, * for our
friend Castello s but just arived.”

“Then let's to business at once,”’ said the
bravo, * for I have other matters to attend to
to-night.”

“ Other mattcrs 7" ropeated Castello, in m
interrogative tone. ' '
I 13 YBS.”

Tho party exchanged significant glances, and
appeared somewhat troubled ; but Martolino
quickly re-assured them by adding :

T have got to set a wateh upon that fellow,
Niceoli, the chief of the Ten ; for he is on our
track, and he must be removed.”

“But he does not suspect any of us, doos
ho? asked Trivisano, while a slight tremor
shook his frame.

“Q, no; he only suspects me, that’s all,”
replied the brave. “ You'are sl safe enough,
at least for the present.”

“Tf we are safe now,” remarked one by the
name of Polani, * then why may we not remain
safo ¥ : '

- ¢ 8o you can, my masters,” answered Marte-,
lino, “‘if you pursue the proper course; hut
you inust be awaro that therois but little sefety,
at all ovents, in the business in which we are
engaged. Niccoli bas his emissaries out in all
directions, and you will be fortunate if you es-
capo him.””

« Never feay for us, Martelino,” gaid Trivi-
sano; “but you must look well to yourself, for
you are already suspected.”

« Me suspected !’ xeturned the bravo, with a
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quick flash of his eagle eye, * Lem Lnown to
be a conspirator, bave nothing to Lide from
the eyes of the council’s spies, unless, indeed,
it be my connection with yourselves, and for
your own sakes I shall keep that u sceret,  Se,
my masters, you need not ho un{ler any sppre-
hensions fur e, nor need you fear for yourselves
on my account.”

For sume time after Martelino ceased speak-
ing, no one scemed inelined to break the silence,
but the nolles cast very furtive glances at cach
others, which appeared to indicate that some
pretiminary arrangements were expeeted ufore
the main busiuess was begun. At length these
glances were all divected towards Trivisano, and
foeling himself called upon to lead on, the old
noble turned to Martelino and remarked :

“Yon will not think it strange, Marco, if we
desire some pledge from you, before we trust
you with more of our secrets.  We do not even
know who you are, nor from whenee you camo,
not bave we the least assurance that you will
not prove false and betray us after all.”

* And what assurance ean I give you 2 asgked
the brave, without betruying the least differcnve
on aeeount of this questioning of his intentions.
“If T can make you casy by any assurance of
mine, I will do s0; but as to who I am, and
from whenee I came, T am free to tell you that
you will know no smore than you do ab present.
You ave npon the point of wmaking arrangeents
for the overthrow of the Venctian government ;
you would dethrene the doge, and place a king
in his place.  You would disrole the eouncillors
and tuke their power into your own hands, and
you think that the aspiring, proud-bleoded no-
bles will assist you as soon as the ball is in mo-
tien, if you can but first remove the dreaded
Council of Ton, Marine Trivisans would be
king of Venice! Ma, ha,~and what other
gecrets are there which jrou have .among you ¥’

Trivisano trembled as Marteline so faithfully
pictred their true designs, and the others felt
no less uneasy ; hut Castello, who seemed more
hardy than the othors, even though his expec-
tations were not so high, quickly answored :

* There are sectete, brave, which you do not
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know, and which eloak the wost important points
of our business,  You may understand our ul-
terior designs, lut you know not the means by
which, the places where, nor the time when, we
intend to camry them out; and these are the.
scerets which we have thought proper to withhold
unfil we reccive some binding assurance that ,
your lips nor actions shall ever hetray us.”’
“Ha, ba, ha,” laughed Martelino, while a
scornful expression dwelt wpon his eountenance.!.
“ You would keep these secrets, for fear I might -
betray you ! Do you suppose, my loxds, that the -
Council of Ten cares for such gecrets 7 Sup-
pose that arch spy, Nieeoli, should kuow that
the patricians, Trivisane, Polfino, Polani, Masto,
and Castello, had conceived the design which :
rcsts,bctweqn you, what would /e caro for the -
means, the fimes, or the placgs? Ahk, my
masters, the broath of Marco Martelino cven
now holds the headsman’s uxe over your neelks,.
and you had better beware how you trifle with.
his power. You have asked me to remove certain’
mean from yowr path—men who must be removed -
befure you gan proceed with your designs.  For-

:
i

and T swear that i shall be dome. Al this |
worle I must take upen my own shouldors, and
Venice must never know that her own nobles
are ab the back of the dreaded bravo j—and yet
you talk of my betraying you. If you Jear,

ere you reach the poal.
[ will bind myself Ly any outh you choose to
preseribe, only let it Le done quickly, for T have
told ye once that T have business elsewhere.”
The conspirators evidently felt ill at ease Do

Trivisane quickly answored :

“We want no oath, but you will not wonder
that we ask you for a pledge of fidelity. We
must trust yon with our secrots, and we desire
to feel that your interests are with us ; for T as
sure you that if we suceeed you shall hold an
important post under the government.” '

‘ Then,” replied Martelino, « I solemnly‘:

“geveral of them I am sure, but the greater part

cortain gumy of money I have agreed to do it, -

+ of the very dangerous ground upon which we

then you had better at vnce leave the path upon |
which you have entered-—for 1 tell ye, eon
seript fathers, that stout hearts will Lo necossary
But for ¥your own case,

neath the quick, fiery glances of the bravo, and -
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promise you that not one word, look, or action
of mine shall tend to betray you, unloss I first
find that some of you have already hetrayed me.
Will that suit yout”

ATl expressed themselves safisfied with this
promise, for they at once saw that the intorests
of all concerned were so intimately convected
that ene could not well betray the others without
at the same time laying himself liable to the
penalty of treason; and at a motion from Cas-
tello, Trivisano produced from his secret lockers
a gmall roll of parchment.

s Here, my lords,” said the old noblo, as he
anrolled the parchment, *“is a complete list of
all npon whom we may venture to operate, Of

wilt have to- be approached with eaution.  To
ydu, Castello, T give thislist.  You will at once
recognize the names, ad their owners all have
seats in your department of the senate. To
you, Doline, I give thiz list. Those whose
names are there entrolled are all in the eastern
lobly. Polani and Masto, to you I give tho
list of those whose places are without the senaté,
and you must divide the duly as you see fit.
For myself, I have 1'eservegl the nobles who are
immiediately about the person of the doge.
Now, I need not further impress you with the
necessity of caution, for you wmust all be aware
stand.”’ '

Then turning to the bravo, who had been o
stlent spectator of the apportionment of these
dutics, Trivisano continaed :

¢ To you, Marteline, we give thislist. There
are only four names in it, but the men therein
mentioned must he out of the way as soon as
possible, for they are in the way most essentially,
and until they are removed, we cannot with
gafety proceed.”

The bravo ran his eye over the four names
upon the parchment, and then turning round
upon those prosent, he said :

*Those shall be attended to; but are there
not others who stand more in the way than do
those whose names are here ¥’
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ar¢ others who will come under your hund ere

long, but their time has not yet come.”

¢ And Jy this all with which you have to com-

mission me to-nmight 1”7

* That is all,”’ answered the noble, *“ and we

shall not meet again till one weck from tonight,

when we expect that cach will have a clear and

safe account to render.”’ ‘

Tlhus commenced a plot which was ealéulated

by its progenitors to entirely overthrow the

Venetian govermment,—or rather, we might say,

it was the socond or third time that the same
plot had heon started ; for on ono oceasion, eor-

tainly, Trivisano had commenced the same, but

circumstaneos had obliged him to relinquish its
prosecution ; but now the traitorous nobles com-

meneed on & wore safe and sure boginning, and

already had thoir machinutions assumed a fearful
aspect for the peace and safety of the city. They
had leng known the daring and subtile character
of Martelino, and in him they had found a fit
man to cope with the dreaded Niecoli, for wuntil
chance threw the bravo in their way, they had
net dared to arousc the suspicions of the argus-
eyed spy.  In the bravo, too, they thought they
gained two objects ; for, while ho could be
hired to do their murder, he would engross all
the attention of Niceoli, thus leaving themselves
to the furtherance of their plot.  Of the fidelity
of their agent they had not much doubt; but
yet he was & man to be feared in more ways
than one, and even though they had received
his solemn promise, ag the reader has already
soen, still they dared not cross him, and after
he had left the house, which he did as soon as
hie had received his instructions, the nobles held
a long consultation upon the method in whiek he
was to be troated. d : ‘

+ T tell you,” said Castello, ¢ Martolino is a
follow who may be trusted, if we only trust Aim,
But if we betray the least signs of suspieion,
you may he assured that we shall meke his en-
mity, and to do that at the present ' time would
be dangerous to us all.” '

¢ Castello is right,” said Masto. * Did you
not notice to-night how quickly hizs fire wos

* Not at present,” replied Triviseno. **There
ju P

aronsed when we but hinted at the bare proba-
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bility of his proving traitorous ¥ We must
place all conlidence in the brave, or at least we
must studiously endeavor to make him think
that we do.”’

“ But yet we must wateh him narrowly,”
suggestod Trivisane, ¢ and that we can do with-
out his noticing it, for he evidently feels but lit-
tle sympathy with us further than gold is con-
corned.”’

It was past midnight when the nobles left the
palace of Mavino Trivisano, and pulling their
short elouks up over the lower part of their faces,
they sought their own dwellings.

It might Tave heen half an hour, perhaps
more, after Trivisano’s four assoctates left his
dwelling, that the old noble sat by his table,
busily tngaged in writing.  Whatever may have
been the character of the matter which he was
transferring from his plotting brain to the parch-
ment, one thing is certain—it could not have
been & work of honest intentions ; for at the
least noise from without he would atart from his
study, and instinetively lay his hand upon the
written page before him. At length he leancd
back from his work, seeming to study what next
should be written, and while he yebt gazed va-
cantly upon the characters abready traced, he
was startled by fecling o heavy hand upon hig
ghoulder. Quick ag thought he dashed the
parchment into his besom, und leaped to his feet.
Had the eyes of the old patrician rested npon
the blovd-stained excentioner and hisown Jeath-
warrant, he eould not have been more torror-
stricken than he was when they rosted upen
Niccoli, the Spy of the Zen. There was but
one door to the apartment, and the key remained
upon the inside of the loek, nor hud it Leen
turned.

“You seem somewhat startled, my lord,”
quietly remarked Niecoli, as something half
way between a smile and a sneer curled upon
his lip, ** Perhaps you were not prepared for
80 unceremoenious a visit.”’

1 was not cortainly propared for the intru-
sion of auy one upon my private affairs, especi-
ally when my doors were locked,” replied Trivi-

D e e et Y
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gano, still trembling with doubt and fear as to
the object of this strange visit.
“ Doors, my lord Marino, are something

whieh I seldom troulle, when wy business is

urgent,”” answered Niceoli, as he benta peculiar
look upon the old man. ’

For the first time a fearful thought flashed
neross the patrician’s mind.  He knew that the
spy must have entered by some secret passape
unknown to himself, and perhaps the whole con-
vergation between the conspirators had been
overheard by him.
almost took away his power of utterance, and

| settling back into his scat, he gozed vacantly .

apon his unweleome vigiter.

That plan of espionage by whick nearly- all
the patrician dwellings contained seeret passages,
known only to the ecouncil and their spies, was
not then near so general ag it has been in later
years ; but the time has Leen when not a noble
nor an officer of the government knew by what

means the cmissaries of the "en could enter |

and leave their dwellings at pleasure. Even a
patrieian’s own hed-chamber wmight be visited at
any hour, and uot a soul in tho honse he the
wiser, while loeks and keys were of no more
account than would have been so many blades
of grass. The doge himself knew not half the
laliyrinths of the dueal palace, and even what
might appeur to be the reserved right of royalty, .
was seb ab naught by the koen scented spies of
the council, The lord Trivisamo knew that
Niecoli possessed some strange scerets, and it
is no wonder that the fear we have expressed

should seize upon him ; but it was quickly dis- -

pelled by the remark of the spy, for as soon as
he noticed the agitation of his companion, he A
gaid :

“You seem ill, my lord, and I agsure you I
should not have intruded upon your privacy had
not I been sent by the council I*

¢ And have the council been in segsion?”
quickly asked Trivisano.

“Yes. I left but half an hour since.”

The patrician’s fears vavished in a moment,
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had been before depressed, and with eongider-
rhle vivacity he asked:
# And have they business with me?”
 They had business, but they have deputed
it to me. By tomorrow’s dawn T must be on

my way to Padua, and i is necessary that you

" should have your instructions from me, or else I

© should have chosen another time to visit you.

" Now listen :—There iy evidently 2 plot on foot
in Veniee against the “government ; how far it

_ . has gone, or how many are concerned in it, is
This thought for a moment -

“more than we can ascortain. Now, you are
looked upon by the couneil as one of the most
experienced mei in the seuate, as well as one

"of the most loyal, and to you they desire to en-
srust a comnission authorizieg you, for the pres-

_ent, to exorclse an espionsge over such persons
as you think proper. The only man againgt
whom we have any grounds for suspicion is
Mareo Martelino ; but he is evidently only a
00} in the hands of others ; and a most danger-
cus one heis, too, for he makoes no secret of his
intention to produce a radieal change in the gov-
ernment—and yeb we cannot get hold of him.
e asserts that he' is alone in the work; but
we have reason to fear that some of the nobles
ure getting him on ; and to you, my lord Marino,
the council desire to give the charge af ascer-
taining the truth.  Will you accept the duty ¥?

“ With pleasure,” quickly answered Thri
| visano. :

% There was more show of readiness in the an-

¢ gwer than the noble had intended ; but the duty

was one so peculiarly adapted to aid him towavds
the consummation of his own ends, that he
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the satisfaction which he felt, and as Niceoli
seomed to take to notice of his manner, he
thought it had not DLeen noticed, so he quietly
asked : ‘ ’

“When shall T commence ?*

“On the morrow, ™’

“And can you pive me no namen of those
whom you have reason to suspect 7’

““No,” answered the spy, with a slightsmile.
“If wo suspeeted any, wo should want no s
sistance in condemning them. Tt is fiom tho
very lack of suspicion that we nced your
assistance,”

** And suppose [ should suspect some one 1

“Then wateh till your suspicions are well
grounded, and then report to the eouncil.”

“That T will do,” returned the noble, * but
i iy after all turn out a poor hand at the
trade.”

* Never mind, my lord; you can do your
best, at least.  Tor all that Murtelino has pre-
tended to be alone in his plotting, still ke has
thrown out a hint that there be those in the gen-
ate who are to be feared. It is in that quarter
that we would have you keep your eyes open.”

Trivisano would have asked where and to
whom the bravo had done this, bui before he
could frame the question so 23 1ot te betray too
much anxiety, the spy had turned -the key in
the door, and in @ wmoment more he took his
leave. '

A curious servant had Niccoli secured in the
person of Marivo Trivisano! At Jeast, po
thought the old patrician himgelf,

could not avoid manifesting a slight degree of

and g0 sudden was the change in the balance, -

that his feclings were as much elated as they i

L T s e T




CHAPTER V.

The retura of rewson.  The fuir visiter.—

results. The

@N the sixth morning after the almost fatal
’ disaster upon the canal, Alberte Lioni open-
od his ayes, with the light of reason to guide his
vision, for the first time since he had been con-
veyed into the palace of the lord Vivaldi, The
fover had been comparatively quick, for its seeds

had lwen perminsting in his system during a
long period previous to the occurrence of the
storm and exposure which bad brought it to a
crisis, but now that the delirium had passed, the
most walignant features of the disease alao dis-
appeared-—hut still he felt weale and exhausted.
As he tried to struggle through the clowd that
hang over his memory, he fiuend a blank there,
which presented nothing but the kaleidoseopic
remnants of a bright dream.  Buack of that he
eould clearly rememlbier the fearful atorm, and
the strurele he had undercone,—then came the
Beage of the sinking maiden, and his own eflorts
to save her.  He remewbered of having seized
the floating drapery, and he thought he had
drawn her from the ashine waves—but here,
all beeame dim and iodistinet. IIe had not

Clildhood's dreams.
tnterruption.

The diseovery and ois

seen her features, but something told him that
they were young and besutifal, and an agonizing
fear ran through his soul as the thought flashed
across his mind that he might not have saved
her.

As Alberte’s mind began to guther strength,
he gazed around the apartment to see if he was
in his own chamber,—but he was not o much
astonished ab finding Limseif in a strange place,
ns he was by the luxury and magnificence of all
about him.  How much he might have wonder-
ed at the strangencss of his situation, it iy im-
possilile to tell, for hardly had he satisfed him-
self thut he was not still dreaming, when the
deor eautiously opened, and the lord Vivaldi
entered.  The old man saw at a glance the fa-
vorable change which bad taken place, and ap-
proaching the bed side, he said :

“ You are better, my young friend.”

I wm weak and faint,” replied Alberip ;
“Hut I think 1 must have been much worse.’

< Indeed you lave.  Tor two or three days

the pliysician had serious doubts with regard to
your recovery.”’
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“ For two or three days "’ repeated the youth,
in surprise. ** And have I been sick so long?”’
“ This is the sixth day sinco you were brought
hither,” replied Vivaldi; * but you are now out
of danger, and by care you may soon be well.”
" For seversl moments Alberte pressed his
vhand upon his brow, and 2t length he raised his
. eyes, and asked :
“ Can you tell me if the girls are safe whom
I would have rescued from the storm 7"
“ They are, my noble youth, and & father’s
gratitude shall ever be yours.”
| And were they your daughters?”
“One of them was,” replied the old noble.
“* She is my only child, and you have preserved
to me a jewel worth more than life itself. Bub
now that you are in your sound mriad, I would
ask yon your name ; for since you have beon
: here, yor have avoided the question with a de-

| termination which no persuasion could shake;

1 and though on all other subjects you have been

" Tambling and wnguarded, still upon the subject
~of your f.zrmly you have mmntamed the utmost
! reserve.’

“ My n.m],e,” angwered Alberte, while a

| troubled hesitaney marked his manner, **is Al

Lerte Lioni.”
“ Droes your family reside in Venice ¥
Y

The youth gazed for o moment into the face
of his interlocutor, and then his eyes flled with
tears. He was not weilk-minded, nor waa he
covetous of sympathy ; bat siekness bad unstrung
his nerves, and as his mind ran baek to the fite
of his family name, he could not restrain the
averflowing of a heart that held 2 Yarge space for
the gacred memory of a father. The old noble
; saw that the siek youth wag too il to bear such
E excitement as his question had occasioned, and
! he kindly said :

I did not mean to pry into your secrets, my
young friend, nor ‘would I utier a syllable that
could pain you. Your physician will be here,
- ore long, and until then you lad better remain
] qmet—sn for the present I will leave you to re-
E pose.

“ Blay one mmucnt * arged Alberte, as the

v

Vs

noble wgs upon the point of turning away. *May
T not know under whose roof I now am 1"’ .

“You are in the pa.lace of the pa&ncmn Vi
valdi.”

¢ Francis Vivaldi 1

“ Yea.”

* And are you he?”

¢ Yes”

“Was it Isidora Vivaldi whom X sa.ved from
a watery prave ?" asked Alberto, as he vainly
endeavored o raise himself wpon his elhow.

‘Tt was,” replied Vivaldi, much surprised
at the strange agitation of the young man.—
“ Were you ever acquainted with her 27

The old man bent a sorutinizing gave upon
Alberie as he asked the question, but he receiv-
¢d na direet answor. The youth only wurmur-
cd to himself :

*Then "twas & dream of boyhood thathas
been haunting me. O, that I could—"

He did not finish the sentence, for ho caught
the inquiring gaze of Vivaldi fized so carnestly
upon him, that he immediately stopped bis wan-
dering thoughts, and returning the look of his
host, ha added :

* You may he snrprmed, sir, at my Etrnnge
behaviour, but you may yet have it all explain-
ed ; and in the meantime nccopt my assurance
that in me your roof covers one who never did
aught to tavnish the honor jof Lis manhood.”

Y holieve you,” quickly answored the old
noble,
the nocossity of remaining as quiet as possible,
he left the apartment.

When the physician came, he made no hesi-
tation in pronouncing hie patient out of danger,
and after giving dircetions for the administering
of some slight restorative, he loft, with the as-
surance that Albertc would nocd nothing but
rest and quiet fto reinstate him to his former
health,

On the second morning after the call of the
doctor, Alberte was able to sit up in his ehair,
and in about an hour after he had donned his
dressing-gown, and while he was busily engaged.
in poring over an old manuseript, which lsy
upon Hie table at his side, he was aroused by
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the sound of & Tight foot-fall in the upper hall,
and shortly after he heard a light rap at his deor,
He bade whoever might he there to enter, and
the next moment his cyes rested wpoen the form
of her who had been the object of bis delirium-
The heart of Alberte Lioni
leaped wildly in his bosom as the bright form
.1ppr0a(,hcd him, and with a strong effort he tried
to rise to his feet, but a tiny h'm(l held him
down.

 Not too fast,” said the new comer, in :LE
voice 8o sweot and soft, that it sounded to the!
invalid like the Lreathings of an ungel; < 1T fum‘i
you arc yet too weak o extend wuch courtesy to%
visiters.” i

cauged visions.

A kind smilc rested upon her lips as she spoke,
and beneath its encouraging influence the tongue |
of Alberte found its power, for he extended hisE
hand, and uttered :

“I am sare I cannot be mistaken—you a‘reé
she whom 1 saw sinking Dencath the waters of
the canal.”

“ And she whom you saved from a terrihle |
death,”” added the girl, as she looked with a pe-
culiar gratitude into the face of her preserver.

Then you are the daughter of the lord Vi
valdi.”

“ Yos—his only child,” returned she; and
then guzing for » moment upon the pale coan-
tenance of Alberte, she added ;

* And my father tells mo that your name i3
Alberte Lioni.”

There was a2 poculiarity in the expression of
Isidora, s sho uttered this, that savored some-
what of an interrogation, and its manner ealled
up a strange fecling in the young man’s hosom.
The fair girl noticed the appearance of her com-
panion, and perhaps attributing it to a natural
reserve, she continued in a frank and open man-
ner:

¢ Perhaps T feel more sequainted than you
do, for this is the firsé time that you have seen
me to recognize me, while I have been a con-
stant visiter at your bedside since your sick-
nesa.”’

¢« Pardon me, lady,” quickly replied Alberte,
*if T have appeared disconcerted,—but your
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image calls up such pleasant dreams that T ean-
not force my mind from tho bright fields of the
past.”’

“ That is perhaps the result of your fevered
imagination during your sickness. The more
pointed eircumstances of your delivium, T sop-
pose, appear like dreams to you now.”’

Whether Tsidora said this for the sake of hid-

ing some devp feeling, that had been called into

existenee by the remark of her eompunion, or |
whether she said it for the purpose of conversa- |

tion, we eannot say; but ene thing is certain,
the manner of its delivery plainly indieated that
her thonghts were net with her words.

flections, and raising his luirge, lustrous cyes to

?the fage of the girl hefore him, he replied :

* No, lady, the dreams of which I speak are |
Your image is indeed *
l conneeted with the visions of nty late wandering, ©
bt "tis the bright page of happier days wnpon -
which my mind rests; but alas! for me all that

farther back than that.

remaing 38 the privilege of treasuring up the
memories of joys which ean never be mine again.
T ean dwell upon the bright hopes of the past,
Lut the future contains no happy chanee for
their fulfilment.”

Teidora Vivaldi folt o strange flutter at her
heart as those large, bright eyes rested upon
hor, and her own mind scemed struggling to
drink in some vision wherein she had seen them
before ; but memory refased to reveal the se-
crot, and with a sensation of strange doubts, she
asked :

« Did you ever know me hefore that dreadful ',

night on which I eame so near my death 2

I did not know you then, fair lady, for if I ?
had, these hands would never have refused their
office till you had heen safe.”

“Nor did they,” quickly replied Isidors,
*¢ for the man who took us to the landing stair
says you had safely secured us from harm.”

“ Well,” answered Alberte,

This |.
conclusion scemed also to come o the mind of -
! Alberte—but he appeared to take little noties of

it, for he was too deeply buvied in his own re- -

] ““lot that be as |-
it may, I &id the duty alone which every man 1
owes to his fellows, and I am happy to know |;
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that my efforts were blessed with success. But
1 did not answer your question. I did know a
bright-eyed, Jwaghing pirl when T was a boy, and
1 called her Isidora.”

¢« And she called you—"

“ Her father learncd her to call me her Zittle
Fushand.”

Tsidora Vivaldi gazed intently into the face of |

her companion, but there was no trembling in
her manmer.  Her lieart, even, almost ceased to

beat, as the misty veil fluttered for a moment in

~ the air of doubt, and then slowly arose from the
* picture she had struggled to call up.

She laid
her hand upon the shoulder of Alberte, and
said 3

 Your name was Marcello I”

“ You have spoken rightly,” replicd Alberte,
as he gazul carnestly into tho face of his fuir
companion, to see what effect the revehtmn
might have upon her.

The young man had spoken differently from
what he would have done under othor eirowm-
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childish eonfidence over his disposition, and he
realized not that his plain and summary rehear-
sal of the past was out of character under the
pregent sitaation of the lady and himself; but,

be that as it may, his bosom swelled: with a pe-

euliar and strange ¢motion, as he found that the
eyes of the gentle Isidora were beaming with
the sunlight of a love which could not be hidden
by her artless nature, and he almost felt in re-
ality that the days of ehildhood were once more
brimming in his cup of life. Alrcady bad he
framed his mind for a realization of thoso joys
onee more, when the door of the apartment
opened, and the lord Vivaldi entered.

Tsidora cast ons look upon Alberte Lioni, but
with all his powers of mind he could not’ analyze
it. TFhere was much of affection in it,, but
there was also so much of somo othor feeling,
that he romained in a doubt as dark as the
cloud which he had sought to remove—and be-
fore he conld seck for an explonation in snother
glance of those bright oyes, sho had left the

stanees, bt his sickness had spread a kind of|

3

TOOM, 4




CHAPTER VI.

The fother's misgivings, and the extracted promise.

resolution.

FOR some time after Isidora left the room,
the old noble gazed in silence upon the

young invalid. There was in his gaze o strango
mixture of admiration aud sumething very nearly
akin to misgiving, and a slight tremulousness
marked his voice, a3 he said :

“My young friend, I have seen cnough of
the world to understand that straightforward
franknoss is always the Dbest prineiple of uction,
more especiully when we have honorable men to
deal with, and as I look upon you as one of that
class, 1 shall expect that there will be no reserve
in our conversation at this time.”’

“I never yet deceived any one,” replied Al-
berte, while his pale cheek was flushed with an
unwonted glow, “and T trust ¥ shall not be
suspected of doing it now."

“1 did not suspect it,” answered Vivaldi,
“but T merely mentioned the subject because
the matter I am about to broach is arecalling of
old affairs, and perhaps you might think that a
gilent reserve would be justifiable.

“My lord Vivaldi,” said the youth, as he

The old man's avowal,

Hupes and doubts.

host,

at once—and T know of nething i in the past or
present that I shomld blush to own

cumstances which I would not make a subject of
genoral remark ; but to you, sir, I know not
that I shall feel in the least reserved upon any
of them.” :

““Then,” returned the old patrician, ¢ 1
would first ask, are you not the son of Giovanni
Marcello ¥

“Such was my father's
Alberte, without hesitation.

“The old senator whe was bamshed for
treason §"

“Bo reads the record upon the archivos of

name,”’  answored

the lips and the corners of the mouth betrayed
an intense feeling ; “but God knows that the
Ten judged him wrongfally,—and when ;my

friends.””

bent his attention towards the countenance of his

the Council of Ten,” replied the young man, .
while the nervous twitching of the muscles about |

Alberte's ;

£

** whatever you have to say may be said |

Idonot|-
hesitate to tell you, however, that there are cir- |

paor father died, Venice lost oue of her firmest &

“ What you say may bo true,” replied Vi- |
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valdi, * and I may even assure you that I have
ever had doubte with regard to the lord Marcel-
lo's guilt ; but you must be aware that by the
action of the council, the name of your famﬂy is
stricken from the patrician list in the senute.”

“ You are perfectly right, sir,” returned Al-
berte, with a tono of deep irony.  *“ The council
took away all they eould—the mere bauble of a
name ; but the true nobility of natare,—that
principle which clevates man above his fellows,
—ig an emanation from the soul of Deity, and
all the councils in the world éannot take it from
the man who is so fortunate sg to possess it. I
wouldl not ask for a rank in Veniee which is
held by a tenure so slight that the falsehoods of
plotting men could wrest it from me. My
father looks down upon the eity for which he
would have readily given up higlife, and sces
with indifference the paltry baubles for which
men shett each other’s Mood ; he has his home
now in that faie land where neither the dueal
bonnet nor the regal dindom ean cover a maote
of sin, and T trust that his memory may not be | f
connected with aught that is unpleasant for the
mind of his son to dwell upon.”

¢ Fear not that 1 shall do that,” replicd Vi-
valdi, who could not but admire the noble and
independent spirit of the youth. * When you
wore first brought to my dwelling, I thought I
recognized in your countenance the likeness or
some one with whoim I had heen acquainted, but
1 could mot arrive at any definite conclusion,
and your yame tended still more to blind me ;

but as soon as you had recovered, I at once hit.

upon the trath-—I knew thet you were the son

"of my unfortunate friend, end I imwediately

eame to the determination to gpesk to you upon
a sabject which hag much interest for all eon-
cerned.  You probably remember some of the
peculiar relations which existed between our
families before the death of your father.”

¢ Some of them,”” returned Atberto, whilo a
slight shade of melancholy passed over his coun-
tenance, 1 can never forget—but they are
only as the landmarks of the past, from which I
date a new existence—an existence which must
take itg weal or woe from the moral tone it bears.
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I know too well, that henceforth I have no rank
or station upon which to found my hopes. I
am aware, my lord Vivaldi, of what you would
say, and T kaow, too, that the subject is cne of
a deficate nature; but T assure you that you
need not fear. Now that I have nought but
the true mankood of, an honest and upright sout
for my portion, I know that T may not aspire to
those favors which are reserved for the lot of the
patrician.”

Vivaldi felt ill at ease bencath the outting
words of his young companion. There was no
garcasm, nor was there mueh of irony in them;
but still be folt their force from their truthful-
ness, and he knew, too, that he was forced to
acknowledge the ‘‘nobility’ of men, who had
not half the morit that was possessed by young
Lioni. Years before, when Glovanni Marcello
held « seat in the senate, by the side of himself,
Prancis Vivaldi had looked wupon him as his
traest and noblest friend, and in their social
capacity the two nobles were also firm and tried
friends. While the son of the one and the daugh-
ter of the other were still children, they had
been affianced by their fond fathers, and the
youthfal Alberte had loved the gentle being who
wag thus destined for him. with 2 love as deep
as could have been felt by the more expericneed
in years. The fair Isidora, too, had given the -
whole of her young heart where her father had
g0 confidently given her hand, and erc her eighth
gammer had shed its flowors about her path, dhe
had learned to look upon her childish playmato
zs her fature hushand. Thus stood mattera he-
tween the families of Marcello and Vivali when
the former was aceused of participating in a plot
for the subversion of the government, and, by
the direct ovidence of several of the nobles, eon-
demned to banishment.- ‘

Had Vivaldi, when his former friend was firet
driven from his native city, let all matters drop
among things that were past and gone, which ro-
lated to their previons conneetion, all might
have been well; but instoad of pursaing such a
ecourse, he seught, by argument and entreaty, to
indueo his daughter to forget young Marcello,
seeming not to remember that such was the way
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t2 fix his image more vividly in her young mind.
Years rolled on, and still the hewrt of Isidora
was with him whe in childhood's heurs had won
her ¢oul's best and purest love. The more her
father tried to urge her, the more closely twined
the love he would have eradicated,—and more
thau once had he expericnced the mortifieation
of seeing her refuse the hands of some of the
voblest lords of Veaice.

-“'hen Alberte first returned to his native
(:{ty, after his fathor had obtainoed perniission for
him to return to his stuties, he had moest stadi-
o.us\y avoided all those friends with whom, in
t.::z:(fs past, they had been iutimate, and ag his
favily name hud been tuken from him, hardly
ary of the nolles knew hin. They knew, of
course, thut he had permission from the comneil
tf) return, but they knew not bLis persom.  The
Living love of Tsidora Vivaldi, however, had scon
through the veil, and when she first heheld the
deliriam-wrought countenance of her preserver,
theugh she did not recognize the playmate of ker

t ehiidhvod, sl Tier heart sent forth an instine
tive feeling of affection, which, had she sought
to explain, would have batled all her power—
and when she first learned from the lips of the
youth the truth, she only heard what her soul
bad already folt.

Tae lord Vivaldi, from the moment ke had
scul Alberte after the return of his reason, had
recoznized the son of Marcello, and the father’s
beart soon beeamo alarmed for the safty of his
daughter.  He knew that Isidora still cherished
the wemory of her carly love, and he had deter-
mined to seek the present interview for the puar-
treeo of guarding aguinst the evil he so mueh
feared ; but even now he almost wished that the
laws of Venice did not forbid the marriage of
prricians with the lower rauks, for there was
82 niuich to love and respect in the character of
tha youth, that his heart not ouly felt for him,
but his judgment told him that nowhere conld
bis dasghter find a better husband. But the
laws of the patrician rank were imperative, and
he bad no alternative,~—so he said, as the youth
closed his last remark :

those cireumstances which have so affocted you,
but still you cannot blame me for the course I 5
am obliged to pursue. 1 have not supposed that a
you would take the least advantage of the obli-
gations we are under to you to do ancht that
could do me harm; bt I know theo]mmau b
heart too well not to be aware that there are eir—E
cuntstances over which the judgment holds no .
control, and among them is that of love. You |
know that the time was when you were lod o
look upon my daughter as your promised bride,
and I knew not but that your heart miglht still
bear the same fecling towards her.  JF ﬁ?l(:h was
the case, T feared that Ly leuving you both to
follow your own inclinations, you might be led
to a state where much unhappiness would be

mity think that T have spoken needlessly upon
this subject, and perhaps [ have—but a word in |
season can do ne larm.”’

“I appreciste your motives,” said Alberte ;
“nor do I take tho least offence ; but I will no; ;
hide from you the fact that I have ever loved
your dunghter with the whobe ferver of my soul,
nor can my heart ever be given to another—
but so long 25 ¥ remain a guest beneath your
roof, I will not broagh to her the subjeet.””

“I thank you, my young fiiend, for your
frankness, and I assuro you that a heavy load is
removed from my bosom ; for your position is
one so peculiar that I feared ymi might turn 3
deaf ear to my entroativs,”

“:Metllinks, sir,” replied Alberte, * that you
should give yourself lttle uneasiness on your
daughter’s account, for ske would not surely
bestow her love upon a poor, trampled youth.” |
“ She muy never have cssed to fool—"' |
Vivaldi did not close the sentence, for as he ©
caught the expression of his young companion's '
countenance, be was startled by the unwonted
fire that burned in his large, dark eyes, and he
at-once saw that he might have said too much;
but he had no timo for reflection, for Alberte *
quickly said ¢

“ You may have oceasion to speak bitterly of

o« Tell me, sir—tell me truly,—I swoar by B

the only result, for you well know that I must .
how to the laws of the kuul, however much my |
own feclings might dictate to the contrary. You
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the memory of my suinted futher that I will

never take advantage of your answer,—-does your
danghter still love me ?” '

There was a peculiar wildness in the youth’s
manner, and as he closed he grasped the old
man by the shoulder, and waited snxiously for
an answer. _

Vivaldi knew not how to reply. He knew
that if he told the truth, he should tell the youth
that Isidors foved hil most fervently—that for
yoars sho almost lived upon the memory of her
early affeetion ; but he foared to tell this—he
feared to inspire the heart of young Lioni with
so bascloss a hope. ‘

¢ You said, my ford Vivaldi,” urged Alberte,

as ko notived the old man’s besitancy, * that

you hoped we shoutd both be frank and straight

forward, and I trust that you will be so now.—
Your own manner convinces me that Isidora has
not forgotten me, and if you will tell me the
whole truth, T shall have no questions to ask the

lady, you wmuy rest assured of that.”

“Well,” returned the old noble, while hig
voice trombled with an ill-defined fear, * 1 will
toll you the truth. ~My daughter loves you too
well for hor own happiness, and for this reason
¥rom the moment
when your father was first banished from Venice,
she has blindly cherished the love with which I
once pormitted her to hecome possessed, and
even now T fear that she has recognized in you
the object of her carly love—and if such is the
ease, the circumstanee of your having saved heér
life will by no moans l)e‘-ealu{uluted to quench

have I sought this interview.

the fiame.”

¢ She has reeognized me, sir,” replied Al
herte, as he sank back into his chair, and placed
For a few moments be

his hands over his face.

sat thus, end at length, as he brushed away a

tear that started to his eye, he rose from hi

ehair, supported by a sudden and strange strength,
~and laying his hand upon the old man’s shoul-
der, he continued, almost in a whisper, but with

a most intense oarnestness @
« Onee more, sir, [ ask your answer.

Tell
me-—not hastily, but ealmly and consideratoly-—
were | onee more restored to the estate in which

a9

{ was born—were I but clothed in the nobility
which my patrieian fathor lost-—were I but por-
witted by the council and senate once more 10
wear the name of Marcello, might I have your
permission to wed the lady Isidora?”

« Bo calm, T pray you,” nrged Vivaldi, as he
foreed the youth back to his chair. ¢ Your ex-
citement will certainly bring you back to your .
bed again.” -

« Tell me, sir,”” still persisted Alberte, *“if
you would quell the five of a heart which i ruck-
ed almost to bursting-—if, under the eircum-
stances T have piotured, you would grant that I
might win and wear the jowel you so much
prize.” ‘
« Cortainly, my young fiiend,” replied the
old noble, as his countenance underwent a va-
ricty of changes ; “*if you could honestly obtain
the rank of which you speak I should have no
objection to your suit, for I have already assur-
ed you that I had the most. implicit condidence . .
in your honor as a man—and only the laws,
over which I have no control, force me te the
position I have taken. But the picture you
have drawn, 1 fear, can nover be realized, for
the council seldom reeongider their actions.”

¢ But I know that my father was innocent ;
and suppose I could prove it to the full satie-
factioh of the council, would they not then re-
verse thoir decision with regard to his estates 77
« Of conrse they would.” :

¢ And may not o just God placo in my hands
the means of proving this—so important a
truth ¥ ‘ :

¢« You can certainly try,”’ replied Vivaldi, in
a desponding tone ; * but I much fear that you
will never suceced. The lord Marcello had a
fair and impartial trial, and-—""

“« Pair and impatisl, did you say?”’ inter-
s|rupted Alberte.  And can the trial which
resalts in the open disgrace and ruin of one of
the noblest men of Venice, even though he be
innocent of even a thought against his govern-
ment, be fair and ¢mpartial 2"

«The- evidenco, my young friend, was too
strong for a doubt, and hence the decision of the
council was in accordanee with it. T can see
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nothing which makes the action in the caze at all
wofair.”’

*“Tell me, my lord,” said young Lieni, while
his eye beamed with the fire of a conscious right,
““do you believe the evidence that was given
against my father? Do you not krow that
much of that evidence was false—basely false 9’

“ You ask me now,” returned Vivaldi, who
was evidently much embarrassed by the elose
corner in which he was placed, ** to impeach
some of the nobles of Venice.”

* But how can an expression of your opinion
be an impeachment 7

*“ You are probably aware that T am one of
the state inquisitors, and that my authority,
combined with that of my two associntes, is su-
perior to even the doge himself, and hence such
an accuration on my part would be a eertain
tmpeachment.”

* But T assure you, sir, that whatever answer
you may make, it shall never go from my lips;
but T would fuin know whether there be not
some among wy father’s old friends who believe
Lim innocent of the erime forwhich he suffered.”

“ Well,”” at length answered Vivaldi, 1
o belicve that (‘mwmm Marcello was innocant
of any erime, although at the timo he was con-
demned T Lelieved most of the evidenco against
him. You were too young to understand amny-
thing that occurred ; but in your father's private
cabinet, within o drawer—to the lock of which
only himself possessed a key—was found a writ.

time I have reason to belisve that he lmew not
how it came there.”

“T thank you, sir, most sincerely, for this
avowal of your belief, and if there be others who

dence I need, and may CGod cnable me to do
it 17

“dAmen ! forvently uttered Vivaldi; and
then gazing for a moment into the working coun-
tenance of the youth, he continued :

“1 must leave you mow, for business calls
me—but I trust you will bear in mind what I
have said.”

“ Fear not, sir,” -mawerul Alberte.
may trust to my honor.”’

Afier warmly returning the affectionate grasp
of his young friend, the lord Vivaldi left the
room. ' ‘

Ah, Alberte Lioni, where now are all thy
dreams of nature’s nobility 7 'Where now is thy
goal of an honorable happiness in the . lower
walks of life?  One gingle plance from the eyes
of your ehildhood’s (ueen, and the assurance
that she loves you still, have sob your heart upon
the bauble of lordly rask! On, then! and
learn to know how troublons is the path yon have
chosen. The love of the fair Isidorn has lifted
the clouds for the moment, but be assured that

“You

than evor !

ten plan of the whole plut; but at the present

believe the same, I may yet make out the evi- |

the five leading nobles already at the palazzo of

they will settle again, darker and more fe’u‘f"ul

CHAPTER VIL

The second meeting of t}uz conspirators.  The

Council of Ten, and their peculiar traits.

The plot thickens.

THE.WGC]{ which was to intervene before
the second mecting of the conspirators
slipped slowly by, and the appointed time found

Trivisano, nor had they to wait long before Mar-
telino also made his appearance. The bravo
came in with a finn sfop, and the dak business
in which thoy were engaged scomed to have no
torrorg for him ; for while the others cast trem-
bling, furtive glances about them at cvery breath
which swept through the lattice, he was cool and
self-possessed.  Mareo Martplino, ferrible ay
was his name, with a heavy price set upon his
head, and proseribed throughout the common-
wealth, knew not what it was to fear.

“ Well, my masters,” exclaimed he, as he
doffed the heavy slouched hat, “ how goes the
plot ¥’

< Right well,”” retirned Trivisano, rubbmg
his hands in kigh glee.  * More of the nobles
are open to rebellion than we¢ bad anticipated.”

A dark cloud passed over the bravo as ho
heard t,ins,‘ and quickly facing the conspiriitg

ypatricians, he said :

abroad? How know ye, Trivisano, that many
of the nobles are open for rehellion 7
*« How now, thon—""

, *“ Hold, Castelle,” exclaimed Mnsto, as the
former wes framing an angry retort to the bravo.
‘“ And for what shall T hold ¥’ returned the
hot-headed Castello.  * Shall we be brow-begten
by yon swarthy bravo ¥’

* Methinks, my good loxds and mu&ters,” said
Martelino, white his towering form added a
strange powor to the command of his fiashing
eyes, “ that ye had better all hold. Buta

woeek hos yet passed, and still you have stirred
extensively among the senators. Do you think -
that the nobles of Venice be all fools, that you
can toy with them as you would with children ?
To how many, ' Trivisane, have you yet
spoken 17

¢ There be fifteen who have been sounded.”

“ And you are sure of how many ?”’

“ Well,”” returned the old noble, slightly
trembling beneath the stoady gaze of the bravo,
*“ we are not sure of any, yet.”

« 8o, my lords, you have given your deep

*“ And bave ye so soon braited your plans

\laid plans to the fickle winds of suspicion, at
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leust, and yet you have nel gained a seldic 1
tell you unce more that the eyes of the spy arc

epen, and ye know not who may be his anjs-!

saries.  Perhaps some of those very men whom
you number upon your list are wmong his tools.”
 Ha, ha, ha, Marteline,” laughed Trivisano,
¢ you are out there ; for Niceoli has given to me
the whole charge of sifting out this matter.”

Here the old noble expluined to the bravo the
prrticulars of his Interview with the spy of the
Ten, and showed how, under such a commission,
he had been enabled o broach the sulject with-
out fear of detoetion ; for behind the cloak of his
duty, ke could casily bLide his ulterior designs.

* That may alter the case some,” replied
Martelino ; “ but atill you must remicber that
L huve the most to bear, and  you ewe it to me
that no dunger comes fiom eny misadventure of
yours,”

“ Never fear for that,”” returned Trivisame.
-1 have heen cautious, and T find that many of
the nables like not the Councit of Ten, It has
too much power over their liberties.”

“ What portion of their liberties?” quietly
acked the bravo, a3 he hent a meaning look
upon the okl man. “The nobles of Venjee
bave certainly the widest range of any in the
world, and there lies the trouble.  The Couneil
of Ten even looks with a kind of approbation
upon all the sins against morality of which the
Veneting noble is goilty. No, my lords, the

counetl iz guilty In the very hborty it grants tol
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state nguisitors, are superior to all other pow-
ers in Venice. Even tho doge, himself, kiows
not what they do, nor what wmay be their inten-

tions, and also the senate has no business with

their private transactions.  The nobility of Ven-
ite are all under “their fearful power ; and the
slightest breath of treason may take the patri-
cian from the palace, or the doge from his ducal
chair—and he never may know, oven upon the
seaffold, who have been his nceusers. Now,
sieeh a power must necessarily depend upon the
people for its existence ; and do you not see that
in proportion as the nobility lose their popularity
witl the people, in the same proportion does
that council which protects the state from eivil
diseurd, goin strength; for the people have
nothing to fear from tlu, Couneil of Ten, while
their rulers have everything, Thus, while a
virtuous, humane, and charitable nobility would
be loved and respected by the masses, on the
contrary, the dissolute, debauched, and intem-
perate will find no sympathy with them; and
while the former wouldifind protection from any
hasty conviction, the latter wonld Tvok in vain
for aid. But, my masters, though this in the
abstract might work well for the stute, still it
hus its evils, and great ones, too ; for so confident
have the council become in their power, that
cven the innccont man may suffer, and should
his aceusers refuse to appear, he may be behead-
ed without having the ﬁrivilcge of facing them.”

All saw the truth ¢f Marteline's statoment,

those of your own rank, and heuee I war d"d]nhH and for several, mombnﬁs after ha ('lo%d a dead

its evils.  Your patrician may be black as night |

mloncc prevailed, whleh was ab length broken

with the stains of debaucher y and moral dcgjmﬁ E by Trivisano, who sald

dation, and =till no notice is taken of the sin ;!

¢ There is much trath in what you say, and it

and such fuols are the pleasure-seeking nobles, |b(,h00\m us that we conu, not within the clutehes
that they see not that the council is answering | of the council, for we :mrrht rest assured of but

its own ends in their very course of reckless)
libertinism.™

little sympathy.
Htoveards the consummation of our plans 1
* You speak in riddles, Marco,” suid Castells, |

But now, what have you done

“ As yot, but little,”” replied the brave. = 1

who was struek with (he peculiarity of these | havo studied the best motiu of aperation, and

idous.

council ¥’

“Pray, tell us, how can these small | j ere long I shall commduee.’
sing of the robility answer any ends of the|

“ But Francis Vivaldi must be the first re-
moved,” said Trivisano, while a slight shudder

I will tell you,” answered the brave. ** You passed through his frame as he pronounced the | .
% now that the Council of Ten, with the three | namse of that powerful nobleman. ‘
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¢« And so he shall be,”” returned Martelino,
“ pg soon as the proper time comes. Yo may

live for two weels yot, but he shall be out of
the way botore his prosence ean do you any
harm.” : -

<« Al, another brat has turmed up who may
yob grand in our path,” said (astello.

Perhaps be would have said more, but at
that moment bis cye eanght the tronbled loolk
of Trivisano, and he he»;tate(i.

< Another?’ nsked the brave, as a frown
gathered wpon his brow. < And who is it

«(), nothing—no one,” returned the lord
Marino, while an agitation which he conld not
suppress ereph over hlm “ Castello memly al-
luded to a circnmstanee -which 1 mentioned to
him this morning, bat I have found my-
self entirely mistaken. The person to whom 1
alluded is not what T at frst saspected.”

Martelino may have looked as though he was
satisfiéd with this explzmation, but when, sonie

halt hour Inter, he left the place, there was
a bitter gurl upon his lips, and could the con-
spirators have read his heart, they would have
known he was far from being satished.

s You did wrong, Castello, in s0 carelessly
making wmention of that subject before the
bravo,” said Trivisano, ag soon as he was sure
that Martelino was out of hearing.

“ But T thought that he was to do the work.”

“ Why, no. The youth must be removed
without the knowledge of the bravo, for his

" ease is 5o eonnocted with the old plot, that we
should have to oxplain to Martelino the whole of
our former conspiracy, and then we should be

If the boy would but

wholly in his power.
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has now taken will be dangerous, for the lord
Marcello was o great favorite with the poople.
g0 much o, that the couneil did not dare to be-
head him, even though the first sentenee was to
that effect ; and should hig son now, nmko a stir
to prove his father’s innocence, ho wonld find
friends on every hand, and if I am not much
mistaken, old Vivaldi will id him in the prose-
cution of his design.”

“ But how do you knew that old Marcella's
son is really engaged in such & work 77 asked
Masto.

« Becanse he has said w0, and Vivaldi so in-
formed the one whe told me of it ; and should he
suceced in-his designs, it might bring the whole
of us into immediate eondemnation. The youth
has passed under the name of Lioni, and but
a short time since he saved the life of Vivaldi’s
daughter, in consequence of which he will most
assuredly reecive the old man’s aid.”

« And is the youth still at the chief’s howse "
¢ Yes,” returned Trivisano ; * bat he walked
put to-day, and T doubt not that cre long -
bo will be able to putl his gondola upon the

canal.”

«Tow do you intend to finish him !" asked
Castello, as he began to realize the trouble thet
might ensue. ‘ ‘

‘1 have the means at hand,” returned Trivi-
gano, **and while thc Brave finishes Vwaldl,
leave the boy to me.’

When the eonspirators separated that night, a
smong net was woven around the fate of Alberte
Lioni. The hungry vulture was hnvermg over

hig path !

keep quict, he might live, but the position he




CHAPTER VIl

The Snvalid vnece more upon the conal.

The young stranger. An unexpected offer. The

ewliure fios settled upon his prey !

fff;. TRENGTIT had ance more returned to our
}gl youthful hero, and he waited ouly for the
full enjorment of his health before he entered,
heart and =oul, upon the work he had Iid out.
Gsidora had lewned the whole teuth, and her
heart Lout with a vivil hope s she lovked for-
ward to the time when Alberte should claim
her hand. Hoers was a heart that eonld hold no
deecedt, and «he frunkly ovowed the love she held

for hee young preserver, while with all hor as- |
suvances of Gdelity, »he wrged him on in the |

path he marked out,  She knew that there were
lords in Veriee wha sought her band, and she
furthermore krow that e one of e her father
had given hopes of obtaining bor,  Thix was
Carelus Trivisano, the only son of the noble

with whom the reader is already acquainted.

lady ; 2ad he had even thrown out some dark
hints, which, had he safficient power, might
bave erested alarm in Isidora’s hosom. But,
thowever beautiful and lwnorable micht have
been the aspivanty to the hand of Tsidora Vival-
di, she could nover have given them her love,
for her heart dwelt wholly in the atmoesphere of the
past—and fromn the reeollections of childhood
gho browght the idew! of Ler affeetion. Now
that ¢deal had become real
fuund the talismeanie mirror from which hor own
love was reflectell, and here her heart fluttered
(lor o moment, like the troubl d needle as it
f#ecks ity brue pelnt n the wortly, and then set-
"tled gently down to rest in its home.

t The sun Ind passed the meridian, and was

Twice had she peremptority refused his suit, but gently sinking in its western track, when Al-

atill he sought Ly ail peesible means to win some
mark of Ter estesm, nar eould any coldnes on
Ler part debve him from her. At their lass

meeting, yuung Triviano Tud expressed himsell

in & monner il calewlated to beget any very

“berte Lioni stepped down from  the palazzo of.
the lovd Vil and entered 2 small gondela

which Loy seaoved aut the fuot of the steps.  Hax-

ing cast oil the Tine which beld the boat's head,
be dipped the dight vars inte the water and

agrocublo feelings in tho bosom of the young

Tu Alberts she |
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started off down the camal. Once more the
young man's heart bounded with happy impulse
as he found himgelf bounding over the sparkling
water, and his nostrile opened to the fregh air
as it came . sweeping up from the Adriatie, as
though they would have drunk in the freshness
which had leen so long denied them. The
change from 2 sick chamber to the open canal
was g0 agrceable to the youth’s senses, that he

hardly realized the fact. that even in the latter|

place it was necessary to use circumspection, for

in his Llindoess of ecstatic pleasare he had come

very near upsetting several of his more staid
and cireumspeet neighbors ; and it was not nntil
he ran directly upon a gondola which was eross-
ing ahead of him, that he began to realize the
necessity of keeping in mind the fact that there
were others upon the eanal besides himself. As
he shot clear of the gondols, against which he
had so unceremoniously run, he turned to ask
the pardon of whoever might be in it, but be-
fore he could do so, it had been pulled out of
bearing.  He saw, however, that it contained
only an old gentleman and a youth of about his

own age, and thinking that no harm had beon |

done, he set his oars once more in motion, de-
termined to be more eareful for the rest of the
ride.

Alberte Lioni did not notice the manccuvre

. of the gondola whieh had attempted to eross his
" track, nor 4id he notiee that tho collision had

been the result of design on the part of the

Z‘. stranger, wid more than all the rest, he did not

koow that that old gentleman was the Jord Yri-
visano 5 but such was the fact.

Alberte rowed on il his relaxing museles be-
gan to indicute that he bad gone as far as pru-
denee wonld allow, when he turned the head of
bis boat towards home.  He had not rowed more
than half the distance back, when he saw 2 gon-
dola approacling him from the opposite side of
the canal, and a5 he slightly backed his oars 5o,
4s to allow 1t to pass, ite oceupant, who was a
young num, hailed him.

“iWill you stop a moment?”’ asked the

stranger, ws he patled up alongside.

f

3

¢ Certainly,” replied Alborte, slightly won-
dering what could be wanted.

I your name Lioni ?"

It e,

‘ Alberte Lioni

“Yos.”

“ You once went by another name.”

* How know you that ?’ quickly asked
Alberte. o
“ Never mind Aoto j—it iy enough for the
present that T bnow it.” '

* Well—and what then?”’

“ You are the son of Gliovanni Marcello, or
at least you were when he was living.”

* Binee you know o much,” roplied Alberte,
¢ you may as well go on boldly with what you
have to say.”

“T know I was right,” said the stranger, as
he cast a small line over the row-lock of Al-
berte’s boat, so that they might the more casily
bo kept together, and then lowering his voice,
he continued : ‘

T have a secrot for the ears of Marcello’s
son.?’ ‘ :

« A secrct!” repeated Alberte, in surprise.

" “Yes; and one which it might benofit him'
to know, would he aeccomplish s work which
might place him oneo more in the station he has
lost.” ‘ :

¢ Hpeak om, sir,” uttered Alberte,

“ Would you know the secret ?”

“Tf it can benefit me, certainly.” .

«You think that your father was junocent of
the erime for which he suffered.”

S T krow it

 But can you prove it?’ ,

¢ Not yot ; bub I trust tho time is not far dis-
tant when T shall be able to do s0.”’

“ But suppose J could place in vour power
the means cven now.”

* You, sir 1’

“Yog.”

* Can you do 7"

“ Yes.” ' .

“ And will you do it exclaimed Alberte,
as he started from his seat, and fixed un carnest
gaze npon the stranger.
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“TIf 1 had not intended so to do, I should not
certainly huve held out the hope,” returned he.
“And now, if you will hut follew me a
short di-tanee, I will give you the nceessary
information,”’

“ But why not do it here 97

“Here ¥ iterated  the stranger. That
might be done if there were not papers which
it 13 necessary you should possess.”

*If they are far out of the way,” sugrested
Alherte, © Linight find my strength inadequate
to the task of rowing hack again ; for T am hut
just relieved from a bed of sickness, and already
my nerves hegin to weaken from the exereise T
have now tuken.’’

0, let not that trouble you,” pood watured-
1y answered Alberte’s companion, “for I will
row you tysell.  You can make fast yonr boat
to one of the rings here, and give it in charge
tosthe stair-master, and T will return you hither
in half an hour at the farthest.”

“Then let it be s0,”” returned our hero, as
he sat back wpen his seat, and turned the head
of his gondeta towards the lamding-stairs,

Alberte’s strange guide gave o few hurried
wuords of instruction to the man who wag to take
charge of the gondola, and then, as both were
geated in his own lboat, lie remarked :

# We hmd better put on our maeke,
you one with you 7!

““No,” anawercd young Lioni, looking wp in
surprise.
with me.

Have.

“That is somothing T do not carry
But what need have we of dispnise ¥’

“Why. you must readily see that some one
has much interest in keeping your father’s inno-
cence a seeret; and although I would help you,
still T am not willing to bring down the wrath
of others upon my head in consequence, and to
guard aginst the occurrence of such an evil, it
would suit me mueh better were we both mask-
ed. 1 have one that will suit you, and with
your permission I will lend it to you.'

Alberte knew not that he had an enemy in
the world, for he had never harbored an evil
thought against any man, and in the purity of
his intentions he had no heart to impute guile
to others, so without hesitation he accepted the
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proffered mask and pleecd it wpen his face. |
But for all this he could not repress a feeling
of apprchension ; yet it was so vague and ill-
defined that he thonght little of i, imputing it
rather to an excitement produced by the expee-
tations that had heen raised by his companion’s
offer than to anything else.

Instoad of pulling his gondola up the main
eanal, the stranger turned info one of the nar-
row outlets, and after a cirevitous route of about
fiftcen minutes, he hauled vp at the foot of the
marble steps which led to the palace of the patri-
cian Trivisano.

* Do you stop here 7 asked Alberte, aa he
at once recoghized the home of his childhoad.

“ Yog,” returned the other.  * Mule no re-
mark, but follow me as qoickly as possible, and
noiselessly, too.”

A strange feeling of misgiving crept over the
soul of Alberte Tiori, a5 he found himseolf onee
more treading the marble pavement of his fath-
er's halle.  He could not but fear that all was
not right, for if there was o man living wha
would not that the secret of Mareello’s innocenee
should e botrayed, that wan was surely the
lord Frivirane, and it scemed improbable that
one whose interests were not connected with his,
should thus, in broad daylight, enter his dwell-
ing for the purpose of remeving so important
papors as those which had been promised. IHe
had not much time for refiection, however, for
hig gutde soon stepped iste a small eloset, and
a8 he returned with a lighted Jamyp in his hand,
he said : '

¢ Be quiet now; and we shall soon have all
that you nced. Trivisano is out, and from one
of the servants, whom 1 ean trust, I have re-
ceived the keys to his private vault. Follow on
a4 fast as possible.”

The objects which seemed familiar to our
youthful hero, began to pgrow less and less fre-
quent, and he soon knew that he was in that
department which lay below the canal, and
which in boyhood he had never dared to explore,

“Hold " exclaimed Alberte. * Until I have :

some assurance of what is to follow, I shall go
no forther. If you seek to do me the faver
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you have promised, you can do it as well with-
out my company as with it, and T will remain
hero until you return.”

The youth had not keard the almost noiseless
tread of a powerful man who had followed close
‘behind bim since he entered the vaulted pas-
sage, and no sooner had he hesitated and refused
to fullow, than he wag seized from behind and a
handkerchief instantly drawn over his mouth.
In vain was it that Alberte tried to resist, and
in vain that be tried to raise an alarm, for he
found himself within the ‘grasp of a man who
handled him as though he had been an infant,
and after possing through several small paksages,
the ereaking of a heavy bolt fell upon his ear,

39
Not a word had yet been spoken; but as he was
forced into & dark dangeon, which had been re.
vealed by the opening of a heavy iron door, his
stranger guide mockingly said :

¢ Now, boy, you may seek for the lordship of
your father, and perchance you miay yet win the
lady Isidora's hand ! Ma, he, ha.”

Again and again that mocking laugh foll upon

the ear of the youth, until at length all was
silent as the grave.

Marine Trivissno had his dresded enemy
within his power, and his son had entrapped a
dangerous rival | '




CHAPTER IX.

Darkness and night.
berte’s fute.

WIGHT was wpon the soul of Alberte Lio-
All—allwas night ! The san, the
moon, the stars, afl rolled on in their course,
bat they imparted to him no ray of their cheerful
light. The hopes, the aspitations, the plans of
the future, all sank in the otter darkness of des-
pair, and around hi= heart wound the slinmy vi-
yor of dull despondeney.  The fever came not
again to warm his blood—the deliriun came not
to start forth the effervescence of his brain, but
¢ald as iee ran the tide of life through his veins,
and with a leaden weight sank the power of
mental action. Those who fattened upon the
wealth of his father had come to glut over the
fall of the son.  He knew now that he was in
tho hands of the man whe had occasion o fear
him, and his young experience taught him that
reAR was the iron tyrant of despotism. To re-
vange, the soul of daring may leok with bold-
ness, but in the hands of a power which is ac-
tuated by that evil genius—jfear—there 13 no
hope for mercy—no oxpectation of reprieve;
'tis the coward's main spring of action—the
strong foothold of Satan, and the only thing
which will eall forth the deadly sting of the in-
significant viper.

AN nt!

The thread of Iife is not yet fo be seveved. Istdora learns of Al
Her reflectivns, and her strange visiter.

Developments.

Atberte kept no aceount of time, for in the
darkness of his dungeon all minute-marks were
hut the continuous, undefinable portions of cha-
otic sternity, and the houis of the day and the
hours of the night rolled alike over hiy soul,
without the least indieation from the great dial
of nature to tell him when they eommenced or
when their end had come.

But the youth was not destined to a hasty
death, for from an unseen hand he at length re-
ceived u small allowance of coarse food. Ile
heard the grating of a small wicket in the door
of his cell, and he heard the sound of » basket,
as the invisible bearer placed it upon the cold,

damp pavement ; he ealled aloud for an expla-

nation of his strange confinement—he cried for
mercy, but no voice answored his own; the iron
wicket was closed, and again his own heart sent
forth the only noise which broke the stillness of
his prison. For a moment the thought flashed
across his mind, that "twere better to die at once
than to be thus kept along by a mercy which
wag cruelty in itself; but as this thought came,
it brought with it 2 companion—the love of life;
then came the demands of a nature which God
had given him for a monitor, and the youth

- first intelligence of her lover.
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groped his way to where the food had been
placed. . As he ate and drank, a portion of
strength retarned to its throne, and though he
knew it not, still there was a faint hope strug-
gling up in his bosom, and already it pointed
its dim, waving finger upwards towards the
heaven of eternal justice.

Heavy was the sound which fell upon the
cars of Isidora Vivaldi when she learned the
The twilight had
deepened into night—that night had given place
to another day, and still he came not back ; but
at length a messenger returned and reported that
the youth's gondola had heen: piéke& up, far
out in the Adriatic, where it was found with its
bottom turned upward. From carly morn till
Iate ot night, the messengers of Vivaldi were
upon the search, but not the slightest intelli-
gence could be gained of the missing youth, fur-
ther than the fearful tale which was told by the
upturned gondela.

“ He's gone—gone forever!” uttered the
fair Isidora, as her father vainly endeavored to
quiet her.  * My hoart’s best and only love lies
beneath those very waters from whenge, but a
few short duys ago, he' so nobly rdseued me.—
Be still, my soul!—settle down, yo clouds of
despair—the dream of years has ‘passed, and 1
awake in the tomb of this life’s joys I"”

“ But, my dear child,” urged the old man,
more stricken by the uncontrollable grief of lis
daughter than by the misfortune which had
caused it, “there is yet no certainty of Alborte’s
death. Lot not such deep misery Welgh you
down

* Father,” exclaimed the weeping girl, ax
she raised her eyes, and’ swept the tears for a
morment from her fuce, ** did you feel as 1 feel,
you would not ask me to restrain my grief. I
know not why it is, but this heavy blow scoms
but the presage of a heavier, yet to come. . I
can see & dark cloud gathering above our house,
and ore long it must send its lightning bolt
upon us This is but the rising of the terrible
storm.’

The lord Vivaldi talked long and earnestly
with his daughter, but from the fearful thought

which hannted her imaginstion he could not’
move her, and with a henrt in which Isidora’s
forebodings had already ‘called up slight mis-
givings, he at length left her apartment.

This was no sudden love that lay at the foun-
tain-hoad of the fair girl’s grief. He that hus
possessed an inestimable treasure, enjoyed its
blessings, its hopes, its joys--and then lost it,
prizes it doubly when kind fortune once more
returns it to him. So it was with Isidora.—
Love’s bright diadem had been worn in ehild--
hood-—"neath Italia's warm clime her heart had
realized the worth the jewel, when it was lost.
Once again, after the lapse of years, that jewsl
of the goul was found and worn ;- and when, the
second time, it was lost, more keenly than ever
fell the sharp blade of fate upon the tender cords
of her joys. Then, again, the very doubt,—-if
doubt it may be called,~—which hung over the
prize—the hopes not yet realized, which depend-
ed upon the aceomplishment of her lover's plans
~—lont a peeuliar depth to the fervor of hér love,
and perhaps she felt more severely the blow, than
she would had there een no doubts previous to
the catastophe,

For half an hour after her father lefi her, Ia-
dora sat alone in ‘her own chamber. She tried
to analyze the feelings that stirred in her soul ;

_{she “sought-to solve the foars that oppressed her

brain ; but nought, save the one roality—the
loss of Alberte—could she bring within the ken -
of ker mental vision, Suddenly ghe folt an jm-
pression steal over her that sho was not alone—-
she thought she heard the pulsations of 2 heart
bosides ker own, and turning round, her eyes
rested upon a form which was familiar to her
sight. At any othgr time she would bave been
startled by so summary an intrusion upon her
privacy, but at the present time a guick thrill
of something like hope trembled upon her
thoughts, as she saw the most powerful man of
all Venice garing intently-upon her. If there
was a person in the commonwealth who had the
power to aid her, that person was surely Nicco-
L1, the chief spy of the Council of Ten, and he
it was who now stood in her presence !

“Ludy,” said the #py, as he luid biz-hand
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upon her shoulder, you know me to0o well to
wonder at my strange intrusion, and hence I

will at once to the business that brought me

hither, for I see by the diak upon St. Mark’s,
that the sun has already psissed its meridian,
and I must be brief. I kunow that one whom
you loved has gone, and I know, too, how sud-
den wag bis disappearance,—hut whether you
bave loved him wisely or not, remains yet to be
soen.’’

“0, gr,” exclaimed Isidora, ““he was kind
and noble; his heat was pure and uncontam-
imated Ly the vices of the city. His only fault
in tho ¢yes of the world was his misfortunc.—
Tell me, sir, do you know aught of his fate ¥’

4 Not, yet, fair lady ; but if you ean answer
me a simplo guestion, I may poasibly gain some
clue to his whercabouts.”

“ Nawme it, sit—name ib,”’

“ Do you know if Carolus Trivisano feit any
ill will towards him 7"’

¢ If he knew of his affection for me,”” return-
ed Isidors, ““he would be sure to, for even to-
wards me he has used threats.”

“Very well. At what time did the young
man leave the palazzo yesterday

I looked upon yonder dial, ste, just as his
koat put off, aud | remember distinetly that the
shadow fell upon the hour of two.”

* Of this you are sure.”

‘ Yes, ¢ir,”” replied Isidora; and then look.
g imploringly into the stern countenance of
Niccoli, she continued :

¢ Now, tell me, sir, if T have any grounds
for hope 1™’

** Hope, fair ludy, is a fickle thing,” return-
ed the spy, as he regarded his companion with a
look of tender compassion. ~ < Tt will not sustain
the life which oftun clings so eonfidingly to it
Alberte Livui maystill live, and I may yet save
him from the fate whivh has been assigned for
hiwe ; but I would have you prepare for the
worst, for be assured that darker clouds than
you have yet scen are gathering over you.”

*So my own soul has taught me to foar.—
But you, whe kuew all the secrets of Venice,
can surely guard me against them.”

¢« Ah, lady, you know little of Venice. I
can read the actions of men, but their thoughts
are not mine.  Fvil lives in the heart, and there
are hearts about you which contain the germs of
all the evil you have to fear ; those hearts beat
ouly within the darkness T cannob penetrate.-—
All that T know T will tell thoe—not for the
sake of sounding in thy ears a tale which shall
fill your bosom with fear, but that you may be
prepared to expect the blow ere it comes. There
is a dread blow aimed at the government of Ve-
nice, and if it be not averted, the house of Vi-
valdi will come among the first of its vietims.
Isidora Vivaldi, ean you hear the werst ¥’

* Gro on, sir—go on.  Let me koow all ; but
for the love of Heaven, do not deceive me.”

“Then, I feur that the fate of Alberte Lioni

tis worse for you thim would have been hig

death,  The youth is leagued with conspirators.
Revenge for his father’s wrongs has stireed up
his soul to rebellion, and in the hands of artful
men he has been mado the tool of conspiracy.—
If such be indeed the case, the hand of justice
will full heavily upon him.”

“ 0 no, sir,” exclaimed Isidora, in almost

frantic accents; ** Alberte could never do that,

There is not a thought in his heart apainst the
city of his birth. O, do not—do not haunt me
with such terrible sospicions.”

““ T would not haunt you, lady—but there are
stubborn facts in the way. Several times hes
he been seen in elose conversation with the most
dreaded man in Venice—he who eludes my
grasp as though he were air—Marco Martelino.
Tt was that fearful Drave who so promptly res-
eued him from the death which threatened him
upon the eanal, and since then he bas sought
the youth cven within his sick chamber. It
was another hand that led him off yesterday, but
even that hand is red with conspiracy. T have
traced every circumstance, and now that I am
sure at what timo he left your father’s palazzo,
T can keep my eye-upon him.”

“ And was it for this, sir, that you sought

me?” bitterly exclaimed Isidora, as she turned
her flashing eyes upon the spy.  *“ Was jt that
from my evidence you might convict him? O,
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if it were treason to have shielded Afm from
your power, then in Tsidora Vivaldi you might
have found another traitor. T tell theo that Al-
berte Lioni is innocent of any such erime, and
in this bosom, at least, he shall ever find a heart
that holds him honorable and true.”

Was that a tear which glistened in the eye of
the powerful Niceoli? Can that heart, so school-
ed in the eriminal court of Venice, feel sympa-
thy with o weeping girl? At least, the guick
glance of Isidora caught the trembling of his
dark Hds, and she saw a bright drop start forth.
She would have taken oceasion. to appeal to a
sympathy which she thought must have arisen,
but in a moment that countenance wore its iron
nerve again, and as the spy turned towards the
dial of St. Mark, he said : l

“Thirk not too hard-of me, lady, but rather
school your heart for the truth which, sooner or
later, must fall like a thunderbolt upon it. I
tell thee truly, that the blow must come. IFf,
after that, you can rest upon a hope in the fu-
ture, then so let it 1_)9. Yo may withstand the

fearful storm, and yet ride safely in the hnveu
of your hope’s fruition.””:

As he spoke, Niccoli turned and left the
apartment.  Tsidora heard his heavy footfall as
he desconded the broad stairs, and when at
length a1l was silent, she turned her mind upon
what had just passed. What could it mean?
Long and carnestly she thought upon thé strange
revelations of the spy, but not a ray of light
eould she pather from the interview. It had
been oll surmise and suspicion, and to her all
was doubt and fear. She did not believe that
her lover was guilty of any erime, but she knew
too well the fearful character of the power whick
hung over him, not to know that he was in dan-
ger. Then there was something more; her
father wag in‘dang'er, and she knew not even
from what quarter to look for the evil. She was |
like the exposed wanderer in the vdst of heav-
er’s flaming artillery—she knew not which por-
tion of the dark cloud contoined the bolt that
was destined for her bosom.




CHAPTER X.

A friend in disguise. A dilemma with bu
femptation to conspiracy, and his
bravo’s secret,

FYYHE third basketfull of food had been pass
A

been all eaten.

seen the least glimmer of light. He was sitting
upon a low pallet, which he had found in cne
corner of the cell, sadly meditating upon his
hard fate, when he was startled by the grating
of the small bolt which sceured the wicket of his
door. He knew that many hours would have
to elapse ere the regular time for his food came
round, and this was the first interruption he
had received from any other source since his in-
carceration ; but he hal no chance for further
reflection, for direetly his curs were satuted with
the inquiry, in a low tone :

*“Is there any one here 17

“ Yea,” replied the prisoner.

“ Lioni ¥

“Yeu.”

The stranger made no further inquiry, but in

noble

ed m to Alberte Lioni, and from this he
Judged that three days had dawned and set upon
his strange confinement, for the third mess had
As yet he had net heard a syl-
lable from other lips than his own, nor had he

t one horn. A strange revelation.  .Alberie’s

answer thereto.  The fearful oath. The

a light from a daxkened lenterm—not strong
enough to blind bim by its rays—sent the first
cheerful gleams athwart his dungeon that had
blessed hiz dreary solitude. He who held the
Iantern was so thrown in the shade that our hero
could not distinguish his form or features, hut
a5 he entered within the cell, he asked ;°
‘“ Are you able to walk ¥

“A short distance, at least”
Alberte.

* Then follow me.”’

* But whither ?”’

«To liberty.”

* How may I know it %"

““If you prefer tostay I will again lock your
door,” laconically replied the visiter.

* No, no,—anything is, preforable to this—
even death itself. T will follow you.”

replied

ed to leave the place, * but make no noise.””

18 few seconds Alberte heard the low creaking of

which had been pursued in visiting the place..

- the heavier holts, ag they were withdrawn from :-
their sockets ; the door then slowly opened, and :

“ Quickly, then,” said the guide, as he turn-

The stranger took a different course from that ¢
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keeping directly on towards tha end of the vault-
ed passage. When he reached the wall, he took
from his girdle a small iron pin, which he in-
gerted into a small puneture in the rock, and 2
large stons, which scemed to form the base of
the arch, slowly swang inward, revolving upon
two stout pivots fixed at the end. Through the
opening thus formed the unknown guide easily
passed, and when Alberte looked through, his
eyes were grected by the bright ripple of the
moon-lit waters. A new life shot through his
veins as he caught the welcome view ; the fresh
gir came up like the invigorating breath of heav-
on, sending an electric impulse along the mus-
eular Yines of his frame, end with a quick bound
he followed on after his liberator. As he step-
ped from the aperture, the stone rgsumed its
place, and he found himself upon the curb of
the deep hasin in which the patrieian gondolas
were soenred.  Into one of the boats the guide
stepped, turning, as he did so, to assist Alberte,
but our hero felt too exhilarated to need assis-
tancs, and he lightly stepped over into the gon-
dola. The light of the moon dazzled his eyes a
little, but not encugh to prevent his secing, and
as the hoat was shoved out from the basin, he
had an opportunity to examine the man who had
brought him thus far out of his bondage ; but
he made nothing from the observation, for the
strungor was not only masked, but from the pe-

~ culiar features of his garments, Alberte was sat-

isfied that he was deeply disguised. is short
cloak was that of a scnator, while his hat more
nearly rosembled the dueal bonnet than aught
olsc—the hat giving the lie to the cloak, and
the cloak utterly belicing the rost of the dress.
The youth would have asked a dozen questions
which weighed on his mind, but from the utter
reserve of his companion he was led to infer that
he would get no answer, at least till they left
the ecanal ; and he very wisely determined to
remain quict, end await the result of his ad-
venture.

The gondola swiftly glided down the smooth
canal, passing beneath the shade of Bt. Mark’'s,
along past the gorgeous palaces of the patricians,
till at length it turned into one of the narrower
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streams which ran up among the casinos, and
after a quick pull of several minutes, the pow-
erful oarsman brought his boat to .a sharp turn
to the right, and drawing his oars quickly in-
board, he bent his form slightly forward, and
beckoned for Alberte to do the same. The
bows of the gondola struck full upon planking
of & deep inlet from the canal, but instead of the
sudden shock which the youth expected, he was
surprised to sce the wooden wall divide into
two equal parts, and in a moment fnqre he was
gliding along in the midst of total durkness.—
As the boat grated against the landing, the un-
known removed the covering from his lantern,
and as its dim rays struggled through the gloom,
the youth found himself in what appeared to be
the collar of some large building, into which the
waters of the canal had a free access. The gunide
gtepped out upon the pavement, gecurod the
boat, and then turning towards a flight of stone
steps which led upward, he bade his companion
to follow him.  Alberte did eo with difficulty,
for the way through several intricate turnings and '
narrow passages wasdark, and he had hard work
to keep up. He asked for no assistance, howsver,
—determined to remain silent till he should ar-

rive at his journey’s end. As length the wished-

for moment arrived, for at the end of the last

passage his guide unlocked o small door which

opened to the left, and our hero was ushered
into an spartment, which, if it was not '}tirge and

gnnptuous, was ot loast neat and comfortable,

and no sooner had he reached a lounge, which

stood bencath ono of the baleonied windows,

than he settled upon its cushionod seab almost

exhausted. : . .

The unknown slowly turned the key upon the

inside of the door, then walked to 2 table di-

rectly opposite to where Alberte had seated him-
self, and having lighted a wex taper, he remov-
ed his hat, cloak, and mask.

« The brave!” exclaimed Alberte, starting
up from his seat, as his eyes caught the dark

foatures of the .powerful man who led him

thither. '
+MPhig is the second time that Alberte Lioni
has owed his life to the dread of Venice,” eaid
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Martelino, sceming not to notice the surprise of | at his interlocutor without speaking. At length |

the youth; *“but methinks you had rather be
here than in the deep dungeons of the lord
Trivisano.™

“T have heard that it was yon who saved me
upon the cunal, but till the present moment T
have had no chanee to return you my thanks
now, however, I do so most hoartily, and { am
sorry to be obliged to add, that for the present,
that is all T ean repay you, but the thue wuy
come when T ean assist you in turn.”

“The time Aas come,” replied the brave ;
“and for that reuson T brought you hither in-
slead of leuving you with the lord Vivaldi.”

 And what can I do for you

“Do you renember the wrongs of your
father ¥"” asked Martelino, as he nurrowly watch-
e the features of the youth, to see what effoct
his words would lave.

“ Do you suppose I can ever forget them,
sir "’

“ Not if you be a worthy son, certainly,” re-
plied the brave ; wnd then gazing more intently
than before, he continued :

“But have you the courage to revenge those
wrongs 1’

** Through the path of henor, yes ™

Martelino seemed somewhat disconcerted by
this laconic answer ; but without removing his
fixed gaze, he continued ;

“ Da you not look upon the government which
8o unjustly condemned him as unhely and ty-
rannical in the extreme ¥

~ 4 The agencivs through which the deed was
done were certainly infumous, but I cannot im-
pute it all to the govermment.”

“Yuou are too lenient, my young friend,—
You kuow nav how soon you may full into the
clutehes of the same power.  Now, if you have
the eourage to take up your futher’s eause, and
stand holdly forth for the station to which your
birth entitles you, you will be sure to find a
bost of friends with you. Tet the presont gos-
crnment but he onee overturned, and you may
yet ascend to the place you covet.”

Alberte Lioni was startled by this bold pro-

he asked : .
* And would you have me turn traitor ¥’

.unswer yes. '

“Marco Marteling ! answored Alberte,
about hiy temples, *“T. fecl a conscious pride in
knowing that wmy futher was innovent of the
erime for which he was eondemned—a thrill of
Joy runs through my frame, proseriled though
my family name may be, whon T reflect upon
the fact that a traitor’s blood runs not through
my veing, and the honor which T inlerited from
one of the hest of parents shall never be tar-
nished by me. No, si—Ciovanni Mareells
loved Venice with Lis whole sou!, and his son

loves her equally as well. That son inherits

not even the name of his father, hut he does in-
herit from Lim . soul above treason, and that

You |

inheritance shaii never puss from lim,
have my doswer.? ',

While Alberte spoke, the sickly shs
countenance was gone—the weaknoss/ of his

changed. A noble fire shot forth from his ayes,
his limbs were nerved with the strong thongs of
conscious right, and his soul struck Doldly out
into the sca of duty, regardless of the storms
which might rise in the way. As he elosed, that

window. Hiy broad chest was heaved with a
peculiar emotion, and when at length he turned
his face onee more towards the light, there was
a change so sudden and so strange that Alberte
scarcely realized that he gazed wpon the fearful
bravo.  Those piercing cyes wore softened by
the gentle dews of sympathy—those hasd fea-
tures were lighted up bya look of kind gratitude—
that towering form soemed shaken by the pulsa-
tions of & kindly-beating heart, and extending
his hand to his young companion, he exelaimed :
“* Go on in the path you have so nobly chos-
en, and far be it from me to attempt again to
lead you astray.  7have had wrongs which FOU

poral, and for some time he gazed wonderingly

know not of.  Your father, young man, was not

* was not the only one wpon whom the foul wrong

“TIf for the down trodden to seek the over- ;
throw of their porsccutors be treason, then T |

' “upon its foundation—the powerful, all-seeing
while the rich blood filled the Wue channels :

‘i & heaven above us, Maroo MarTrrino wnll

strange man before him, and though his cath

of his |

frame was overcomo, and his whole bearing was

storn bravo turned away, and suught the high °

THE BRAVO
the only one who was banished from Venice—he

was done.  T—J was banished, and I swore,-—-
ay, boy, deeply swore, and that oath is rogis-
tered in Heaven,—that T would be revenged.
They may hunt the bravo till the senate topples

and subtlo Niccoli may use all his art, and set
liis legions wpon my track ; but as sure as there

be revenged !’
Alberte Lioni gazod in raph wonder upon the

was so foarful, still he eould not help admiring
the deep power of the soul which gave t-hat oa.th
a being, nor could he avoid sympathizing with
the wrongs he had suffered.  There was s0me-
thing in the looks of the bravo which put a
strange confidence in the bosom of th'e youth,
and in a frank and open manner, he said :

«} do not wender, sir, that you seek for re-
venge, and if your revenge can mend t‘he' wrongs
you have suffered, may God aid you in its pur-
suit; but for my own part; revenge would not
help me in the least—it would neither henefit
myself, nor could it benefit my father.‘ But are
you not laying yourself liable to still greater

. sufforing,~perhaps an _ ignominious doath,—by

Ty "
tho course you are pursuing ?

+ «No, boy,” answered the bravo, as he cast
& peculiar look upon his companion’s slight, but

'S SECRET. 47

LN

not take my Iife. At this moment there be

thousands of strong hands in the city which

would avenge my death. I havo a sECRET,

young man—a sceret, the rovelation of which

would make Venice stir from its ciremnference

to its very centre. Ah, I am well armed for the

fight T have chosen, and ere another woek the

senate and councilwill begin to tremble heneath

the strokes of my direful revenge. ‘But‘I muist
leave you now, for I am needed. In'yonder
room you will find a bed, and upon the table

ave cordials and viands, and methinks the sooner
you seck your rest the botter.  To-night qnd to-
morrow you will spend beneath my roof, ut
after that I shall claim no further eentrol over
your actions. And now, wy young friend, when
Venico shall ring with the fearful doeds of thie
bravo, I trugt that in you he may at least find a
heart that ean sympathize with his wronged
feelings, if' not with his terrible deeds.”’

As he spoke, he threw the cloal over his
shoulders, and placing the hat in which we first
saw him, with the large black plume floating
darkly from its side, upon his head, he loft the
apartment. ‘ : ‘

Alberte Lioni studied long and decply upon
the character of the strange man who had left
him ; and after he had cought his pillow, the
darlz, towering form still hannted him,—but ere
he could reeall half the incidents that preyed
upan his imagination, he fell into a drenmy,

vet noble form.

The powers of Venice dore

troubled sleep.




CHAPTER XI.

The conspirators once more.
saArcasm.
at kis erucible,

The fatal compound,
of death,

"HEN the bravo left the place to which '

his way towards the palace of Trivisano.
walked with long and quick strides, and ere
many minutes he stood within the place where
we have seen him before with the conspirators,
" They were all there, and the deep gloom which
a single taper could not dispel cast 2 peculiar
shadow over their features. There was more of
fearfulness in their contracted brows than we
have yet seen, and cver and anon, as they cast
their furtive glances about from one to the other,
they seemed to dread in cach an enemy. A
dark, meaning smile rested upon the face of
Marteline as his eye ran over the trembling no-
bles, and his lips curled with a sneer ; but none
noticed it, for their plot was thickening zbout
them, and its results and sequences were soon to
tell how went it with them ; their deeds could
not much longer rest under cover of the dark-

ness, and save the single purpose for which they

The new initiates, and their oath.
The plot made knoiwn o the plotiers.

T'he sleeper and the spirit of evil.

The pledge of murder.  The chemist

future.

only instrument upon which their hopes of safety -
rested in ease their plot should be discovered.

have been drawn up by twe of the most influ-

and this was to be placed in the private dopart-
ment of the man whose name stood first upon
its face.

* Now,” satd Trivisano, as the bravo teok a
seat, *let ws at once initiate the new comers.
From the senate we have Mentoni and Cordino,
and from the procurators of St. Mark we have |
Floradi and Steffani.  The latter is a most for-
tunate acquisition, for he has much influence :

" in, one by one, and placed under the bans of the

. to the interests of all concerned in the plot, and

The brave's cutlswg

The shroud I‘ g

were now collected, their whele attention wasi.
L ke had eonvoyed Alberte, it was near- 'now turmmed to the events of the uncertain
ly midnight, and as he stepped forth upon the

pavement—for now he went on foot—-he took |
H
He

* bravo, as he glanced at theix grembling features.

ul ar, 3

It was a false plan of conspiracy, purporting to ; create more gensation than methinks the bud of

ential souators, to which had been forged thel
signatures of some halfdozen of the wnobility,

el but the kllhng——remember that.”’

\ ‘ remarked Steffani, as he gazed with wonder
- upon the man of whom all Venice stood in
* dread.
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with the keeper of the arsenal, and the whole

armory may be casily taken possession of.
The light was extinguished, and after all had

been arranged, the waiting nobles were brought

league. They were bound by the most fearful
oaths which eould be invented, to remain true

they were to lend every assistance in their power
towards the overthrow of the senate and eoun-
cil ;—when the signal might be given, they
were to head such of the people as might be
seduced to join them, and, above all, they wore
to avoid the least sign of recognition in publie
till the final blow should be struek. When the
onth was administered, and freely taken, the
bandeges were removed from their eyes, and the
sccrets of the conclave were theirs.  Once more
the taper was lighted, and the conspirators all
turned their eyes upon the brave.

* Now,”” Martelino,”” a2id the lord Marine,
st we have to do with thee.”

% Say on, my lord,” returncd the bravo.
~ #The lord Francis Vivaldi must not live to
see the light of another pun !”

At the mention of the name of the chief of

the senate inquisitors, and at the idea of such al
: sudden disposition of him, the newly initiated
The ¥ 11]:\ .. '
6 lord Marino Trivisano gat by a tal?s wpon nobles blanched and trembled.
which burned the only taper in the room, while ;
under hiz elbow lay a parchment—the same that !
he was preparing when he was so uncercmoni- ;

ously interrupted by the Spy——and this was thcg :

¢ Perhaps you had not expected sucl sum-
© mary measores,”’ sarveastically remarked the

¢ But the old inquisitor is powerful and pop-
returned Mentoni, *° and his removal will

a plot should warrant.”’

“Yon nced not tremble for that,” said the
brave, ‘*for Mareo Martelino stands alene in
the light. You may plot, my masters, to your
heart's satisfaction, and your murder 1 will take
upon my own hunds, while T openly proclaim to
all Venice what T have done ; but you must de

¢ You are ready with your stilette, sir brave,”

49

* While others are equaily ready with a trai-
torous brain,”’ retorted Margo,

The hand of Steffani sought his dagger, but
the meaning smile upon the lip of the man who
had thus touched him recalled him to himself,
and he felt half ashamed of the feeling he had
betrayed ; then tutning to Trivieano, he re-
marlced : ‘
“T suppose, my lord, that you have all mat-
ters thus far safely arranged, and from your ex-
perience we may hope for a judicious arrange-
ment to the end.”

“ With you, my lord Steffani,” returned the
old nable, ** rests your own safety, and if you
are discreet you need not fear from others.
Each man’s own love of life must be his montor.”
* And his ambition his loading star,” quietly
remarked the bravo.

Castello, * for it is that alone which wo seek.” .

« Ay, my lords and masters, so doos the vul-
ture seek for liberty, to prey upon whom it
ploases, and when it ploases.”’

« And is not Martelino one of us?”’

¢ Ay-—for revenge, not for ambition.”

“ A distinetion without a differenee,” said
Castello ; and as he noticed that the continuation
of such » debate might crcate diffculty, he
quietly pocketed his shal;g of the cutting sar«
casm, and then turning' to Trivisano, he
continued :

«« Come, my lord, let us have the arrange-
ments you have made ag soon as possible, that
we may be stadying upon the plans.”

¢ Then, you shall have thom, as far as it hes
yet been practicable to arrange them. In twe
weeks from to-night, the senate, with the doge
and the six savf ab its head, meet with the greatf
council, and ab that time the blow is to be struck.
Within the suburbs there are three hundred
men upon whom we can count for that night,
and it will tzke them but a few momonis to
overcome the lords and nobles in the senate
chamber. Dolfino, with a guard of six men,
will be stationed at the entrance to the arsenal,
and the moment the nobles are dlsposcd of, our

L]

men will afl rash to his assistance, and arms

# Say vather his love of liberty,” mterrupted o
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will be distributed to such of the citizens as
will take sides with us.  Martelino has asked to
figure in the senate, and his arm alone will ac-
complish much—ifor it is there that he secks re-
vonge. Tho rope to the great bell of St. Mark
will be eut, and from Steffani we must expect
much aid in that guarter.”

“That yow shall Lave,” returned Bteffani,
“and I may moveover promise you the assistance
of soma forty of the attendants.’

“8o fares the work well,”” gaid Castello.
““ Ah, there will be no need of brave hearts in
the work when once the ball begins to roll, for
the peoplo of Venice are ripe for any change
which is not for the worse.”

“* Be patient, my lords, be patient,” enid
Privisano, *“for there is no danger of our failing
Now, Martelino, what say you, ghall Vivaldi
leave the earth to-night 1"

“You have gatl it, and it shall be done,”
replied the bravo, “But remember,” contin-
ued he, while he looked hard upon Trivisano,
“we war not upon dofenceless fermales,”

* What means that 7"’ asked the noble, whe
seamed startled by the manner of Martelino.

‘It means this, my lord—that if, by remov-
ing the fathor, T take the prop from the daugh-
tar, no hand shall do her harm, I think you
understand mo,”’

Whether Trivisano felt angry or not, he did
not show it, Lut the nervous twitching of his
museles told plainly that he withheld some
words wlhich, had they been alone, -might have
found utterance. Fle looked upon the brave as
far below him in rank, stetion and power—but
he knew, too, that in the work they had in hand
they must be equals. A worm or a beggar he
would have spurned, but he dared not awake
the wrath of the tiger ; so with a bite of his thin
lips, the lord Marino bowed to the will of the
brave, in appearance, at lenst, and with a foreed

has the morn of a new day sprang from the
dead midnight, and you will be safer at the task
now than in a few hours hence.”

The bravo howed to Trivisuno a silent an-
swer, and with a nod of parting farewell to the
remainder of the assembly, he left the apartmont,

Trivisano, he rotraced his stops towards the
house where he had left Alberte Lioni, and en-
toring by a private way, he ascended to a small
roam, so situated ab one extreme angle of the
building, that no one would ever have netieed
it hud not they previeusly known of its existence.
The pressure of 2 small spring, which was
adroitly inleid with the bevel of the panel,
caused the before unnoticed door to opon, giving

which it took from the swell-corner of tho strue-
ture within which it was buile. Within this
apartment stood 2 small cabinot, from the front

upper port was a reeeptacle for books, manu-
seripts, &e.  In ome of the extremitios of the
room, where the meeting of the two walls form-
ed & very acute angle, there was built a small

materiale wag ready placed for immediate use,
and as soon a3 Marteline had Jighted a candle,
he proceeded at once to ignite it.  After watch-

fire thus ereated would be safficient for present
purposes, he turned himself to the cabinet, and
took o seat at the leaf; then unlocking a small
drawer, he took therefrom an 01(1 velluin manu-
geript, and was soon buried in the depths of its
mysterios.

As he sat thus, intently poring over the curi-

threw a deathlike glare upon his dark features,
casting a strange, ominous look over his person,

look of friendly care, he said :

which loomed up in the slightly relieved dark-

“ Huste thee to thy work, Marco, for already |

As the brave emerged from the palace of |

admittance to a small room of erescent shape,

of which descended o writing-table, while in the

furnace, within which & quantity of combustible !

ing for & few moments to satisfy himsolf that the ;-

ous ohoracters upon tho parchment, the candle
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ness like a dread spirit of evil, Ewver and anon,
as some passage would seem to strike his atten-
tion, & grim smile of satisfaction rested for a
moment upon his features, but it would quickly
pass away, and again he would turn over the
leaf and seck further. At length he gazed
longer than Lefore, line after line he read over,
then re-read it, and with an exclamation of pe-
. culiar satisfuction, he rosefrom hissecat. Amnoth-
! er key was placed in the case above his head,
and as a small door swung open, the eye rested
upon an arangement of vials' and boxes, vari-
ously and curiously labelled.
¢ Ah, thou faithful drugs—then liguids of no
. color, smell nor taste, save that which doth en-
chant, while yet thou windest thy subtle folds
with deathly power about the heart, what trea-
sures lie not in thy mystic depths. Thou,
sweet smelling drug, when all alone ean do no
harm—a ¢hild might toy with thee from morn
till night; and thou, smooth vial, might pour thy
eontents o’er an infant's tongue, and the doting
mother should never weep that cne so dear had
- tasted of thy limpid fluid. And thou, and
thou, and still another. Ah, how weak and

i harmless are yo now, when thus divided: from

each other ; and yet the soul of science takes
“thee in her hand, and lo! thou standest
- forth an encmy which all the powers of earth
. may never conquer.” _
Thus mused the brave to himself, as ho held
é\a small crucible in. his hand, within which he
‘i‘é first placed a grain of drug, and then referring
7 to the manuseript at various intervals, he drop-
"% od in upon it o small portion of liquid from each
1 of four vials. When this was done the erucible
" was placed upon the furnace, and prefsing a
napkin hard upon his wouth and nose, the brave
. watched with eager eyes the heating of the com-
. pound. When his lungs had reached their ut-
most tension he would slip to a small window—
“the only one in the room-——and having taken
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breath, onee more resume his watch over the
furnace ; at length the liquid began to beil,
sending forth a pale yellow vapor which rose in
a cloud to the ceiling, where it hung like 2
death pall.  After it had thus boiled for several
moments, a small ivory ball, containing a slight
air-chamber, was dropped into the erucible, but
it quickly sank ; another and another followed,
till the fourth, when a smile of satisfaction rest-
ed upon Mareo’s features as the little white tell-
tale floated upon the surface of the liquid. = Tn
2 moment the compound was taken from the
fire and poured into a small vial, which was
stopped perfeetly tight, and thon deposited in
the bravo’s bosom. In a short time tho vapor
awept oub it the window, and Marco Marteling
breathed much freer as the dangorous power he
had conjured up was thus subdued.

The lord Francis Vivaldi slept soundly in
his bed,-—no thought of wrong sent his mind in
the startling path of harrowing dreams—no pent
up feelings of ovil disturbed the quiet of his
poaceful shamber ; but calmly he lay, like a good
old man as he was, nor dresmed he that the
spirit of evil ‘was 80 near. He heard not the
slow; cat-like tread that scomed to eome from the
very wall,—he heard not the slow click of steel
ag a gecret spring was started from ite rest,--he
heard not the moeaning sound as a panel at the

‘| head of his bed was moved easily back from its

place,—nor saw he the towering forin of the bra-

vo, as that fearful man stood within hig room.
Slowly and silently did Marco Martelino ap-

pronch the bedside of the sleeping noble, and a

strange light rested upon his dark features ashe

hent over his vietim.

¢ This is the first blow for my masters,” mut-
tered the bravo, while a dark frown gathered
upon his brow, ¢ but for thee, old man, it shall
be an eagy one. Sleep on, for when thouwakest
again thine eyes shall open in a place where

Jenmity can harm thee not.”
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Marco drew the small vial from his bosom
pocket, and having poured a few drops of the
liquid upon the corner of a linen napkin, he
gently held it to the nose of the sleeper. The
old noble’s left arm, which had been lying
across his breast, gradually slipped off, until it
rested powerless at his side,—the eyes seemed to
roll beneath the closed Yids as though they would
have thrown off the drowsy power, and the mus-
cles of his face trembled like the chords of aharp.
Btill that dark man pressed the fatal mapkin
closer and closer to the channel of breath, while
with the fore-finger of his left band he felt care-
fully for the pulsations of the weakening heart.
At Iength there came a deep heaving of the
chest—one heavy throe in the throat—a slight
relaxation of the museles about the face, and the

heart of the lord Vivaldi was as quiet as the
grave !

One old gervant, who slept in the lower part
of the building, thought he heard a heavy tread
within the wall next to his bed, and in a moment
more the sound of a shutting door, which he
had never before heard, struck upon his ear.
He sprang from his low couch, and just as he
reached the window which overlooked the canal,
he saw a gondola put quickly out from the basin,
It was pulled by a powerful man, and as the
moon sent her rays upon the seene, the old ser-
vant saw a form, covered by a large eloak, ly-
ing across the seats in the stern. . As he gazed
upon that eloak, now growing indistinet in the
distance, something told him that it was the
shroud of death !

CHAPTER XIL

Consternation of the people.  The cfforts of the spy to detect the murderer. The messens
The strange epistle from the brave. Niceoli'-

The Conncil of Ten in .session.
revelution and the eonsequence.

g(’T.

mﬂlﬂ next morning aftor the scene we last
AR, recorded, the intel]igcnée of the lord Vi-
valdi’s strange and swdden.disappearance was
e¢irculated througle the city, and the affair was of
a character to create the most intense excite-

" ment ; for the ol noble had ever been a favor-

ite with the people, not only from his true moral

" worth, hut also from the vast influence which he

exerted in their faver; consequently, on overy
hand, the bereaved household found ready and

helping sympathizers. Niceoli came at once to

o the work of lmnting up the mystery, and in
" less than an hour after he had received the in-

telljgenee every nuok and corncr of Venice was

‘ being  searched by one or more of his cwm-

issaries.
Tt might have been an hour and o half after
Niccoli had first heard of the old noble’s disap-

"pearance—iot more than that, for the sun had

seuree yob peeped over the house-tops—mwhen he
returned to his dwelling for the purpose of mak-
ing further arrangements for the prosecution of
the business he had in hand.  He bad but just
senfod himself before a pfivate cabinet, within

© whiel wore elaborvate reeords of all the eriminal |

4

transactions in Venice, together with an accurate
description of the criminals and their various
places of vendesvous, when he way suddenly
intorruptod by the entrance of a messenger from
the ducal palace.

““ How now, Frederie?” excluimed the spy,”
as he caught the flurried expression. upon the
messenger's countenance ; °° are the people in the
palace stirring so soon ?"’

““ Yes, Niceoli,—~the Ten are already in ses-
gion, and they desire your attendamee at once.”
" < Dost know their business ?*’
as he placed his keon dagger in his hosom, and
buckled on o heavy sword of the finest Milan
steel.

i No, sir,”’ roplied the youth; I heard not
at the council chamber—but in the street I
leaened that the old patrician Vivaldi had been
murdered, and T think that must be the business
they have in hand, for they all looked much
troanbled, and thronghout the palace all was eon-
fusion and digmay.”

In a few moments Niceol was on his way;
and when he entered the hall where the Ten
held their gecret sessions, he found them in deep

asked Niceoli,
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and exrnest consultation.  The moment he closed
the door bebind him, the chief of the Ten im-
mediately addressed lim ; -

* Niceolt, dust know the deed that has been
perpetrated within the night past 7"

“If you mean the disappearance of the lord
Yivaldi—yes.”

““That is'the matter to which I allude,” re-
turned the chief. *Have you yet done any-
thing for the apprehension of the murderer ¥

““We know not yet that he lias been murder-
ed.” suid the spy. )

“DBut we do kuow that Le has been most
foully murdered, Niceoli, and his murderer must
be arrested.  Have vou guarded the avenues
leading from the city ¥

“They are always narded.”

“ Always 2

“ Yo, my lond,”” reburned Nieeoli, ' Nota
man can leave Vendee by night or day, the fact
of which I cannot learn by asking.™

* Then, haw Moveo Mecrtelino Joft the city
since the lust seiting of the san?”?

“ No, sir.”"

*You are sure, then ?”’

“AeTam that T stand heve,”” returned the
spy.  “Over an hour and a half ago 1 had
messeagers in every part of Venice, and before
T came here T heard from then all.  Upon the
daring Iravo T have had the mast serutinizing
wateh kept for a month Lack, and though he has
thus far elnded my grasp, still I know of all
his movements—or ut least, cnourh to assure
me that he is in the city.”

At was he commitiod this fearfol
murder.”

# Martelino ¥

“Yes,”

“And how died you learn a faet which has
been kept from me and my lerions ? asked the
spy, n astonishment.

who

“ Trom the murderer's own ]ilis."

* But surely you have not seen him—he has
naot dared—""

* No, no,”" interrupted the chief of the Ten,
““he has not dared to show his person here ; but
for that matter he has dared enough. Hereisa

lo*ter which the doge received this morning, and
which he has instantly laid before us.  Read it,
Niceoll.”

The spy took the letter, and turning to the
tight, he read as follows :

«“ 7o Fraxcesco Daxvoro, Doge of Venice
and CancrLLiERy, the Chief of the Ten :
* To-day’s sun will rise upon the eorpse of
Francis Vivaldi. Venice has lost her chief Tn.
The old noble has fallen first, but
there are more yet whose lives are forfeited.
This Is the first blow T have struek to avenge
the wrongs reecived at your hands—and though
all the eity iy in tamult from this ene death,
vet Venice itself shall tremble ere there bu
empty scats cncugh in your senate to glut the
revengo of Marco MarrsLing.”

Auisitor.

Niecoli read the strange cpistle over the see-
ond time, snd then turned slowly towards him
from whose hands he had received it There
was a bright, fiery spot in either eye, and the
nether lip trembled and tupned pale.

“ What thinkest thon now 2 asked the chief,
as he veecived hack the bruvoe’s daring letter,

I think as T have ever thought-—that Marco
Martelino 1s to be feured ; and there is no doubt
that, if he be not apprehended, he will carry his
threat into exeeuntion.” -

“If he be not apprehended 7—he must Lo
apprehended,”” exeluimed Caucéllieri, with muel
vehemenee. :

#¢ 1 know that he shawdd he,” returned Nie-
eoli, ¢ but thus far every effort to that effect s
fatted ; though, in truth, T have not tried s
much.to take him, as T have to wateh his move-
ments—for upon my honor T beliove that he has
powerful aid at his baek.”

“T Imow that he has so intimated,” said the
chief, *“ but hie has evidently done that to dis-
tract our aim. Lot every means in your power
bhe put at once into requisition, and if the bravo

be alive, and within Venive, he must be taken."

“ Your wishes shall be obeyed,” replied the
spy.  ““ Already I have my, eye on a porson
from whom I think we may gain some intelli-

genee.  1le is & young man, and T have every

reason to helieve that he is an accomplice of the

bravo, for on more than one oceasion have they

been seen together, and only last night they
. ¥

rode in company upon the canal.”

i But of one thing teil me,” interrupted the
ohief. *How is it that thia fearful man—this
seourge of Venice—is so often seen, even upon
There

our canals, and yot he eannot be taken ?
must be some strange mystery heve!”

¢« And so there is, my lord—a mystery which
T cannot fathom. He disappears from view
with a facility oqualled only by the fuiry tales
of the enchanted eap. Sometimes his hoat
seems o glide clean through the very walls of
the eanal, and again you way follow him in the

¢ On conviction of treason,” said the chief
of the Ten. 4

* Very well—~he was bonished, and you gave’
his son permission to return to Venice.”

" As a student and o common eitizon—yes.”’

“ But took away his family nane

* Certainly.” ‘

“ He iz known as Alberte Tioni.”

“ Well.” .

“ And Alberte Lioni s an accomplice of
Marco Martelino.”

“Ha, and has treason grown in the child,
t00 ¥’ exclaimed the chief. *Can you take
Aim, Niecoli?”

“1 can, my Yord.”

streot, and at the fivst approach towards his per-
son he will glide into some narrow passage and
is nowhere to bo found.” .
Tancelliori mused long upon the words of the
spy, sl at length raising his head, he asked :
“ And what of this accomplice? Who
he?
“To you remomber Giovanni Marecllo 37
¢ Yea,”

“ Ho was Tanishod on suspicions of treason.”

18

**Then let him be hrought before us ere the
sun goes down ; and, if necds be, set overy oit-
izen in Veniee upon the track of the Lravo.”

Nigeoli bowod 1'espnqtfuily to the couneil,
and in a few moments ho was in the street.
Poople gazed in wonder upon the spy as he
walked by, and instinctively did they tarn out
to let him pass. In bim they looked for the
man who was to cope with the terrible brave!




CHAPTER XIII.

Fate once mure grows durk.
The guestioning.
wnslrnng.

LBERTE TIONT rose from his bed late
X & in the morning, and for some time the
eventr of the proceding night floated dimly
through his brain ; It at Iength le gained o
elear idea of what had passed, and now, as much
as befure, was he in doubt with regard to the
disposition whiel was to bo made of him. The
door of ks room hie fuund apen, but the one be-
yond,—that whiclt e had at first entered,——swas
closed against his egress, and while he meditat-
ed upon the strange fate whicly seemed to have
dropped thus saddenly upon hin, lie proceeded
to complete his toilet. e found plenty of food
upen the sideboard, together with wines and
cordials, anild everything else about the plzlcc
was caleulated to lnve administered to the com-
fort of cue who hal o wind at vest; bt at that
moment Allierte Lol woulll have Leen happler
by tar in the homeliest pluee upon the fuotstool,
so that lie wondid have been a free man.

Ahb, Ctis not what men eall wealth that })(rgcfs! {

the happiness of life—"tis nut the goods of earth
that minister to the health of humanity’s soul—

The spy and his prisoner.

Base fulsehoods of the patrician witnesses.
Sudden interruption of the spy, and its result,

The hall of the Laguisition.—
Lhe fearful vack s

pings, the liveried servants, and the dainty vi-
ands, that ereate the joys of God's ¢hildren here
on carth-—bub "Ha the mind content with what
it [tas,  'We may find coutentment on g throne,
still who would think of looking for it there 9—
Beneath the hwable eot thiy jewel in the diadem
of lite glistens with a brighter effulgence,  and
oftenar, too, than any where clse,

Alberte ate of the food Decause noture ealled

for it—Dut had it been a erast of Lard bread,

“twould have been all the same; he sat down
upen a soft damask ‘lounge, but had his body
reclined upen & slab of marble, he would never
have cared fur the difforence. Ile felt 311 at
casp, not anly heeause he was ignorant of his
own fate, but beeasse there was another who
would certainly weep for his absence.  Then,
too, where were bis hopes of the future? where
those bright pieturés he had painted upon the
canvass of imagination ¥ and where the ground
his uspirations?  Ile knew that cnomies
were upen his track, and that they ahmed at his
downfall ; but why they songht to havm him he

“Hs not the semptuous palaee, the gaudy trap-

only knew from the remark of bim who had first
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led him to the dark dungeon beneath the p'dace
of Trivisane, ¥rom this he know that he conld
not gain the property of his father without dis-
possessing some one else ; and also that he could
not possess the hand of Isidora without that
property. . A rival, too, perhaps he had, and a
powerful one, and if sueh was the ease, to what
dangers might he not be exposed.

Such were the thoughts that pagsed through
the youth's mind as he veelined upon the lounge,
and while he dwelt upon the eurious conduet of
the bravo, he was aroused by the heavy tread of
nany feet 1113011 the staivs; next came o thun-
dering vap at the door, hut before he conld
arise to  ascertain the- eause of the tumult, the

. dour wag hurst open, and  Niecol, followed by

half s dozen men, str ode into the apartmont.—

. Alberte, who stood utue,ﬂy confounded by this

strange intrusion, had not the power to ask for
an cxplanation, for upen the dark rohes of those
who followed the spy, his eye canght the fearful

'nypher which denoted tho oﬂiwra of the ingai-

sition !

" saxd Niceo-

“ Your mamo ix Alberte Lioni,
lf, as be approachoed,

 You ave vivht,”' answered our hero.

“ Then, officers, heve is your prisoncr.”

o Puat, wir,”’
an imploring gaze upon the spy, ** tell me what |
T have done.  OF what am T acensed 77

exelaimed Alberte, as he furmed |

Niceoli retirned 1o angwer, nor did he cven
stop to ook at the supplicant, bt turning quick-
1y upen his heel, ke left the place.

The wnfortuaate youth knew that it would be
of no use fo (uestion these in whose power he
was lefe, for thelr lips were ever sealod npon all
subjeets conmeeted with theiv duty, so he gul-
mitted e silenee fo the mandate of the spy, and
was led from the chamber,

Buneath  that department of the dueal pulace
i which the Council of Ten held their usual
regsiong, there wag a long, narrow room, dimly

lichted by a single lamp, which hang from the

. coiling, dirvectly in front of & high chair, said

chair heing robed in black-—and into this room
was Alberte Lioni condueted by the officers who
had taken him from the chamber of the brave.
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A bandage, which had been placed upon his
eyos a8 goon as he reacked the palace, was now
taken off, and a eold chill crept through his
veins as his eyes ran over the place within which
he stood.  On one side of the room stood the
high, black chair, surmounted by an iron arm,
the hand of which grasped a bright sword—the
whole representing justice /It was well that
avm was of iron, for the jnstice symbolized by
the sword which it bore was never known to
bend from its purpoge. Upen that cold, iron
arm the angel of merey would have found no
resting-place. o the right of the chair, againsg
the black partition, looking in the dim light like
a caunt spectre of death, stood the blood-stained
rack, while around, upon every hand, were ar-
ranged the terrible appurtenan{,e‘: of the Vene—
tian Inquisition !

No wonder that Alberte Lioni trembled, for
men stouter than he had stood there before him,
and trembled.  Whatever may have been his
feelings as he gazed around, or whatever may
have been the doubts that rose to kig mind, they

were all spoodily ended by tho entrance of the
mqumtm of tho lesser criminal court, who took
ths geat in the high chair, and after a fow mo-
tments of private conversation with thoee who
(had ronght the prisoner hithor, he turned to
' Mbcrte and asked :

| «Do you know why you are brought hither?”

* No, sit—indeed I do not.”  °

“Then you have not the lca,st conception '
| . No, sir.” :

“ }f youu were placed wpon your onth now,
you coukd net tell why you are a prisoner?”

* Most assuredly not,” answered Alberte,
who was surprised at this continuous question-
ing upon a single point.

" Take that down,” said the Inquisitor, as he
turned 'to the seribe at his side ; and then, look-
ing again towards the prisoner, who stond trem-
blmfr before him, he continued :

i (‘m you tell me in whose apartment youw
were found by the officers ¥’

The youth hesitated a moment cre he answor-
‘eil.  The bravo had saved his life twice, and he
could not help feeling grateful ; and besides, he
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had promised that whenever opportunity should

offer, he would veturn the favor.
answer might lead to Marteline’s 1pprohcn~;ion
and eonsequent death, Then again came the
thoughts of duty.  The man who saved Aés life
was secking the lives of others, and shonld his
own knowledge be withheld, e might be indi-
rectly an agent in the crime. Buat while he
hesttated, the inguisitor had nrarked his man-
ner, and in rather a surcastic tone, he said :
* Perhups we can help you to your mewory,
young man.  Are you aware by whom you were
conducted to your last night's quarters ¥
“L am, sir,” replied Alberte, who was now
determined to answer every guestion to the Test
of his knowledge,
* Who was v
“THe is called Mareo Matoline.”’
“ Aha!l you remember then. Tuke thut
down, and mark the hesitation, secretary.”’ —
Then turning to the youth, he continued ;
““Are you aware of the charucter of this
Martelino 7"
“ Only that he has been kind to me, sic; for
twice has he saved iy life.”
* And did you know nothing of his intentions
with regard to the State of Venice 7!
* 1 knew, sir, that e melitated some decp
revenge, fur wrongs which he had received.”

Mark

“ Amd you did not inform us of it.
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Perhaps his

too, by the bravo. But why do you feel sueh
sympathy for him?  Ahb, your feckings botray
the workings of a gailty conscience.  You knew
of this before,”’
“ As I liope for a heaven horeafter, sir, T
did not.  Tor the lord Vivaldi I felt the utmost
respect and esteem—for beneath his roof,. and
fostered by his kind eare, I recovered from a
fonrful illness.  No, sir—God knows that this
poor Jife of mine would willingly have gone cut.
had it been needed in defending that of the old
noble.”’
“T¢ you loved him so well, methinks you
shoulid have staid heneath his roof; at least, un-
t11 you had perfectly recovered.”?
But I was Dasely deceived away, sir, and
confined within a dark dungvuu i
“ By the bravo, I suppoe.”
“* No, ¥ quickly roturned Alberte; <1
was drgged away by one of the nobles of Ve.
nice—the youngar Trivisado, and by him and
his father was T kept in o durk, damp dungeen
benoath their palace.”
“ And from thenee Murtelino released you ¥
v Yes !

 Iave you got sl down " usked the i mqms
itar of the socretary,

replied the latter.
** Then let she messenger bo called.””
In o few minutes the same youth who had

sir,

1

T have, sir,
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him.  The youth knew that Trivisano and his escaped. Did you not know hofore that he had
<on had only been sent for as witnesscs, for be-| gone
fore this tribunal those of the patrician rank| ¢ Gone!” muarmured the old man, to him-
were never hrought for aught else, and as he ! self; but recollecting himself in a moment, he
thought upon the cvents of the Jast few days, in replied :
connection with this, his heart sank within bima. |+ No, sir.” -
Ho had learncd, as the reader already knows, | ¢ Then it seems this terrible bravo knows
how much hé steod in their way, and if they | your house as well as others.”
had onco.tried to murder him by inches, in or-|  Agiin Trivisano gasped for breath ; but he
dor to offeet his removal, what might they not | was yuickly relieved by further remark from the
do now, when ehance had placed within their ;nqulg,ibm who contimued :
power the means of merely testifying his life} < This young man, called Alberte me has
away. Arcund him there were none to sympa-| been brought hither under charge .of being
leagued with Marco Martelino. Niecoli has oftcn
bt the cold, hard features of these who regard- | scen them together, and this morning he was ar-
ed him as a eriminal,  Those dark-robed oﬂicer% rested in one of the bravo’s haunts. Hc informs
of. Venetian justice had seen too many young, us that Martelino rescued him from the dungoons.
men led from that hall to the seaffold, to feel | beneath your dwelling, whither he was conveyed
pmch sympathy with youth and bcquty—t,hey by your orders; and I have sent for you and
wore like the heavy cog-wheels of an engine, | your son, that we may como at thé trath, for
doing only what had been marked out for them, | the pnhoner himgelf is given to strange forget~
without regard to aught else. They did nothing | fuloess in Ins knowledge of thc facts we would
but their prchmbed duty—-they knew nothing | arrive at.’ . .
Lt that duty, nor cared or thought they of any-|  Now Trivisano breathed agnin, for the- Thug-
thing but duty. diate fear wasremoved.  Perhaps Martelino had
The dull und tedious moments rollod on, each | played him false, but t]li-tt lay further off—and
seeming an hour to the heart-stricken youth, till immediately collesting his seattered sonses, he
at length Marino Frivisano and his son eutered replied, whilo a bold, heartloss look rested upon
the hall.  As the old noble walked towards the | his foeatures:
inquisitor’s ehair, his eye rested upon Alberte

thize, and wherever he turned his eyes he met

that, secretary.  Now, si,”

not know upon what business this brave was
engaged when he left you last night
= No, sir.”
© You had not the least idea of it 9
S Not the least.”

© Ther you knew net that Mareo Martelino,
after e left you laet night, murdered the lord

Francis Vivaldi 77

“ Mirdered I = Viealdi P exelaimed
berte, while he trembled and turned ashy pale
< Lreat God of merey, grant that this be false.
0, sir, you do not mean that Vivaldi was mur-
dered 1’

** He wus murdered, young man, and that

continued the in-
quisitor, turning fromt the seeretary to Alberte,
el us truly, and without hesitation, did you

Al-

- [arrival of those who kad been sent for; and the

» I heap of papers which lay upon the table before

sunmoned Niecoli to appear before the Ten, en-
tered the room, and the inquisitor, turning again
to the seerctary, said :

“Fill oub 2 suonnons for the lord Trivisane
and his son, to uppear upon the instant bofore
our tribunal.” R
As soon as the instrument was ready, the in-
quisitor placed his signatare to it, and afixed
the Targe Dlack seul of the office—then handing
it to the waiting massenger, he bade him hasten
with it te the palace of Trivisano.

Alberte was eonducted to a seat to await the

inguisitor, after Tooking over the late records of |
the secretary, upon which he made several min-
utes of his own, busied himself in overhauling a

Lioni, and mhtincti\dy he exclalmed :
““ Holy mobhu what i3 this?”’

“The truth you sball have, sic mquraﬂor,
though it would have plessed me better had
yonder youth xemained longer under my roof.

Carolus Trivisano caught the ejocalation of | You are probably aware, sir, that 1
his father, and his own face blanched, as he | helieve there are no tattlers here?”,

found the object of it.  Had that father and son |« No, sir,” replied the master. ** Not a
beheld thie dark sovereign of Tartarus before|word spoken here goes, to other core than the
them, they could not have been more astounded, | fpen.”?

for, until that moment, they thought Alberte

e Then sir, perhaps you are aware that I am
Lioni safe within their own power.

authotized by the council to vse such means, for
ment, the old noble forgot that within this gourt | tha present, as I may sce fit, for the apprchcn-‘
sthe putrician could not be tried for any ckime \sion of this brave, or any who may be connect-
against the state, and a fearful tremar shook bis: o with him.”

frame, as the thought flashed across hig mind
that something had been discovered of his plot.

For a mo-

+F know it, sir.”’

< Upon your prisoner,” eontinued Trivisano,
i You'are perhaps astonished, my lord,” said | *¢ I have for some time looked with suspicion ;

the inquisitor, as he noticed the old noble’s jand at length T reccived -positive information

perturbativn, ‘ to see that your prisoner has t.ha.t he wasd plottmg in the very household of the -

ihl
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lord Viealdi. T waited only till I was doully 1 and son ; but they had hoen told, and they had
sure of the truth of this, when I at once had | been Leard-—and, alas, they had been helioved !
him arrested, through the agency of my son.” That cold, iron arm seemed to tremble above

“'What led first to your suspicions, my lord ¥

“ By learning that the bravo visited him often | 1],
while he luy Hd; at Vivaldi’s honse.”

* And wight I ask what confirmed those sus-
picions 7™

For s moment Trivisano hesituted, but hisi
heart was too much schooled in duplicity tu stick
at any ordinary difficulty, and with the most
perfect sang-froid, he replied :

ade which it held scemed to ineline its edge
i towards the ill-fated youth.
At the sign from the ma%tcr, the two nohleg
i left the place, and as soon as the door was clos-
ed, the former turned to Alberte with a threat-
enimng look, and said

* Now, young man, let your answers be quick
and to the point, or we shall ind means to aid
you in giving-thew.  First, where is Mareo
Martelline 7 : .
“Indeed, sir, 1 do nor know.*
 Where were you to

“You mush exeuse me, sir, if, under the aw
thority of my offics, I decline to auswer your
spuestion, for [ have mucl af stake forthe safety
of Yenice, which may not now be known.  Suf
fice it for me to say, however, that Alberte Li-
oni is an accomplico of Marco Marteline,”’

see him again ¥’
“ As true as there i3 8 God who hears me, T

iknow not that T should ever have scen him
“ Lrreat God of justice, defend me from that: :w'un

hase and heavtless Lar!” exclimed the horror o Then you pers ikt in d(,n}mrr all ],11(1\1,'}(,(Ig(\,

stricken youth, as he heurd that gray-headed old of his whereahouts ¥

man utter such falschoods azaimst him, i
¢ Silenee ' alinost shomted the iron master,

between his sof teeth.  * Uiter another word

like the Lust, and the gag shall stop thy mouth.”

“With the naked, nigarnizhed truth rpon
my lips, T dd,” veturned Albeirte, who Legan to
11"’ alarmed by the aspéct of (e inguisitor’s
s eontemnice. .

. ““ But onee more ghall T trust to thine unaid-
Led memary to answer me,”" nttered e master,
< Cun you nforme us of anything which yourlas he turned o meaning look upen his officers.

father has Joft wnssid 27
3

Then turning to (,»‘uoluﬂ Trivicano, he (:on~!

tirued

WL you, by any means in your power, aive

replied the young m)qu , jus the luuat knowledge off where the hravo nay
while he cust i telniphant leok wpon bis riva ,lm found ¥’ '

S the day Teaptared him, 1 watehed bim fm” Alberie looked for w\Jm.Ll moments into the

several moments engaged Ju earnest conversation | e of his qlzeshnnu', aiul then, while & tear

with o powcerfuliy- llullu e, who wore a llu“‘L:hhullll from Tis eye, lll‘l

Lat. over which dloated @ lung, Dlek ostrieh ’L]m( none Lelieved lim,

foather.  They were in separate buate, and as. “and measured acconts :

the prisoner pulled lis gondola towards me, 1 P That tmth which has over been wy euiding

took him prisoner.  Trom the deseviption T L'uc ! star, has led me to all that T have said sinee I

* Chly one thing)

ed up by the thought
fue ..umwuul, in slow

winee had of the brave, L oen eonfident thatl ihe | Thave been within these walli——and onee more T -

persen with whom Lioni was conversing mun*‘teil thee, ax God is ny judge, I know no more .
have been him, ™ “of the preseat sitiation of Mardo Martelino, nof
Poor Alberte aow felt indeed that his case: of his avrangerenis for the fulure, than does the
was hopeless,  In the rectitude of his own heart, | infant whe lies unconscious upon its mother’s
he had not conceived it possible that any man ! bresst.  And furthennore, evory word which
eould so unblushingly fabricate falsehoods of | the loxd Trivisano and his son have uitered con-
such monstrous magnitude and evil consequoneo; | cerning me is ilse—hasely, cruelly false.”
as had just dropped from the lips of that father| The master did not speak in amswer ‘to this,

ithe master’s black chair, and the keen, bright ‘

. tho two men from whose breasts looked forth the

- cqnse withont 2 murmur; ot had be aught to
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It e simply touched 2 small eord which hung
down Dy the side of his chair, and in a fow mo-
ments two men, rohed in black, and wearing
Dlack masks upon their faces, entered by a small
door in the further extromity of the room. As
they approached the centre of the hall, the
rays of the lamp foll npon their ominous formns,
and revealed a large scarled cross wrought upon
cach of thelr breasts.
that Dloody insignia, and the chill that thrilled
in his veing waxed colder yot.
thuse twomen moved towards the fearful engine
fhut roposed, like a slumbering demon, at the
end of the reom, and while it creaked and groan-
ed as 1t woke from its rest, it was slowly wheeled
to the front of the black chair.  The blocks and
the strong cords rattled furth o death-like sound

Alherte’s eyes fell upon

’\Ieelmmea.lly

as it camo to a stand, and Alberte saw bofore
him the hicoly rack !

The evld-hearted master of thab dread apart-
ment spoke nob yeb, bub by a sign of the fore-
finger he instructed his oflicers to progecd, and

red erosses, seized the youth by the shoulders,
and threw him upon the rack. * The eords were
passed around his arms and aronnd his ankles,
the Llocskis
then the master gaid :

wore ste ready for the olretch, and

“ Befwe your limbs ave racked by the tor
turer, will you telt us of the brave ¥
Alberte Lionl eould have suffered i in o gond

voneeal which his bonor Dade him keep seerct,
hie eouwdd have held his lips even noto deutl ;—
hat to be tortnred thus without a cause—thus

be doomed, when all within Ius own heart
was pure awnd inngeent—rwis more than fortitude
eautd hear, and In the ageny of bis breaking
heart, he exclaimed :

¢ 0, sir, fur the love of Heaven, do nobput
me to the fearfal rack.
of merey in your bosom—if one grain of jus-

If you have one spavk

if this heart could Le torn from my breast, you
would see it ms innovont of crime as—"’

* Hnough, enough s harshly interrapted the
master.  * Now tell me what T would know.
That look—those tears, will never move me.—,
Lot the wheel be turned 1

¢ Tlold, there 1" shouted a deep voice at the
door, and as they gased in the divection from
whenee it camo, they beheld tho Spy of the Zen
advancing up the hall.

¢« Huw novw, bold intruder T
while o flush of anger passed over his fuatures.
“How dare you thus intrude upon the seerek
tribunal of Venice?”

“ Dare!” repeated the spy, with a wntcmp— .
tuous luok. “ L eome with & power. which Ve
nice has made higher_b‘emn thine or'thy tribunal.
Unbind that youth 1"

“Hold 17 oxclaimed the master, as the men
sprang oheilient to the will of Niceoli. ¢ That
prisoner is mine till T have donerwith him”

1le may have been yours to (uestion, bub
not to torture,” returned the spy. < In the
name of the Zen, 1 tell you cuce more to unbind

" gaid the waster,

him, ™ :
Again the’ (l.uk-mhml men laid their hands
apen the cords, but instinetively they sought the
gazo of their master as the sume time, tmd as
they found no token of posistunce there, they
I')rm:ceded with the work. The Inguisiter felt
angry that hiz anthority fell o the gronnd De-
fore that of another—but ngainst the Ten he
dared nol even murwur,
o Have you awked all the quvqﬁom you de-
sired 977 inguired Niceoli, ag Alberle wasoneo -
more upon his feet.

«1 have ashed them all,” rather sharply re-
plied the master. | ‘

“ That Is enough,” '

Ho maying, Nive ol orderced fwo of the officers
to load the prisoner as he should direct, and in
a few moments Alberte Lioni stood within the

tice be left in your power, torture me not ; for

hall of the Counell of Ten !
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«T will tell you as much as I ean,” replied
the spy, ** for I have cortainly no desire to rack
you with useless suspense.  Why the lord Tri-
visane and his son lave sought thee, you may
know as well as I, for they have only told me
what yeu heard them tell the master of the lesser
inquisition.” ‘ .

“ Ay, T do know,”” replied Alberte, while
his oyes flashed. ¢ They fear me—not for the
state, but for tkemseh‘ei.i. I helieve they Znow
that the property and the power which they hold

“'"Pwus one who loves thee, young wman,

even though dark suspicion rests upon thy
name.”’ - _

T know of but ene in Venice.”

¢ Then, it must have been that one.”

¢ That is the danghter of him who was last
night murdered,” said Alberte, while a cold
shudder passed over him.

D e e g

oty Pt N

g

“ And she it was who sont shew hither,” an-
swered the spy. ) _

“ She ¢—Dut how—what time?  Surely she
did not think of #his when her poor father is

o < e = et 4 .
£ g ath i gy S o L TR BT L 4T %

CHAPTER XIV.

Atherte befure the Counedl of Tea,
« What knd power has sent me this??
ystertons words at parting.

imij’ 8 our hero finnd himself in the presenee
Y
KR of those ten mey whose power could| Alberte.  They asked the same (uestions which

shake the senate, and to whose authority the
Jdoge must bow in silenee, he could not suppre:;s
the feeling of awo that crept over him,  Fven
thengh he was before the most subtle tribunad
it ¥enice, stll the feeling of alarm and fright
which the rack and its dark convomitauts hid
created, scemed removed frem his hosom, and in
its place came the one seneation. of awe-inspired
dread. e dreaded the power from the dvcis.
jons of whieh he knew there was no appeal--a
power which he knew was finad and wnalterable.
He dreaded without fright—without alarm ; for
the majesty of that mighty eouuril overcame
the immedizte cause for feur which had sprung
from the lesser eourt of the inguisition. The
hold-hearted man will fuce, undaunted, death
aml terror in a thousand shapes, and yet tromble
with fright nt the touch of the almost insignifi-
cant scorpion.

The prison-chamber, ond ils strange furnitire,
A partiad cxplanation from  the spy. I

The Council of Ten had but little to do fviLh

| the lesser inguisitor had put, snd then gave him
rup to the sole charge of Niceoli. By the latter
Phe was condueted o a place of close confine

! ment—lmt it was not » dungeon, nor yet was it§
Cadreary ecll, though in truth it was o prisonf
from whenee to escape was utterly impossible |
Through the grated windows the frosh breeges|

of heaven blew in grateful zephyrs, and around
the room were all the necessities of comfort.

rornt stowil a table, and upon its surface and by
its side were implements the sight of which sent
& wild thrill through the youth's frame. *Twas

glected studio. g

“ Wlhat kind power has sentme this 27 askel

, Alberte, as he gazed upon bis conductor.

One thing” was alone wanting, that sweeted ‘
blessing of life—Tliberty.  Tn one corner of the}-

the welllnown easel, the palette, the brushes|.
the puints, and even the eanvas, of his long ne .

but just dead.”

“+ 8he knew of your confinement yesterday,”
returned Niecoli ; ¢ or rather she knew that you
were to be eonfined; for she was informed of the
suspieions we had against you, and when she
learned that something might be done to velieve
the tediwm of your solibwle, she begeed that

the implements of your clerished art might be

your companions.”

#(fod Dless her,” fervently cjaculated the
youth, as a tear startod to his cye, and then turn-
ing to the spy, he asked :

““ Doos she believe me guilty of any erime ?”’

* Not yet.”

“ Then she never will, for she knows there
dwells no thought of wrong within my heart.
But tell me, siv, may T not write to hor?”

< Anything that I can read.”

#T thank you, sir—thank you heartily, I
have not a thonght that T would hide from the
sympathizing heart of him who feels for the
wrongs of others, nor have L wovd to write that
you may not study in every import.”

One yuestion move Alberte wished to ask,
bat he feared that he should geb no answer.
Howover, the kind manner of Niccolt thus far
s0 embeldened him that he determined to make
the lrial; and gazing imploringly into the face
of iie companion, he said : '

“« 1 havo been twice taken prisoner—once by
the sen of lord Trivisano, is a most villanous
aud waaceountalle manner, from whose power I
was arrested by this dread brave, but for why 1
cannot tell; and now I am taken hy yourself.
May 1 not know what it all means ¥~

by public authority was unjustly confisented,
and they fear that I, if at liberty, might gain
my righte, Tlence the hase falschoods they

“have fabricated.”

“Well,” said the spy, without betraying
cither a sign of assent or disapprobation at the
conclusions of the youth, **amd have you no
idea of what were Martelino’s intentisns in re-
leasing you from the power of Trivisano 7

Niccoli had fixed his oyes calmly but yet
gternly upon Alberte as he nsked the question,
and withous hesitation, the Iatber answered :

“T know indecd what the bravo desired of
me last night, bnt whether that was all or not, I
cannot say.. e boldly asked me if I hud the
courage to enter into & eonspiracy for the over-
turning of the govornment.”

 But did he ell thee. nothing ?'" asled Nie-
coli, who scemed strangely interested now that
matters wore having a point.

“He told me that if T had the conrage to
stand boldly furth and take up the causo fur re-
bellion which the wrongs of my father gave me,
T should find a host of friends at my back.”

¢ Aha, then the plot is ripening.  Oho, my
noble lords, the eye of Niceoli is upon you. X
know ye all, 43 though 1 saw your names upon
aseroll.  Only the hravo—yeur too ready tool

1

—can thwart the argns eyes of the Ton.

Thus spoke Niceoli to himself, and fhen turn-
ing to Alberte; he continued :

* You see already that some good has result-
ed from your arrest, for tig from guch littles as
T have learned from thee that I make up much
of what I know. Why the bravo took thee
from the power of Trivisano I can well see now
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the rest, In the first * Perhaps you speak the truth,”
place Lo thonght your vrones would make you By -
 rewly tool, wnl b

thut you have 6l me replied the

“But at auy rate you will not be con
Tanh tlmurrlat that in your, tdemned without just and sufficient evidence.
person ol Hive e m.'mur) al’ wrongs u.lndl You would not have
tethi~ day the people of Veniee have never for- ]uul I known what was going on, It luekily 1
given.  When the Conneil of Ton banished the [arrived in seasm. Your lotter you ean write at -
Iied Marects fronn the state, they took from the | i nn(c anul after thnt you will find plenty here to
prople e of their Grmest friends, and had he i ocea)y your time.”

ey or within a year fron hh baislument, | But tell me, before yon go,”
come back and vap=ed the standard of robellion ‘bute, ¢ .

been so near the torture

e+ o
ot o e, 9 e

frafory e abter e TR R s

urged Al

how Joug wm T to he kept here 7

POTRNEche NS

within Vonie, 1 verily Leliove Tia might have |
marehed hreach the somate to the ducal (:lmir,J
for the precpde Toved Rime ™ iave already gained all the intelligeuee T have
HAy sl be Toved VY added Alberto, | te communicate.” ‘

with a besming eye and trembling Tip, ¢ 8till you eannot leave this place,”
returned  Njeeali, !&p.}

that in yorwe have one | < One thing tell me—al:
whase influenes 34 to he fuaved i€ yon bend tow- l woree place 2

eds rebellion, and your apparent intimaey with

¢ Aslone as the eonedl soe 8.7
“ PBut I have enmmittad no offonce, and you

A
I
Hivn,

said the

St wmay Tove been,”

Shmb ST yoonet see I' T he sent to a

“ You ask more than' 1 can tell” replied the

the brave gave we ample oeension for such o LSy andd then taking a fow steps towards the

- I’lf’l“ll
bl ol nmnnflm:[\' offor.’ There was a peeuliar
fONotwminst Venlee,” replied Alberte. ']unk in his eyes, and o strange trembling wpon
“ Not even to gain the power thy father lost 77 Uhis foatures.
said NicecH, fnsuesning acvents. “ Alborte Lisni,” be at longth said,
WONOt For the dueal diaden itelf. T wish, | yow ge from this plies yor mey go to your
indeed, that my riohtful inheritance mizkt he - death—and perdens vour stons fram lither may
vestored fo ey andd B lave even thought of try- | Tead you to the goal you seek—ihe name, the.
g to main i3 but i D walk not honorably to it, [estates, the 10]‘(]&11}11 of: vour father,”’ T
with the free conzent of the wovernment, then T l
Ahall oot o the e withoat i, |

. insilenee npon the vnut!

The youth sprang from his position, but the
range man was gene, and the grating of bolts
and hars recalled him from

Yos, iy place
Chid Wit bear bt rhe simple name of Liont
Wenlil s iuui thm ere Ddie 1 night wrest from
the menee of the couneil’s donuneintion  the no-
Ple e of oven with that T
ol T

the faseination of
those meaning, mystic words,

= Your stops Hrom hither may Ie*:n]l}'ml to the
aoal you seelk—the wenee, o estites, the Tord-
ship af ypreer father !

il

content.

Fiven now I four tll at you wonld ro- t dovr, ho turned and gazed for soveral moments

4
“when

CHAPTER XYV.

The palace of mourning. JIsidora Vivaldd
darkness.  The wlllain’s visit. -
duction, and the resene.  The reptile and
ﬁ'? N the sscond day after the death of the
U Jord T'rancis Vivaldi, a deputation from

the senate, together with -all the councillors of
* the state, attended at the unfortunate noblewman’s

palace. Ilis two associate State Inquisitors, the
lords Alonso snd Blenzi, took possession of alt
the papers pertaining to his office, and the whole

- of his vast estules was taken in charge by the
. great conuedl for the space of one year—all the
.. revenues, meanwhile, to be at the dispossl of

the daughter, and at the end of that thme she
was to be put In full and responsible possession.
There is no need that wo should deserilie,—

or, rather, sitempt to deseribe,——the grief of Tui- !

dora Vivaldi, for her’s was a heart that showed
nob all the sorrow that dwelt withiu it.
must have wept answers to lier tedrs, and the

_greab heart of lmmanity could not but thrili to,

‘The fearful cypler of the Ten.

Angels

catches a gleam of sunlight, even through the
The aitenpited ab
the lion.

that she was an orphan! Tien the strects
ochoed with the sad notes of wailing, and upon
the busy canal sounded the voice of terror and
amazenient ot the bLlow Whiuh had come upon
Venice. People widked the stroofs in silenee,
or conversed together in swall knots wpen the
topic of Vivaldi's mysterious death. The same
hand that had taken his life was to take more,
and each semator, as he went forth from his

idwel]mn‘ knew not that he. ghould evor return

to that dwelling again; when' he lnid down at
night, he knew not that he should rise from his
jbed to behold another sus. Consternation, like
a eloud of darkness, hung over the eity.

Tsidore Viveldi was like the young yew with.
in a mighty forest, which had alono been strick-
en, while the flash and roar of the lightning and
its thunderbolt still played awfully d:bDVL Tor

its very eore with sympathy ot tho relation of a long time after the visiters left the palace, she

anguishsuch as she felt.  Throughout that vast,
gorgeous palace, from. its dome to its foundation,

hang the sable drapery of mourning, and which-

ever way she twrned her eyes, the very walls
secomed 1o tell bLer that her father was dead-—

gnt within the private study of her father, and
gared fin silence upen ‘the worn manuseripts
which he hadl so often handled. ‘While thus
gho sat, one of the servants informed her that a
gentleman had just lefs a letter for her, b the
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same time hunding her a neatly folded, but un-
sealed puckuge.  As soon as she was alone, she
slipped off the gitken cord, and as the handwrit-
ing struck lier eyes, her heart gave a quick
throb from its dull inaction, beating once mere
in her bousorn, as she read the following :

“ Desnese Tsinona:

“Fain would this heart send forth
its last breuth of hfe, could it thus restore to
you the all that yow have lost; but ales! how
deeply have we hoth fastwl of sorrow’s bitter
cap—how durkly rolls the tide of affliction o’or
our path.  That father, upon whem you rested
a8 the huldding tose upon its parent stem, has
been torn from  thee—he whuse  heart was all
eoodness, and who had so kindly lighted the
bright lamp of hepe in my bosom, has gone, T
fear, forever.  Hven while T write this, Tam a
prisoner within the grasp of the powerful Ten ;
but O, thou blessed angel of love and - gentle-
ness, even within these walls I feol the presence
of thie uwitiction in those ecompanions of art
which thou didst #o kindly xend to me, and you
know thiz heart swells with gratitude in retwn.
One joy at least is mine—for thou, loved one,
believest that T am innocent of even a thought
of erime. T know you de—in your leart, at
least, I know that my imago is reflected, without
the taint which suspicion has cast upon me.—
That T ain the vietim of a foul conspiracy, there
it no doubt.  When I loft the palace of your
fathier in my gondola, I was seized by Carolus
Trivisano, and confined within the damp dun-
geons beneath his futher’s pulace, and after T
was thus craclly inearcerated, he taunted me in
my wirery by bilding me seek the rights of my
father, and the hand of the lady Tsidora! Can-
not you, desrest girl, translute this language ¥

* * * * * *
Tlere fullowed a elear ageount of all that had
sinco befallen him, together with the jufamous
falsehoods of Trivisano and his son.

“ And now, find one,
be hope.

let our leading star
I feel thut o crisis is coming ; per-
ah ! that eruel, doubtful Wnrd,——pprﬁaps

‘| hand.
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write to you now, a bright-winged angel sooms
floating above me, and ever and anen he points
his silvery finger onward.  Of one thing I am
assured,—if I go out from here a free man, T

his mantle will f£all upon my shoulfers.  Then
you shall have a protector, if your heart will
il trust to the lasting affeetion of
“ AusenTs.”’
“ P, B.—Write to me, Tsidoru—write.”

Again and again did Tsidora Vivaldireud that
note.  The tears which bad so long been dried
in their fountain by the intensity of arief, now
burst forth in a ficod, and her heart folt lizhter.
O, she did love the imprisoned youth with a
fervor which nought could shake, and in hey
soul she knew him innocont of evime. ~ But the
hope which Alberte had  painted looked not so
brightly to her.  Why should &t7 There was
a torible reality, which spoke frowe the dark
drapery around her, that hung like « pall over
21l hope.

Again the servant interrupted her meditation.
A gentleman had called to see hor—and hrosh-
ing away the still wet tears from her chock, she
descended to the hall.  As sho cntored the
apartment, where sat the visiter, o seusation of
terror eropt over her, and she rocoiled as though
she had seen 2 serpent. 1t was Carolus Privi-
sario who had desired her prosence.

< Ah, fuir lady,” exclaimed the young noble,
with a feint of deep melancholy in his mammer,
*allowme to b among the first of those who
coma to extond their greetings. of sympathy in
this, your thne of mourning. T should have
come erc this, bub I would not intrude upon the
outpourings of so sensitive a heart as yours I’
As young Trivisano said this, ho raised his
handkerchief to his cyes, and extended his
e would fain have wept, could thase
eyes lave shed 2 tear; but gympathy had na
fountain there, so his hard cheek remained dry.
Tsidora eould not play the hypoerite ; her hoart
was not schooled to those arts of dissimulation
which are necossary to the hiding of the true
feelings of nature—uand instinetively she drew

I may be engulphed within the storm, but ag T

baek her hand as she wonld from an asp.

" gaid, while the color revisited her cheek, *‘ and
1 sincerely hope your tongue helies not your

shall bear the mame of my patrician father, and

- tion*?
“to the lamb! -
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«1 will not refuse your sympathy, sir,” she

heart ; but T eannet take your hand.”

“ Iow " exclaimed the young moble, as he
dropped  the handkerchief from his eyes, which
were now far from being tear-wet, *“not take
my hand? T what have I offended theet”’

«t In that thou art a villsin,”
ra, forgetting all else save the utter contempt
ghe held for the hypoeritical wreteh who stood
before her. )

For a woment Trivisano hesitated in his reply,

returned Tsido-

Ifc liad determined to play the hypoerite through- |

out, but hig resolution almost failed as this cut-
ting reply fell upon his ears. Tlowever, he
conquerod-his anger for a time, and in a tone of
the most c(m%ummuto duplicity, he said :

«You are pleased to be facetious, lady; and
#till methinkest thow hast ehosen a strange time
for such dallying.”

“Irallying, sie?”

“Yos, Indy,—for surely you do not mean
what you have said, [ ewme hither to.offer you
protection, and—""

« Protection I’ 'l'cpented Isidora, as hereyes
actually flashed fire.  ** Do you tall of protec-
So did the wolf once promise protection
No, sit—T want none of it. At
this moment ¥ should fecl grateful for your ab-
senee. I trast you understand me.”

« Yes, lady, I do understand you,”" replied
the young noble between his elonched teoth ;
“Lut when I came hither with the power to
proteet you, 1 came also with another power.~—
Aha, my protty tyrant, within this bosom there
Deats & heart which can revenge as well as love
—which can punish as well as protect.  Tf you
will accept my oft-proffered love, you shall be
shielded from all harm, but if ynu refuse me
again, you shall be my prisoner.’

¢ Your prisoner!” iterated the proud glr]
while the muscles of her face and neck swelled
with the power that. was awukened within her.

“Whoe daves to make a prisoner of Isidora

Vivald: 27
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seornful laugh, which seemed like the meckery
of hell. T came not here to be brow-beaten,
nor came I here to abuse thee ; but I &id come
armed with a power to resent ingult, and to juake
thee a prisoner. By the command of my fathes,
I shall take theo.”
¢ And dost thou think thus to daunt me, thou
ereeping image of man—thon abortive sem-
blance of humanity. " Even though you took me
an hundred times, there be powers in Venice
that would release me.”
¢ See here !”” slowly and meaningly pronounc-
ed Trivisano, as he threw open his silken vest.
Tsidora started back in affvight. There, ujon
his breast, she saw tho foarful cypher of the
mighty Ten!  TEither one of these powers,
#lone, slie would not have feared, though she
wight have been startled ; but, take them beth
together—the wieked and tyrannicad hypoerite,
and the authority of the Ten, to aid him in his
evil dosigns—and there was mueh to be feared.
The secret visit of ane of the officers of the Ten
is at auy time an obja,ct of apprehension, but
when that visit comes in tho midst of a publie
state of twmuliuous exocitement, there is cvcry—
thing to be dreaded.
“ Now what thinks the lady of my power ‘?”
asked Trivisano, as he witnessed with a demoni-
acal satisfaction the effects of his revelation.
1 think,” replied Isidora, as sho struggled
up from the terror of the moment, *° that your
power iy useless in your present position—for
the Ten have given you no antherity over inno-
cent and defencoloss fomales.” :

£ Thaf‘. you are defenceless, fair laldy, is the
result of your own choice ; but that you ave in-
nocent, remains yet to be seen.”’

« How, sir”’
surprise.

exclaimed Isidora, in indignant
“ Do you dare to insinuate that you
even suspees mo guil—"  She did not finish
the sentence, for there was somcthmg g0 bold
and daring, and so gelf-confident, in the manner
and bearing of the man hefore her, that her
heart fluttered and almost sank within her.
Carolus Trivisano watchod with an englo oye
the various expressions upon’ the eountenanee of

1 dare!” veturncd Trivisano, with a bitter,

the lady, and 23 he saw her tremble and turn

-
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pale, o quick Aush of triumph passed over his
features.  With a look that might well have be-
come the folded snake, he suid :

“ You yet have un alternative. If you will
but accede to my oft-expressed wishes, and freely
give me your hund in marriage, all may yet he

well.  Onee more, I give you your choice.”

< Murry thee?” returned Isidora, with an ex-
pression of the most ineffable scorn, and to whom
the recurrence of this foul proposition had given
new hife, I would socner submit to all the
racke in Christendom, for they can touch but the
body, while with thee, my soul would be deom-
ed to perpetual loathing.  No, no—-you cainot
—you dare not—you have not the cawse for the
prosecution of your threat.”

“We shall now see, proud lady,” returned
the young noble, between his clenched teath.
“You have held conforonce with Marco
Marteline,”

<A I

“ Ay, lady—yon”

Ty

“No, gir s T oaever saw him to know lim.”

“Bub he has visited you within this very
house.”

s falae—10), busely false ! Onee he saved
wy lite, but I saw him not.
foatures.”’

I knuw not his

“You nead not deny it, for I have evidence,
Atb all events, you ure my prisoner, and from
this moement. 1 take passession of you.”

*And whither wiill you eonvey me 7" asked
Isidors, rather in o toue of halfsappressod defi-
ance thun iv one of ingquiry.

Yo will attond me to my father's palace.”

< To thy father's palace I repeated Isidora,
as she took a step towards the dour.

In & moment wore her hand would have heen
upon the bellrope, bat Trivisano sprang quick-
Iy forward and seized her by the avm.

* Nu, nn, tady—we have no need of visitors,
I have at hand as many as I shall need in case
of emergency.”

As ke spoke, he drew Isidora towards the
small deor which opened upon the canal, but the
moment she found that the villain was in earn-
est, she serened for belp.
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¢ Unhand me, sir I’ sho cried, as sho strug-
gled fiercely, ¢ or the servants will bo aroused.”’
“Hal ha! the servants are sufe, and go
wilt thou be ere long. Against the power of
the officers of the Ten, youwill find no defender.”

“ But she will, thouyk!” shouted a voice,
from the other side of the reom.

Carolus Trivisano sprang at the sound, and
taid his hand upon the hilt of his dagger. 1o
did not draw it, though, for the 0})J(.Lt th'uﬁ met
Iris gaze unnerved the arm.

+ Mareo Murteling 1* wttered the astounded
noble.

* Will defend the daughter, though he may
have stricken down the father .ldllbd the
bravo, as he advanced towards tho spot.  “Get
thee hence, Carolns Trivisano, as soon as thy
coward legs will carry thee.”?

“ What ! thou mean-Lorn brave-—thou paltry
hirehing—thou eutter of throats—dust threaten
e I’

TFor a mement the giant form of Murteling
treubled, but in the noxt it changed to a dark
smile, as he sutd 3

“1 told thy futher—*

“Thush !
excluimed the villsin, as he turned ashy pale.

¢ Then get thee heuce at onee ; and dare hut
to set thy foot within this place again, and thy
craven neck shall no Jonger connect thy heud
and body ! Dost understand we, siv 77

-

for Gud’s suke, speak not more !

Like a whipped cur did the young lord turn
from that apartment ; but ere he went, ke swore

thut Isidora should yob Do Dis, and that upon f

the Drave e would be revenged.

Did Isidora Vivaldi breathe more frecly after
the yonug lord Trivisano had gone ! Perhaps
she did,—Dut as she twned her eyes towards
the bravo, she felt as though she had exehangel
the venowenus replile for the forest monarelu-—
8he strank frow the former with a fearful loath-
ing—while, in the presence of the latter, she
trembled with awe-struck foar.

For some time Martelino gazed in silenve upon
the trembling girl, and once or twice some word
dwelt upn his lips, but it remained unuitered,

amd in silenee he strode from the apartment.

The lord Blenz upan the Rialio.

CITAPTER XVI.

monk end kis promise. The assurance.

A strange lamp, A metamorphesis.

THE Couneil of Ten had been in session
with the two remaining state inquisitors,
Alfunso mad Blenzi.
they closed their mceting,
beon done towards the oh_le(,t for which the,y

Tt was near midvight when
but yet little had

cawme together.  The spy had given all the in.
formation concerning the bravo which he had
obtained, and he had also assured the vouncil
that he would be at the bottom of the whole
mystery ere o woek had passed away—a prom.
ise, by the by, which the Ten thought easior
made than -fullilled. Th y knew not, however,
the thousand wheels which their spy had con-
stantly in operation, nor did they begin to sur-
wise how much ho already knew, which, for the
present, he had chosen to keep to himself.

The lord Blenzi stepped out-from the duecal
palace, after ha had ¢'osed his business with the
Pen, and in a thoughtful mood he took his way
homeward. The moon had not yob sisen, but
here anl there, where the light, flecey clouds
opened upon the blue ether beyond, peeped

Flis medications, and his novel interruption

@The

The closed. chamber. A fearful discovery.

on, he caught their images from the still canal,
and for a moment he stopped wpon the Rialto
to gazo upon the scend.  Around him lay the
city of his nativity and of his pride.

* Ah,” murmured he, to himself, *¥slecp -
om, dear Ventee—nd well mayost thou sleep.
Thou art all unconseions of the worm which
gnaws at thy brenst; and even to thy very
bosom miyest thou press the viper which shall
sting thee even unto déath. Would that 1
might read the fearful scersts which lie hidden
in the womb of time, and which must have their
birth in stern oalities, for woll T know that there
be secrets there which bode some woe to thes.
Sleop on, fair city, sloep—nor wake it iron-
heeled rebellion starts theo from thy dreams of
peace. ~ Why hangs this load about my hoart?
Why these fantasies within my brain?  Surely
no ill can come to o, for wrong I've done to
no man.  Neither hal Vivaldil Ak, there’s
murder rife in Venice !

“ You speak truly, sir

!!!

forth the twinkling stars, and ag the lord passed
'5 \

Blenzi taid his lond wpon his dagger, nnd
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turned quickly round, but he saw only the form
of :n old, deerepit monk, whose long beard con-
trasted strangely in its silvery whiteness with
the dark cowl that covered his head.,

“ Whom seckest thou{"” asked the nohle, as
he bowed respectfu ly to the aged father.

“] was on my way to the ducal palace, my
son, but thy meditations, which thou gavest so
freely to the winds, arrested me.  Al, too truly
didst thow speak ; there ¢¢ murder rife in Ve-
There hangs a blow over the poor city,
which, unless it be arrested, will fall most heav-
ily upon it, and alas! for those against whom
its venom is most surely almed.”

nice.

“Y.u speak as one who knows,” said the
old nolle, fecling a powerful intercst in the

wordy and manner of his strange companien.

T know but what others may know,”” replied

the monk. ** Kven now I am on my way, old
and feeble a3 T am with the weight of time, to
spenk what I know, and to gnin the means of
itnparting more. ‘Al sir, whoever you be. you
cantot feel more for Venice than do 1.

** But whows de you seck 17

¢ Cunst tell meif the Tenare yot in sossion?”
agked the monk, without scemingy to notice the
question of the othor.

“ They have but jast atisen from theie delib-
erations,”’

“Then I must needs turn my weary steps
back, for I sought vne whowm I supposed would
be there.’

“ Bat whom did you seck f

“Ah, perhaps thou canst direet me,
the monk. I seck the lord Blenzi—he whe
wag second in puwer to the itlfated Yivaldi

“Then you need look no farther.  Blensi
stands hefore you.”

o Wpeak you truly?” asked the old® father,
in 2 doubtful tone.  ** Thow knowest that there
be those in Venice whom to tiust i+ dangerous,

roplied Blenzi.

7 ogaid

and © wonhl not that an enemy should hear the
seeret

“ Lawk, then, for thysel,” suid the old no-
ble, as he withdiew the mask from his face.

“ Now I know thee,” exclaimed the monk,
“aml thou shalt have my business.  Over be-
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youd San Paolo, within the house of one Filip

po, a worthy citizen, there lays at point of death -

a man, whose heart, till now, has becn all stoop-
ed in Mood. But since grim death has beck-
oned him to follow, his soul has relented from
its sinful purpose of wicked decds, and he fain
would tell us of a plot which evil men have aim-
ed against Venice, To the lord Blenzi alone
will he commaunicate what he knows ”’

* Now,” said the mnoble, who felt a strong
inclination to follow without further question,
but who still - had doubts, * what assurance ean
you give me, that 1 may trust thee?”

“ This,”” returned the monk, as he drew back
his dark robe, and exposed his left breast.

“ And what is it¥”’

¢ Look nearer.”

Blenzi lovked as direeted, and within one of
the folds, but almost hidden by the overtapping
cloth, he could just distinguish, by the light of
s lawmp which burned neur them, the wysiie cy-
pher of the Ten,

“(oon,” aaid he to the monk,
follow thee.””

“T'm glad you've thus agreed,’” satd the
old father, in his quaint and hzlif-pnutivﬁﬂ nian-
ner, **and muy God, in the fullness of his grace,
feel plensed to grant that Venice shall be ghin-
er by your mood.  The man must live till we
arrive, for life was not so dim but that the taper
promised gone full hours yet to come.  Verily,
I know not what he knows; and even thongh T
showed him my authority for the receivin g of
such revelations as do coneern the state, still no
word would he speak to mie of what he had to
tell—Dut said the old lord Blenzi must fivst hear
it

« But know you not who he is, or from whenee
lie came ¥ asked the noble..

“ No, my son; all T know iz, what he has
been, not what e is at present-—all T know is
where he i+, not where be may have been.”

“and T will

The walk was not Jong, and though the neble
kept his hand upon the hilt of his dagger, still
he could deteet nothing in' the manner of the
old monk to make im foar that he should have
gceasion for its use, and it was with a compara-

-t nofleed
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tively eonfident step that he entered the dwell:
ing whish the monk had peiuted ont as th&t of
Ihe extizen Filippo.

““ Now where does this man L\), ™

Blenzi, as e stood within the hall.
ba]

asked

" This way, my son,” replied the monk, as
he took a taper which still burned upon the ta.
ble hefore hun and opened # door leading up a

stairway i

For 2 mowent the noblo hesitated, e did

not fear the monk, but he knew unot what dan-
gers might lie boyond.  But then the eypher?
Sarely uo ‘man in Venice would dare to wear
that dread symbol without the knowledge of the
Ten, and surely the Ten would never have given
that mystic eypher to a muan who might not e
irasted. Sl the old ing uisitor hold himself
upon his gus ard, and as he followed the monk
up the stairway, his sharp dageer wos loosened
ond half drawn from its sheath.

“ Within that roow, upon the bed, yowll find
the man of whom T spoke,” suid tho monk, as
ha opened o smadl door at the Liead of the stain
way. -

The romn eontained nothing but the hed and
a few chairs, and without hesitation Blengi on-
twred y Tt basdly Tnd Be stenned withing when
the deor was elosed.  He songht the bed, but
it was emp ¥y ! He looked wround, but no one
wag there, save bimself! A lamp burned wpon
the side-bourd, and by its dim light, which sent
Lurth a sickly, yeHowish hue over the place, he
sought the door, but he found it firmly locked

- npon the vutside ; then e weat to the windows,
E but he coull only see the dalk wadl of the buaild-
g apposite,

Blenzi woulil have oried for help,
hut when he opened his mouth, his hungs refus
ea their duty, - In the excitement of the mo
ment he had not noticed the sulitle power that
was gaining the ascendancy over hiin—he had
that hiz legs wore weakening Leacath
in, o i he had, he thowght it the rosult of his
agitation ; but now he reslized the hovrers of Lis
situstion ’

Weaker uud weuker grow his limbs, and
quiekly and more quick came the heavings

of his chest. While his mind began to waver

away the life !
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upen its throne, and his brain to reel, he in.
stinetively sought the bed, and without the power
to even murmur his thoughts, he fell upen its
surface. e fclt no pain, nor did he experi-
ence , o and secmod
pres:amg upon his hoart, as though to quell ity
beatings, and a strange fecling of expiring ces-
tacy thrilled through his veins. His oyoes, half
shut in by thq drooping lids, rested upon the
lamp.  That yellowish flame, which now flick-
ored like a star beyond the misty “cloud,
scemied to grow inm size till it swelled, a huge

lall of ire, to the very coiling-its yollow grow
to gold, then blue, then u,d, until at length it

took the rainbow for its semblance,—and while

yet the noble gazed wpon its thrico cnehanting
power, his dull oyes trembled in their sockets—
then stood a momont still—then closed in utter
darkness!  The lamp seomed conscioas that no
one gazed wpon it now, for with a slight death-
stragale it shot forth its Tast dim, fliekering col-
umn, #nd then it died !

In a few moments the bolts were drawn aside,
and the monk cautionsly peered into tho room,

and finding that all was still and dark, ho drow

the shade from a lantern whish he carried in his
hand, and softly ontored, s approschod the
bed, and laid his hand wpon the noble’s heart.
Az he found that the work was done, lie.threw
back the dark eowl from his face, leb the long
white beard drop to the floor, drew up almest
erect his doubled form, and Manco Manme LING
now stood over the prostrate form of the 101(1
Blenui !

* Ah, Blenat,” he murmurcd. "5 ho turned
and ook the small ln,mp from the tahlo, * Fou
knesw not that the poor fame which it thee to
thy bed was the silent, subtle thicf that stole
You knew not that each ficker
of the Dblaze was bat o swmmons for thine vwn
heart’s weakening.  Cortainly "twore a blessing
to dic by so sweet and gentle an ngoney.  That
same power which took Vivaldi in-his sloe)s hias, -
in another form, put thee to thine. A, Ve.
nice, now you may tremble agllin, for-the brave
will most surely be revenged !’
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CHAPTER XVIIL

The mecting in disguise.
of the iatellignace of Rlenzi's death.
were made by the spy.

—Y’F AR one of the docks which was situnted
ANA below the Arsenal, stood an old, dilapi-
duted dwelling of lisht grayish stone.  Un the
game night, and at the same time, when Blonzi

was wending his way to the fatal chamber of the

bravo, an old sailor, clad In the rough habili-
ments of hix vocation, came up from a boat
which had jast landed at the dock
the old builiting.  Kre Ion zanother aml snvther,
dressed i the same style, followed np from the
water and knocked st the door for awlsittance.
Ho who had first entered hesitated for 2 moment,
and demanded the word.

s he returned the fore-
most of the two, and In & mowment more they
were admitied.

In less thun half an hour ten men had collect-
ed within that old house.  The doors were all
secured, and o lunp was lighted, but as itz dim

and entered

Commonwealth,”’

rays fell upon the forms aronnd, not one of Gose

who were there could tell who was his neighbor,
g0 complete were the disguises which they wore.
At length one stepped out {from the rest, aml
with the open palm of his left hand upon the

The unerpected enfrance.
ke

The pledye renewed.
and the stavtling disclogures wkich

Yen,

top of his bead, he waved the right thrice in s
cireular wotive, and as it stopped the index fin
ver way pointing towards heaven. The other
all bowed a token of recognition, and then caeh
pa:«‘scd ingly by bhim, w}xi’spcriug in hils ear, o
he did so, the words ** Inpesinum tn dmperio

< Al s right,” said he who seemed the lewd

er, and dropping the mask from his face, thef
foulures  of Marim

famp  shone upon  the
rivicuno.

The others fullowed the example.  Therf
wery the lerds Carelus Trivisnno, Castelle, Dol
finu, Polaui, Masto, Cordino, Florado, Maeutont
and Stetfuni. '

“ My lords,” suid Trivisane, * have yoﬁt
watched well how hung the suspicions of the

“ and save your lordships further trouble,”

The resul}

* the progress of the famished wulf.

Ten with regard to the troublesin Venice ?”
All gave an answer in the affirmative, nnriL}
the old noble coutinued :
“ Does thers rest in your minds o gingle revk
gon for believing that aught uf suspicien yF
fulls upon wuy of ws ¢’
Al answered ¢ No.”
'+ Then,”” gaid Trivisano, “* I am at & loss W
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eomprehend the meaning of Marteline’s con-
duet.
and so T had him safely confined, but the brave
had seen fit to reloase him, and as you ail know,
he is now in the hands of the Ten; but it secms
that they have been enablod to gain no informa-
tion from him. . Bufore the tread of Martelino
again is allowed awong ug, | would have your
opinions respecting him.  Shall we trust  him
farther, or shall we take the only means in our
power of silencing him forever 7’

* Perhaps he will explain that for hln‘.l‘iclf
pro-
nounced a deep voiee, and in a moment more
the object of their doubts emerged from the
darknoss in the extremity of the apartment.
As Martelino approached the conclave he gazed
for a moment upon the astounded  nobles, and
then continued ;

“The lord Blenzi sleeps sleep that know-‘i
Even, but now I left the place
Thus far have [
and if you now ceaso to

no dreams.
where rests his cold body.
gone in your serviee,
liave contidence in me, I will trouble me no
further. [ oid take your prisoner, Tilvisano,
gad L hnpucl ta have bent hun to my wishes, but
when that failed, T loft him for Nieeoli, as the
vhased hunter drops 2 piece of meab to arrest
Tu this P've
done no harm to your enuse, bat rather a ben-
¢lt, though in trath U did thwart gowr désigns,
Trivisano, but for that 1 ve no extenuating word
to offer.
planation further, on putnty parttenlarly coneern.

ing him ¥

Does Carolus Trivisano wish for ex-

The young noble thus alluded to turned pale
for a.moment, but quickly regaining his self
possession, he replicd :

“ Nu, sir; it there be anght Yetween us timf
naeds an v‘cnl s.rm.tmﬂ L .sh.l.ll seek ibIn o more
fitting pLL e’

'lht, beavo sniled at the ynuth 5 t‘ure atening
maaner, and then turning to the rest, ke said :

s You've hoard some’ explanation, and yi:u
probubly remember my cath—that I would not
aive one word nor action that would implicate
you in the feast, till T first found that one ov
more of you had harmed or betrayed me.”

The youth, Lioni, T had regson to fear,

mayest rest nssured on that point,

3

 No,—

Castello.
"¢ Well. then, let it be an oath,” returuecl the

bravo, * for here, hy all the powers of heaven
[ swear it. But, my masters,” ‘and lere he .
spoke fearfully distinet and slow, ** dwelt there
o thought of harm 6 me in the words I bud
just now heard from the lips of Trivisano 2’

‘twas not an osth,” interposed

“Tt was no thought of harm,” quickly re-
turned the old noble, slightly trembling as he
spoke, * but 'twas only the disoussion-of thy
conduet, which you have but now so satisfacto-
rily explained. Woere [, or Castello, or any of -
the rest to be suspested of treachery, wo shiald
expect the others to speak their thoughts freely
upon it. We fear mot to trust thee, so thou
Bt tell us,
for ws have a right to- know, how you gained
admission to this building ¥’

“T eame through a passage kiown only to
myself,” Teturaed the bravo, ** and for my own
sufuty T must for the present keep that a seeret.”

They seemed satisfied to let the bravo retuin
his seeret, and ab onee proceeded with their bu--
sinoss,  Ample arrangoments had thus far been
made, and a full aceount was given in of how
all muttérs stood.  When the meet ng broke up
that night, Marine Trivisano had in his possos- -
ginn the names.of twenty-onc uibles, and over
three hundred eitizens, who hud bound them-.
selves to sustain the leaders of the plot.

The next wnorning dawned upon Venico, and
as the bright san tame shining apon her domes
and flashing windows, the news he -an to spread
thit the lord Blenzi was wmissing.  Hvery ear
had heard it, and every tongue huel repeated it,
and all, ‘oo, whispered, in eonnection with thia
fearful fact, the name of Martelino. Bat ero
the king of day had been two hours from his
castern starting point, all doubts were put at
rest, for ab overy street-corner, and upon every
lamp post, appeared the following placard :

¢ a nuward oF 10,000 pisToLms
Will be paid to the person who shall bring,
dead or alive, MARCU MARTELINO 10 the
ﬂucal Paluce.  Venice mourns the death of
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bwo of her noblest soms, Vivauer and Brisar.
wio have been foully murdered by kim  Said
Murtelino t's now within the eity, nor can e
escape  therefrom ; and showld any paer.s‘mz‘.
Lnowing where he is, and not feeling «ble to
capiire him, give such infurmative fo the un.
dersigned as will lead to his arvest, he shall re
ceive the whole of the above mentioned rewerd.

{Signed, ) Niceownr.””

To the above was also affixed the scal and
signature of Iranceseo Dandolo, the doge, to
gether with a thorough deseription of the biuvo’s
perun,

People everywhere were struck with conster
retion.  Kvery stranger was watehed, and even
avolded, as though h(, had been an evil spirie, |

while business seemed fur the time susperided. 1

Mure than two hundred persons had been taken
from the decks and eanals, and hastened bofire |

the council, but the brave still eluded them all, ;

A large, stout built man, who wizht have a!
sliht roundness of the shoulders, mulll nat Le
half an hour in the streets without heing seiaed |
apon and harricd away.  In shert, no
seemed to know his uneighbor, so intently were
all eyes secking for the dreud form of the brave. |
The Council of Ten was in sessien. but they
had little to say.  Trom the thoughtful, troubled
fave of the chicf spy, their eye turned towards
the now empty chair, where, hut the night before,
had sab the anfortunate state inquisitor. A case
such as tho present they lud never been ealled
upon to eonsider, aud they seomed to feel the |
gme widefinable dreead  which was working
among tho peojle without.  SBome of the Ten
were upon the eommission which tried the lords
Tiepolo, Bassegei and Qnerini, during the reign
of Gradenigo, and they all remembered the
fearful reruitx of that fatal duy on which Ven
iee had wept so much for her bost Blood. Bt
even that dark and fterrible plot ereated not
half so nuch alarm ns the mere shadows of
th: present cast before it.

The ford Alfvnso sat there alone In his office
Ho was now the most powerful man in the com
monwealth, and yot he was at the same time the
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weakest, for fear howed him down.  TUpon i
shoulders now rested a power superior to that of
all the citizens, and even the Joge himself.
liven the Council of Ten held no enntrol over
him, for e stood in the same relation to that as
that did to !}]uz senate,—he was independont of
their power j—-amd yot at the very thought of
the fearful Martelino he twmed pale and trem-
i bledd within the chair of his office. )

“ Nieeol,” said the chief of the Ten, is

there wot the stichtest news of this man? IMave
tyou not yeb aot any clue to him ¥? ‘
* Ouly this, sir,” i'ep]ied tho spy, T have
obtzined intelligence of some of his disguises,
and thus T am in hopes to secure him : bat he
seems to h we o different one for every day in
the yoar.”

* But if what T have heard is correct,’
turned the chief, ** there is one thing which he

cannot hide, uml that is his herculean frnme.”’

“But he can so disguise it,. nevertheless,
.that it cannot be identiied,” veplied Nicooli,
“Ahee Tsaw a monk, not over seven and o
i half spans high, bt he lovked fall nine around

one ‘thc waist, Mﬁhat man was Mavteline.

< But you did not know it then 7"’

“No. The next day he whispered in my
cary a3 I stoed wpon the steps of St. Mark, and
told me of it

“ Told theo of 107 !

“Fven so.  But when T turned, I saw only
an old fady who asked me if T knew who that
dik man was that spoke in my ear, and when

i1 asked her where he was, she replied that bo

had mixed with the erowd.””

¢ And you suw him not again ?

“ Yes—I was conversing with him then."

“How? Conversing with Martelino ¥

““That old woman was he.”

“ But how did you know it

“ That very night [ sailed with him upon the
canal, nod thought. the while that T was with an
old white headed gondolier, who for half a cen-
tury has puiled his boat for the aceonunodation
of the patricians.  When I landed he Yery gru-
cously informed me that the old lady with
whom I had spoken was the Dbravo. I disbe-
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Tieved him, but as his gondola shoved off from

the shore, he pailed off t.he old man's beard
and hair, and the moon shone full uporn the dark
features of Mareo Martelino.”

“But did you not give him chase?” asked

" the astonished chief.

« T might as well have chased a moonbeam.
Twenty gondotas were after him, but the very
wall of the canal seeméd to swallow him.””

* Then, Low can you cver take him P asked
old Alfonso, +ho had listened wisth a trembling
interest to this strange reecital.

« There are some poculiarities,
replied Nieeoli, ** whick may not be hidden, and
“dis by studying these that T am to succeed.
Of one thing T am assured, if we do entrap
him, we shall find him far different from what
you expoet.  Mareo Martelino is not what he
seems—of that you may yet bo satisfied.””

¢ Tut that he is a murderer, and that nwost
foul, we already know. What clse seems he 7”7

my lord,”

« He seems the hireling cnt-throat, the com-
mon killer ; but L am confident there is some
decp, dark sccret hidden in his bosom which
pone save himself on earth doth know. T have
stadied his character, and 1 have traced his ac-
tions, und"though he is an enemy to be feared,
still ho is net one to ba dospised.  Venico hath
at some time done him some foul wrong, and
for that he will be revonged.”

** But his revenge must not go on,”” excinim-

arrested in no other way, the council shall par-
don him all past offences. Ay, even though‘
the aet be so grievous, still it must be done.
The bloed of Vivaldi and Blenzi calls for ven-
geanes, but the lives of the rest bid us pause
and reflect.”

¢ Let it not be so, yet " snid Niceoli. * Ere
another falls, T will strain my cvery nerve. - I
know that Alfonse is singled out for the next
victim ; but he must not leave the ducal palace,
at Jeast till T have mado another effort.”

“ Ah, T thought so0,”’ murmured tho aged
man, whilo a tear eoursed ifs way down his
time-worn cheek 3 * but why—O, why, should
the fiend of murder seek out me P

*¢ Listen,” exclaimed the spy, while his eyes
flashed around upon the council.  ** Can ye net
read the seroll ¥ Can ye not decypher the mys-
tie language of these dive disasters 7 Why is it
that tho government is thus erippled at ity hoad ?
The next blow, if it comes, will be upon the
Savi, and this, too, for the same purpose,—that
Venice, when attacked, may fall more eusnly b
prey to rebellion,”

The mombers of the council made no nnswer
to this, but gazed in silence upon the working
foaturcs of their spy. As he stood there re-
garding them with a fixed and daterwined look,
they thought they eould read in that faco a con-
fidence in himself which told sl his tongue
conld have uttored.  Upon "Niceoli they restctl

ed the excited chief. ¢ 1f his progress can be, all their hopes.




CHAPTER XVIIL

The creation of the young artist.
the picture upon the latier.

The wisit of the spy and Alfonso, and the effects of
Phe disclosure,

Innocent, but still a prisoner. Remarkabl

clange in the effects of the painting upon the painter.

EVEN though Alberte Lioni was a prisoner,
still time hung not heavily on his hands,
for the companions of his dear profession were
all around bim, and in the soul-absorbing oceu-

pation he lost all thought of time. To be sure.
there were clouds above and about him, but for
all that he could command at pleasure one gleam
of sunlight at least. Then anvther gleam than
that of art had shono in upon the seclusion of
hie prison—a gleam than which earth could have
sont him none more bright. Tt was o letter
from Tsidora Yivaldi. She had said nothing of
Carolus  Trivisano, nor of the bravo, for she
feared that the relation might oceasion more un-
With
this kind letter next his bosom, the yourh had
pluced the lust touches wpon a picture which had
grown up under his hund, snd as we look in
upon him now, he stands gazing in rapture upon
the ereation of his art. But ere long, the ad-
miration of art gave way to another feeling, and
while he gazed, the warm tears began to tremble
upon hiy lids and trickle down his cheeks.
Upon the canvass, which yet rested on the

casitiess thun there was any eccasion for.

eusel, fooked forth an humble cot, half haﬂdv"
by shrubs and trees, in front of which were tw\—
figures. One was that of a nnddle-aged man,
the other a fuir buired youth. The latter had a
light hat upon his head, while across his badk
wus slang o small travelling pack. His features
the youthful arist had not dared to paint, but
had covered the face with the left hand, through
the fingers of which several teardrops were
starting. It wanted no physiognomy, however,
to enable the beholder to yead the soul of that

hoyish traveller, for in the form, posi ion, and

in those teurs, and above all, in the hearing of
the remainder of the picture, it could all be
seen.  The other fipure stood ereet—the huild
was powerful, and the aspect commanding —
With one hand he grasped the extended right
hand of the boy, and with the other he puinted
towards hoaven ; the head was uncovered, suve

by the dark hair which floated in the breeze, ane
5 mthu was innocentt”

the eyes, slightly upturned, streamed with tears.

0, it would take no deep student of art .o |

read & picture like that, The stricken fathey—
the departing son—the heaven-culled blesting,

« { artist’s ereation, the bandshed noble.

L true and faithful to Venice?

3
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j und the soul stirring farewell.- Then, ‘oo, there

f’ " nobility in that father’s face—a nobility of

= goul—of humanity, as well as of birth. In

* the man who had studied a dozen pictures

nis life would not have failed to read, in that

‘White Alberte stood gazing npon his pieture,

" the duor of his prison was opened, and the spy,

sceompuuied by the old state inguisitor, entered

the apartment. For severul moments the lord

. Alfonso stood with his cyes fastened upon the

canvass, and then, while a deep weloncholy
rested upon-bis features, he murmaured :

+ Ah, Mareello, what magiciun’s power has

¢ thus called thee from the toml?"”

“* And do.you recognize him?”’ quickly
asked Alberte, partly in surprise nt the old no-
ble’s manner, and partly in pride that 11:% efforts
had resulted so well.

““ A hard fute was thine, thou most unfortu-
mte man,”’ continued the inquaisitor, not geem-
ag o notiea the auestion of the young artist.

0, Venice, when thou didst put forth Giovan-

Marcello from thy couneils, thou lost one who
wizht have made thee botter and wiser.”’

As theso words fell upon the curs of Alberte
Lioni, he staricd as he would had the glad
tramp of an angel sourded in his ears, and lay-
ing bis hand tremblingly upon the old noble’s
arm, he said :

 Did you speak of him whose fisce an(l form
you see upon my canvass?’’

# Yen," returned .A“’Ullbﬂ, atall gazing upon
the pmtule

¢« And do you believe that Giovanni Marcel
lo was innocent? Do you believe that he was
% “asked the youth,
almost fearing to hear the answer, lest his sud-

denly raised hopus should bLe as suddenly

¢ wrushed.

“ Tunoeent, asked you?"’ returned Alfonso,

1 for the first thne tarning his eyes upon Alherte.

“Yes, my lm-d——-do you believe that my
1 lnow he wasl”
qujsitor.

7'l me, sir—0, tell me—can you prowve

roturned  the old, in-

T
this ?"" almost shricked the youth, as he pressed
his ‘nervous fingers mo tightly around the uld

teun’s arm as to make him wince.

(es, good youth, the proof will ere long be
made in public, and "twas to give thee this as-
surance that [ accompanied Nieoli hither.”

0, I thunk God .for this "’ ejaculated the
youth, a3 he withdrew his hold upon Alfonso’s -
arm, and raised hiy elasped hamds to heaven,
“ Look down, O, my father, and hear this
avowsl, for ‘'once more in the land of thy birth
thy name shall be honored and thy memory be.
loved.”  'Then turning to Niccoli, he exclaimed ;

* Thou, too, Niceoli knowest this to be trae.’”

" Yes. Ihave long known it.”’

“ And did net tell me 1" N

* That was beeause T would not raise a hope
in tho bosom of one who might himself immedi-
ately crush it.”

“ Waat mean you by that 27

“You know why ‘you were brought here,”
returned the spy. y

“T know on what suspicion.””

“ Well, I thought it a pity that ynu should
have a-name and title but for the parpose of
again sjuking it in shame.”

0, how false—hotw horrible was that suse.
picton,”” murmured Alberte, while a eold shud-
der crept over his frame at the very thought
and then, ag a new idea seemod to flash upon his,
mind, he said, while his lp guivered und his
cye burned with the fire of an earnest ex peetation:

“ Then you must knew that 7 too, am innio-
cent, of the charge you would have brought
against mo. Say, is it not o7

“ You have spoken the tuth,”
8pY. '

* Then T muy leave thiy place.”’

* Nay, good youth—not yot."”

“ Not Jeave it 1" -exclaimed Alberte, in sure
prise. * Why should [ be kept here lngur ¥

* Bocause it is necessary,” lw,oun,ally an-
swered Niceoli.

“ Do the Toen 20 decree ?”

% No. I will that it should be so.”

The young wman lovked up into the face of
the spy with wonder and astonishment.  There

returned the
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was no sign of sternness there, but, on the con
trary, the features of Niecoli wore a kind and
benigmant cxpression, and reealling a murmur
of displeasure which be would have uttered, the
youth asked : '

““ May I not ab least know for what I am still
held a prizoner ¥

« Not at present,” returned the spy; * but
when you do know, you will see that no blame
cun attach to the authority which holds you.”

¢ But you can st least tell me how long 1
am to remain here.”

“Yes,"
here three days yob.”

“ And then shall T be at liberty 377

“YesV

“ And you, my good lord Alfonso, will prove
to the gre.t councii what you have told here to
me,’” eomtinued Soiburte, turning to the old man.

It shall be proved, young man, whether 1
do it or not,” retarned Alfonso; “*and now I
trust that your remaining stay here will be
Lightened by the knowledge that when you go
hence, you will take your station among the
noblest of Veniee.”

“1 thank  you, sie—f€rom wy soul T thauk

answered Nieeoli; ¢ you will remain

3

you,” returned Adlerte, * fur your kindoess in
thus lightening wy load of doubt and anxiety.”

A;.;ui:i old Alfonso gazed upon the picture
whivh murmuring
some inaudible scutenve to himself, he took the
arm of the <py, and together they left the room,

Atfter they hal gone, Alborte Lioni walked
slowly and thoughtfully up and down the place
A thoasand thoughts and

Alberte had  painted, and

of his conlincment.
feelings came rushing through his mind, but
two only found a resting-place in his busy brain,
The one was the memory of the father whose
name he could even now see upon the temple
of honor—the other, that fair being, in whose
pure, unsullicd Losom dwelt that fove which
was to bless and wake him bappy here on earth.
While these thoughts were stretehing away iuto

the future, the }uuth stopped in frout of Lhel
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picture. The first raptures of the artist's soul
had passed away, aud now he looked upon it
with the eye of a connoisseur,

What strange feeling is it that makes the
painter’s face turn so deadly pale? What is it
that makes him tremble s0, as he gazes upen
that silent canvass?  His father's face looks not
as it dil.  Around the brow, the eyes, the nose,
the mouth, and even in that black, waving hair,
there seomed to have eome 4 strange and wnac-
countable alteration! Againand again he strain-
vd his oyes upon those painted features, hut still
they wore the sane fearful change !

At length a towcring form rose up to his

mindl’s eye—a dwk, forbidding, and an “evil
form, which lowered upon him from that canvass
like a glant of misfortune. -Turn it which way
he would—let the light strike upon the canvass
as it might, still the same change clung to it
[ vain was it that the puinter examined each
feature by itself—in vain that he studicd each
line and lincament ; yet, when taken as a whole,
—when he gazed full upon the face, which but
a few moments betore had filled kis soul with
rapiare, be was struck with a foarfal, undefina-
ble dread.  The muscles of his faco changed
their tension like an ill-tuned harp-—the fingers
were elenched o agony, amd his'knees tottered
like reeds beneath him,

Alberte Lioni sank Lack dnto a chair, and
Laried his face in his hands,

), what vision is thiy that thus oppresses
my brain ¢ murwured the youth to hinkelf —
¢ No, no, it eannot be—"tis a mere phantom of
an excited imagination ; and yet bow it speaks
frum that cauvass—how overy line of my brush
has Lelped to build up the very image I would
Alus ! must all my new-born
hopes be thus erushed atonee 7 Must 1 be thus
doomed Nu, no l—away, for thou liest,
bage, decelving pietare I

It was a loug time ere the youth avose from
that chair, but when he did so, that evil i)h;m-
tom still haunted him !

exoreize. and

CHAPTER XIX.

The. meeting upon the landing.
sister. Isidora and ker maid.

The concerted plan of z’e'llariy. The gondolier and ks
The startling cry upon the canal,

The deception.—

A Lind heart made the cause of eruel disaster.

?ﬁﬂm night wag dark, bubt not stormy.—

The moon wanted some hours yet before
her face wonld look upon the eity, and the stars
were -all shut cut by a thick haze, which en:
veloped the streets and canals in 8 mantle of
almost impenetrable gloom. Tt wanted some
minutes of ten when Carolus Trivisano stepped
forth from his futher’s palazgo, deeply disguised,
and made his wuy towards the canal, where he
walked vp and down by the landingstairs for
reveral minutes.

** Does the stranger go by water 77 arked a
gondolicr, as he respectfully doffed his hat to
the young noble;

“ Why do you uncover your head to me '”’l
agked Trivissno, - 1
¢ That [ might see theo bemr and, perhaps

serve thee better.”

* That’sright. Modetti hag seen you, then?”

“Yes. He told me bonq,ht how I was to
receive you."

“ Your nume g B:lrlm-, then.”’

“ Piotro ‘Barbo, sir.’

¢ Pid Modetti tell Wlnt I wanted of you 17

“ Ho did not know, sir.’ .

* You are right.  Step to the rigﬁt here, a
little farther from the staits—there. Now, do
you want to fill your purse ¥’

1 know of nothing at this momeut thas
would please me better,”” replicd Barbo ; and
even through the durkness the yuiek flush of sat-

Cisfuction could be seen, vz it illumined his dark

features,

 What say you to ten golden pistolea "

“ Tell me how L may make them,” returned
the gondolier, us kis hand sought the bilt of his
soniard, in token of his re: Ldmcss to do any-
| thing for such a st

* You will have no use for your sth "

8o much the Detter.

“ Do you know the dwelling of Ser Francis
| Vivalai 7
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+t YG‘,\'.”
* Do you know the ludy Esidora ¥
“Yes

“T woall have her in my power.”’

“Tun that iy a difficalt job,™ said the gon

delier, in o thoughtful wmood.

“ Nut if you have the wit which Modetti told

me you had,” replied Trivisano.

“* Bat howam [ to tale the lady from her

chamber while the place is fuli of servants ¥’

“Lexpect, of enurse, that you will use strat-
you must study up for

aid  fhat
yourself.”
Pictro Barle thought for several moments,
aud at length he said :
“Af you will pay e ten !).I\'t()!(‘,‘-? on the spot,
and five more waen the job is conpleted, T will
do thu thing this night,”

agem,

“Poy yon beforehand ¥* exclaimed Trivisa-
now L kuow uob yeb that Tean trust you.”
“Why wey not gon trust me as well as 1
trust you? 1t strikes we thut the stealer of
defenceless ferales ought not to hoast.”
Trivizune's hand was upon his dageer.
O, dens’t touch that, wy lond.”
My dard 2
surprise.  Why do you Jord me
“, rnp..wl the vther, with « light chuekle,
“there's no use in o denying it. A eommoen

repeated the young noble, in

o1

citizen woubin't have touched Lis dagger so

gnickly.

But in this business we ure equals—
unless, indeed, you chouse to use your weapon,
aud in thit case you might imd a superior,”

Trivizano saw at once the position in which he
atownd, and drawing up s little of his hauteur,
he sail:

* Never mind that at present.  If you will
bring Isilora Vivaldi o this spot by miduight,
atd deliver hor safety into iy hamds, the sum
you mae shatl b yours”

# Aareed I replied the gondaolier.

Carolas Liivisano placed ten pleces of . gold
into the tueed of Buarbo, and after admonishing
bim to be cautious i his proceedings, he tarned
auee anwre towaras his howe,

Pietto Burbo Jingled the gold in his hand,
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away towards one of the casinos which stood near
the western wing of the church of Ran Paolo.—
Here e inquired for his sister, and ere many
winutes a pretty eourtezan, some cighteen years
of age, cane tripping to the door.

 How now, you lazy dog,” was the ﬁrbt re-
mark of the gitl, us she saw her brother; * you
are after more money, I'H warrant.”’

‘“ Not so, Stella,” replied Barbo, as he drew
her out at the door bencath
“ Listen !

“ Al l—gold T

* Yes, sister, all gold, and T am yet to have
five pieees more, which shall all be yours, if
you will help vie to earn them.”

“* And how can I help you 17

“ AU T want you to'do will requiro but a
little effort—not above a mere faivting fit, or
s0,”

*“0, San Mareo! T would rather do any-
thing else, Pietro, thun to faint.
can’t do that”?

the plazzn.—

Nu, po—I

# Not in carnest, Stella—only a sham, that's
all.  You see there is & young patrician who
has taken a nution to full in love with a proud
girl, and she dont scem to appreciate him, so he
has hived me to take her away from her homs,
and place her in bis hands.  Now will you help
me to do it ¥’

1 you will use no violenco, yes,”

<0, I promise you thut- and it s to aveid
violence thut I want you.’ ’

To the wind of Stella Barhe, th“m wal T
harm in an intrigue of this sort ;. aud one who
has the least nequalatance with the state of Ve.
netian society at that time, and even as hute aa
the latter part of the cighteenth ceutury, will
nob wonder at it Those peeuline virties which

cust the highest charin upon the saeiad velations
of & people, were almost totully disvegurded, and

fortunute wus that fomale who could Lud into an

honest wowanhood bencath the atmesphere of
Venice.

It was with a light and buoyant step that

Stella threw her light mantly over ler head and

shouldees, and followed lier beother, and as she

and then depresitiug it fa his bosom, he hastened

groped her way along the dark street, uided
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enly by the sound of bis leadma footsteps, no’
thought ever entered her mind that she was
about to aid in crushing the heart of a poor de-
fenceless orphan. Alas‘. Stella knew not what

- mines of wealth may‘ lay in a buman heart, and

she knew not that a heart could be broken, for
#eross hor own there had never come aught but
a passing cloud.  Love wus to ber like a but-
terfly—it had no beauty but when "twas on the
wing.

Isidora Vivaldi was in the small drawing-
room attached to her own chaniber, and by her
side, upon a seat lower than hor own. sat one of
Tior taids.  Near'them, a tall, baleonied window
opened npon the canal, and just as we notice
them now, the fatter was opening the gagh.

v Sl durk snd drmry, ia it net, Celia 17
asked Lsidora, as the girl looked out upon the
water.

“Yes; [ ean hardly ste the canal.
s terrible night 17

“ Not quite so torrible, Celia, as ‘when we
were last upon the water.”

“ No, no,—in truth it i3 not,”” replied tho
girl. with o shudder.  * That was o horrille
night, and Dot for the young gentlemun, we
O, if T was a

0, it's

shoud ! not have been here now.

Tady, T shoubd fove that youth!”
A slight smile passed over the face of Tsilora

at this honest rewark ;

of the mowment, for on the next the deep gloom

but "twas w mere gleam

sottled buck, and the teara started to her cyes

“ Don’t weep, senory,” urged Celia, as she
ot the winlow and sat down at her lady's feet.
“ They will not surely harm him—they certain-
Iy can't find it in their hearts to use him
wrongfuliy.”

* You know not why T weep, girl,”” replied
Isidora, as she gazed with mueh affection into
the faco of her kind-hearted maid. - You
fnow nor hatf the sorrow that weighs me down.”

o Alus! that w0 good and kind a mistress
ghould huve eause to be so unbuppy. I used
to woup when my father died, for he was a good
father, even though he was poor. | wus too
youir tu woep when my mother dicd, but when
your good mother died, L eried and felt sad, be-

cause she was almost a mother to me.  But O,
how happy your pnor mother inust be now, when
your dear, good father has gome to.mect her
Porhaps they'll change into angels somo time,
and come down to bless you, I love to think,
when I am ail alone, that my falth(’.l“ lives in
heaven, and it makes me happy to think that T
never do anything to make him wiserable.”
Isidora gazed upon the calm features of Colix
as she uttered ker passing thoughts, and 'shinple
as was the picture, it had nueh influence over
‘her There was so much resignation, so much
true picty, aud so much kindly fi eling. that she
could not belp bending forward and resting hev
head upon the gitl's shoulder,

 Look eut agnin, Celia,’
she rai%ed her hwad,
yet up.”’

Just as tho girl renched the halmmy, there
eame up from the canal a loud, picreinge shrick,
and with o startled expressim, Celin turned to
ber mistress, and eselzimed :

** Did you hear that ¥’

“Yes, Celia,” replmd Isidora, s she sprang
towards the window. * Did you see where it
came from 1"’

T saw 2 splash in the water just below our
gtairs,  Thut was a womau’s volce, most
certainly.”

gaid Teidora, ax
s“and aee if the moon ix

“ [Tand me my mantle, Celia, and you run
down immediately, and sot some of the servangs,

with tUthe 5.
assistance.”

Cela sprang to chey hor m:qqu and Tsi- !
dora drew the mautle over her head, und has-
tened down to the water. When she reached
the landing siairs, she found her worst foars

IL niy he our Lum ‘now o lend

realized, for just below her she eould pininly
distinguish n stout man In the act of drawing a
female form from the water.

¢ Help—help, fur Heaven's sake !’ exclaim.
ed the boatman, ns the lizht of a toreh gleamed
over the canzl.  ** The poor lady hag fainted !

“ Here, my good man, pull your gnm]ulu, u
to the stairs, and we will take care of her,” said
laidora, as she bade one of the servants go Idow 5-

with a torch.
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The boat wag soon at the landing, and three! As goon as ho was out of sicrlit from the torel
g ches

of the servants Linmediat.ly stepped down and | of Vivaldi's palace, Pictro let go of th
- 0] pa 3 L ¢ 1 i b
ook Ithcti%nlcllc.,siﬁnim of the lady up the stairs. | and taking a small, strone cord from the lock:uj
“Is the lady lsidora Vivaldi here?” asked! e firmly | : S .

d [ i he tirmly bound Isidora’s arms behind he
the gondulier, ag soon as the servants reached ! could not speak, nor could she utt”; o
» ’ R} L

tho head of the steps. “ sound—

i i he! capt [ “i nke an

' i nor (] d ﬂp or open hl- Illouth tU E: ?
i \ Y 1y y ‘ 1 i i 2‘ 3 8 .
h lt 18 my H«l”!f,," ANMFOTEo Elf]orﬂ:, \ 1]0 i {5 plﬂnﬂtiorl H ljut a. ] k
'I‘ FOT v ; .

- , . soon 28 she was seenred
was just npon the point of Dllowing the unfor-| seated himself upon the rowing tl o
tunate sufferer. 18 trart, and,

with both ours in their beckot wifl ree

nate suffer ) . | tkots, he swiftly fore

Perbups she would like to knew who tlleihls gondola throngh the d i foreed
o

lady is thet s just been carried up.” ‘ o water, owurds

the place where we last saw him with Trivisano.
: e alt bus *“ Ah, Barbo, youare n prinee of gondolicrs,™
attentions to the fainting girl, and those whe | eXelaimed Trivisano, as he caucht 4 olimmn ’ f
ecould render no gasistance were pressing tovward | the fomule form in the stein of 310 lif": %‘Q‘]})O{
tu. get w slimpse at her feutures, so that their[)’““ get hor away withous croating zu: "ul‘:rm ‘;:’
l;l!aﬁ'iﬁﬁsE\\'dﬁ]\‘i’}mu{ u]nnhr:c]'verl by them. s Bhe never utterod a ﬁy]labl:,- sir.,v” ;‘Opli(‘:d
dora lrhored not the lenst suspieton of anwtiine | Barbo, “u O .

like dunger o Lerelf, and \'.‘ithluut. !10&&:1?%5?:111‘2] ’ e theroshe i, sufe i sownd.
tarned haek.

The servane were all husily enraged in their

oy i b .The young noble paid the vemainder of the
: ek as thoueht, Pietro Bavbo g stipulated sum, and in s fow moments Tsidora
pressed a thick searl arainst her inonth with the | was placed in M own pondaly .;nl i h].
i | ; fur : i w, ] quickly
right hand, and winding his left wrm at the | rowed away.  She had heard the,waiu, 0% Cc ;
. 3 - T r B e 3 M - i .o * i ’ “‘ a]‘()h
same thae arourd her waist, he lifted hee into ! lus Trivisano, and she knew that she was in hi
§ ‘ ! - l MILED SN0 Was 1n his
his boat. T was Lat the work of 0 moment to power.  Alas! there was no onc wow to uid
H v upnr o vt ) . : s .
bind the scarf Gghtly aroun® the poor lady's|her, nor coull she make her misere L
head, and with o quick push be sent the h:mt and wit! H ) T m{t.m} krowa ;
antt with one deep groan of anguish, she sank

far out into the cunad, bodding on upon Isidora
1o,
1

into the oblivion of utter unconselonsness

with one caled with e o

CIHAPTER X\,

The spy is on the scent.  The forged keys. The secret pas-
Qurolus Trivisano vs fnlerrupted

Modetti and his work
sage.  Some important documents change owners.

en his meditations.  The emissaries and their prisoner.

‘g’l‘ was half an hour after Carolas Trivisane  Spy of the Ten entered ; he looked around the
M received from the hands of Pietro Barbo japmiment with cautious eyes, and then approach-
the prize of his npight's excursion, that Pascal ling; the wotkman, he said ¢ '

Modeiti sut zlone in the small, sculu(ie&‘ch::m-l‘ “ Weli, Modetti, are you ready fm: me i
ber in the upper patt of the lord Murino Trivi- \ “ Yeu, Niceoli ; the keys are all ready. I
sano'’s paluce, whore the reader saw him al the put the finish upon the last one just before you
opening of onr story. A small lamp burned %cn‘mred.” o

upon the beneh befora him, while by its light he ) And are you sure they will t¢”

was examining a small, curiously consiructed | * Yes; for T got tho impressions most perfeet-
key from which he had just taken a keen filo. }ly, and the keys fit exaetly. They move like
From a shelf before him be took a plaster pat- * dies.””

tern which he :uljustcd‘wibh much precision, aml; “Then Venice may owe thee her thanls,
then placed the key within it where it turned  Modetti ; for these small bits of metal will give
with the utmost ease and nicety, and as he drew ‘to me what onr city has long needed, though
it forth a smile of satisfaction passed over his ,she knew it not. Al, Paszcal, thy master's
foatures.  From the same shelf on which had 'house would not so long have remained in quict
laid the pattern of plaster, he then toak five i‘hml our councillors but have known tho secrets
wore keys of about the same size of that which  which these rosults of thy midnight lahors will
he had just finished; and having thoroughly ex- disclosgz.” .
amined then, angd passed them carcfully through | And how liave you so lohg known this?”
their respective patterns, he 1aid them aside, ‘asked Paseal, 2s he gazed upon the spy with a,
and broke the patterns in pleces.  Not long of- ook of admiving astonishment. ¢ How have

ter this job was finished, a sceret deor on one |y0u s0 long had a knowledge of that which the

side of the room was carcfully opened, and the lord Trivisano holds so secret 2"
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¢ That i3 one of the many things which even
the Ten do not know. Ay, they know not even
that such secrets exist, ynd for the present you
must be satistied with knowing « little more than
do the Ten.”

“Well,” replied Modetts, “* I have no desire
to know that which should be kept sceret.  But
here are the keys, and you may be assured that
they will answer your purpose.”

Niceoll took the keys and  turned them over,
one by one, in bis hund, and afrer he had tho
roughly tnspected them be placed thenr in lis
pocker, remarking as he did so:

“ You've made good work of it, Pascul, very
good-—and if they pove as effective as the oth-
ers which you have made me, [ shall be more
thun satistied.”

* You need but to try themn, Niecoli, and I
witl wuger my plice in your confidence that they
will not disappoint you ’

N, we—ido not wager that, Paseal, for you
shull ere long find that your place tn my conf-
dence i your greatest inberitance. 1 have
proved you in every respect, and you are just
the wan which Ventee needs.”

YL thank you for your kind opinion,” repliad:

Maodetti, *and L like it the better because it
hos cver Leen iy greatest sl to mernit . Bat
now that you huve got the keys, thero 13 another
thinz which | would well, unless you bave other
Dustness lirst.”

+ Phere is none #o pressing that [ may not
stop to hear what you huve to tell.”

" You know that Fraueis Vivaldi lefs an only
dangheor.”

* Yes—-the Lely Tsidora”

' Laust hight—for I thiuk it is morning now—
Carotus Trivisano camwe o me and asked me if
Of
coure 1 told him yes, and buving guined his
condidenee, he explained to e his business,
Tle wanted me to Bud a goneolier with whom e
conld trust an expodition of the utmost import-

he wight trust me with @ secret mensie.
E

gnec—oue who was  quick-witted, lut at the
gane  time  tndifforent to the work he was
entured in, fo long as he got the pay for it, 1
tob:l him I kuew just the mun he wanted, ene
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who would cut a throat for five golden pistoles, |
and T reforred him to Pietro Barbo.”

*“Good,” ejaculated the spy, as he heard thix
oame of one of his most trasty emiszuries.

“ Well,”” continued Modetti, ** he also wanted
me to find out this Barbo und make some ar-
rangements for a mecting, and also to concert «
signal by which he could recognize the man
without fear of deteetion. This I did, having
previously instructed Pletro to let me kuow ax
soon a3 possible the result of his expedition.”

 And has he told you P’ asked Niceoli, who
seemed much interested in the relation.

“Yes, He came ay soon a3 he coull after
the business was settled.”

*And what was it? How was the lady
feidora eoncerned "'

“ That's it, sir.  She was the very ohject of
the whole plan. My yomng noble wanted to
get posseszins, of the luly, and he bas done it.
But it 1s better as it s than it might otherwise
have becn, for now we know the whole transac-
tion, and the lady is comparatively safe

“Do you know where the lady 127" asgked
the =py, while he trensbled with exeitement. -

S krow that she is in the palace, sir, some-
where, but T know not exaetly in what room.”

“OFf course the villain will wot trouble hey
to-night 7

* No.”" replicd Modetts, ** for ho, T know, is
now in his own ¢hmober. I have watchel him
narrowly sinee he came .

“ Watched him s orgel” 7

* No. There are others in the buil Ting who
obey wy wixhos,  Al, T hav: a pretty tharoagh
tnowledeo of all that transpires around e,
thanks to your instraetion.” -

“ Where is the young man’s chamber 77

Do you know where th: old man’s eabinet
s 77

“Yes.”

¢ And you know tha Jong corridor at the
head of the stairs which 13l up to the right of
the cahinet #? ’

o You

“Well, his chambor i3 tho second rosm on
the left ufter you ascond the stairs,”
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" That will do,” said Niecoli; * and now lot
me have the lantern.”

Modetti drew forth a small drawer from be-
neath his bench, from which he took a pocket
lantern, and having trifomed and lighted the
lamp, be handed it to the spy.

Niecoli left the room by the same way he had
entered, which led him into o eircuitous kind

.of corridor that ran around the building between
“the inner and outer walls, which connected, by

means of seeret slides, with all the important
rooms in the palace Tt was of course very
narrow, and {n most parts only wide enough to
allow a goodly sized man to pass through.
Through this passage the spy took his way, and
after traversing some distance he descended. a
winding flight of stone steps, which led him to
the second story of the building. ITe had not
wone far after reaching the foot of the steps ere
he stopped; and holding the lantern close to the
wall, he commenced a minute cxamination of
the masonry. At length he found the object of
hiz search, which was a square stome, in one
regpeet differing from its neighbors, with the ex-
ception of a small cypher which scemed to have
been indented with a chisel near the top.  This
stone was carefully eased from its position by
swinging on two perpendicular gudgeons, reveal-
ing, as it did so, the wooden panclling of the
room beyond, and aftor listening a moment, Nie-
coli moved a tiny slide whizh was curiously con-
structed in the mortice of the wood, and which
opened a smull aperture, mot much larger than
a pin’s head, through whieh he peeped into the
room.

The spy may have felt slightly disappointed
as he thus took a survey of the zpartment, for
Lie not ¢nly beheld Carolous Trivisano, but the
father was also there; however, he quickly
placed the slide once more over the hole, noise-
lessly shut back the stone, and then hastened
away, saying to himsolf as he did so :

« Never mind, young man, I shall attend to
you ere morning, and in the meantime, instead
of listening to a conversation Dbetwoen two trai-
tors, which could in no way make me wiser, 1

~ will finish my night’s business with your father.”

6
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Niecoli hurried on, and in a fow minutes he
stopped before 2 stone similar fo that which he
had just closed, but beaving & different cypher,
which he opened, and having slid back the panel
beyond, he onterod the private cabinet of the
lord Trivisano. Without other hesitetion than
merely to assuro himself that all was safe, he
took the forged keys from his pocket and com-
menced searching the secret departments of a
large cmbe which seemed to have Dboon erceted
with the original building. In the first depart-
ment which he opened he found several rolls of
parchment, but after having thoroughly exam-
ined them he replaced them just as he had found
them ; but in the second he met with something
of more importance, for after casting his
eyes over the pages which be took from thence,
be rolled them up with & smile of satisfaction
and placed them in his bosom. Another and
another locker was opened, from each of which
he selected such documents as he thought'pro'p-
er, and at length, as he opened the fifth, his
eyes feoll upon n somewhat time-worn parchment
which he grasped with an eager hand.

“ Ab,” murmured he to himself as his eyes
sparkled, T connot see, Trivisano, why you
should have taken this precaution to hide such
matters as these. Methinks the flawe would
have been their best hiding place ; but you have
run your own course, and now the secrets of
your own hosoin shafl rise up like gaunt spectres =
of the past to condemn thee. Your fate is soal-
od, my lord Trivisano, but even pity, that slight-
est of all carthly tributes, will never be linked
with thy memory after thou art dead and gone.”

Niceoli felt a sonsation of sadnoss creep over
his heart ss he closed the last department
of the case, and with 3 noiseless step he left the ‘
cabinet: The panel was closed, tho stone swing
back to its place, aud onco more he turned hig
steps to the apartment of the younger Trivisano.

This time, a8 he placed his oye to the small
aperture, he found that the Foung man was
alone, pacing up and down his room in a slow
and thoughtful mood. Niecoli waited till his back
was turned, and then quiekly pushing back the
panel, he sprang inte the room, the slide instant-
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ly closing behind him, and as Carolus tured in
his walk he found himself confronted by the man
whom e had the most reason to dread on earth.
For a moment Trivisano stood aghast, then col-
leeting himself for a desperate game, he asked :

“To what am I indebted for this visit, sir 2’

“I come for information from one who wears
the eypher of the Ten,” replied Nieeoli, in a
savcastic tone, 23 he bent his eyes Kke two
stars upon him. ®

“ And what do you seek 1’

““The lady Tsidora Vivaldi is missing.”’

“Well, and what have T to do with that ¥’
returned P'rivisane, vainly endeavoring to assume
a careless look,

* Merely to answer my question,” answered
the «py, still keeping his gaze fized upon the
young noble.

“ And if T know nothing of it, what then ?"’

T have not come here, sir, to ask you con-
eeming subjects of which you are ignorant, nor
have T come here to trifle.  Tast night you had
the Iady Isidora forcibly abducted from her

home, even while the weeds of mourning were |

<« Do you dare—""
¢ Ifold, sir,”” interrapted the spy in a thun-
dering tone.  *¢ I dare do anything that pleases

me.  Now, do my bidding, and mark ye,” he.

added, as he stepped nearer to the villain and
bent upon him a look of so fomrful meaning that
words were almost unnecessary, *if you make

the least show of resistance—if you even dare

to look resistance, I’ll erush thee as T would a
stinging viper, and before the eouncil I'll an-
gwer for the act.”

Carolus Trivisano gazed for a moment into
the face of the spy, and then, wWith a quick
movement, he drew his dagger from his belt and
sprang forward 3 but the intended vietim had
his eye too keenly fixed to be taken by surprise,
and stepping on one side he seized the uplifted
arm as he wounld have seized a feather, and
wrenching away the dagger, he struck the villain
a blow upon the side of the head that felled him
senseless to the floor.  He stopped not to notice
how severe had heen the offucts of the blow, but
taking the key from the inside of the lock, he
passed out and seeured the door after him, and

still darkening above her hrow, and you Convey—!thcn hastened down into the lower hall, from

ed her to this place in your own gondela.  Now
T would have you condusct me to her,”

“Who told thee that buse lie 77 exelaimed
Trivisano, while he trembled with mixed feel-
ing= of rage and fear,

“Tt i+ no lie. young man.  Now, take your
choice, aither conduct me to the ludy, and that,
ton, quickly, or else T will conduct thee to the
Inquisition.”

“ Conduct me to the Tnquisition 7 repeated
the young noble. *You dare not do it, sir.
It takes another hand than thine to arrest a no-
ble of Ventce.”

““ But not to arrest one of the deepest dyed
villeins in Venice,” added Niecoli, as he began
to tremble with the indignation that was creep-
ing over him, .

As soon
as he reached the pavement he took from his
pocket a small silver tube, which he 'placed to
histips. A shrill, tremhling sound reverberated
throngh the street, and ere long it was angwered
by the appearance of tivo men—one a gondolier,

which he stepped cut into the strect,

and the other & cobbler, whose stall wag upon -

the Rialte.

¢ This way,”” said Niecoli, as he turned baek
towards the hall, I bhave work for thee
here.”’

The two emissaries of the Ten, who had been
eallod to the assistance of the chief spy, follow-
ed their lender without asking any questions ;
and in"some five minutes the lord Carolus Tri-
visuno was on his way, in their keeping, towards
the dungeons beneath the dueal palace.

CHAPTER XXI.

flfari?w' Trivisano spends Lis last night within
its resulls. A soul of purity led to the
duwning of & new epoch.

F¥NRIE lord Marino Trivisano, after he had

Iuft the apartment of lis son, sought his]

own chamber, where he immediately sat down
to a small table, and commenced writing. He
had lost the fervor of his former days, and the
hand of time had set Her marks upon his brow ;
but other marks there were upon that brow than
those of age—marks which the ecorreding iron
of an evil goul had set there, as indelibly as does
the lightning shaft sink its track into the strick-
en oak. His hand did not slide over the pages
before him as was its wont, but it went trembling-
ly about the work, to which its. scheming mind
had put it. i )
0, what a pity it 1s, old man, that thy last
days should be spent in evil—that, while the
darle angel of death is even hovering o'er thy
head, thou shouldst be plotting wickedness
againsﬁ thy fellows, for as sure as you =it now
by your table, this is.the last day that will ever
elose upon yourliberty. The next shall see thee

kis palace.  Ilis interview with the spy, and

Divine. A stariling announcement. The

within the power of that government, against
which you have so long been plotting, and may
the Lovd, in his infinite grace, have mercy on
your soul, for to the Tex that is an atiribute
with which they have nothing to do.

““ No, no,” murmured the old noble to him-
gelf, as he pushed the paper from him, I can-
not write to-night.  Night, did ITsay? No, for
yon moon tells me it must be morning, and still
I have not slopt, nor shall I sleep again till I
wm on & throne! Ah, there’s magic in that
word-—cven now I sve aseeptre within this hand.
1 wish I woere a little surer of my plans—I wish
T knew what keepsy the Ten in such constant sit-
tings, for, by San Marco, they cannot spend
thus much upon the brave. But then my friends
are good and true, and as for Martelino, he dare
not boe otherwise, for his own head sits teo light.
ly on hig shoulders; so away all thoughts of
danger, for ere another moon rises npon Venice,
ghe shall be relieved from the yoke thet now
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. his communiestion upon the old man’s mind.
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binds her down, and she shall take her place
among the kingdems. Ay, she shall have a
king ; and ome, too, who shall not be the mere
plaything of councils and savi.”

While Trivisano was musing thus to himself,
he was startled by a rap at his door, and hastily
hiding the half written sheet which lay upon his
table, he arose and tfurned the key, and when
he opened the door, he gave entrance to the
chief spy.

“You are up luto, my lord,” seid Niceuli,
as he gazed upon the troubled ecountenunee of
the ald noble.

“ Not later than yourself, sir,”
Trivisano,

“That’a true ; but then U've had husiness.—
I am now on an errand of importance.”

“And to me”"" suid the noble, while a stight
shude of alarm passed over his features,

“Tsuppose I must do it with you. I wish
for the person of the lady Isidora Viealdi.”

returned

*“ Isidore Vivaldi I repeated the old man, as
though the thing surprised him.

* Yes, my lord ; the lady is in your palaco,
and farthermore, she was foreed hero.”

* Then you must seek my son, for if the lady
be here, a3 you say, it i¢ his business, and none
of mine.” "

“ Your son, sir,” replied Niceoli, while he
gave a meaning look into the old noble’s face,
“ is ere this within the dungeons of the ducal
palace.”

“How? Within the dungeons !’ exclaimed
Trivisano, starting with fear and alarm.

“Yes; I have taken him away" not fifteen
minutes since.”

There was no indignation—no resentment,
nor anger in the feelinea of Marine Trivisano at
that mement, for fear alone fonnd o place there,
The first thought that flashed across his mind
was of his plot, of its deteetion, and for sovoral
moments he silently trembled in the spy’s
presence.

“You seem deeply affected at the intelligence,”
remarked Niceoli. as he noticed the offects of

¥

he done 77 asked the father, as he onee more
found his tongue. :

“What has he done! Ie has broken the
peace of the city, and trampled her laws under
foot,”

““ How ?—how 2 gasped the terror-stricken
man, as the fear of detection thickened in his
soul.

“ He has hired the raffian of the canal to steal
away the daughter of Viealdi, and with her
arms pinioned, and her eries of mercy stopped,
he foreed her to this place. T tell thee, Trivi-
sano, that Venice will not brook such insult te
the zacred honor of her orpban homes.”

*Ts that all ¥*

“It s all, and methinks it is enough,”

Marino Trivisano drew a fong breath, and
onee more his heart beat easier in his bosom.—
The fearful cloud had passed, and his sccret, he
thought, was safe ; and turning 1 Dold look upon
the spy, he said :

“ You take much liberty, sir, at all events,
in thus entering a nobleman’s house ; but if tho
rash boy has beon guilty of sucl misdemeanor,
he should certainly be punished. If you will
follow me, I will scarch for the lady you seck.”

The old nobleman led the way, and as he did
so his face, which was turned from the R]Y, Wore
an expression of malignant trinwph. e thought
that the power which now upheld the powerful
Niceoli would soon be no more—that he himself
wonld have the handling of those whom he now
feared.

“In that roowm,”

said Trivisano, as he stop-
ped before a doorin one extremity of the palace,
““you will find the lady Isidora, and of course
you are at liberty to do as you please with her.”
Niceoli thanked the old man for his kindness,
and withdrawing the bolts, he opencd the door,
and entered the small drawing-romn which led
to the principal chmnber beyond. Iere he
stopped at the iuner door and knocked, and re-
ceiving & request to enter, he at onee obeyed it.
Isidora Vivaldi had risen frem her seat, for
she dared not trust herself upon the bed, but as
her eyes rested upon the form of the spy, the.

“ Of what has my son been guilty ? what has

trembling which had seized bor frame was stilled
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in a moment, and with all the confidence of a
ehild towards its parent, she sprang forward, and
Taid her head upon his sinewy arm.

0, sir,”’ she cried, as she raised her eyes
imploringly to his face, you have come to save
me—1 know you have.”

“ Yes, Iady, T have come to save thee ; and
he who has thus dared to ‘trample upon your
rights will have power to trouble thee no more.
I trust that I am in time to save you from all
harm.”

T have not been troubled, sir, since I was
brought hither, excepting by my own fears, but
even they were enough to harrow up wy soul.”

t“ Has the young moble ever offored violence
1" agked Niceoli.

to you before ?
“Yes, sit.  Oneo he even came to my dwell-

. ing himself and sttempted to take me nway;

but at that time I was reseued by the man whose
very name makes me shudder, and cauvses my
bloed to ran cold.”

“'Was it the brave ?”

+Yeu,” answered Isidora, with a shmldw

For 5 mement the fair givl gazed into the face
of the spy after she answered, and then, as the
simple pronuneiation of that fearful name brought
to her mind more vividly the picture of ber
dreary orphanage, she burst into toars,

¢ Why should you woep thus, lady ¥ asked
Niceoli, as he drew her towards the open win-
dow, where the eool air might blow upon her
brow.

“Why should I not weep?” she answered,
s she pushed back her dark tresses, that the
breeze might play more freely arcund her heat-
“ What has fate not done for my

LM

ed temples.
misery ¥’

“ Fate, did you say ¥’ ropeated the spy, as
he fixed his piereing eyes upon her. **Did
Jute give that life to the old man whose loss you
mourn "7 ‘

Isidora understood the reproof, and for seve-
ral moments she was silonts but at length she
raised hor head, and said :

“ ¥ know, sir, that he whose heart is free from
the anguish which loads down mine ean see with
a elearer vision the inconsistency of the mourn-

er’s 1ep1n1ng5wbut grief like mine makes the

sout its utter servant, and from its life-springs .

nought comes forth save bitter, burning thoughts
of sufferings.”

“Come hither,” said the spy; and drawing
fsulom still nearer to the window, ho contipued,
ag he pointed to the bright, full moon, Whmh
bad not long, been up from ite bed in 'the
Adriatic: ¢

** Look upon yon bright orh, which now gends
its cheering light' upon Venice. But n few
hours since nll was darkness and gloom, and a
damp, thick cloud envcloped the city. Tho
same power which laid that cloud over us has

now taken it away. He has sent his night-quoen ‘

to illumine the dreary places of his carth, and
all around us, in the blue arch of his heavens,
he has set those sparkling gems which seem 1o
syllable their Maker’s praise. Tre long, even
they shall melt away before the mighty majesty

“{of his greater light, - and Venice shall busk in

the bright offalgenco of full-dawned day. Now
tell me, lady, will not that power which thus
overlooks a mere planet, that may at some future
time be crumnbied into atoms, care still more for
an immortal soul—s soul which throughout the
endloss ages of his eternal reign, shall rovolve
within the halo of an endless peace—a pence
made glorious by the very fact that from within
its influence not & human soul which he has
made shall be shut out forever?”

Tsidora still wept ag her strange companion
Apoke, but her tears were not so bitter, though
they flowed full as fast as before.

T eannot but feol thankful for a friend like

thee, for thou speakest to me as one who has a
heart to feel that which he utters. And yet,”
she continued, as she brushed away the tcars
from her checks, and gazed with a peculiar look
of mingled confidence and reproof up into hix
faco, *“you did but a few days since paint to
me fears which wore as dark as night itself.”’

* Because I would have prepared thee for the
blow which T feared was to follow ; but, lady,
T knew not that thy father was to dm

* Alas, the blow has come, and it has stricken

my every joy; but I will not repine, for well I

o e
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know that my Creator doth his pleasure, and in; .

my holy, happy faith 1 believe that what is his
pleasure is my highest good.
shall flow, nor would T stop them if T eould, for

my blessed Saviour wept when his friend was

taken awny, and by his divine example, tears
have been made ns heavenly dews which fall
with « cooling influence upon the fever of our
griefs.”

Niceoli lnoked with astonishment upon the
almost hewvenly features of the beautiful gird,

and his own heurt beat in answer to hor senti-

ments, For some minutes both sgtood by that
open window, and guzed out upon the moon-lt
seene ; but even the most casual observer would
have known that their thoughts were not follow-
ing in the direction of their gaze, for there was
a calm, tranquil expression upon their features,
which accorded not with the brilliant and vary-
ing scene that lay stretehed out wround them.

 Como, lady,” suid the pyr as he at length
stepped back from the window. It wants but
a short hour of daybreak, and I would have
thee seck thy rest as soon us may be. I will
conduct thee to thy lLeme, but to-night your
presence will be needed ut the duenl palaca.”

** At the dueal patace 1"’ repeated sidora, in
surprise.

“ Yoy

“ But for what am T wanted v

Yet my tears’

“ You may be wanted to give your evidence
against a eriminal.”’

““ Stop, sir—stop !”’ exclaimed the fair girl,

as she withdrew herself from the hand that would
have supported her, and fixed a determined look
upon him. ¢ Do you speak of Alherte Lioni 7"’

“No, lady. Alberte Lioni will to-night go
freo, and he shall bear the name of Lioni no
Tonger.”’

“ Then who elsa can it he ?” uttered Isidora,
rather to herself than to her companion.

* Marco Marteline.”’

“The brare 27

“Yes.”

¢ And has he been taken ¥

“ Not yet,” returned the spy; * but within
my possession I have papers which inform e
wheore he will be to-night.  Ah, Martelino, your
tread in the senate chamber will bo short, for the
Spy of the Ten has you now within his power,
and if this good arm withers not from my will,
Venice ghall fear youno more.  But come, lady,
throw your mantle over your shoulders, and fol-
low me ; and mind, now, not a word of what T
have told thee must thou lisp to a living soul.””

As Isidora Vivaldi left the palace of the lord
Trivisare, she felt that & new epoch was about
to dawn wpon her; but whether its dawning
should be for weal or for woe, still lay hidden
within that dark foture which even hope itself
failed to penetrate.

CHAPTER XXIL.

his readers.

WYX HE sun has again risen upon Venice, and

A, again has it gone lo rest in its western
homo ;~—the people have once move sent forth
their merry song and happy greeting--once
more closed their coeupations for the day, and
ance ngain gre they sporting upon the hundred
canaly, seeming mnconseious of everything save
the sports and pastimey, the joys and plensures,
or the palng and misery of the present. To-
wards the dueal palace the. senators and the
memberg of the conncil were heginniag to wend
their way, and as they went, either upon tho
pavement or upon the canal, they wore upon
thelr countenances those sure indications of
wonder which manifest themselves when men
are unexpeetedly calied upon for the transaction
of an important business of the nature of which
they are ignorant. Some theré wore who knew
the natare of the eall,. but they wore very fow,

" and to all questions they gave merely a signifi-

cantinod.

The large hall of the senate was open only at
the main entranee, and only the ususl guard
wore stationed there.  'When the. lord Frivisano

.

A chapter in which our story has e conclusivn, and in which oll our characters are dispos- :
ed of to the entive satisfaction of the author, and, he humbly trusts, to the satisfuction of ,

entered, he looked nervously around, but every-
thing wore its usual aspeet. The officers of the
chamber were in an easy sacial clat—the sol-
diers at the door scemed econscious of nothing
more than o common duty, and with a compara.
tively casy step he ascended to his seat. At
length the lord Castello entererl, and the moment
his eye eaught the form of Trivisano he stepped
quickly forward to where the old noble sat,

¢ Bpeak not in & manner too carnest,’” whis-
pered Castello, ““ but let us appear to smile at
our light thoughts. The signals are ready-—
one is upon the piagza without, under charge of
a faithful man, one at the house-top of the next
corner, and one at 8t. Marks ; and the men are ;
all placed ready to obey them at the moment.”
- ** But have you geen the brave ¥’ .

“ Be not too earnest, or we shall be ohgery-
ed,” whispered Castello, with a light, merry
laugh. I have just feft the bravo upon the
piazza of St. Mark. " Ho wears the disguise of |
the Genoese ambassador, and his entrance into §
the hall at ten o’elock will be the signal, 2
Everything without i3 secure, and we have only Z:
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to make sure of eur game in the hall. Tam
sorry that the lord Alfonso has eseaped—but
that cursed Niceoll smelt the fire, and he has
kept the old Inquisitor safely confined. But
never mind, there iz consternation enough al-
ready for our purpose. The rest will come
dropping in at intervals, but do not recognize
them.  They ure all right.”

While Castello had Deen speaking, he had | they are done.

lolled m an casy, careless manner upon the
front of Trivicano's desk, and his conversation
was frequently interspersed  with hearty bursts
of laughter, %0 that no ene would have believed,
hud they even suspected  its possibility, that he
was plotting for murder and rebellion.

The hall was at length  filled—the nobles

were all in their seats, and shortly the doge, ac-
companied by the Jord Alfonsu and two dark-
*robed ingnisitors of the lesser court, who had:
been ealled upon to fill the chairs of Vlhi]lll|
and Blenzi, eatered, :nd the former took the
dueal chair.  Hardly had the duke of the com-l
monwealth called that vast asserblage to order, |
when the door of a small ante-room, nearly in
the reur of his scat, was opened, and the Spy
of the Ten, followed by Alberte Lioni and Isi-
dora Vivaldi, entered the chamber. The two;
latter were soated near the doge, who smiled
graciously upon them as he beheld their care-
worn and troubled features ; but some there wore
who did anything but smile when they saw the
young artist thus within the hall.  Marino Tri-
visano turned uneasily in his seat, gazing first
upon une and then upon ancther of his coadjo-
tors, but none of them seemed {0 notice him :
for, as they sat nearer tue large doors, o strange
and unusual sound, like the elang of arms, foll
upon theiv ears, which reached nothis. A gen-
eral movement touk place in the hall, as those
nearest the entrance hetrayed the surprise which
the noise occasioned, but ere many minutes the
clang died away, and once more all was still.
While all cyes were turned towards the doge as
if to inguire why this silence reigned, Niceoli
stepped furth from the place where he had
- stood, and advaneing towards the large open
gpace within the centre of the hall, he was the
first to break the stillness.
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““ Your most sorene highnees,” he said, ad-.

dressing the doge, ** and you, nobles of Veniee,
know full well that within tho last fow woeks
our good city has been thrown into the utmest
stute of ularm by the feurful threats and still
more fearful deeds of Marco Martelino. Nonc
knew why he did these things, nor how he did
them, hut a weeping, sorrowing people tell us
Long have you looked to me
ag the man upon whose shoulders the duty of
seeking out these things had fallen, and to the
utmost of my ability have I endoavored to do
your bidding, and this night T trust - your ene-
mies wil be no more able to do you harm,

| Within ) my very hand I hold a paper which

coptains the particulars of a most daring and
bloody plot which was this night to have been

jexceuted within this very chamber.”

Yor an instant the spy stopped and gazed
about the hall.  Consternation and alarm were
pictured upon every countenance, and eneh
lpoked wupon his neighbor in silent inguiry.
Marino Trivisano turned white as a ghost, bat

the others of the conspirators grasped the hilts
of their daggers and stood ready for defence.
{ Nieeoli advanced to the seat of the doge and
lianded lLim the paper, remarking as he did so:

1 found this, your highness, in the private

apartment of the lord Andria Morosini.”

The old senator, whose namo had been called,

sprang from his seat, and while the utter con-
sternation of the momont deprived him of the
power of utterance, he would have rushed to
the chair of the duke, but Niceoli held him bacl:.
i| Trivimno bresthed again, for he thought his
false plan had served him, and his companions
rin guilt let o their daggers.

* Horrible ! horrible I”” murmured old Dan-

dolo, a3 he read over the numes which were
signed to the paper he held in Lis hand ; and
then, thile a cold shudder passed over his frame,
he handed it back to Niceoli, saying, ss he did
80 ¢

¢ You know your duty—TIet it be done.”’
The spy made a movement towards the large

doors, and as they opened a strong guard of sol-
divrs entered the hall.

4

“hold him your prisoner,”
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¢ 8Beize upon the lord Andria Marosini, and
exelaimed the doge,

“as he started up from hig chair,

_his eyes flashed with an unwonted fire,
. marshal knows his duty.”
+ leader of the soldiers, he continued ;

|

i hands of the soldiers.

¢ Hold, your highness,” returned Niceoli, as
13 The

Then turning to the

“You know your prisoners. Take them!”
What means that movement of the marshal [

; The doge was  thunderstruck at what followed.
1 There sat those nobles whom be had expected to

soe taken, and nine others wero prisoners in the
Trivisano, Castello,
Dolfine, Polant, Masto, Cordino, Floridi, Men-
toni and Steffani, all of them nobles of Venice,
stood bound Defore him.  They bad boen taken

! g0 suddenly, so unexpectedly, that no opportu-
nity for defence had been given them.

“ I see you are surprised, your highness,”

said Niceoli, as the prisoners were seeured ; * but
That paper
which I handed to thee was but a false hight, &
mere sham, thrown out by Marino Trivisano for
the purpose of covering, in ease of premature

you shall now have the truth.

. deteetion, his own and his accomplices’ guilt.

" Trivisano.

. the floor.

Here 13 the true plot.”’

As he spoke, ho handed to the doge the real

i plan which he had taken from the cabinet of
That gray-haired traitor knew the
i parchmont the moment he saw it, and but for the
 support of his captors he would have fallen to
He'knew that his race was run, and
- without, uitering » syllable he gave himself up
" to hopeless despondeney. That giant power——
“Awsrrion—ne longer held him up—his heart

" no longer felt the spur of his daring hepes ; and
while the forms of those around began to grow
dim and indistinet in his fluttering vision, be

sank back upon a seat.
“ (), may God and 8t. Mark defend ws !’

ejactlated the doge, as he read the plan of that
< But ’—and he trembled a3
e uttered it—** this fearful, terrible dravo—

murderous plot.
this Marco Martelino—is still at liberty !

his dreadful vengeanee 2

As the doge ceased speaking Niceoli strode

Can-
not Venice be deliverod from further deeds of
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forward, and while: an agitatibn, nover before
known to affeet him, shook his frame, he gazed
in silence around upon the assembled multitude.
At length his eyes rested once more upon the
old doge, and in o calm, steady toue, be said :
My lord duke, the person of Marco Marto-
lino is m my power, elther to retain or to de-
liver up.’

*In thy power!’” exclaimed the doge.

“ Maveo Martelino I”” cried Alfonso,

“The bravo!” eame from all parts of the
hall, while ail scemed to Iook and tremble as
though they expected to see the fearful objeet of
their terror rise up from the very marble pave-
ment of the floor, .
“Yes,” returned the spyx, with a melancholy
and downcast expression. ““I ean deliver up
to your leeping and to your will, your much
dreaded enemy ; but ere I dv this there is one
other matter I would have settled.”

¢ Namne it,”” said the cxcited doge. =

“T'o you, your highness, belongs the supe-
rior privilege of introdweing matters of import-
ance to the great council. They are to-night all
present, and to your disposal 1 gwe thix
document.’’

As he spoke Le drew from hig hosnm a parch-
ment roll, and handed it to Dandolo. As the
doge read it ovor le turned first deadly pale;
then a deep flush overspread his features, and
raising his eyes to the face of the spy, be said :

;o This was written years agoe; bat by San
Marco, twas a fearfal, deadly plot.  And has
the lord Trivisano been so long a traitor 27

¢ You understand the purport of that instru-
ment, do you not ¥’ inquired the spy, without
moving a muscle.

« Cértainly,” replied the doge, with a shud-
der. “I soe that it is the minute plan of 2 re-
bellion, full #s bloody in its conception as was '
this from which thou hast but just now saved
us ; and T see, too, that Marino Triviquno wa
its projector.”

“ Then, here-is a paper, my good lord duke,”
continued the apy, as he handed another roll to .
the doge, ** which I have taken from the archives
of tho Ten. Will you have the goodness to.
read it "’

b
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Francesco Dundolo took the paper, which
hore upon its baek the elosed seal of the Ton,
and with eareful gaze he read it through, Ae
hie elosed, a strange light beamed from his eyes,
and starting to his foet, he exclaimed :

“ Now, by my faith, pood Niecoli, T seo all
that thou wonldst have me,” and then, while
his limbs trembled with the fearful agitation
that raged within, he turned to the wondering
nobles and eried :

“May God give ue pardon, my lords and
nobles, for the fuul wrang the state has done to
one of its noblest xons.  Within my hand I
hold two papers.  One of them is the true plan
of a plut for the entire overthrowing of the Ve-
netian poverminent, drawn up by the lord and
senator, Marino Trivisano, twelve years ago;
the other ix another plan of the same plot, and
drawn at the ramne time, and written by the
same land, and, like the instrument which 1
first received to-night, bearing the forged name
of an innoeent man.  Upon the authority of
this forged instrument, aided by the evidence of
the traiterous villain who wrote it, the good lord
Giovanni Murcello wus banished, while Mari-
wo Trivisano, the real eulprit, has yone freel
Speak, Trivisano, how stunds this mighty guilt
upon thy senl ?”

At the first mention of the paper which Le
had thought safe within the seerct recesses of
his cubinet, und which he had only kept for the
aid it might give him in vther operations, the
Torid Trivisano hid ruised himself from his fall-
en position, and had heard all that the doge had
said.  As the flashing eyes of the duke rested
full upon him, he streined his weakoning orbs
to their fullest capaeity, and without rising from
his seat he replied :

“Alas, my sun has set in utter darkness,
and all my hopes are gone,—Venice must still
contine to Lear the weight of her thousand
uscless officers, and [—T—shall never see a
crows D Yeg, my lord duke, Tdid plot, twelve
years agu, for the subversion of your tyrannieal
government, and {Hovanni Marcello was an in-
noeent victim of your ill-timed justice,”
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kept his seat, but he eould sit still nro longer,
and springing from his chair, he exclaimed, 2x:
ke advanced towards the doge

My lord duke, after what has heen brouglt,
to light here, may I not demand of the eouneil,.
through your highness, that the name and title:
of my father be restored to the senate 9—May I;
not demand, as the only son of -Giovanni Mar-
cello, that his estates he restored to ma 7’

It took the council but a few moments to ren-]
dor in a decision which was based upon such
‘palpable evidence, and ero long the doge arose’
in his place, and in a loud voice proclaimeil :

“ Benators and nobles of Venice, the state,

" ture of sceing him whom she so fondiy loved

; ngain with its darle beawns, and though she felt
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head npon her shoulder.  For the moment that
fair gitl lost her own priefs in the sudden rap-

roised to the feuition of his highest lopes ; but
& sense of melancholy soon pervaded her soul

{ happy for another, yetsho folt forlorn for herself.
© **Now,” said the doge, as the assembly was
once more in order, ““we must look to thee,
Niceoli, for the fulilment of your promise.”

« And you would have the bravo ¥

“¥Yes,"” returned the dogo, with a perceptible
tramor.

The spy stepped forward, and while a strange

throngh ignorance, hath done grievons wrong te
the Jord Giovanni Marcello, and his memory
hath been wrongfully helt in contempt ; but the
guilt must rest alone upon the sin-stained soul“
of him who hath so foully and basely deceived-
us ;- but it yet lays in our power to somewhat
repair the injury. The hanished nolle, alas, js.
no more—the weight of his conntry’s wrong has
hastened him to a distant, foreign grave !—but
his memory shall be honered—bis tie shall be
restored—bis name shall onee more tale its
place upon the patrician roll, and his estates
shall go to his son by Jegal entail.”  Then turn-

him, the old doge continucd :

turn the name you justly inherit. You are no
longer Lioni, but Alberto Marcello, a noble of ;
Venice, and an lieir to 1 seat in hoer supreme
couneil.”

have roturned an answer, but i he spoke at all, |

went up from those around, and an hundred .

newly found noble.
their greetings with happy tears of thankfulness, -

the erowd and sought the side of Isidora Vival-
di.

{intil the present moment Alberte Lioni had

¢ from his head, and where, but an instant before

“To you, young man, the great council re- |

:
i
i
i
4
:

The lips of the youth parted, and ho would
his words were drowned by the loud shout that ;

cager hands were stretehed forth to grasp the »
Alberte Mareello vefurned -

and at the first opportunity ho glided through -

He grasped her trembling Land within his ©
own, and then gazing for a moment into her §
tearful, but yet placid eountenance, he murmur- |
ed the sifnplﬁ name—** Isidore,”” and laid his g

trembling shook his stout form, und o light tear-

¢ drop glistened on either 1id, he swept that large
assembly with his keen gaze, thon turning to the
duke, he gaid ; ‘

“You will find Marco Martelino, but in him
you wilt lose your Niecoli forever 1"

As he spoke, the long robe of his offico fell
from his  shoulders—his powerful form bent
stightly forward till the back twrned to a gentle

" hump,—the light wavy hair was taken away

" lad dwelt the canning, guickly varying gaze

.- of the spy, now towered, in its majesty of eon-

ing to the young maum, who still steod before !

sclous power, the dark, bold and daring features
of the dreaded brave! - ( ‘
. For several’ minutes pot o person spoke in
that Jarge hall, bot every heart beat with a
fearful quickuess as they beheld this mystor
0us metamarphosis, and with tremlling awe they
gared upon that strange man as they would upon
an uncaged Hon,  Trivisano and his companions
ne longer wondered that -the plot had bieen dis-
covered, but they did. wonder that their captor
should thas eondemn himself to certain death.
Marteline waited 1] the first shock of astound-
Ing surprise had passed, and then, 2nclasping
his belt, and laying his heavy sword, together
with kis sharp dagger, upon the table of the
duke, ho said : T i
* Now look upon the man you have so long
fearedd.  Marco Martcelino stands before you,
and he waits your pleasure.”
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reality 2 murmured the old doge, as ho stroined
his eyes upon the towering form hoforo him.
¢ ¥s it possible that we have lost owr preserver
in the person of the bloody brave ?”’

« And is he not your preserver still T’ asked
Martelino, without changing a feature.

“ Alas! "tis too trme,” returned the doge,
““ and yet he i a murderer I’ ,

« My lords,” said Martelino, as he raised his
head and locked proudly around him, T have

[ this night saved Venice from almost sure des-

struction. In what have I offended that you
brand me with murder ?”’
¢ In what ? repeated the doge, wondering
at the strange assurance of the bravo. * Where,
tell me, are the lords Vivaldi and Blenai 2
# Where 7 repeated the brave in tum.
 Where should they be, at such a time ng this,
but in their seats ¥
Instinctively every cye was turned to the spot
where sat the state inquisitors.  Those two dark-
robed men had removed their eowls, and a loud
ery of astonishment went up as tho people be-
held, instead of those whom they had thought
mere substitutes, the well-known features of the
two missing nobles,
Tsidora Vivaldi rose to her feet and would
have started forward, but hex father came quickly
down, and while her heart leaped and ber every
nerve trembled with the delivinm of so sudden
joy, she laid her hoad upon lis bosom, and the -
thanksgividg which the tongue could not utter,
flowed forth in happy tears. .

From the two old nolies, who secmed thus
almost to have risen from their graves, the eyes
of the people turned to the bravo.  Tle saw the
inquiring gaze, and he knew that utter agtonish-
ment had deprived them of the power to ques-
tion, and sweeping the dark locks back from his
brow, he asked : .

 Have ye aughit against me now

A simultaneous “NO ™ lurst from all lips,
and at length the doge stepped down from hig ‘
throne, and grasping the hand which hut a mo-
ment before he had thought red with blood, he
said : '

Do my cyes deceive me, or is this a fearful

# Let me, in behalf of the people of the com-
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monwealth, grasp the hand of him who has this
night saved Venice.  And unow,” he continued,
““may we not know the deep secrot which les
hidden beneath your mysterious manner?  May
we not know why you sought revenge against
Venice 7

* My lord duke,” replied the bravo, in a
tone ko deep and weaning that all were sturtled
by its strange power, *¢ years ago Venice did
me & foul wrong, and in my soul I vowed that T
would be revenged.  With an untiring step and
a steady purpose huve I {ollowed up my deter-
mination, mxl to-night my revenge is conswn-
mated.  Venice cust ine forth from her couneils—-
ghe branded me as o traitor, and she took from
me my fair name,~—and now I have saved her
from destruction in the our when she knew not
her peril.”

“Revenge, dil you say?’ murmured the
old doge, while bis eyes filled with tears. < Al
yes, ‘twus a revenge—a noble, a godlike re-
venge.  But who are you *—there is yet some-
thing we do not know.”

“ Does o one puess the Bravo's Seersr P
asked (he strange man, 2s he drew bLis slightly
roundud shoulders up to their natueal form, and
turned his fla<hing eyes around.
guess it now !’

Ashe spoke he threw off the brown shirb
which he had worn, and bencath it Sashed the
rich velvet doublet of a Venetiun count and
senator.  ITe dil not ehange  muscly of his
features, bt there they woere, in all the Lold-
ness and cowmanding power of their former
cast, =lilt towering fn the majesty of nobility,
and still darkened Ly the flowing, s
that had marked the Lravo.

Alberte alone comprehended the truth. e
now could tramslute the mystic language of his
picture ; for with the simple word, ** Farngg,”’
upon his lips, he sprung forward and wag elasped
in the embrace of Grovaxst Manceiro.

#*

“Can you

able locks

& #* * * Lo

The senate chamber is once more still and
quiet, for all cars are listening for an oxpluana-
tion from the fips of the lord Mareello.
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bles of Venice, at what you Lave seen,” com-:
menced Marcello. “but in a few words [ cnn;
explain it all. When you lanished me from.
Venice, I knew that Marino Trivisano had giv:
en ¢vidence against me, but I knew not how
deeply he himself was guilty ; bat after I had]
obtained permission for my son to retwn to his
native city, under another name, and pursue his
studies, I received an anonymous communication:
informing me that one of the mest powerful no-
bles of Venice had forged the paper upon the

1 potion by means of inhalation, while he was in

N
£
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state inquisitors and the chief of the six superior
councillors, and I knew if the work was not
done 1 shorld fuil to get at the hottom of their
plans, so T agreed to do it. Vivaldi was t;he
first to bo vemoved ; and fearing to trust him
with my seerct tifl I had him within my power,
T administercd to him a most powerful sleeping

iiis bed, and as goon as he was completely pi'os-
trated by its power, 1 took him to the convent of
San Marie, where, as soon as he revived, he

evidenee of which 1 was condemned, and that
the true plot was even then in existence, in the
possession of him who had written the false one,

consented to remain.  Blonsl was the next—but
as I knew not the scercts of his palace, 1 used
stratagem to secare him.  When he was out of

My suspicions at once fell upon Trivisano, for 17 (he wuy I found thas the consternation was o
had heard that he was granted the use of my ] great that I had better not earry the gdecoption
patace, and I immediately determined to cnnl-:,i)' further, so in the character of the spy, I tontriv-
menee a thorough search into tho affir.  With ¢d to keep the other two close within the dueal
this intention I assumed an ensy, but still impen-; palace, which gave the brave sufficient reason
etrable disguise; then giving ont that T wasi for not killing them. Of course you will read-
dead, and taking the name of Niccoli, I came: ily conceive how casy it was for the dravoe to
back to Venice and went t0 work. My epers-’ elude pursuit, and also how easy it was for Nie-
tions xonn arvested the attention of the Ten, eoli to obtain his intelligenee. I found, also,
and by degrees T hecane the chief of your eivil © that Trivisano meditated evil against my son,
police, and in this capacity T began to get an* and once, you know, he eontrived to confine him
inkling of a desire on the pmt of one or twa 1 in the dark dungeons beneath his paluce ; so, to
nobles to upset the government.  Then it was - shield him from all further danger, T made pre-
that the iden-of a new disguise occwred to me ;| tence of suspicion against him, that | might keep
but the few years of exposure lad so darkened i him gately in prison; but before I did this I
my complexion, and the very idea of Mareellu :{5 tried him to see if there dwelt in his bosom a
was «0 distant, that when 1 assumed the charge- spark of rebellion—and even in the eharacter of
ter of ‘the Brave, I threw off all disgpise, with § the fearful bravo 1 could not ropress the warm
the cxception of a huneh in the shoulders, § tears of patérnal pride as I found him noble and
which served to give me a more forocions ex- § true,  Thus I followed up my plans, from step
pression.  In this eluractor 1T was not long in x to step, until I not only got a full knowledge of
gaining & notoriety, for though I did nothing # all matters connected with the plot which has

Lut threaten, still my threats were so dark and |
wysterious, and g0 bloody ard fevocious in their |
conception, that the name of Marco Marteling E
was soon somnded from one end of the city to
the other as o man who would not hesitate to :
cut the throat of the duke Limself, if ho eould &
be paid for the job. It was not long Lefore :
Marine Trivisano sought me out, and by degrees '
I worlied myself into his confidence, and was ot -
length made acquainted with the plan of 2 new |

 You wonder, my lord duke, and you, no-

conspiracy.  Iwas hired to murder the three &

this night been brought to light, but I also sifted
to the bottom the foul -conspiracy by which you
‘were once 8o basely deceived, and by which [
was so deeply wronged. 1 have suffered much
and long, but the happy consummation of my
highest hopes, and the donfidence once more of
my fellow-citizens, is a sufficient remuneration
for all ; and if you, my lord duke, and nobles
of Venice, have lost the services of Tur Sey
or trE TN, you will at least have the satisfue-

a7
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Forla moment after the lord Marcello took his

seat, which he did by the side of his son, all
was silent within that hall of state,——thoen came
forth a gentle murmur, like the premonitory

rumbling of an embryo carthquake, which grad-

ually swelled arid grew in power till it aroge to
hoaven, the enraptured bursting of a thousand

human hearts, all overflowing with thankfulness

and joy.

* »

* *. * *

Within the palazzo of Francis Vivaldi stood
some of the most important personagés of our
story. There was the lord Marcello and his
son ; Vivaldi and his daughter; Blenzi aud Al-
fonso ; Francesco Dandolo, doge of Veniee, and
several of the Capi.  As we look in wpon them
now, all is hushed—and as the light from an
hundred sparkling lamps. sends its rays across
their featuves, a look of expoctation is plainly
boaming there. The lord Giovanui Marcello
embraces his son and then lends bim forth.
Francis Vivaldi takes the fair Isidora by the
hand, and imprinting a warm kiss upon her
brow, he suys : ‘ o
¢ My dear child, in what I s about to do 1

feel a happiness and pride that sends the warm

blood of other days once more bounding through «
my veins ; but though I give thee to another, 1

cannot give up one grain of that love which,

springing from the pure Jeart of my daughter,

must ever be the zource of my highest earthly

joy-” ‘

As he spoke ho

placed her hand in that of
Alberte Marcello, and ere another word was
spoken, & holy father of St. Mark stepped for-
ward and performed that sacred cercmony which
united, as one forover, thoso two hearts that
even from prattling - childhood had beor inter-

woven by the sitken cords of the soul’s pur
affection. . _
“ Ak,” said ofd Marecllo, as he wiped g tear
from his dark cheek, and took the hands of the
happy young couple in his own, * though Ged
may at times send upon us clouds so black and
impenetrable that the soul sinks benouth them,
yet the eye of a Christian fuith may overlock
them all, and see, within the care of him who
doeth all things well, 2 bright and heppy day
which hath no night, and wuoss Jozs AND

est

tion of knowing that you sre in possession of

' what was once alone Tus Bravo’s Secker.”

PEACE SHALL NEVEL BAVE AN LND.”
- THE END.
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At A St e Sl

Bome  yoars ago, there lived, dragged and
toiled, in one of our © Middle States,” or South-
ern cities, nn old lady, named Landon, the widow
of alost sea captain ; and as a dernier resort,
occurring in many suels cases, with a family of
children 10 provide {or,-—the father and husband
cut off frone Hife and usefulness, leaving his fiam-
ily but u stone’s cast from idigence,—~the moth-
er, to keep grim poverty from famishing her
hearth and desolating her home, tack in gentle-
men’s waching,  Hereldest child, o boy of some
twelve yeurs old, was in the habit of visiting the
largest hotels in the city, where he received the
finer picces of the gentlemen’s apparel, and car-
ried them to his mother. They were done up,
and returned Ly the lad again.

It wux in mid-winter, eold and dreary season
for the poor—travel was slack, and few and far
between were the poor widow’s receipts from
her drudgery.

“ To-morrow,” said the widow, as she sat
musing by her small fire, ** to-morrow iz Satur-
day ; I have not a stick of wood, pound of meal,

Jmatter 1"’

nor doflor in the werld, to provide food «r
warmth for my children over Sunday.”’

“ But, mother,”” rosponded her ‘main prop.”

George, the eldest boy, * that gentleman why:

gave me the half dellar for geing to the banl:
for him, last weck,~-you know him we washef®

for at the United States Hotel,——said he was £
be here again to morrow.
clothes, so T will go, mother, to-morrow ; mayhe
he will have another errand for me, or some

. . i
money-—he’s got co much meney in his trunk P

“ 8o, indeed, you said, good child; it’s well
you thonght of it,”” said the poor woman.

Next day the Iad called at the hotel, and sure
enough, the strange gentleman had arrived again.
He appeared somewhat bothered, Tut guickly
gathering up some of his soiled elothes, gave
them to the lad, and lade him tell bis mother
te wasn and return them that evening by all
means,

«Alas! that I cannct do,” said the widow,
a8 her son delivered the message. ¢ My dear
child, I have neither fire to dry them, nor moncy
to procure the necessary fuel.”

|fell a little mass of almost pulpy paper.

1 was to eall for hiv

‘twere very wet—nearly ¢ used up,”’

¢ Shall I take the clothes back again, mother,
and tell tho gentloman you can't dry them in
'time for him 1" :
“ No, son. I must wash and dry them-—--we

starve—L must wash and dry these elothes,”

qust have money. today, or we'll freeze and

Baaid the disconsolate widow, as she immediately

went about the performahee, while her son start-
ed to a neighhboring eoopering establishwent, to
get a basket of chips and shavings to make fire
sufficient to dry and iron the clothes.
The clothes were duly tumbled into'a great
tub of water, and the poor woman began her
manipulations.  After a time, in haudling a
vest, the widow felt a knot of something in the
Lireast pocket. She turned the pocket, and out
Bhe
carefully unrolled the saturated bunch—she
started—stared ; the color from her wan cheeks
went and exme ! Tler two little children, ob-
serving the wild looks and strange actions’ of
the mother; ran to her, sereaming :
 Pear—dear mother! Mother, what's the
¢« Hush-eh 17 said she ; ““run, dear ehildren
~=Joek the door—lock the door! no, no, never
nmd: I a—T a—foel—dizzy |’
" The alavmed children clung whout, the moth-
s inees in gioat « afftight, but thé widow, re-
uining her composure, told them te sit down
d play with their little toys, and not mind
ane, The eause of this sudden emotion was the
“mrolling of five ive hundred dollar bills, Théy
in fact—
oat still sigoificant of vast, astounding impert to
tho poor and friendless woman. She was amaz
od-—honer and poverty weré struggling in her
breast. Her poverty eried out, * You are made
up—rich—wash no more—fly I"  But then the
poor woman’s honor, more powerful than the
tempting woeelth in her hands—trivmphed !
She lnid the, wot notes in a book, and again set
about her washing.
About this time, quite a different seene was
heing enacted at the hotel. The gentleman so
anxious that his clothes should be retirned that
evening, was no other than o famous counter-
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feiter and forger; and ib happened, that the

day previous, in a neighboring city, he had eom-

mitted a forgery, drawn somo four_.or five thou-

sand dollars, had the greater part of the notes

exchanged——and, with the cxception of the five

large bills, hurriedly thrust into the vost pocket,

and which he had sent to the poor lwndress,

thore was little available evidence of the forgery

in his possession. The widow’s son had searcely

left the traveller’s room with the elothes, when

in came fwo policemen. The forger was not
arrested as a principal, but ccrtain barely sug-
pieious efreumstances had led to-an investigation -
of him and his effects.

““Youn are our prisoner, siv "’ sajd one of the
policemen, a3 a sorvant/ ppened the door to let
them in. J

“Me! What for?” was the qmulc response
of the forger.

“That you will learn in due season ; at pres-
ent we wish to examine yourperson and effocts.”

The forger started—his heart beat with the
rapidity of galvanie pulsation-=the -evidence of
part of his villany was, as he sapposed, among
hig effects. Tt wag a moment of terror to him,.
but it passed like a flagh, and in a gay and care-
losg tone, he quickly replied :

(3, vory well, gentlomen—go ahiead. There
are my keys and bagorpe—search, and look
around. T have wo idea what your are after——
probably you'll find.”” In alow tone, he contin-
ued, to himself, * By heavens, how lucky ! that
boy has saved me !”

A considerable ameunt of money was found
wpon the forger, but none that could Lo identi-
fied, and after 2 long and wearisoine private ox-
amination at the police court, he was discharged.
He returned to the hotel, and shortly afterwards
the lad made his appearance with the eclothes,
presentmw him wwh & small roll of damp paper,
saying

Here, sir, is something mother found in one
of your pockets She thinks it may be valuable:
to you, sir, and ghe is sorry it was wet.”?

The forger started, ag though the Iittle roll of
wet money had been & serpent the lad was hold-
ing towards him.
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* No, no, my little man, return it to your
mother ; tell ber to dry it carefully, and that I
will call and see her to-night, when she can re-
turn the little parcel.”

George steod, his cap in one hand, and the
other mpon the dvor-knob; the man was much
agitated, and perceiving the Iad lingered, he
thrust his hand into a carpet-bag, and hauling
forth an nld-fashioned wallet, he opened i, and
taking thence a coin, put it in the hands of the
lad and regaested him to ran home to his mother
and deliver the message immcdiately.  The lad
did as he was ordered; and the peor washer-
woran the while, sat in her hunlle and 1H-pro-
vided home, paticntly awaiting the return of her
boy, and fearing the auger of the gentleman at
the hotel, when lie should Bnd his bank notes
nearly, if not quite destroyed, would prohably
=0 indispose ki towards the child, that he would
roturn empty-handed.  DBut no; as the yuick
tread of the blithesome lad smote upon the

widow’s ear, she rushed to the &oor to receive
him. :

*¢ Doar son, was the gentleman very angry ¥ § ;

“ Angry, dear mother? No! he was fur |
from angry. 1o gaid you must dry these pa- §
pers, and he would eall to-night for them. -'.r
here, dear mother, ke gave mo a large piece of ¥)
beautiful yellow moncy !” - And the dutiful §
boy placed a golden doubloan in the trembling 3§
hand of the Overjdynd mother,  They were saved g
—the golden coin soon made the widow’s dom- § ‘
icil cheetful and happy.

It is almost needless to say, the five notes were
not called for. They laid.in the widow’s bw
rean drawer two entire years, when-a friend to
the poor woman negatiated for their exchange
into a dwelling-house and small store. And te
this littlo incident does a certain elderly lady and §
her family owe their present prosperous and per--§
feetly honorable position in the respectablo so-
ciety of the cily of P

THE END.




