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NORMAN LES,LIE. 

CHAPTER I .. 

In which, wMI .,em,d fini6hed appefJr. to Mile tmly 
• commenced. 

"How shall we hope for mercy, rendering none!" 
SHYLOCE. 

" HUSH I" cried the nurse, " be sleeps." 
"How has he passed the lut four hour s1" whis­

pered the doctor. 
" Quiet as an infant. His pain has left him. He 

fell into a doze after taking ~he medicine, and has 
stirred neither hand nor foot since." . 

They stepped cautiously towards, the bed, and 
gazed upon the features of the po<:»r,unconscious 
old man, with that silent and steady examination 
with which the living contemplate the dying or the 
dead,-awed-horror-struck--plunged in mystic 
fear and wonder at the vut changes in the Beshly 
temple, and those far more vast and sablime which 
have stricken the .interior, breaking its lighted altar, 
and leaving aisles dark and abandoned • 

.. He's dreadfully fallen away, doctor. His actions 
lately have been very strange; but he appeared 
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more settled and sensible before his slumber. Do 
you think there is any hope 1" 

The doctor compressed his lips, and shook his 
head. 

" None, nurse, none; the good old man cannot' 
last the day." 

" He has lived a pure life," said the nurse. "He 
has been a charitable and a religious man, and a 
kind friend to me." Alice wiped her eyes with the 
corner of her apron. "I shall never get such 
another." 

The physician gave some trivial instructions. 
"Can you not stay, doctor, and see the end 1" 

asked Alice. 
"No, good Alice, my presence can avail him 

nothing; but there are others less hopeless whom 
I am bound to see. This poor old man's heart is 
broken beyond the reach of medicine." 

" Hush I" said the nurse, as a murmured name 
broke from the lips of the dying father. 

" Rosalie-Rosalie! My child-my child! Saye 
her-do not kill-Leslie-Leslie!" Drops of ag­
ony stood on the dreamer's forehead. ' 

" Wake him," said the doctor; "this agitation 
wiD destroy him." " 

With a gentle hand on his skeleton fingers, the 
honest nurse dispelled the horrid vision. 

" Ah! where am I 1" said he, with a feeble and 
repining wice, opening his glassy eyes-which now, ' 
from the sunken proportions of his ashy face, ap­
peared strangely large-and rolling them fearfully 
round, with a vacant stare upon his companions. 

"It is I, Mr. Romain-Alice, and the good Doc­
tor Melbourne," said the nurse, carefully wiping his 
damp forehead with a handkerchief. 

"Oh, true-I was dreaming of my poor daughter." 
" My good friend," said the doctor, " how are you 

this morning 1" " 

.-
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" Oh-better-tbank you-much beUer," he Aid, 
drawing his short breatb quickly with nearly every 
word; co I shall be well BOOn." . 

He smiled. What is there 80 gbastJy as tbe smile 
of a dying man unconscious of his situation? 

"Alice," he said, peevishly, "what is the ret.fIOD 
Rosalie stays-so that-" 

. His faint breath was exhausted i his heavy eyes 
closed again; and he sank once more into a doze. 

" Yes," said the nurse, t'there it is; the murder of 
poor, dear Miss Rosalie has broken the old man's 
henrt." . 

" But you sbould not say murder, nurse," said the 
doctor; "it is decided, after an adequate examina­
tion, tbat Miss ~main was not murdered, at least 
by that unfortunate N1)rman I.eslie." 

"Not murdertd /" echoed the nurse, in a vehe­
ment and sudden whisper. She took the doctor by 
the lappel of his coat, and led him from tbe bed to· 
wards an embrasure oftlie window. " Doctor Mel­
bourne, that wretch, that monster Leslie is her 
murderer, 8S sure as the sun is in . heaven I-aIl the 
world knows it." -

" Nay, nune-nay, this is not nght," saiu the d08-
tor,gravely. '~I am sorry to find the people so 
generallywithholding their sanction from the delib- / 
erate verdict of a jury. The sufferings of poor 
Leslie touch my heart." 

" Blood fo~ blood !" said the nurse, her generally 
mild features animated with indignation and mer­
ciless reve~e. 

" But, -Mistress Alice, 'c judge not, le8t ye be 
judged !'" . -

" Whatever be the truth," said the old woman, 
solemnly-co and God knows it, and will judge the 
wicked-Mr. Rpmain has lived. and will die, with 
the belief that Norman Leslie killed his daughter, 
to hide from him and the world the base and cruel 
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arts he had used against her, and to her destruction. 
I have never spoken to anyone but yourself, doctor, 
who was not of this same opinion." 

" Sorry to hear it-sorry to hear it, Alice. A good 
citizen should not only obey, but respect, the laws. 
In no country are they better and more wisely and 
impartially administered, than in our own. It is 
cruel and wicked to persecute this unhappy man, 
regularly and fully acquitted by a court of justice. 
He is already half-destroyed with this affair. I fear 
it will weigh him down yet, and drive him to some 
desperate extremity." 

" I hope it may-all the world hopes it may," cried 
Alice. "Look at that poor, poor old man, his gray 
hairs brought down in sorrow to the grave. Father 
and daughter-both fallen beneath his hand. He 
who did this has money-wealth can work won­
ders: he has got himself acquitted-in what way 
they best know who acquitted him; but the bloody 
murderer walks the streets, free and independent, 
seeking whom else he may devour-the horror of 
every one that sees him. If I were a man, I would 
strike him down in the street. Let him look to 
himself-time will show. He should be, and will 
be, hunted down like a wild beast. Were I to meet 
him, old woman as I am, I dQ believe I should tear 
his eyes out with my own hands. God forgive me 
for such feelings, and by the bed of death, too !" 
And the highly excited old woman wiped her eyes, 
which were full of tears. 

" Mistress Alice, Mistress Alice," said the doctor, 
"while you exclaim against one crime, take care 
you be not guilty of another yourself: the terri­
ble odium poured upon the head of that wretched 
and persecuted man must sooner or later ofer­
whelm him; he will die, and his blood will be upon 
the heads of his oppressors." 

" Never a bit," replied Alice; "the devil will take 
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care of his own. Oh, doctQr, that this blood-stained 
assassin should. walk the streets is a crying shame and 
disgrace to the country! I repeat-let him look 
to himself: I have heard hard things said of him ; 
there are eyes on him he little suspects. I do think 
the news of his sacrifice would sweeten the last mo­
ments of that dying old man." 

" Monstrous! Alice, monstrous ! you speak al­
most blasphemy. I have heard much talk of this 
kind lately. If you have friends capable of injwing 
Leslie, as your words imply, warn them, Ah~, of 
their wickedness and danger. The law would take 
terrible vengeance upon them, should it come before 
the court." 

.. Oh yes, forsooth," said Alice; "upon the potn" 
it would doubtless fall; but the rich can escape, no 
matter what they have done. Doctor, doctor, I 
tell you-mark my words-safe as he thinks himself, 
that Norman Leslie is on the brink of a precipice, and 
no one will pity him-the villain, the monster '" 

Words were wasted upon the enraged old wo­
man, and the doctor left her without reply. 



8 NORMAK LESLIE. 

CHAPTER II. 

" Thil fellow'. of exceeding honesty, 
And know. all qualities, with a 1eaml'Cl spirit, 
Of human dealings. "-Othello. 

AN eminent physician beholds human nature 'in a 
gloomy light; and he who had just left the bed of 
Mr. Romain was one of the most skilful and highly 
esteemed. His noble and gentlemanly appearance ; 
his bland and soothing manner; his sterlin~ sense ; 
his profound knowledge upon general subjects, as 
well as on his own dignified profession; his ever 
cheerful spirits, and excellent heart, rendered him a 
delightful companion even when a necessary one. 
Happily married to a woman who brought him a 
large fortune, independent of hill own ample in­
come, a family of sons and daughters were grow- . 
ing up in usefulness and happiness about him; and 
his broad forehead was just sufficiently touched with 
silver to make him the more appropriate adviser 
for those of the fair ·sex whose fastidiousness, or 
whose delicacy, might less frankly receive the as­
siduity and advice of younger men. How many 
essentials are there, besides professional skill, to the 
complete character of a great physician I His very 
manners and appearan~e had in -them something 
soothing; something that hushed alarm, quieted 
nervous apprehensions, restored hope and confi­
dence, alld made the morbid and the cowardly 
ashamed of their t.errors. Prompt to the call of 
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pain, he was ever punctually ready-toiling more for 
humanity than reward-dispelling, like a good spirit, 
torment and danger, and guarding from agony and 
death. As life is the essence and foundation of all 
other blessings, so he who preserves it exercises a 
most elevated and noble office; and if his duties 
bring him often into the midst of wo and mourning 
-if he is daily compelled to behold the soul and 
'body separated (for the time must come to all when 
no earthly aid can save)-what a cheering and sup­
porting offset does he possess in the reflection that 
many walk tbe blessed earth, behold the sky and 
sweet nature, and bless friends, and relations with 
their presence, whom his hand had rescued from 
the yawning grave: Oh, what joy! what divine 
power! . to come the saviour of a terrified and 
weeping circle; to raise up the half-lost form of 
some sweet child, or lovely girl ; to give back to life 
a father, a wife, a son; to say unto the dying, who 
are already mourned as dead, "Arise, and walk." 

Doctor Melbourne had known Leslie, and admired 
him sincerely. With the rest. of the w?rld, he ha~ 
been sometimes staggered by the weight of eVI­
dencebrOught against him, not only at the trial, but 
subsequently through the medium of the public I 

journals. A good citiZ'en, however, as well as a 
benevolent man, he willingly waived his own opin­
ion in favour of the verdict,and resolved to believe 
and to advocate the innocence of the unfortunate 
victim of general persecution. 

We must remark h~re .. that in no quarter of the 
globe are the laws more purely and properly ad­
ministered than in the United States. The decis­
ions ·are probably as equitable as it is in the nature 
of human laws to be. In no country, too, are they 
regarded with more universal reverence and con­
fiding submission. If injustice occurs, it appears in 
those fantastic combinations of accidental circum-
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stanees-exceptions in the usual onIer of society- . 
which the broad and immutable course of a general 
law cannot be turned aside to correct; but the law 

, itself is acknowledged to be, as far as mortal institu­
tions may be, broadly and beneficially adapted­
without being warped by barbarous ages, or dis­
torted into uncouth shapes to suit present indi­
vidual interests-wisely . and impartially to the 
whole body of the people. No currents Bow to 
favour particular persons or classes. The mass of 
the people, however, in all, ages, and under every 
form of government, contain materials, or classes, 

. liable to be inBamed by accidental causes; and the 
majesty of mankind, or rather their strength and 
power, exhibits itself at times independent oflaw­
examining how far the bonds they have consented 
to wear continue to be adapted to the public good. 
These outbreaks and excitements are inherent to 
the state of all earthly things. The healthiest indi- . 
vidl,l!ll has his moments of depression-of illness and 
pain; the gentlest, the most disciplined, are some­
times agitated with passion or affected with Dnguish ; 
climes of heavenly purity are awakened by the 
thunder, the volcano, and the earthquake i-and no 
government will ever be invented to exclud~ from 
the ever-Boating and heaving world of human feel­
ing those turbulent ebbs' and Bows, ihose fiery out­
bursts, which, amid the universal beauty and order, 
carry wreck and terror through the realms of nature 
herself. 

Doctor Melbourne drove from tbe dwelling of 
Mr. Romain to anotber s:nd yet more elegant man­
sion. Had his visit not been a suffiCient sign, there 
were other indications which betrayed. even to the 
careless observer, the presence of sickness in the 
house of Mr. Temple-once so adorned with gayety 
and beauty, and so bright with the midnight revel. 
The pocker was muffled-the bell was tied-the 
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Window-shutters closed-aDd the pavement before 
the door thickly bedded with the soft bark of the 
tanner. over which the wheels of every paasing car­
riage roDed inaudibly. 

The doctor found the family abandoned to dark 
forebodings-perhaps more painful than excited an­
guish .. The illDess and apparently approaching death 
of Flora were afearful land a fnghtful lel80n to re­
mind them that they belonged to earth. and were 
linked, in the midst of their blessings-with the low­
est and vilest-to wretchedness and danger. Bitter 
was the pang of each pa88ing hour that stole the hue 
&om the cheek, and tbe graceful roundness from the 
fonn, of that lovely, lovely girl-that softened and 
etherealized her gay sweet spirit with the prospect 
of the grave. Vainly had all human means been 
exhausted. Day by day, week by week. sbe grew 
paler and paler, thinner and thinner-more feeble, 
bel.,less. and hopeless. They who loved her most 
DO longer questioned whether she could recover. 
but how long she could remain on earth. Mr. 
Temple started from his careless pursuit of pleasure, 
and concentrated all the energies and anxieties 
of his soul upon this single theme. Mrs. Temple's 
majestic form bent beneath the aftIiction and assi­
duity that preyed upon her day and night, and her 
eyes ever bore traces'of bitter tears. The servants 
wept-the groom wiped his eyes as he curried his 
horses---every messenger .hom business, or chance, 
or friendship brought to the house of sorrow trod 
with apprehension and awe as he approached the 
door; and the whispered inquiry, given with half­
held breath qd beating heart, was ever tbe prelude 
to, "Oh, fading, fading fast away I Oh, worse-
much, much worse r' ~ 

Poor Flora I-every one remembered the bright 
and bloomiag gir1. Whose cheek soradiant 1 whose 
eye so full of joy and kindness 1 Her voice and step 
filled the house with cheerfulness. Her presence 
shed a light and a peace even upon the poor and 
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the unhappy. There was not a beggar, a decrepit 
old' woman in the neighbourhood, whose ear had not 
learned to hear that sweet voice-whose heart had 
not beat with quicker pleasure at the approach of 
that light step. Old John, the wood-sawyer-a 
rough and ragged wretch, whose heart had stood 
the storms of seventy years-came, every morning 
to the door, asked after his young mistress, and 
turned away with the great tears rolling down bis 
cbeeks like ~ain. Poor, poor Flora! Every heart 
trembled for her. 

Some there were, however--envious, perhaps, of 
the prosperity of the Temples, or offended I1t their 
display-who did not hesitate, with tbat exquisite 
cruelty and malice-a very snare of Satan-which 
people of the most ostentatious piety sometimes fall 
into (so 'blirid, so weak is the numan heart), to de­
clare aloud, and with cold indifference, not totally 
free from a tincture of gratification, tbat "the ca­
lamityof their daughter was ajudgment upon the 
Temples· froD) a revengeful Heaven, for having 
wasted their wealth in idle' pleasure." 

Amid all this dismal sorrow Flora was calm and 
unsubdued. Her patient and unresisting gentle­
ness and sweetness yielded without repining, as a 
lamb on the altar. Her voice, tbough famt and low, 
was sweeter in its tremulous tones; her manner had 
gained a new, an indescribable grace and softness; 
and over her countenance had stolen a beauty so 
touching, so exquisite, so unearthly, that even those 
beholders who did not weep stood to wonder. 
She spent hours of the day in a large easy-chair, 
clothed in a robe of vestal white-her fragile and 
beautiful (orm supported.., by pillows and cushions. 
Sometimes she was assisted in a laborious walk 
across the room, and sometimes moved near the 
window, and breathed the air which the now rich 

,autumn blew gently in loaded with incense~ Her 
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continued cheerfulness, her uoeompJaining and aD­
gelic nature, her gentle tenderness to all about her. 
every eloquent look, every accidental word, bound 
her' as with a spell to all hearts. and was treasured 
carefully in all memories to be dwelt on and repeated 
when the eyes that shed, the lips that breathed them, 
1!Rould exist but in the minds of the survivors. In 
her gayest and brightest moments, never had she 
wielded such a power over the affections. 

It is impossible at any time to look on a thing 80 

fair, except with extreme interest: but when sick .. 
ness descends upon her; when pain racks her young 
limbs, even as it does that of, a common brute; 
when we see the cords of life and happiness gradu­
aUyrelaxed and falling to pieces; when we gaze on 
her' patient, sweet face, as something doomed to 
pass away prematUl:ely'with ordinary vulgar things, 
to fall and fade, like the leaves and the flowers: 
oh, in the bosom that loves, the impressions of sad­
ness and agohy are indeed almost unendurable. 

Mr. and ~rs. Temple received DOctor Melbourne 
with speechless woo 

"How is she to-day~ my dearest friends 1" in-
quired he. ' ' 

Tears were his answer, till Mrs. Temple, sobbing, 
replied-

"Weaker, wealter, doctor; and dearer as 'she 
passes away." 

" Oh, doctor," cried Mr. Temple, "FJora is iiI. 
ready an angel., Day by day she has less of earth 
and more of heaven ; soon we shall be utterly alone. 
I cannot beaJ'it-l cannot bear it ! Ob, Melbourne. 
save my daughter I". .', 

"Be calm, my good fnends: 1 do not attempt to 
console yoo-I cannot; only be patient under the 
win of the Almighty: 'my hea~t bleeds for you. I 
can only sympathize with you. ' May God avert thie 
eelamity from your house." - ' 

VOL. D.-B 
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He took Mr .. Temple's hand, who, in return, 
grasped his with convulsive energy; and turning 
away his face, the' hardness of his breath, the heav- . 
jng of his bosom, announced the dire pangs with 
which, alone, this deeply-rooted affection could .be 
wrenched from his h~art. 

"Come," said the doctor,Jrindly and cheerfuHy, 
after a mo~ent of silence, ," let us see the dear 
girl." , 

The mother, with noiseless step, and wiping her 
eyes, carefully disentangled the hand of the doctor 
from that ofh~r afHicted husband, and led him gently . 
to the chamber of Flora. 

It was a bewildering morning; the sunshine 
gleamed delightfully in through thecrimsoncurtain~, 
the flowers were all blooming in the garden, and the 
birds sang merrily beneath the windows. Flora. 
was seated in her large chair, with aJittle stand be-' 
fore her, on which lay a book.' 

.. My daughter," saId Mrs. Temple, " here is Doc-
tor Melbourne." . 

"Ah, dear mother-doctor't-~she held out her 
faded hand, and with asmile-" what a trouble I am 
to you I" , . . ' , 

"Come," said the doctor, with a cheerful en­
couraging air; "we must talk awhile with the 
naughty sick girr: how does she do to-day 1" \ 

" Naughty, doctor, as you say; I have forgotte!l 
your injunctions, and indulged myselHor a few mo­
ments with Feading. I think I feel stronger to-day." 

" We shall sehd you off somewhere in the coun­
try," said the 4octor; "yoll are too confined here in 
this close noisy to,!n; and the air. is changeable: 
we must take ber into a kinder climate, into a more 
cheerful land; . Come, Miss.Flora, what do you say 
to a soft, delicious clime all.the year round; where 
oranges and lemons bloom through the whole winter, 
and where snow never approachell nearer the green 
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and flowery vale than the peaked tops of silver that 
shine from the clouds; where the mild sunshine 
never ceases to warm, and the bright verdure never 
passes away 1 What say you to a land of such 
beauty and enchantment 1 What say you to 
Italy?" , 

.. Oh, doctor," said Flora, with a languid smile, " I 
think all my youthful feeliQgs are dead in my bosom; 
a few months ago, such 8 thought would have kept 
me wakeful for joy; but now"..,.....a half-'lludible sigh 
eseaped' her lips • 

.. W;hy, my child 1" asked the doctor. 
Co And why, my beloved Flora 1" said Mrs. Tem­

ple, kneeling down affectionately, taking her hand 
and pressing it to her nps, while the doctor held the 
other, and evell and anon felt tbe pulse. 

The pal~ and feeble girl sighed" but returned no 
answer. . 

.. You are doing very well this morning," said the 
doctor. "I have seen a poor man who would like 
to own a pulse so strong and regular as this-the 
father of that unfortunate Rosalie Romain-Ha I" he 
exclaimed suddenly, and in a changed tone. 

" What is the matter 1" said Mrs. Temple. 
" I was surprised," replied the dOCtor, .. at the sud­

den leaping of the pulse-what! it is quieter now 
-so-so. I have been reprimanding Romain's old 
nurse for her bitter denunciations of that unhappy 
being, poor Norman-Ha ! again I" cried the doctor. 

A transient colour passed across the face of Flora, 
and she lowered her eyes. . 

The doctor shook his' head. He was a man of 
the world, and knew where to read.the complaints 
that wore away the body of his fellow-creatures 
elsewhere than in books. He thought there was 
more in this than met the eye. ' 

I L.. I 
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CHAPTER 111. 

A DUcovery. 

Cl There, in thy scanty mantle clad, 
Thy snowy bosom sun-ward sproad, 
Thou lifts thy unassuming hesd 

. In humble guise; 
But now·the ./we upteara thy bed, 

. Awllow thou lies! 
.' Bt1alfl. 

As the doctor entered the adjoining room, Mrs. 
Temple followed, and he desired to speak with her 
and her husband again..' . 

" I am going to ask something," said he; "tiut I 
believe we are scarcely calm enough to-day." 

"Speak-oh ,speak I" said Mr. Temple; "if it . 
concern Flora, another day may be too late." 

"Well, then, heRF me without shrinking. It is my 
duty to tell you r' . . . 

The mother motioned her hand for him not to 
proceed. and hid her face. . 

"Nay, I am not in despair about your daughter's 
recovery, but it is my duty to tell you that she is in 
a most perilous crisis. Her disorder increases. It 
has baftled my skill; but I am induced to believe, 
from something which has taken place this morning, 
that we have not fully understood her disease. 
You ascribe it to cold and agitation at the trial of 
Leslie." , 

c.' Yes; that monster will have her life to answer 
for as well as poor Rosalie's. She was obliged to 
attend as a witness, and there took this fatal dis­
order." 
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" You know, Mrs. Temple," said the doctor, "that 
I have at times thought Flora troubled with some 
secret grief." , 

" Oh, doctor," replied Mrs. Temple, " what grief, 
secret or known, could Flora Temple have ever 
suffered 1 She was never from our sight I She 
never had a wish ungratified." , 

" In these cases, sometimes," added the doctor, 
" the affections prey upon the heart." 

" Affections'! it is utterly impossible. She has 
been ever sought by all." 

" And all have been refused 1" inquired the doc-
tor. ' 

" Always, alway&!" was the reply • 
.. Many offers rejected T" 

. ,j Many; veryniany," said Mr., Temple;' .. the 
richest-the noblest,!" " 

" I think Flora Temple WQuid scarcely lotte in 
vain 1" added the proud mother, haughty even in 
her grief, and with a sarcastic tone; "that tale would 
meet with Ultle credit.'" ' 

"Has she',been accustomed to see no one who 
might awaken an interest in her 1" 

" None, none! I know her heart. It is pure, and 
free I;lS ice from such a feeling. I have myself 
often uxmdered at it. , She not 'only never loves, 
but, br, her actions and 'words, never admits the 
p088i~lli:ty of her loving; and"y~t her nature is aU 
affection." " 

" And it was at 'Leslie's trial she took this illness 1" 
" That fatal trial," said the father. 
"And since that period, she has decline~ to her 

present state 1" pursued the doctor. ~' Do not be 
ofi'endedor surprised at any questions I may ask." 

"You alarm me," said Mrs. Temple. , 
"Was your daughter acquainted with Norman 

Lesne previous to this trial?" 
. "N'A. no I" answered the mother, witb an espres-

, B 2 , 
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sian of anger; "she cannot be·.said to Bayebee~. 
acquainted." , 

" He visited us," said :Mr. Temple, " perhaps QRC& 

a month, and remained a half-hour at a time." 
(C Beaven for~id," ejaculated the motiler," that 

she should be insl:llted by the n~me of his acquaint~ 
ance." 

" Is it quite impossible that your daughter-" The 
doctor paused,' in some emb~ssmen!. . . 

U Doctor' Melbourne," said Mrs.' Temple, wIth 
severe gravity, and a'little elevating'her.bust,." yoo 
. do not mean, toiosult us in our misery 1" . 

" Let us once more enter her chamber,.madam," 
said the docfor: "watch her face as ~ speak from 
a distance; . and, as you value her health, her life, 
express no surprise." . . ' 

They re-entered. The momentary gayety of 
F1or.a was gone. She sat in her chair languid and 
pale, and scarcely spoke as the doctor once more 
*<>ok her,unresisting hand. . 

"My dear young lady," said he, "you must not 
despond; . you are really better to-day;- I do hope 
to make you well." '. . . 

She closed her eyes; and, with a heary sigh, shook 
her head. '.. .. '. 

" Here have b~en visiters to see you this morn. 
ing, yout mother tells me, and they have all gORe 
away with the hope of your'. re~overy. Coun' 
Clairmont called."· . 

"He is very jJood," said Flora quietly. 
" And Mr. Molton." . 
I.! Poor Morton !". said she, with a famt smile of 

half-remembered humour. 
" And Mr. Moreland," added the doctor, walkiilg 

carelessly to the window. , 
10 I never shall forget the -eloquence of Mr. More. 

land," replied Flora, with a l?ng.drawn sigh. 
t' And, as I entered," cantlOued the doctor, with 
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the same air of careless inattentioD-" there stood 
at the door and made ~any kind inquiries after you, 
our poor friend Norman Leslie.-Look," said the 
doctor to the mother, in 'a whisper only audible to 
her ear; "be convinced." He withheld her from 
springing 10 Flora. 

" There· has been Captain Forbes of the army, 
and a whole host of others," continued he, aloud, 
and calmly, as if. he had noticed nothing. ~They· 
all join in their warmest prayers for your recovery, 
and recommend you to fly this cold climate." 

" Has she ever h~rd lUly thing res~cting Leslie 10. 
inquired the, doctor, when they were again alone. 

"Nothing but casual conversation concerning 
his. guilt, his infa~y, and the general execration in 
which he is held." . 

" And has she never asked concerning him 1" 
"Never." 
" Not one question 1" 
" ~othing." " . 
"Nor desired to know aught of the man whom 

she avowed herself to believe innocent 1 never even 
mentioned the name at the bare sQund of which she / 
thus starts and trembles 1" . 

Th'e/moth~r clasped her hands in a new impulse 
of agitation.' , 

" Mrs. Temple," said the doctor, solemnly," your 
daughter loves. The lightest word of Norman Les- " 
lie is dearer to her young heart than all the world 
beside. 
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CHAPTER IV • 

.An u~ted Medicine. ' 

" Cana't thou not minister to a mind diaea,ed !" 
JtCacbtth.. 

EARLY the next morning Doctor Melbourne vis­
ited, as usual, the mansion of Mr. Romain. All 
was over. The old man had breathed his last. 
The news of his deceas,e, Was already abroad, and 
exercised a very unfavourable influence upon the 
general indignation against Leslie. 

In a few motoents he was once more at Mr. 
r.remple's. Since his last visit he had taken occa­
sion to inquire, and his suspicions of Flora's true 
malady were more than confirmed. It appeared 
now. beyond adoubt, even to Mrs. 'fempl~, that her 
daughter had entertained a secret attachment for 
Leslie; an attachment greatly enhanced by his lat«;l 
danger and present' situation. In the first place, , 
she knew, or at least thought she knew, him inno­
cent. The awful event which had involved his 
reputation and happiness; the struggle of her 
8Oul, necessarily concealed, even from a mother; , 
the shoek of his' arrest for murder-for the murder 
of one of .their familiar companions ; the exeite­
ment, the hope, the terror of the trial; the unexpected, 
overwhelming news of his acquittal; the odium, and 
fearful peril which yet hung over ,him-all fall with 
a blightlDg, and crushing power, upon a heart which 
had never before known sorrow.. Th~ cold and 
almost bitter sternness, too, with .which, at the trial, 
he whom in .secret she loved disclaimed the possi-
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bility of affection on the part of either, had gone to 
her heart like a poisoned arrow, and left a wound 
,rankling beyond the reach of medicine. 

It appeared that she had, attended the trial. not 
on compulsion, but, as Mr. Loring had stated, v0l­
untarily, having privately written, on the first day, 
the nature of the fact whicli she was able to testify. 
The letter had been accidentally mislaid before it 
reached the intended hand, which caused the late­
ness of the period' at which she was introduced. 
Howher sensitive and shrinking nature had endured 
that ordeal, made more fiery by tbe inconsiderate 
vehemence of the profession, the reader is already 
aware. At her urgent request she- had remained 
wi~h her father tilt the return of the verdict. Not 
a sound had she uttered to- betray the agony with . 

, which she watched the ebbs and flows of opinion­
with which she beheld that' haughty, that beloved 
form, enduring, with fierce and unnatural calmness, 
the cold inquiry-the quiet sneer-the rude gaze­
and the storm of denunciation from all the varioull 
throng of judge, jury, counsel, and spectator. On 
her return home commenced the' attack, whose 
frightful ravages had. at length' broUght her to tbe 

, great world's edge; , 
Under these circumstances. &he oourse to be 

adopted was, to her parents, a source of painful em-, 
barrassment. That Leslie was guilty, few, very 
few pretended to doubt. The dE)ctor ventured to 
express a belief in his innocence;, but he perceil:ed 
at once that it was in vain. Mrs. Temple, from 
some secret antipathy, had conceived a dislike to 
him, heightened, probablr, by his open contempt 
for her favourite qairmont. Sbe would -not ad.., 
mit ,the idea of hia innocence. 

"It is my duty," said tile doCtor, at Jast, '~tO' say 
what I think. ,', The' mind and the body are so wan· 
derfullf connected bf sqch subtle fi.bres-so intet .... 
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twined with each other in their millions and mil­
lions of recifrocal in1luences-that I frankly declare 
their mutua operations batHe the skill of surgery, 
and may alike disappoint every hope and every 
fear. They act upon rules independent of Our art. 
Your daughter suffers under no cold. Her disease 
is in the mind; we must minister to that-we must 
pluck from the memory the rooted sorrow. If Mrs. 
Temple willaHow me to confess'my thoughts-" 

.e Speak." , 
"I believe Norman Leslie an innocent and noble 

being. In faith I /mow it. Juries and judges, ed­
itors and the world at large. may be deceived by 
evidence; but he who looks narrowly into the human 
heart, when sickness is on it. when death is near, 
cannot be deceived. He is' iimocent, and your 
daughter loves him !" 

"Doctor Melbourne 110es not advise me to link 
my daughter with an assassin; rather would I see 
her in her .coffin." . 

" That she should m4T'1'1J Leslie;" said,_ the doctor, 
calmly, "can be proposed by no o~e. That, I know, 
circumstances do not permit; not th~ Boul-stricken 
youth himself would dare to dream of union with 
her. But all he is now about to leave this country 
for ever, should she know what I know, that he­
loves -her, and regards ber as an angel to be' wor­
shipped, and above bis reach; could she but once 
/mow, but once- see this, she would part from him 
with a healed and a peaceful mind. Her heart would 
be relieved of its present b~en.· If life must be 

. borne, she would bear it with resignation. If deat~ 
must be encountered, she would meet it with cheer-
fulness." ' . 

"There is reason in your words," said Mr. 
Temple. 

"And wormwood too," added the wife, with a 
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haughty frown, her high temper rising even through 
her grief . 

. " Emily," said Mr. Temple. 
She replied quickly,-

. "I knQW what you would say, but I will never 
consent. I wish I had burned the letter, as before 
this I intended. . I do .not believe, I never will be· 
lieve in his inno~ence. She shall never see tbat 
letter." . 

. " Emily," rejoined her husband, gravely, after a 
moment's pause, "she shall see the letter." 

.. Now my dear, dear husband, you C!lnnot, you 
will not." . . . 

"I can, and·} will," replied he, kind!y,. but 
firmly. . ', 

He rarely opposed her; when he did, she knew 
resistarr«:~ would'be utterly liseless, and bit her lip 
in silence.', . 

" Doctor' Melbourne," said Mr; Temple, l' I re­
pose in you the most implicit confidence. Your 
opinion in the innocence of this unfortunate young 
man coincides with my own. You must know 
he has written to my daughter, very honourably 
enclosing to me, with a hint to its co,ntents. It was ' 
his desire, he. said" as -in all probability he should 
never meet her again, to express his. gratitude for 
her voiuntary appearance at his trial, to·which he' 

. owed his life. He added, however, that the letter 
might contain sentiments warm beyond the limits 
of simple gratitude, .and he .trusted to my honour 
either to give i~ to Flora or to bum. it. unretztJ.. 
This conduct is that of an honest, and high-minded 
man. I sympathize with him sincerely. . Flora shall 
see the letter'immediately :soo isaJready doomed; 
it is our only h~. I will speak with her myself." 

• • I I II I 
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She had requested to be left alone, and now Jay 
on her pillow, lost in thought. Oh how had she 
suffered I It was not that the strength had left her 
once perfect limbs; that her joyous voice had lost 
an its tone of mirth; that pain had shot across her, 
and laid its unrelenting hand upon a bosom whose 
every feeling was pllre, compassionate, and tender; 
but thought had stung her with its fiery fang. 

Silence. was in the apartment, broken' by no sound 
but such as harmonized with it, and tendered it 
more eloquent and holy. It was an autumn after­
noon, the air wal! still, and bright with the hues and 
warmth of a mellow heaven. The window was 
open ; a bird sat pluming his feathers on a near 
branch, ever and anon 'pouring fort~ his warbles, as 
if his little heart overflowed wi,th a gushing fuln~ss 
of music and joy. A cluster of half.blown roses 
gathered around the window, lill bright and lovely, 
as once had been her own cherished dreams of life; 
her soft blue eyes, after wandering out over the 
painted sky, and upon the brjghtgreen of the gardeo, 
rested upon the yet unshaded flowers; and thought 
aeemed passing through her m.in~ with a darkening, 
deepening tide, ,at firs,t lapsing idly, soft, and tender, 
then darting with a more impatient aDd wilder 
impulse. At length she covered her face with her 
hands. and' the tears burst through ber whitened 
and delicate fingers. ~ . 

At this moment the door opened gently. It was 
her father. He came alone, and held in his hand a 
letter. She strove to brush away her tears, hastily, 
almost guiltily: she eould not; . the more she dashed 
them from her long,· drenched lashes, the faster, 
the heavier, they crowded forth. The softened 
father, by a kind of intuition, entered at once into 
her feelings j re.approacheq and leaned over her 
bed, his own eyes blinded with the heart's dearest 
waters.. Ten~~, almost convulsively, he folded 
her to his breasL .. - . 
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"My daughter." he said, "Mr. J..eslie-" 
Be paused again, and looked not on her face as 

he spoke. The kindness seemed understood; she 
felt-why, how, she knew not- but she felt that 
there was confidence between them, sacred confi­
dence, and unmingled, unbounded love. Yielding 
to the gush and whelming flow of her feelings, she 
placed her head on his bosom. and wept . 

.. My child, my child!" broke from his quivering 
lips. They wept together. 

In a few moments, after another embrace, and 
imprinting upon her forehead a fervid kiss, he with­
drew in silence. The letter lay beside her; she 
opened it tr:emhlingly. ~re.athlessly. Twice. thro~h 
the gathenng and bhndmg tearil, she· essayed m 
vain to find meaning in the characters that floated 
indistinctly,and all blended together, before her eye .. 
At length, raising herselffrom the pillow. and put­
ting back the long hair ,that feU unheededly around 
her neck and face, she ran her gaze rapidly over 
the lines. A flow of crimson suffused her cheek; 
her eyes softened;· her bosom heaved; she pressed l 

wildly the half-read page, again and again, to her / 
lips. 

Blissful moment! Death itself came now, ra­
diant with light. No! no, she had not loved in 
vain. 

VOL U.--c 
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CHAPTER V. 

A midnight Ratnble and it. comeqttencel. 

i, Behold, thou hast driven me out thii day frqm the face o( 
the earth; and from thy face shall I be hid; and I ,hall be. 
filgitive and a vagabond in the earth; and it shall come to pass 
that every ODe that findetll shall slay m~." 

TUI£ storm beat fierCely upon the black, silent. 
houses. Ev~ry window and door was closed 
against night and the tempest. Lightnings envel­
oped earth and sky. So intensely brilliant was the 
glare, that every object in the street, every shape 
of bouse and tree, tbe distinct outline of every cloud, 
were sharply, vividly' visible. Peal after pel!.l ()f 
thunder burst leaping through the' heavens. All 
nature seemed drencbed in an ocean of ram, and 
the wind roared in the air. 

A -single form, muffled in a heavy cloak, was the 
only Jiving thing desperate enough to encounter this 
discord of the elements. It was Norman Leslie. 
On the succeeding morning he was to embark for 
Europe, with little prospect of ever again beholding 
the country of his birth, of his love, and of his ruin. 
Rendered by his situation a subject of the most 
painful curiosity, he had rarely oflate ventured out 
by day. Indeed, from several circumstances that 
swelled the proof of his guilt, and perhaps from the 
active hatred and artifices of Clairmont, the public 
mind was yet more than ever bitterly disposed 
against him. The night had then been his time for 
exercise and lonely contemplation. Then he had 
forth issued like a solitary ghost, prowling around 
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the haunts of h~ ancient pleasures; sometimes in 
the enchanting moonlight. and sometimes in the 
tempest. his companiooless wanderings had been 
repeated often till ~e breaking day warned him to 
retire. . 

One only idea had relieved his mind during these 
solitary and brooding hours. It was the declaration 
that Flora Temple had made while giving her testi­
mony at the tri,al. that she had never been aJlima#. 
in marriage. and that she had always believed Mr. 
LesliIJ attached to Mias Romain. It burst upon him 

- like a heaven of warming light to the drooping and 
benumbed victim of a wintry storm. For a time, it 
had occupied his mind during -the trial even more 
than ·his own danger. Strange vicissitudes of life! 
that in fhis, h~ -mOlt terrible and perilous crisis, 
touched his soul with the sweetest bliss he had ever 
known. Here, theo.- the whole mystery of Flora's 
cooduct was explaiBed. He had half confided to 
her the passioa that graduaHy mastered him; nor 
bad his gentle tl>oe. his unguarded looks been re­
proved.' Nay. he had deemed it answered, till Mrs. -
Temple. in her absorbiog admiration of Clair­
mont and his title, had crushed his opening hopes. 
From that moment· Flora Temple had nearly lost 
his respect, ex~ept when, as vagqe surmises crossed 
him respecting Mrs. Temple's veracity. his repressed 
affection rose again. His manner tl> the unsuspect­
ing girl had been cold, and studiedly careless. 

"Perqaps," he thought; "had I then dared to 
strive, I might have won an angel to' my side. 
But my rude change of inanner, which to her.must 
have seemed the vilest caprice-:--,.the most uoprioci­
pled fickleness-has now lost her to me for ever." 

With these sentiments, he had written to Flora 
the letter mentioned in the previous chapter. We 
will not transcribe all itl deep and fervid outpour­
ings of love. He flung away every restraint, for 

/ 
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he wrote to one whom he never expected to behold 
again till they met.in a brighter world. It was, 
therefore, not only a confession-it .was a fllJ'eweU ; 
and full it was of the melancholy poetry and ten­
derness of his gentle and romantic,' but despairing 
nature.. He sought no response-he expected, he 

. wished none. The decree of fate had gone forth. 
He dared no longer to hope for love. He was 
doomed to wander through· the fartherest climes 
alone and branded; He bade her, if she bad ever 
thou~t of him, to forget·him~to consider him as one 
swallowed in the raging sea. Other thoughts than 
happiness, he said, were now to be his companionlJ. 
He solicited no love in returo-sucb unmerited bliss 
it would even be infamy for 'him .. to accept. He 
would link no bright and joyous being with his dark 
destiny. No beaute~us head should bow in darkness 
and shame by hillside, to be pointed out by ~tQe 
finger of scorn in the public street-to be blighted 
with a name, on the lips of ribalds and mockers, 
now "common' as the steps that mount the capitol." 
No! on this wild earth they would meet no more. 
Her, his home~ his country-be turned hisface from 
all; they were things to him past, though ther never 
could be forgotten. "But," added the glo~mg and 
eloquent lover, "I will strive to hear of you even on 
the opp?site side of the globe,' I will watCh your 
fate WIth. unsleeping solicitude. . I will think of you, 
love, adore you. Every bree~e that wand8l"1l, every 
star that rolls to the beloved west, I will freight 
with gentle thoughts of you, and blessings on your 
head. While I live you shall inflilence me to all 
that I can accomplish of high and holy; and when 
death is on me, I will once more waft tovou ames­
eage, to say how faithfully I have worshipped,how 
I bave fed upon memory, and hew I have cherished 
your image to my latest 'hour." , 

Perhaps,although to berhe had disclaimed the hope 
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of a reply, he had not to himsel£ No reply, how­
ever, reached him; and on this turbulent night, the 
last he was to spend in America, he had resolved, in 
spite of the raving elements, to walk forth again, and 
with the true but airy tenderness of a lover, to gaze, 
for the last time, OJ! the mansion where slept the 
being who had' so deeply impressed his soul. 

As he apPJ'O!lched within sight of it, the tempest 
increased. Close, tremendous bursts of thunder 
rolled in huge volumes and stupendous seas of 
sound along the sky, trushing, mingling, and crasb­
ing, as if the very earth rocked on its axle. Fierce 
shot. the blue and livid lightning, leaping.from cloud 
to cloud, now cutting the eyeballs· with sudden zig­
zag lines ~f intolerable b~htne~. then wrapping 
all nature m sheets of gleam~g fire, that threatened 
to utterly extinguish the blinded sight. . 
. .The dwelling of Mr. Temple was a very large 
and prominent one; and as. the dazzling and quick 
darting. fluid sometimes lin~ered. with a less vivid 
fire, Leslie could distinguish It at a consi8erable dis­
tance high amid the elemental war. He waS' yet \ 
far off, when a bolt, launched with maddened fury, ; 
darted from a black cloud directly upon the build­
ing. A towering chimney rolled from its height; 
a blaze appeared rapidly mounting along the edges 
of the root; incre8.!!ingeach moment with almost . 
incredible power, whIch implied some highly cem- , 
bustible material in the upper portion of the house. 
Before he could reach the spot,the fitunes, aided 

, also by the frightful wind, were' sweel>ing over the 
whole mansion, while massy billows of lurid smoke 
rolled up upon the gale. 

The conflagration had gaineda' most ominous 
height ere the surrounding inhabitants; or those 
within, seemed conscious of the danger. Then a 
hfill ~ sharply, and several cries of .. Fire! fire I" 
mingled with the. crash. The pealing of the b~ll. 

c2 
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immediately became general. A watchman thun­
dered at the door with his club. Norman had ap­
proached before this universal aJarm, but his pres­
ence was but of little use. The doors were closed, 
and, although he knocked and rung violeatly, it wa. 
long i>efore he knew whether be had made himself 
heard. At last came shrieks from within, and a 
throng of peopl~ half-dressed, domestics, and other 
members of the fam.ily, appeared in coll:fu~, wild 
haste, and, as the hght lDcreased,' shneking, and 
clasping their hands: their wild attitudes, and vehe­
ment moiionR and gestures,gave them a resemblance 
to furies in their abode of etemaJ fire. . 

"Oh, God!" cried a voice of sudden and sharp 
agony; " Flora-Flora-" . 

" Which way 1" asked Norman, ~g forward. 
Tbe speaker was Mrs. Temple.. . 

. " For tbe love of Heaven," demanded the youth, 
"direct me." . 

But the terrified ~ther had fainted. ·WithOut 
further delay he . sprang forward,' committing his 
steps to the guidance of Heaven. 

At this instant a figure rushed from the crackling 
and crashing bouse •. It was the desperate father. 

" Where is she 1" exclaimed a dozen voices. 
" Here I she mult be here r' be almost shrieketl ; 

" her room is empty-I 'have sought her everywhere 
in vain." ..' 

"Not here I not here! ,She will perish in tbe 
flames I" burst from every quivering lip. . 

Again the agonized father started into the midst 
of the conflagration. Leslie had already entered. 

The flames had now reached a height perfectly fu­
ri~UI! and appalling-.-spouting from the windows, and 
rolling over the beautiful and. doomed mansion with 
ravenous and infernal fierceness: now, in Ii ta11 and 

. gleaming pyram\d, Jeaping higb into the aable 
he"vens; no.w s10pillg back into a huge and yawn-
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ing gulf, that buried all thing. in a deluge and mad 
whirlwind of fire. Surge after surge of flame and 

'BDloke swept hideously on the ~le, rendering it al­
most impossible for the rapidly mcreasing muhitude 
to apPJ'O'Ch. Far and wide, the surrounding scene 
lay lItIOIlgly amf ~agnijicently visible in the deep 
red glare. Street andl house, roof and chimney, 
dome and spire;. tbe huge dense crowd j and tbe 
mantle of cloud and storm, tbat veiled tbe heavens: 
all glowed like objects in the near reflection of lOme 
heated furnace. So might' have gleamed the buried 
Pompeii, when the moulltain heaved its fiery tem­
pests tO'the night; 

Leslie had rushed through the crowd, and, leaping, 
springing, flying, mounted the steps. The intense 
light, the fierce' beat, the crackling, crashing, and 
falling of rafters, announced too fatally the awful 
progress of the element. . Blackened, scorched, al­
most suffocated, choking with an agony of suspense, 
he shouted long and loud. At lengtb he clambered 
upon a half-consumed stairway, and j through the 
spacious window of an ample cabinet, bebeld the 
object of bilfsearch. 'She had faUen in her flight, i 
and 'lay senseless on the floor. With an exclama- • 
tion of tumultuous joy and triumph, he was in the 
act of leaping down to her rescue (oh bliss un­
speakable I to bear in his longing arms from:a dread-
ful death, that angelic form, more precious to him 
than aU the world. beside), when he felt a sudden 
and violent hand on his shoulder. He turned-the 
face of Clairmont was before him. 

" Villain of villains I" shrieked Leslie, mad with 
impatienre, and striving to shake off the grasp of i 
his foe:: the latter, witb a sudden rush, threw him 
from his height, fifteen feet down, upon the opposite 
side of the stair, and himself leaped to relieve the 
beautiful and uDconscious girl. 

, - I 
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Gnashing his teeth with impotent indignatioa., 
alarmed for Flora and for himself, Norman only 
with ponderous strength, and after repeated efforts, 
broke through a way which had been blocked up by 
piles of heavy furniture, that had nearly confined 
him to a dreadful death: again he sought the room 
where he had seen Flora. She was gone. He 
rushed once more into the open air. ClaIrmont was 
just bearing her forth iIi safety. Her beautiful 
form hung lifeless on his arm., Her long hair 
streamed to the ground. Her arm rpld hand had 
fallen , heavily by her side; her head was on hu 
boIom, and one hand he had daringly seized in his 
own. , " 

A shout of delight rose from the crowd as he ap­
peared with his 'lovely prize. Mrs. Temple re­
ceived him with a shriek of joy. He stood proud 
and high, the object of deep admiration and clamour­
ous applause. 

WIth a bursting'heart, and half exhausted, Norman 
approached the group who were endeavouring to 
recall to life the object of his love; when Clair­
mont, in a loud voice, and directing the universal 
attention with his finger,\shouted- , 

" Ho I Leslie the murderer I"~ 
Like the shock of agitated waves when a rising 

wind sweeps the sea;,the mass of , human beings 
all visible in that intense light, .tirredand heaved at 
the sound. The death of Mr. Romain on the pre­
ceding day had fearfully augmented their indigna­
tion against that now common and execrated name. 
The cry arose, the shout went round, a thousand 
lips repeated the words, a thousand faces turned 
upon the victim, as he stood conspicuous and in the 
full gleam of the fire-and" I.eslie th'e murderer 1" 
rose higher than the surrounding tumult of beaveR 
and earth. 

Bo)Ved down, maddened, crushed , ~o the dust-

. 
\ 
I 
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his proud heart bunting with love, with indigna­
tion, with despair-he turned and sought refuge in 
lIight. 

CHAPTER VI.' 

America and Italy-Florence, from 1M Halh-A Wafllkrer, 
and tM clumges of Yearll. 

IJ The nat, Yliat plain with ocean's grandeur lie. ; 
Around sharp hillB and banks of verdure rile. 
Here the rich vine it. weighty tendrila weave. ; 
And there the olive BtUB itB silver leaveB. 
Towne, tow'n, and convent&, lifted to ~.:!" 
Beneath, vales, domes, 'pilel, vilJaa apar' lie, 
While the fam'd Arno, 'il"ery now and bright, 
In frequent bend. pUllUM his couree of light!' 

, . Axo •• 

TIKB rolled aWlly: days expand to yean while 
we look forward; but years shrink to momenta as 
we cast our glance' back upon the past. ~ win­
ters had elapsed since the circumstances hitherto 
related.. Events of a general import, in no way 
connected . with our story, had' eril,sed it from the 
conversation, and memory of the community; and 
the individuals whom we have introduced to the 
reader h~dapparently lost the characters of actora 
in a contiriuousdrama. No information had ever 
transpired concerning the unfortunate Rosalie R0-
main, and it- had been universally conceded, at least 
by those who had not intimately known him, that 
she had faUen by the hand of her lover. Men shook 
their heads, shrugged their shoulders, and called it 
a straage affair; and so it faded away among the 
thousand Qlarvels of the past. The young man 
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had been lallt publicly seen at the 'confiagratiQnof 
Mr. Temple's mansion, where he had been recog­
nised by the mob, aided by the unguarded exclama­
tion of Count Clairmont. From that moment his 
voice had never been heard nor his face seen by 
the public; nor even by any of his former acquaint­
ance. He was supposed to have buried himself in 
the oblivion of some foreign clime; and it was cur- • 
rently reported that he had fallen in a political fray 
in Poland. His family resided in extreme exclu­
sion: the statesman's dreams were shivered to 
atoms. . Howard had married Miss Leslie while 

. the obloquy against Normllnran the highest, and 
they rarely mingled in society. Upon other points 
our history itself will contain sufficient information. 

We must now bear the reader from that sublime 
fragment of the globe which the immortal Genoese 
gave to civilized man ; and to America-with her 
beautiful and stupendous scenes of nature; her im­
mense lakes; , her broad an<,l sweeping rivers; her 
climes, melting into all the varieties of the globe ; 
her cataracts, shaking the earth; her mountains, 
kissing. the heavens; her solitudes and forests, yet 
hushed in primeval silence; ' her Inqians, stern and 
~ fad .. l."ng ti.rom reality int9 fable; her broad fabric 

•

' < "" freedom, already towering up brightly 
,'- ' amid the wrecks and shadows of his-

, tor,. , · ,m~ificent Cities; her vast plains, laugh­
ing with plenty; her healthy breezes, laden widt 
the voice of contentment and peace-to America, . 

,/ 'we bid , farewell; and Italy claims our attention. 
,taly I-what a contrast I On wings mightier than 
those of the eagle, you have soared from a world, 
yet unscathed. ,and new; you 'have alighted on a 
remote, a more wondroas realm; you are' as one 
born blind, who first sces those things which before 
he only heard o£ Objects hitherto but vague,. and 
hallowed shapes of imagination, now rise, startling 

..., 
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your very soul with their stern, naked reality, all 
rent and wounded, aU blackened and blasted, where 
the hot and rolling lava of each human volcano 
has scattered them, and burnt them, and left them in 
their despair. Oh, Italy I who treads thy stricken and 
terrible domains, from the fresh an~ virgin deUs of 
the new world, feels then, perchance, for the first 
time, appalled that he js man. Beneath him every 
field has a voice, and a story-around lean crum­
bling monuments full of gloom and agony-unburied 
ghosts flit through the dusky "bade: like lEneas, be 
shrinks, lest the very branch, as he plucks it, may 
shed drops Q£ blood. War and bate, murder and 
superstition, have made themselves tokens that 
frown and bristle from every hill and dale. He be­
holds the million crippled beneath the chariot­
wheels of crowned kings; he roams through her 
desolate huts; her hideous dungeons; her stately 
palaces; -~er immortal tombs; her blood-soaked 

. plains; her unpeopled cities. The genius of aris­
tocracy an~ despotism stalks I>y the prone column 
and the broken arch; the bloated tyrant yet revels 
in his golden house; the wailing of wo yet mingles 
with the tread of stern armies; the ulcerous beggar 
starves in the costly temple; the desperale ruffian 
stabs in the abandoned amphithelltre. This is the 
moral aspect of Italy. - . -

It was near the hour of sunset, towards the close 
-of a golden autumn (though all the autUDJDS of Italy 
may be called golden), six years after the events 
recorded in the preceding pages, th!lt a single horse­
man, having sent on his servant in advance to 
procure for him . the necessary accommodations, 
paused on the brow of the hill which, on the road 
from Bologna, . comDJands 'a near view of the Val 
d' Arno and of Florence. Floods of deep splen­
dour, streaming from· the gorgeous west, bathed 
tile immense level, and its banks of sloping moun-
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tains, in the softest of all earthly radiance. The 
plain lay shining through a half-palpable mist, like 
a vast stiU lake, imbosomed among steep hills. On 
three sides rose eminences, each one crowned with 
some striking edifice, celebrated town, or remarka­
ble ruin. Here ~ crumbling fortress, there a half­
buried wall, and there an abandoned cathedral; 
while an old convent, or a superb viJIa, seen at fre­
quent intervals amid palaces and 'peasants' huts, and 

I immense broad walls of yeHow stone, rendered the 
view yet more romantically pictureSqUe. On ODe 
hand, in a sharp and 'abrupt swen of the AppeniDe, 
rose the steep of Fiesole, ,capped with its ancient 
town and modem viJJage-amonastery built by 
Michael Angelo, the Franciscan convent, and the 
spacious cathedral, loftily pressing into view. In the 
opposite ~irection rises a tower erected for the ob­
servations of Galileo, and near stands the villa in 
which Boccacio wrote most of his hundred tales of 
love. 'Tbe Arno gl,ided along on its way of liquid 
light, while in the horizon faintly rose the dim blue 
mountains of Genoa.' Upon the bosom of each 
green and leaning hill, and far, far along the extent 
of the limitless plain, the sunshine was brightly re­
flected from countless villas, huts, towns, andpalll­
ces in the foreground, lifting their stone towers 
and walls from out the folia~e of cyprus and olive, 
and in the distance faded to dots and specks, spark­
ling through the floating gauze .of aerial gold. In 
the mic;lst of this inexp'resilibly .beautiful scene, 
swelled darkly and heavIly intd the illumined air 
the gigantic' dome of Santa,Maria del Fiore : its 
filagreed belfry sprang beautifully up by its side, 
and around rose. the large and massy towers; the 
tiled, burnt, and time-seathed roofs; the gloomy, 
black palaces; encircled with garden's, and the crum­
bling, moss-painted, vine-elothed old walls of the 
city. The month of November bad just com-
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anenced; and while London was merged in mud, 
fog, and smoke, ond New-York lay dark and cold 
amid her naked trees and wintry winds, this ancient· 
and celebrated tOWD, sheltered from the north by 
stupendous mountains, and basking under a heaven 
aU warm with hues of pearl and emerald, lay 
steeped in this ocean of glowing light, with the ex­
quisite splendour of a Claude.. The air slept in 
stiriess repose>-the deepest tranquillity was im­
pressed upon the scene, over which came neither 
noise nor motion, except that through the profound 
stillness might sometimes be heard the softened roar 
.of the distant carriage-wheels, as the nobility has­
tened to their evening drive at the Cascine; or the 
sound of the peasant's song, as he wound down the 
road with· his light cart· and little white ass; or the 
ringing of the bells, each quivering toll wafted de­
lieiously over the sparkling house-tops and scented 
vales in waves of silver sound. 

The traveller slackened the reins of his horse as 
he reached a near eminence comman~ing this en­
chantiug prospect. The noble beast pau~d, arched 
~isneck, lifted his head, and pricked his ears, ap­
parently sharing the pleasure of his master in gazing 
down On a picture so, lovely. Thos, alone on that 
height, the stranger. yielded himself to the spirit of 
the scene and .the hour, .and sat· Ililent and lost 
in earnest !ldmiration. He was evidently a man of 
the higher ranks, whose appearance at once com­
manded attention and respect.ae was tall and 
graceful, and with a figure well ''developed, just 
passed from youthinio the fulness and vigour of 
manhood. . Hi!! countenance was browned; as if 

. with many climes, but marked by features of strik­
ing beauty, chastened by melancholy and thought, 
and conveyed the idea that you would find him. one 
dangerous to insult, and yet easy to love; one' who 
had felt aAd reflected much, whose heyday of life 
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had gd'ne with the winds-to whom years had 
brought experience and wisdom-disappointment, 
and, perhaps, unhappine~s. Something there was 
io his expression of sweetness, and something of 
sternness, all blended into a look care-worn and 
subdued, as if his S'oul were with the past. It was 
thus that Norman Leslie, for it was he,-after the 
lapse of six years, spent in far eastern climes, eal1t­
ern even to the Roman, even to the Greek,....;..it WaS 

thus Norman Leslie again appeared upon the stage 
of this drama, and, though. ignorant of it himself, con-
nected with its other characters.' .. 

While he muses upon. perhaps the most extraor­
dinary scene for beauty which the globe can fur­
D!sh, let u~ also pallse brie~y to t~ce the course of 
hiS. few past ·years. The reader IS already aware 
that the trial which released his person had been 
fatal to his reputation: his fate seemed as embar­
rassing as it was terrible; he was cut off from all 
the world':'-'a crushed, blackened being; and who 
can wonder, however they may blame, i~ in the first 
agonies of despair, the thought of death, death by 
his own hand, had darkly and powerfully presented 
it~elf to his' mind. From this despondency and 
supineness he at . length awoke, _ and thought of 
action. Yet whataction 1 what was he to. do 1 On 
earth he had 110 hope but one-it was to unravel the 
web in which he was entangled; to detect .some 
clew to guide him through its labyrinth. What was 
the cause of his present ruin 1 was it accident 1 or 
was he the victilQ of some nefarious plot 1 It wa.s 
at the. memorable -conflagration, and on the eve of 
his departure from America, that a secret voice be­
gan to stir in his breast, whispering the name of 
Clairmont a8 in some way connected with this dire 
tragedy. The mere suspicion caused him to post­
pone his voyage. A thousand times his reason re­
Jected it as absurd-as impossible; a thousand times 

\ 
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it came rolling back upon him with a turbid violence, 
like a fever or a nightmare. In bis cooler mo­
ments it had no force; there appeared no (clOnda­
tion whatever upon which to build such a conjecture. 
Tbe object of Clairmont's stratagem had evidently 
been Flora: what could he have to do with Rosalie 
Romain, or she with him 1 ' Could she be alive, and 
suffer an innocent person to be. thus sacrificed for 
a crime which had not been cf)mmiued? She was 
tben either dead, or absent from the country; but, 
if absent, to what place could she have tied beyond 
the, broad-spread rumour of his guilt 1 Wherever 
the winds of heaven wafted the English language, 
the blistering story tn,ust have be~n echoed; and, if 
she knew it, would she not certainly refute it 1 But 
her absence, or her decease, equally acquitted 
Clairmont. If she were indeed murdered, Norman 
could not believe him the murderer ; crimes are not 
comm'itted without an object. Nor, supposing her 
tied, could he believe him implicated ill her flight, 
or why had he not borne her -company: besides, 
she had been seen by Flora; but then Flora might 
have been mistaken.. ' 

Notwithstanding this eon«lusion of his calmer 
moods', there were moments when imagination su­
perseded reas~n; IJnd imagination, to every observ­
mg and poetIC person, has ,frequently appeared 
endowed with the accuracy of instinct, and the in­
spiration of divinity. He hod more than once found 
its dictates correct, although in opposition to every 
surrounding probability. As to Clairmont's charac­
ter, from the first moment he saw him an indefinable 
presentiment had darkened his mind-a, presenti­
ment that they were linked together in their fUlure 
career. So they had been. He recalled the qua~ 
rei; that demoniac expression, 'whose' fiendish 
malice made hin, shudder; that oath, thut deep" 
deep oath; the subsequent look, which had _D.cci-
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dentally caught his glance a few moments after 
their fair· seeming reeonciliation; the midnight at· 
*.k,........JU'e dim suspicions Qf which he had never but 
_ee breathed to mortal ear; the interposition of 

,..ellirmo.nt at the fire; 'the fiendish triumph of 
.. ~_ as he shouted his name; his previous slan­
,,"'and avowed enmity. In hi,s solitary night­

.. wooerings, these tboughts gathered and accumu-
lated upon him, till. Clairmont's agency in the late 
tremendous vicissitudes flashed upon him with all 
the intensity, of conviction. These influences had 
by degrees powerfuUy affected his character; he 
grew frozen with the sternness of a single enter­
prise, and a single resolution. Be was no longer 
a crushed being, draggi~g out an existence without 
an object and without a hope. No, life grew to 
him more precious than it was to other men-than 
it had ever been before. He was to live hereafter 
burning with one wild .. mighty hope; he was to 
unravel the mystery and clear his fame. The vague 
and chaotic mass of darkness he was to reduce to 
light and order. His father and sister were neCes­
sarily involved with him in odium and ruin; to 
clear his innocence was a duty he owed tliem even 
more than himself. Flora' Temple, too, hadsym­
pathized with him--nay, his audacious heart half 
dared towhispeJ', had loved him. B~ knew not 
whether he could ever behold her again, but the 
thought that she might one day witness the triomph 
of his character over calumny and degradation, 
was another sustaining influence which lent vigour 
to his mind, and lightness, and determination to his 
&teps. He . resolved, therefore, to concentrate all 
his energies ,upon this one purpose; it was vast and 
vague, but Its very vastness and vagueness only 
animated and inspired him the more;- even' in 
wretchedness and shame it was an object worth 
living for. All oth~r hopes, and thoughts, and con. 
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siderations he threw away to the idle air; he won· 
dered at the weakness of his first despondency: 
he cast oft". from his mind every doubt; and thus re­
solved, he experienced .the benefit of that almost 
supernatural power which inspires men whose facul­
ties are all bent to one purpose. Hitherto his mind 
had resembled a river, which meanders idly' '8Jo~ 
a vlain, in a thousand devious and shaltow tra~kit 
as if without aim or.impl,ilse; it now flowed with 
the deep and silent motion of a stream which con­
denses its tributary 'and wandering floods into one 
deep and narrow channel, and rushes on, darkly • 
and heavily, to the brink ~f the cataract. 

But in his vent commencement difficulties al­
most insuperable blocked up his path. WAere was 
be to 'ook 'f upon whom was he to fix' his eyes' 
Was he to seek' the bones of that. bright girl in the 
vagoedepths of "he river, or beneath Ih~ earth? 
or was .he to commence a search alD'Ong the living 1 
Which way should he tum his steps? If alive, she 
could not be in America; what clime should he 
visit ,1 He had no thread through the mazes which 
surrounded him" no beam of light, no whisper, 
no token, only one-Clairmont. Him 'he resolved 
to follow:' him, io spite. of reason, he regarded as 
the secret blaster ofhis life; upon him, then, he de­
termined to fix his gaze. 

Sometimes he resolved to seek an interview. But 
what could he gain by that 1 He would, indeed, 
enjoy the satisfaction of pouring out 8 bosom full of 
hate; he might again denounce him in public; he 
might assail him with suspicioos, and threaten to dog 
his steps over the world: but what weight would 
his denunciations have 1-kis, the condemned, the 
outcaSl, the murderer, escaped by chance from the 
murderer's death 1 they would be imputed to the 
malice of guilt, or the ra'vings of madness. Besides, 
it would put bis foe on his guard. No, he must 
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proceed with caution; be must guard carefully 
against secret attacks upon his own life: silence 
and patience were his only course; secret watch· 
fulness, and a hope tbnt time would aid him. Oh, 
then he learned how bitter it is, when the heart is 
bursting, and the brain is on fire with some deep 
and maddening emotion, to smother the :tumult 
within; to nurse in, the bosom :violence, anguish, 
and torture, witb the fai~t hope, that time may afford 
relief. " ' " 

At thi!! period he heard tbatClaitmont had sailed 
suddenly for Europe. He awoke from his reveries 
with the intention of tliking passage for the same 
port, when a fever fell upon him. ' 

For,a month he WIlS confined to his bed, and in 
the long solemn hours of the nigh,t delirium often 
came over him. Who can paint the ravings ()f 
any imagination disturbed by physical agonies 1-
but his imagination, heated, burning, maddened; 
as it was, even in its sollerest moods! What were 
the phantoms that Peopled his wandering dreams? 
He yielded to the wildness of, (ancy-the work. 
ings of the unseen, ungoverned, fantastic spirit, 
when the orbs of sight were closed; the goings on 
of airy intangible images; the coming up and pass­
ing away of troops of spectral visitants. The ghost 
of the past floated dimly, silently. solemnly by­
half· forgotten scenes and faces returned upon him­
old voices rang in the ears yet, with a sound that 
fell noiselessly, as if itself were but a spectre. Thus 
as he lay in the lone night-watches-Ione to him, 
for although a, father, a sister, a friend, ever bent 
by his couch, and wiped the damps from his fore­
head, and wept, and whispered the soothing endear­
ments of love, ,yet he saw them not, be felt them 
not, his ,soul was dead to outward truths. He 
was rapt" absorbed. and lost utterly in his own 
wild, vast, awful world of the unreal, the invisible. 
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Slowly, majestically, _train 'after train of mighty 
beings swept by him, rising out of darkness all 
from a deep-.inking again into dim abysses, and 
hushed chasms, that spread around like eternity. 
Sometimes he called to them, he shouted, he 
shrieked; their cold, dead, immutable faces fright­
ened him; he thought that unless they spoke to 
him, unless they gave him one human look, one 
human token, he should go 'mad. 

Then a change came over him: this illimitable 
solitude in which he had seemeqto lie on air, as if 
the globe were annihilated, and he alone, utterly, 
startlingly alone, remained amid these innuemrable 
throngs and myriads of spirits; this huge, sublime 

. void melted away, and the green. and scented 
globe broke up around him, as through a mist, 
and he' lay on a green bank amid' flowers, and 
buds, and leaping brooks, and murmuring bees­
and Flora Temple' sat by him-and their hands 
were clasped tenderly, and she kissed him, and 
looked into his eyes, and made him feel that sbe 
loved him unutterably. Then shrieks burst forth, 
the blissful scene faded; and he lay in a prison; then 
came the trial, the sea of faces, all upturned towards 
him, all scorching him JVith their numberless and 
burning eyes; the speeches thundered in his ears­
the jury-the judge~the yerdict-and "murderer I" 
!' murderer!" was whiSpered by fiendish voices, and 
shouted by demons; and on the black. air rode 
ghastly forms, -reeking witb the fumes of eternal wo 
and despet'8tion, flapping their fierce wings in his 
face, and writing the word murderer, in letters of 
fiame, everywhere upon the sable mantle of night; 
and one of the fiends wore the face of Clairmont; 
and he came and stood before him and folded his 
arms, and smiled-,' and turned 'Yhite, and swore 
again, " Remember, Norman Leslie, I will have your 
heart's blood I" -

1':"-
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In this terrible delirium came to his memory 
what had never presented itself before, the fuces 
of the woman and her lovely child whose lives he 
had saved from the affrighted steeds months ago. 
III his waking and sane moments he had utterly 
forgotten them. Now she was with him in his 
anguish, and thanked him; and her face, and that 
of her child, grew as distinct t~ him as if he had 
seen them but yesterday. Th~re he Iny, as it 
seemed, 'for ages, while an ocean rolled ever its 
floods over him, with a rushing, slow motion, that 
sometimes gave him 'pleasure, but afterward, from 
its monotony, wearied him, and at length almost 
maddened him. ' 

When he reeovere4, Clairmont bad been long 
gone. He set off after him, but had never met him, 
nor known' which way to tum his steps. 

For years he had wandered over the globe. The 
/ Turk, the Russ, the Greek, had been his famil. 

iars. Gradulllly the hope of piercing- the gloomy 
secret of his,life Jaded away, and he turned his at­
tention to other SUbjects. 

For obvious reasons, he bad substituted a middle 
name for that by which he ha,d been usually known, -

-and wrote himself in the traveller's books Mr. Mont­
ibn. He thought by that means thnt accident might, 
more probably, fling him in the way of Clairmont. 

Besides.- he was not, us has been already hinted, 
without his suspicion that Clairmont, if thrown upon 
his track, might secretly attempt nis life. Thus, 
travel-worn and changed-sad, but far, far les8 un­
happy-he now paused, looking down on the home 
of Donte, Lorenzo, and BuonarQUi, and musing on 
its romantic history, and the fiery beings who had 
trodden its streets. So -had 'years changed him, 
so were his oJd impressions effaced, or softened, or 
weakened, that all the turbulent and heart-broken 
images of the past-all his wo-his disgrace-his. 
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verY love, lived in his mind in calmer and milder 
colours--mellowed. and perchance somewhat faded, 
like a Rembrandt or a Corregio, by time. As he 
pressed' onward' his good steed towards the gate 
where his servant had been ordered to meet him, 
neither Flora Temple nor Rosalie Romain crossed 
his fancy. 'l'hey were-he hod compelled them to 
be-dreams of the past. . He had forced his mind 
into new thoughts and sterner occupations than idle 
lamentation and unrequited lov~. If .such re~em· 
brances swept over him ever, It was ID those mter· 
vals of life when excitement flags-when the health 
and 8pirits fail-when accident softens the feelings, 
or awakens the associations of the inner heart. 

The traveller, at a gentle pace, reaehed and en· 
tered the Porta San Gallo. The valet had found a 
110tel to his taste. His rooms were already pre­
pared-a fire lighted; and alone, all had been his 
custom. for many a year, he part~k of his simple 
and solItary meal. 

, , 

CHAPTER VII. 

A By-scene in Florence. 

" -A nd poring o'er ber beauties, 
Till at length I learned to love them." 

A SCULPTOR .sat alone in his- studio. The sun. 
shiny air of his apartm~nt aln,Qst gave the warmth 
of flesh to the cold marble figures scatterec:J, around 
here and there on the floor, er leaning from shelves 
and frames. A large opened window admitted the 
tempered breeze,laden with ~tolen sweets from the 
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orangery of an adjoining palace. Large blocks or 
the material in which he worked lay in the court 
and the antechamber, soon perhaps to be awakened 
into thosehalf.breathing shapes 'which peopled the 
solitude of his apartment. The artist was youthful, 
and of a' most interesting appearance. A character 
of melancholy nnd intellectuality peculiar to his pro­
fession-peculiar, indeed, to aU whose, studies lead 
them from the outer world into the higher realms of 
thought and im;:tgination-was impressed at once 
upon his air, form, and features. Slender, but grace­
fully formed, you saw at a glance that his labours 
were not of the' body, but of'the mind. It was be­
neath the expanded forehead thnt the glorious circle 
of his life and genius lay; and that the intensest toil 
might weary or reward him; even in the hour when 
to other eyes he seemed most at rest., His coun­
tenance was of that hie:h and classical mould fre­
quently found among the cultivated I talians. Pale,' 
noble, intelligent-you marked him immediately as 
one of no common cast. Large black eyes glanced 
a softened and shaded ray when unexalted; but, 
with animation came light and fire, and a certain 
beauty and expression denied to hi,S features in their 
ordinary repose, and implying genius-enthusiasm 
-the yearnings and deep aspirations of a far-reach.: 
ing soul. Many women would have filUnq in him 
the dangerous faculty to feel love in its most pas­
sionate moods; and not only to feel, but to excite 
it. His face, too, was full of candour nnd manly 
mind. His smile, when he did smile,was sweet 
and still; but the habitual expression was that of 
thought and abstracted melancholy. Something 
winning and emJearing there wos, both in the chis­
elled mouth, and the lustrous eyes, and the dazzling 
teeth. which shone through his smile. Hill hair was 
profuse for the fastidious fashion of the day;. but the 
quality made ample amends; and the rich auburn 
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masses about his white blue-veined temples, and the 
two slight curls which added so much to the expres-

, sion of his lips, gave his whole bust a ·striking air for a 
picture., Many a young bright-hearted girl would 
have imbodied in him her favourite hero of romance. 
With all tbat was amiable and gentle, too, came 
ever and anon over his air a hauteur and sternness, 
as the mood of his mind varied. He was a beau 
ideal for genius. , 

Before him stood the bust of a young girl. Never 
shone a face so sunnv and beimliful. Was it some 
ideal creatio.n there'beaming in immortal marble 
-the brilliant 'imbodying of female loveliness-of 
girlhood-of hope, joy, and purity-as· these attri­
butes exist in a most fervid imagina~ioo 1 Did oot 
he who had awakened such a dream of softness and 
light from the passionless .and inert stone-did he 
Dot tremble with the 'exquisite appreciation of his 
inspired work 1 Did not his eyes sparkle with tri­
umph and joy 1 Did not his heart heave with the 
fulness of a' fairy vision for once realized by his 
hand 1 ' 

No. As Anp:elo gazed on the graceful head, and 
the girlish and bright face, his reveries seemed to 
partake more of sadness than delight; and after a 
long silence, and kissing with an impulse of love the 
cold forehead and the unstirring tresses, he sighed, 
and the flush of an excited tho,ught came over his 
cheek. I 

" Yes," he said, "I must lose even this-even 
the work of my toil-the' produce of my own eye 
and m)' own hand. I must part with the dear 
impress and faint reflection of what haunts me so 
deliciously, so dazzlingly~ven to this-dull, un­
answering marble 'as it is-I must ,bid farewell, 
because fate cast my lot in penury-bitter, heart­
gnawing, soul.corrodin~ penury. Beautiful, adored, 
celestial image \" -he kissed again the silent head-
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.i I.love thee, although dim and. dark compared with 
her. Oh. how I love thee I". 

He paused, still regarding it, and then continued: 
"Dim did I say 1 Why. I wonder I have dared to 
hew out this unworthy thing to image forth· her be­
wildering cbarins. Thou, Antonia 1-why, where 
are those eyes, more soft than ever gazed from the 
fearful fawn 1 Where the tinges that float over the 
tresses 1 Where the smile that steals across the 
rose-bud mouth 1 Where the voice that so fills and 
bewilders my soul, that a thousand thousand times I 
would have flung myself at her feet-wept-prayed 
-and adored her-but for that cold priest, who 
leers and treads so stealthily about with her, as if he 
were my evil demon 1 . Where are the words that 
rise from those Iips--beautiful words-all, bright as 
flowers--or sea-shells--or any thing that nature 
made most bright and fair: aO(~ yet," he said, re-

, lenting towards the unconscious object of his dis­
" pleasure, "even this W9uld be a companion. This 

. -nameless, . friendless, obscure as I am-I might 
love without dishonour-without scorn. Leave me 
those pouting lips, sweet heaven I dead as they 

. are to my audacious kisses ; and leave Die those 
drooping eyes--even though unseeing. Better, 
perhaps, that they should not view my presumptious 
homage, lest their marble orbs dart fire nnd con­
tempt upon me.". 

He started up, and paced across the room. 
"Yes, contempt on me-whose companionship 

is with the divinities of the past; whose tread is in 
the track of Phidias and Praxiteles-of Angelo and 
Cellini; whose hand can thus remould the fleeting 
features, conferring an immortality which nature re­
fused: on me-whose name and whose productions 
shall endure when the frail original of this beautiful 
thing lies ~ingling with the common dust. But, 
thank the great God pf freedom, the time draWl 
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Dear, my countr.y-,my bleeding, groaning, tram· 
pled country! Thy deep, low voice rises to me 
from a thousand hills. Why should I waste my 
golden youth in idle and unanswered love 1 Why / 
should I pursue disappointment, and woo scom 1 
Why should I 1-and yet-and yet how.fiercc 1y bums 
this bewildering passion in my heart for that care· 
less girl! ~Shall I yield to it 1 Shall I leave my \ 
ambition, and chain· myself with love's flowery fet- \ 
ters for ever' to her feet ? Yet she loves me not: 
oh, no! not even' my madneSs· can dream it. But 
will she not 1-may she not, should this deep-laid 
plot succeed r . Her proud cousin Alezzi is a leader, 
and 80 am I, Should it succeed, wealth and fame 
may be mine. Whose star would then burn more 
gloriously than the poor artist's? Oh; I.would peo­
pIo a gallery with her lovely shape' AU my mar· 
ble ahoul~ turn to Antonia-nothing but Antonia. 

CHAPTER VIII~ 

An iMigkt into the Mind i.t the .Wanderer2No Misjqrtune 
. . irrtparable but Guilt, ' 

co Oh this leaniing! what a thing it is !'; 
Tafning sf ~ Skrel/:. 

WE said that the remembrance 'of Norman's past 
agony, and even of his love, only swept over him 
now with a softened power. The former sounded 
to him like the roar of a far-otf.city, and his dream 
of Flora Temple came floating faintly as the swell 
of distant music on the breeze, sometimes with a 
tone more audible, and som(ttimes dying almost eo­
tirely away •. His character was changed. He hftd 

TOL.D.-. 
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awakened from the confidence, the security, the 
thoughtlessness of youth. He bad bflen tom rudely 
adrift from all that graced life, and he had learned 
to commune with himself. Travel, solitary observ­
ing travel, amid all that was wonderful on the globe, 
had poured into his 'mind new materials for, study 
and thought. SometirIles he imagined that his origi­
nal and boyish character had been all worn away, 
and replace~ by Dew opinions and impressions, new 
modes of acting' and thinking, new memories, new 
hopes and ambitions. Amenca, to his lively and 
poetic imaginalion, was but the stage of a theatre, 
on which, in times gone by, he had acted a ~ic 
part. Never, he thQught, could those sCflnes be re­
visited. He strove to fancy it all 'a dream; rescu­
ing nothing' from the phantoms but two or three 
linked most closely to his bosom by ties ~f relation­
ship and love; His fatber, and sister, and Howard 
were among' those whom he hoped once more to 
behold; but h~ was to behold them' in Europe. 

It may be supposed that among his present f~el­
iogs was a distas~e for general society. He had 
changed his name, not with any intention to deny, 
his identity among those with whom he might chance 
to ilssociate, but for reasons hitherto mentiGoed. 
Society exposed him, not only to painful and imper­
tinent curiosity, J:>ut to awkward and embarrassing 
predicaments. He met them, however, when in­
evi~able, with prm moral coura~e and dignity; but 
while he never shrank from notice, he never courted 
it" His persQn and bearing, his now fully developed 
genius and matured and enriched understanding, 
would have.secured him an honourable reception in 
any circle, even under his own name, and with the 
full knowledge of his story. Il)deed, when con­
nected with his appearance, around which years, 
and travel,.and melancholy, and study, had shed 'a 
more ~ikiog grace and continual self-possession, 
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there was in his adventures something romantic and 
thrilling. So young, so noble, so hilDdsome-with 
such eyes and such a voice,-women pronounced 
him innocent the moment they saw him. Hia let­
ters of introduction always alluded to his history; 
he wished 410 concealment from his friends: but they 
were also strong, and even enthusiastic, in expres­
sions ofesteem,_ confidence, and admiration. Many 
a pressing allurement had been laid to seduce the 
unfortunate and handsome young stranger into the 
circles of the gay and th~ lovely. But other aspi­
rations-had awak~ned within him .. 

. As. soon l1S he had abandoned the definite hope of 
discovering any thing rellpecting Miss Romain-a 
hope which, however faded, lay yet, perhaps half­
unknown to' himself, smouldering like hidden fire 
in his heart-he had thought to begtIile his solitude 
and disappointment in study: Driven over the bat­
tlements of the world of external beauty, he ex­
plored a new aDd mightier- world in books. In his 
chara~ter ,lay a dee~ appreciatio~ of the grand~ur 
a!ld trlU'!Iph, of the almost c81~stlal grace and dlg­
OIty, which rewaros the searcher after knowledge. 
Wealth he had without limit. Love 1-he had 
tasted the enchanted goblet, arid its contents turned 
to tears as he drained. -Ambition 1 ambition for 
the. world 1-power, influence, applause among 
men 1-he shuddered; for he remembered, with a 
writhing and transpierced heart, that fatal night 
when, amid the crash of thunder, and the riot and 
whirl of a maddened conflagration, his fellow-beings 
had raised agu.inst bim the yeU of the blood-hound; 
and "Leslie the mUrderer,I"_a peal befitting the 
dun vaults of hen itself-drove him from his love and 
fromhiscou.ntry. No;.·hispath lay no·more among 
men. He was to carve it out through the sublime / 
and lonely altitudes of science. For himself-or, 
peradventure (llQd a solemn thrill of iriconceivable 
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rapture rolled through his veins at the thought}, for 
the eyes of a race yet unborn-he would kindle 
ab~ut his brow the steady halo of the scholar •. 
Here was a world of which' he might be the monarch. 
A world whose numberless and illumined paths he 
could niount alone; a world peopled but with the 
awful spirits 'of the great of old: and all conjured 
up obedient around him by the wave of his silent 
wand, and in the solitude of his midnight hourS. 

Reader, can you not feel and tri~mph with the 
outcast and the exile-with the homeless and the 
hopeless-when the lofty and splendid aisles of this 
holier,sphere burst and broadened upon his gaze. 
A new gift of wings seemed to unfold themselves at 
his shoulder; and spirit voices, inaudible to the 
grosser serise of others,- spoke swef,!tly in his ears, 
and the scales of mortality fell from his orbs, 
and the divinity of the past and the presElnt was 
up'0n him an,d within him. Roaining over the mag­
mficent and won~erfuf globe, he read its lessons and 
penetrated its secrets. Oh! what are the glitter of 
wealth and the pride of royalty, the pomp of troops 

! and the allurements of sensual luxury, to the plain 
garb and unattendE;d simplicity of the scholar l' 

( Visiting no spot but its history is familiar; reading 
( a ihousand sweet secrets and eloquent lessons in 
I every simple flower, in e,:e,ry thronged city, in every 

l?~ely wood; gorge,ous VISIOns a~d fltat?ly phantoms 
nsmg up before hIm upon every plum, by every 
ruin I Is he not a monarch t Does he not dwell 
in his own soleinn kingdom 1 Are not the air and 
the earth, the desert sea and the gold-paved sky, 
more to him t.han to other men 1· ' 

Nonnlln had been educated only as young men 
of his age and country are but too ofte~ educated. 
The classical studies are g.ot through-with Ilt c9lJege, 
Bnd afterward neglected. Business, fashion, pleas­
ure, then tempt the steps and monopolize the swift 
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rolling year. New actors are to be ieeD, Dew ex­
cursions to be enjoyed. Books soon become stran­
gers, except the ephemeral works of the day, where 
all that is noble and grand is too, often made 8Ub­
l!Ie"ient to amusement. Such a giddy III well as 
heartless thing is the coterie of fashion. Perhaps 
but for the peal of thunder which. had fallen on his 
path-thus fallen from a he,aven of 1,lD8tained blue­
he never could have exerted, never known the di­
vinity within him. Thus often, in this shadowy 
world, the most terrible calami!y is but the sable 
mantle of somE!" luminous blessing. . 

Books soon became to him, not only a refuge, but a 
a passion. With a matured and firmer understanding, 
he now retraced his way through those temples of 
classic, lore where his boyish foot had lingered but half­
consciou~ of their splendour; and oh, what associ­
ations often sWept over him! while 'Yandering again 
back over those paths of his by-gonedaYIL ! Often 
he stood once more in the sunny haunts of early 
life, land the voices of his childhood rose around 
him; 'and hope-then a dear and familiar spirit, now 
the spectre of one buried--seemed again to smile 
and cheer him· on. The modern languages he mas­
tered with a rapidity that surprised himself; and / 
every author in the French, the Italian, and the Ger­
man he could read with fluency and delight. 
With hushed and salemn joy, too, as one in the soli­
tude of night, he stood to gaze on those great and 
ever sf,eady stars in the litei'ary firmament, which 
have burnt there just so gloriou$ly upon the eyes 
of vanished ages.. Then he learned how far exclu­
sive devotion could carry the mind. 

The :thirst for krwfJ)ledge, un slaked, unslllkable, 
grew upon him. History opened its immense and 
sublime realms, to which the narrow present became 
only a point almost invisible. In this startling. study 
he forgot himself for months-for years Here 

82 



'I(OBllAl'il LESLIE. 

met the lonely student his. silent and unaceusing 
companions. Here found he a home where his 
footsteps could, wander in pence. Alexander and 
Pericles, Camillus and Cmsar, Alane and Mahomet 
-he walked with these. The Grecian temple rose 
before him against the blue serene. The streets of 
old Rome and ·her· mighty millions spread around. 
Thebes, Palmyra, and Jerusalem were. the haunts 
of his spirit. 

But history involved other studies of a yet more 
astounding nature-astronomy. geology, metaphy­
sics, the human mind, the world of inferior living 
creatures; and .amid them an stood, chaste, stately, 
brilliant, and eternal-towering, yet unequalled, yet 
unharmed, through every age, every clime, every 
language-those gorgeous monuments w~ich the 
poet has' reared, those proud battle.ments of mtellect 
and genius. defying decay, even as the cloud cleav­
ing and ice· capped Alps dazzle, with their silver 
tops, each rolling generation, ,Now, for the first 
time, he began to comprehend the' immensity, the 
solemnity . of existence-this inexplicable gift, this 
ray of immortal divinity, I,i~hti~ up a handful of 
mortal dust. We have s.a:ld hiS character was 
changed. He had left the, circle of faskiori., He 
had burst from the entangiements of youthful hopes 
and habits-of selfish pleasures and idle'frivolities, 
in which so many. capable of nobler enjoyments,' 
fritter away their yearl!l. He was no longer the 
sighing boy, nor the musing, youth. Manhood had . 
come qpon him, and with manhC?Od reflection. . 

,At this period, accident enabled him to render'a 
very important service to the Marquis Torrini, an 
old and wealt~y nobleman 'of'the Tuscan Court. 
Meetings between them took place necesslirily, and 
frequently. To this gentleman Norman had been 
presented :with a lefter of intro~uction, from one of 
his most intimate friends in Vienna~ But bearing of 
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him a character that attracted neither esteem nor 
sympathy, he had never commenced the acquaint­
ance. Having it now thrust upon him, he handed 
the letter. It touched upon his history. He hoped 
that it would frighten his new friend, whose ab­
sorbing. weakness, or passion, was superstition. 
But, on the ,contrary, from some inexplicable ca­
price, the feebl~ dotard, who had regarded most 
young men with dislike, ·became enamoured-de­
,dared he knew all the story-that it only ren­
dered Signore Montfort a greater favourite-that he 
must not think of refusing a suite. of rooms in his 
palace, one of the most remarkably splendid, by-the­
way,. in all Florence. Leslie did thtnk of refusing, 
and very seriously; but amon~ tile attractions of 
the Torrini .pala~e were a spacIous and valuable li­
brary, and a gallery of rare old paintings. From 
severe studies he had lately turned to pamtings for 
rec~ation, and delighted to acquaint himself, not 
only with the gems of art and the diffilrence be­
tween the schools, but·to trl;lce out the singuhtr for­
tunes of the immortal and inspired artists. He ac­
cepted the invitation. 

It was about the middle of December when he 
eqtered the palace. He found the ~ld lord much 
better than he had been represented, although ut­
terly abandoned to the magnificent dreams of the 
Catholic persuasion, which walks familiarly with 
saints and angels, and sees God's finger writing on 
the.earth and s~y .. Perhaps the nature and tender 
affection of a father softened the hasher features 
of ·his real character. You cannot hate a man who 
is reverenced and beloved by a guileless and lovely 
young daughter-at least, I cannot •. . ' 

• 
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CHAPTER IX. 

A Florentine Palace-An Italian Girl-A new 'Chord Itnu;k 
-It I Vibrations. 

" Which out of things fllJDiliar, undesigned, 
, When least we deem of lIuCh, calls up to "iew 

The spectre. which no 'exorcism Can blind." 

, TUE marquis kissed AntonIa, as with the old gou­
vernante, a few days after Norman's domiciliation, 
they leaned from the marble balcpnf of a t~rrace 
overlooking the garden, There' is something in 
that same kissing which,' even between father and 
daughter, if the latter be' extremely beaut~ful, 
awakens-,.-awakens--I suppose I may call it sym. 
pathy. Antonia was a vision of beauty-so young, 
fresh, and ardent., " 

Her father kissed her, and laid his hand on her 
head-that very original 8,nd bright piece of nature's 
workmanship which h,ad caused the rhapsody of the 
young sculpior. . ' , 

"I have ordered the rooms to be warmed for 
Mr. Montfort to'-day, to see the pictures: .will you 
not go with him and the signora 1" 

Such a cicerone ! 
" Oh yes, my father I" (how the melody of the 

Italian melted from t~ose lips)," Signore Angelo 
is to bring home my bust this morning, and I 
will let Signore MontfQrt be the judge, if he will 
stay away from the Pitti and spend the morning 
with us." . 

Signore Montfort bowed. Perhaps the study o.f 

• 
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painting had improved his eye, but he could not fail 
to see, and to feel, how lovely and graceful was this 
rare young creature; how light her step; how 
warm and tender her eyes; ber voice, how musi­
cal; her form, how fair. He bad hitherto met her 
without attentively regarding her-she bad passed 
before his eyes as some bright. cloud in the sky, 
some gorgeous bird through the grove, or a soft­
hued sea-shell on the marble beach. ' As they 
commenced their round-she, with her beaming 
and lovely face, . like one of Raphael's madonnas, 
and the wrinkled old gwvernante by her side-a 
sudden kind~'ss stirred in his heart, a sense of ber 
excellence and surpassing charms. Years had 
glided away since he had been the companion of 
woman-years of severe solitude and gloom; and 
now that nam~less light, that exquisite ~pell which, 
to those gifted with the keen perception of female 
character and beauty, the form of a'n innocent un­
shaded girl often conjures up, was shed upon him . 

. He thought of his sister, and-of Flora. From 
that moment an airy link had been thrown around 
him-the careless girl had touched upon one of the 
deepest chords of his soul; and 'while he yielded, 
with a half-melancholy delight, to its slow, fading 
vibrations, he felt that his guileless and light-hearted 
companion was 1llready nearer to him than a cloud 
or a sea-shell. It was not love, but it touched him 
for a .moment with something of love's fervour. It 
was the echo of that blissful voice, sent back upon 
his heart from the hollow solitudes' of h,is later 
years. . . 

The signora was soon tired, and left her charge 
to.the guidance of Mr. Montfort, and she led him, 
.for the first time, through. her father's magnificent 

'. palace.. . . 
The building was one of those striking, immense, 

and durable edifices bequeathed t() the Italian 
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nQbles by their wealthy and warlike ancestors. On 
approaehing' it, the. stranger, especially from the 
north and west, would not be so much impressed 
with its splendour, as with its dimensions for 8 

dwelling. The elegant comfort of a London or a 
New-York mansion, the neat, beautiful steps and 
doorway, which in the two latter' form the only 
entraqce, the carpeted halls, and the comfortable 
air of home, felt even in the exterior. were all 
wanting here. . The entrance was a 'high, gloomy 
arch. through which alike horsemen, pedestrian, 
and carriage passed into the lofty court. From this 
arch. heavy steps' of stone, or marble, led the eye 
up along a cheerless broad Pllssage. stately, dismal. 
and comfortless. In niches and on ped~stals stood 
sculptured forms, their spirited attitudes stra~ely 
contrasted witlI their deathly faces and voiceless 
lips. some defaced by time or chance. and covered 
with dust never disturbed: here a Mars, threaten­
ing the world, bereft of arms; and there a Venus, as 
simpering and conscious of her charms as if the 
enmity of the three sisters had yet left her an un­
broken nose;' while on each turn in the stairway 
reposed colossal sphynxes and couchant lions of 
Egyptian and oriental granite. The whole edifice, 
seen from the .street or the court, more resembled 
a prison than a patace, as the reader of poetry and ro­
mance is apt.to imagine one j and even after mount­
ing some distance up the. steps, tlte stranger, un­
taught in the fashions of the continent. wonders 
whether the vast structure. with its cumbrous 
strength and lonely grandeur, is really inhabited, or 
whether' it is not appropriated merely to some 
public purpose-chambers of council, or tribunals of . 
justice., Lose yourself in the capitc:>1 at Waabing­
ton, and fancy it afamilv residence ohome prince, 
or potentate. . . 

Bot the first disappoiD~Dt is much more than 



lWOlUlAlf LlllLIB. 59 

compensated by, the, uncounted wealth lavished 
within. Long halls, floored with tesselated and 
glassy marbles; ceilings vaulted. loaded with heavy 
bas-reliefs, or painted with bright, gleamin~, and 
radiant frescoes; immense mirron, which, ID one 
room, appeared to constitute the whole breadth of 
the walls; windows reaching from floor to ceiling, 
and composed of.enormous slabs of plate.glass, lead­
ingforthupon marble balconies. and to scented groves 
of orange and lemon; the rooms heavily curtained, 
and draped with' silks 'and velvet, of all hues and 
kinds-here one cerulean as heaven-there another 
draped with a forest green-a third flushed with a 
mellow and a sunshiny glory, from crimson velvet 
linked and fastened with studs and knots of gold. 
About twenty.five, rooms on olie floor: those set 
apart mostly for tire mere pomp of display, led the 
wondering and dazzled visiter from curiosity to 
curiosity, and from 'splendour tosplen,doOr-now 
oyer carpets of matcbless beauty, now over mo­
saic floors, whose glittering sUrface spread beneath 
the feet like ice. The ,intruder at orice fears to 
trust himself upon their slippery smoothness, or to 
tread upon their pictured beauties. Some dozen 
rooms were qompletely crowded with paintings, 
each one by a master, and many chefs cfauvrea of 
the immort~l authors. The 'stem cliffs' of . Rosa, 
the melting sunshine of Claude; Raphael's exqui- . 
site and. geQtle ~ce, aft!! the winning softness of 
Guido: but who can errumerate the treasu'res of an 
Italian gallery of paintings 1, ,At frequent intervals 
sto04 statues of classi~ beauty, and often of ancient 

. workmanship. . Other furniture corresponded to 
that already described: a profusion of the most 
costly clocks and vases;, a wilderness of bronze, 
crystal, gold" marble, and alabaster; 8, thousand 
exquisite shapes of classic lore; tables of untold 
value, inlaid with sparb of gems, brilliantly dis-, 
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posed, in the polished and gleamin~ slnbs, to resem­
ble flowers, inseets, shells, &c.; Ivory ornaments, 
wrought by Cellim ; boxes, altars, and cases of am­
ber; while, not unfreql1ently, the doors, cornices, 
and walls themselves ~ere incrusted with jasper, 
porphyry, and verde antique. Scarcely the eye 
believed the splendour real, half-deeming each 
bright image but the gaud of some theatrical 
show, so prodigal, eostly, unused, and useless ap­
peared the waste and riot of magnificence. The 
knees ache in .traversing the long apartments, and 
the eyes are wearied in attempting to analyze their' 
bewildering and wanton brightness. But however 
dazzled for a mQment, you are still soon fatigued 
with this monotonous and unmeaning grandeur. 
So much unnecessary parade ' seems ' strained and 
idle, if not ridiculous and vulgar. If you have 
seen the simple dwelling of Ariosto, and his little 
garden, or the hu.mble retreat of Petrarch, among 
the green Euganean hills, or the damp cell of poor 
Tasso, in the mad-house at Ferrara, you regard this 
princely pomp with something of sarcasm. In a 
country. too, where every narrow street and golden 
vineyard; every palace, step, and fountain-pedestal; 
every mountain-peak and cathedral floor ; every 
place, indeed, of nny description, not guarded per­
force by the insolence o.f aristocracy or the bayonet 

, of despotism, is haunted and swarmed with all 
forms Qf loathsome and blasted misery that ever 
humanity produced ;-this blaze of rank, power, and 

. abundance show!! not only absurd, it becomes shock-
ing nnd cruel. . . . . 

But Normal) was an old traveller, and these 
thoughts had passed away with his first impres­
sions of Europe. Now he trod the princely halls 
with admiration ;' and as the fair girl, leaning on hil 
arm, pointed out, with a pure and sweet familiarity, 
each theme of pr.nise in picture or statue, he forgot hi. 
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taciturn gloom, and displayed in his manner and 
conversation all the unwonted admiration whicb 
she inspired. . ' 

In the course of their long ramble through the 
superb halls of paintings-the good old lignora 
seizing every possible occasion to throw herself 
down upon one of the luxurious fanteuils, and the 
antiquated cicerone waiting at a respectful dis­
tance, till the memory of Antonia should need as­
sistance from his more practised experience (which, 
by~the-way, rarely happened)-several incidents. 
conspired to render . her to Norman an object of 
interest. In the first place, he found her quite ~ 
proficient in his native tongue; and he enjoyed the 
quiet pleasure of following the delightful accent 
upon heruoaccustomed lips. You relilly love your 
language while hearing it spoken indifferently well 
by an agreeable young .girl in a foreign country. 
Antonia had studied it with . zeal, and music was 
nothing to her charming errors and timid hesitation. 
A being so pure and lovely was enough at aU times 
to win the eye ' of -'he student, bathed as his spirit 
wasin the fervour of poetry; and while watching and 
gently aiding her along the'path ora new language, 
he fo~nd himself half-uncoo!!ci6usly yielding to the 
gentle anxieties, and half-playful, half-tender alarms 
of a happy mother, scarcely trusting the first uncer­
tain steps of a beautiful child. He felt that the 
sportive communion thus increasing between them 
would have been dangerous in other years, But the 
image 'of Flora,had to him the sacred sadness of 
buried love; and he sighed tb lodle down on Antonia 
and· think how cold and dead his heart was, that 
hel' radiant face, her guilelessspir'if, could now 
waken in his ' breast . only those vain regrets, that 
tender anguish, which, in the triumphs of study, he 
had neatly fOl'gotten: ' 

He' was struck, too; with the blended artleJ8DeSS 
VOL. 11.-1' 
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and intelJigence of her nature j with her antique 
opinions and utter ignorance of -the world, ~ 
strangely contrasted with her high cultivation UpOD 
certain accomplishments. -

They were engaged before a celebrated painting; 
and while Norman was smiling, with a heart more 
at rest than it had been for years, upon the enga­
ging and animated face of his guide-even as one 
out of the brawling, battling world gazes on 11 newly 
unfolded rosebud, wondering how the inert soil 
could yield Ii thing so fair, so .tender-he beheld a 
third person, in the habit of a priest, close by his 
side. He had apparently approached a few mo­
ments before, with the stealthy pace of a cat, and 
now stood smiling upon them as they lingered be­
fore the -brond painting, their shadows lengthened 
on the gliueringand pictured floor. 

" The fair Antonia," ·he said, " has not welcomed 
her instructer, who has just returned from Pisa; 
anxiety, to sec my dear child has brought me unbid­
den into her 'presence·." 

" Ob., Father Ambrose! dear, dear: Father Am­
brose! How good I how kind I Haveyou speeded 
well in your journey 1 Is -your sick frien~ recov­
ered 1 Will you remain with us now 1" -

The priest smiled. _ 
" If 1 had as mlmy mo~ths as the Hydra yours 

would find work for them alt." . 
• , Oh, then, 1 know your poor friend is well, or 

else you would not smile; and all a girl's idle ques­
tions are answered without -a word. But, Father 
Ambrose, know Signore MOIitfort, my father's most 
esteemed friend and guest. He has supplied your 
place; for he is learned as you~ and I am his debtor 
for much, much wisdom: and Signofe Montfort 
will ah;endy have conjectured that this is our hon­
oured Father Ambrose, whom we have spoken of 
in his absence often.'" 
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The holy man turned his face upon Norman, and 
the keen eye of the latter detected. or imagined that 
he did so, a certain acarce perceptible ripple that 
crossed its singular smoothness. His eye perused 
the face a moment with a sinister but brief shade 
of displeasure. Norman returned the gaze with an 
interest which surpri cd him. Where had he seen 
those features? Where had that insinuating smile 
before crossed hi!t 'observation 1 Had he met him 
befOJ:e indeed 1 What unquiet association stirred 
at his heart as he encountered the glance· of those 
small But keen eyes 1 He replied briefly, and took 
occasion the subsequent moment, while the intruder 
was engaged in conversation with Antonia, to note 
him more narrowly. He was small, but beautifully 
formed, with a white slender hand, black eyes and 
hair, and a silent smtle of singular sweetness; his 
voice was soft and musical, and h~ had the power 
of modulating it to harmonize· with t~e secretest 
chords vibrating in the bosoms of those he ad. 
dressed. Yet, with his intelligent and classical cast 
()f features-the wavy and raven hair parted on that 
w,hite round brow, the almost feminine yet volup­
tuous mouth, and snowy teeth gleaming t.hrough­
with all the graces of his person and manner, there 

. was about him something wily and insincere, some­
thing which no sooner fastened admiration than it 
'awakened distrust. There., was, besides, that on 
bis featu~s which impressed N9rman powerfully 
with n sense Qf tpe past-which, dimly and myste­
riously, awakened in his bosom thrilling associations 
and vague presentiments. The object of his new 
interest soon departed, stealing away with the same 
noiseless tread with which he had entered, and lift­
ing it heavy curtain of crimson velvet which hong 
broadly against the wall, disappeared through the 
door concealed behind. To Norman he seemed to 
vanish: an unaccountable foreboding, a feeling of 



superstition, a willingness to abandon himself to 
55gdden zzmution, on o,n55z"z, crerz?: uue"r 
he to be Of AHtonia nnll1",""~Z 

into the history of the person-he had seen. 
" Oh I" ~he "ilaid, "it is the good Father Ambrose 

kindZ:55t the bz:st-the gjz:az'est-tbz: holies$:, 
mas thz: fdend my fathes~zh,a lmfgj 

time: before I was born-" 
" A long, long time indeed!" I!aid Nor~an, snlil!~ 

the z'55gr;:zz,~,~~od~~~o::z~~3S1E'€m IO:~::: 
on' her but as a beautiful child; for she ,seemed only 
wavering 00 the fairy limits between girlish sim-

and mom;~:€~he~fttr tbig zzpring, sFzid tho 
aigrwra, who, having rested herself, had now 
joined them-" full seventeen years; and a good 

she too, " ami the womao 
Fmoothed the iE'osses of for heaf lZZu;:t,;uuzn 
ately as she spoke; "aod knows as little of the 
world as a wild rose." 

z~~hynnn __ ::;;:~_:u::~~ht~B~la hust aUos,ti~~w __ 
imag~ res;;d-~n"a m;~bl; tabl~:' befo~ an immen~ 
m~r:!'~r. The ~rtist ~~~~ by ~~~_ side, lea~~~g a~inst 

~~'~i:i""ezzl:-i~~:li':;t;:~;a--n so;~~:: ¥3ee:ml 
to forgotten; and Antonia, leaning on Norman's 

~m :~~\ aezz~~:dili~~z;~:~~~;ess,_ aii lookin~it~?:~ 
ho:omed UTI,} pEmg eooh eandom gjlZmCe, gentle 
and neglectful tone, shot to" a heart~though cast in 
life's rougher and gloomier paths, yet all as high, 

ISOft, tzassioD&utK: KSS heIS ' 
How ISto;zKge," said Ihngth, olgnose 

.1ngelo has gone I" "" ' 
(' Those poor artists," said thegovernante, arraDg--

her laCKS eop, " elways hhcenteio," 
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OHAPTER X. 

The stirrin,io! Alsociati~ Italitm Picture -4 Mystery 
and an Adventure. . 

.' t' ~. '\ 
'\ ~'.. .'". ;. . 

. .. That. 'fa$. fit Ili&':lcio',~euiember well." 
.. : ':' ,~: .'. ':.: . TttJel/tA N'WhJ • 

.. ·.:4· .. · '." I • 

• THE faee of that priest haunted No~an's very 
slum,ber with ~ dark and. ,omh1ous meaning. as in­
exphcable as It was UQplb~f!1lt. He could not 
banish from' his mind'-'i.he' ';im-PfElssion that they had 

'. met before.·Wbere1·I:le::'ha,d'been in all quarters 
.. of the globe; and· images 0( the remarkable climes 

where his foot had lingered, and his eyes and his 
soul been dazzled, rolled through his imagination­
but none touched upon this newly awakened chord. 
Beneath the lofty peaks of Asia. where the AssyrianF 

the Mede, the Greek, the Roman, aDd the Sar­
acen had left their foot marks, he had strayed. 
Had this singular faee there. greeted. him 1. No. 
Had tho~,·eyes. glanced . on him beneath the 

.' t~b~n:or.:thEl~dusky.Moor1 No. He could reach 
DO . i'eoo(tecti01l. from the brilliant shadows of the 
past; nor amid all that his memory presented of'; 
varied zones and people of Europe could he detect 
any link con~ected with him. America 1 A dim 
conctlption rested on him that tAere their paths had I 
crossed; that those eyes had:bent on. him there, at 
some of the tenible moment.s of which he had suf­
fered so many. He inquired, particularly into his 
history; but all tbat he, learned contradicted, com­
pletely. incontrovertibly, every suspicion. 

.Ambrose bad spent his life in Italy. For ~ 
I' 2' I . 
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than t'SS!entv vear15 he hKld bs~eiR an nnmKlYKl in 
family of 'forrini. He was trusted by all; and if 
enma!huble for any thinhs it W08 for his clmJactee cof 
holiness. Norman, therefore, forced ·himself to be­
liove hi! intek'08t io him'S'Sas on oooi­
dental coincidence. 

'But driven from the idea that he was connected 
himself with this man, disccppoin?ment wa! 
lieved in some measure by the fact that the char­
oder thn prif"!k grnm on hims the rnore he 
studied it, with deeper hues. He could not help 
bntingbim. He, h[c~ thu~ht of himself that he 
['V<kS gtkk'Vd a nffen [nnse hurmm ch¥kmct<C[ss~ 
that he read men's souls by intuition-that towards 
¥kume VZC!h hn¥krt yntcmeh in lono, mhile fmm 
others he recoiled with an instinctive dislike. Some 

;~~~:;sc:t:: t~~~e~c~~ ~~c~~i: a~Icic:~~03f~~: :EtE::~n!ueo. 
Bnd hidden revulsions and voices, that call out to us 
orith tnnes ' will not be hw;hed~sat Innst 
was the theory of Leslie, and he yielded' to his 
hR23truJSks 

The holy father was in the habit of giving lessons 
" Antouia, bee little boud5cir. I~ was a l.ovely 

pIoce; Emd kne brRvht v;ys} Ck"nnSe U?ken Sit nud 
read there. and warble her favourite melodies, 

. to recillne mngt intimatn friendE? 
Among these·very soon she learned, to rank Nor-
rmm. iIIe gr'Vw aeeustomed her and 
hectionate ways, and imperceptibly glided into a 
brother's friendship Bnd familiarity. 

It is nut thntmen~I sdeek the thz)ughtfnl 
and the pure (are there not such in this bad world 1) 
-(came>¥' pa)) bedond· the limitE? of mere secdinemy 
friendship with the more' lovely and enchanting of 
tho othee Sf,CU withoitt 0"Ederinu inte> theee£slm) of 
lc}ne~withoSRt yielding thuU SR~hiri 
.oorrent of a feverish and absorbing passion. Nothing 
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could be further from Norman's breast than love for 
the unshadowed Italian girl-love in the accept. 
tion of the word'most familiar to romance read~ 
Years, misery, and meditation had made him pre­
maturelv old; and his heart was the heart of a wan­
derer over every zone-of one, like those birds 
which ·sleep in the air on their unresting and out­
spread wings, doomed to be ever afloat, and ever 
alone. But he loved her with the purified and dis­
interested tenderness 9f paternal affection. He saw 
into the crystal depths of her unsullied and' sun­
shiny mind and character. He beheld in her one 
whose unconscious power over his feelings was that 
'of awakening mournful memories, but no selfish pas­
sion-memories which subdued, chastened, and 
etherealized his nature. If her young, voice ever 
thrilJed through his soul, it was of another that he 
thought; and in her presence he ever found himself 
more softeJled to bis old impressions. ' 

" Oh !" We one day t~ought, when the exquisite 
grace of her character and person had struck upon 
him with peculiar force, in some of the thousand little 
offices and kirvJ. communions which each passing day. 
seemed to increase between them-" oh I had I 
some young, beloved brother-some bright, glowing 
boy, yet untouched with care':"-'just awakening to 
the dream of love.-witli what delight would I be­
hold him by her, side, to trace theunfoldings of tbeir 
fairy loves; to watch their glances drink the blissful 
light t:>f eacb other's, lingering gaze;' to see bim 
wander spell-bound where her young-foot bad been; 
and at length. from the visi~nary lover, deepen 
into the adoring, tile blest:- husband." ' 

He was passing tbe boudoir of ber wbo thus DC­
~pied his thoughts. Tbe door was a-jar. He was 
about to enter, when a sight met his eyes that ar­
rested him. Antonia was in the act of receiying 
a lesson; by her side was the priest. She' bad 
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dropped her eyes intently over her book, !;Ind sat in 
an attitude of careless grace an,d exquisite ~irlhood. 
Beautiful student-jClose to her ·the pnest had 
drawn his seat, and had fixed his eyes inten~ly upon 
the radiant face which, lost in the earnestness of a 
Dew though~,was all unconscious of his. gaze. H!& 
arm, which had been thrown, apparently fly acCi­
dent, across the back of her chair, gradually fell 
from ,its remoter position, till it almost clasped her 
waist,' while . .hiS vivacious featun:s expressed any 
thing but' their usuallReek alld holy huoiility. , 

As Norman stood regarding the group:--pic­
toresque and beautiful as it was-a feeling, not of 
jealousy, but of alarm, shot through his • .60ul. So 
pure, artless, and.confiding was this rare creature=-z 
dreaming no ill, believing ever the promis~~ of. outJ;,t. 
wal'd 'semblance, so ignorant of the world, and';I' 
.placin such implicit faith in Ambros&:-that he' 
trelllbfed'for h~r opinions, if not tor he.Jtappiness. 
and :~irtae"· There: ,was .0. him, also, about this.! > 
priest .' sqm:e~ing qaie.t/ sly, «eep, and devilish;. . 
~~~~.~,~.8ii!O~~:,··$aJ'Jhus: 'oMr, th~s trU$l~, pour­
m2l~\.j';· ,,' ~l'hJS monsttous-?og~aS7-and 
who ~~~, . ore'dq,ngerous Po'lson,be~' 
h&'t09~~~' '.. .'te,nptei\vatching by.'-Eve··(aJld. 
studying·ber ..... ilf.:.:Jt,is prob~ble:. that his lfiuprise': 

.. was visible" in;th1s.:l.;~, and, mannel'.;:f~r'~Father 
Ambrose, after a Ionge preath and' the fadlDg away 
of an absotbeq. slhile, on looking up, started per­
ceptibly as their eyes met, but immediately regained 
his oily smoothness of manrier. 

Why did he start 1 It was the act of a hypo­
crite-Of a devil, who feared lest the cloak might 
have fallen from the cloven hoof: and then Nor­

. man smiled at the importance: towbich every trifle' 
grew to him in the strange mood which had lately 
come ovei' him. 

On coDvenringwith Torrini, he found him, although 
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perfectly doting on his child, yet abandoning her 
education entirely to the Father Ambrose.· Torrioi, 
as he grew old and ill, had fallen into the very low­
est abysses of superstition, and had conceived a 
project, Norman discovered some days after, of 
consigning Antonia to a convenL On expressing 
his surprise, Ilftd probably his abhorrence, the mar­
quis,had betrayed that the priest had first suggested 
tile measure. In the course of his subsequent in­
terviews with Antonia, Norman turned the subject 
upon this point. He found her steeped in the prej­
udices and unnatural hopes of an education the 
most warpeq and erroneous. . 

If a young fawn could speak, it would not more 
'..~·llDguardedly confide its wild thoughts and wishes to & b ..... 1han Antoo;" to an wbom .be 

• . . , and who sougbt her thoughts. One day after 
. n bad spoken to her of life-of the great 

" . f human destin and human hap iness-
t .~ told him, with a lig6t tear glittering trom her 

Jong lashes, that· a convent washer refuge; and 
she knew it would prove a sweet one from a dread­
ful fate. It seemed she had been wooed in mar­
riage by 8t proud and haughty cousin of her father's, 
-one on whom from her infancy she had looked 
with terror. But Ambrose ,and her father both 
loved him, and she knew it would grieve their hearts 
were she ever to ~hink of another. Nothing. she 
said, filled her with' more pleasW'e than the 
thoughts of the holy and secure life led by the 'sis­
ters of SL U-, - •. Those tranquil walls were the 
port where every vessel reposed in safety. She 
had been told thai the world ,W8Sr as the terrible 
sea, smooth to betray and merciless in its fury­
wrecking with eq ual ease the tallest vessel and the 
lightest bark; that beneath every wave lurked a 
rock, apd in every silver cloud hung 'a tempest. 

If there was 80mething mournful in the sight of 
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one so Un8U8pecting and light-hearted thus entangled 
in the meshes of superstition, Norman's interest was 
much enhanced by discovering the secret, passion­
ate, almost hopeless love entertained for her by· the 
sculptor Angelo. To the acquaintance of this 
youth Norman had been attracted by many name­
less allurements of person, mind, and character. So 
pure, high, ~piring, and so gentle-hearted was 
the melancholy artist, that Norman learned to love 
him before he was aware~ His -own princely for­
tune enabled him, in the most delicate way, to re­
lieve the embarrassment of his friend by affording 
f~quent employment for his chisel. This brought 
them often together, until at length Something of a 
kindred spirit united them in 'the bands of sincere 
friendship. Angelo found in Norman· wealth with­
out pride or ostentation; a heart sympathizing with 
the impulses and recoilings, the pride and the des­
pair, of unfriended merit: while the more matured 
and experienced student discovered in the artist 
genius and virtue rarely seen: and the more he 
studied his character, the more he admired its ~haste 
symmetry and c1assic,proportions. It stood among 
other men like a Grecian temple reared amid the 
homely and discoloured mansions of modern busi-

r-ness. Imbued with poetry-imbued with passion 
-he was dapgerously gifted with capacities both 

UOr happiness and misery. By a se~les of casual 
. trifles Norman had learned· his love for An tonia. 
We will not detain the reader with it; "nor with the 
fulness of his bliss when he discovered that Leslie 
was not a lover. From that moment their friend­
ship had become cemented. 

One day Norman lounged from the palace after 
a half-hour of Elportive study with Antonia. He 
had ordered Psyche from Angelo, and the latter 
haq promised him the first sight of it on this mom­
ing. It was his custom to note down in a kind of 
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diary the leading events of the day, with lIuch re­
flections as they chanced to elicit, and to sketch in 
rude outlines the most remarkable characters he 
encountered. These were treasures to his father 
and sister'; and for their eyes-they were intended. 
On the present morning, after he left the palace, he 
remembered that he had sallied forth without closing 
the volume which lay open on the table. He re­
turned, therefore, with a hasty step; and mount­
ing suddenly to his apartment, was surprised, as he 
entered, to hear a slight stir and rustle, as if some 
one, startled by his approach. had abruptly quit­
ted the room. But how 1 Certainly no one had 
passed him by the door; and yet the noise had been 
too distinctly audible for fancy. He glanced his L 
eyes around, all was lonely and quiet; but a heavy 
piece of silken drapery in one corner seemed' to 
stir, and gra.dually settle itself into repose. He 
walked up to it and examined it closely, and the 
wall behind it. Nothing could he find. His note­
book lay, as he' had left ,it, OpeD upon the table; 
but upon approaching to take it', he perceived, to his 
increasing surprise, that it was' upside down-not 
the position in which he had left it; certainly, for he 
had written in it the moment before his departure .. 
It was plain that some one' had been in his room. 
Was there a secret door? He began to fancy the 
old days of rom!lDCe come back upon him. A 
palace-a priest--a lovely girl; 'and a private panel 
-they were the very materials for a novel. ' 

The incident left an impression on him too dis­
tinctly unpleasant to be the theme of jest. The 
idea of being 'watched made his blood boil. He 
had heard of the n'umerous spies with which Italy 
abounds. Perchance the. priest acted in that capa­
city. From a lioating eonje.cture the idea soon 
grew into a confirmed truth. It by no meanS soft­
ened his feelings of dislike towards his reverend 
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friend: he resolved to 'be more wary in future. 
But he had nothin.8.to fear from the Tuscan govern. 
menL He knew Italy too weH to be linked with 
any attempt at reform or revolution; and he knew, 
too, that such attempts, unsuccessful, only increase 
her distress. ' 

With these thoughts, he resumed his walk. It led 
him,\in the way to the sculptor's, by the. square of 
the Duomo, and the glittering and airy tower with 
its gorgeous tracery. The doors of the immense 
edifice were open, and, with that feeling of solemn 
awe with which these gigantic, time-worn,8nd' mag­
ni6cent monuments of ages 'rolled away ever in­
spired him, he entered.' Its vast, huge, naked inte­
rlor--dim, gloomy, stupendous-for a moment, 
often as he had before seen it, hushed and absorbed 
him. It was on this broad marble floor that the 
great Lorenzo had been so nearly assassinated; and 
here other historical incidents, conclaves and coun­
cils, had occurred,' which forcibly linked the long 
aisles and airy dome and vaults with the splendour, 
romance, and grandeur of the past. He pictured 

. the immortal forms in wbose steps he was treading 
-Michael Angelo and Dante-Petnlrch, Boccacio, 
and Galileo. His eye now fell on the deep-stained 
windows; and now upon the statues, yellow with 
age. A procession of priests, followed by another 
composed only of ' boys, some almost infants, 'and 
clothed in long black, robes hung with white lace, 
went shuffling .by; then a sudden burst of voices 
chanted behind the altar, and all again wall lonely 
and still. , 
,As he lingered. a moment by a column, he heard, 

or thought he heard, the sound of his own name. 
Turning ,suddenly, a -tall and athletic man, wrapped 
in a long cloak, stood gazing on him, and near; but 
moving away, with a quiet, stealthy pace, he discov­
ered one resembling ,he priest. It struck hhn that 
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the two had been engaged in cQoversatioD, but that, 
on the sudden sight of him, they had parted. To 
ascertain whether it was indeed the holy man-who 
began now to occupy a large portion of his thoughts 
-·he followed, with a quickened step; but, entering 
a side-door, the object of his pursuit disappeared 
before he C&uld actual., determme hisidenttty. On 
returni~, the other also was gone. ' He stood alone 
on the mighty floor, amid the cold marbles and dusky 
tombs. Then a, sudden peal of the organ heaved 
its rolling waves of harmony along the far-renching 
roof-swelling up-dying away-and swelling up 
.gam upon his startled ear. 

CHAPTER XI. 
A new MysterycLettersjr.om Home. 

" A gloomy sea 
Rolli wide between. that home and me: 
The morn may twice be born and 'die, 
Ere e'en your seal can reach my eye; 

, And ob! e'en tben, that darling seal 
(Upon whOile print,l used to feel 
The truth of home, the cordial air 
Of warm loved lips etill freshly there!) 
MUlt come, alas ! through every fate 

, Of time and distance, cold and late, 
When the dear :band, whOle touelle. "Il'~ 
The leaf with &weetnel!s, may be chill'd. II 

, ' MOORE. 

THE old Marquis Torrini held weekly soirees at 
the palace. A brilliant but extraordinary circle 
gathered at these entertainments. -Most of the cel­
ebrated characters of Europe might, at some time 
or other, be seen there. Ex-kipgs and queens-

~OL. U.-Q 
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the defeated generals of old wars waltzing by the 
side of their victors-English statesmen-French 
heroes-the Russian prince-tourists and scholars 
from far-off countries-and women-all that Italy 
could boast of lovely here flashed and floated in the 
mazy dance. Among them were belles from-other 
circles-wandering daughters of wealth and beauty, 
freed from the restraint of morality prevailing in 
other societies-gay, and careless, and bewildering 
minions of fashion, accomplished in all but morals, 
"rho lived only to shine, to captivate, and to love. 
Here the star-wearing lord led down the dance 
some dangerou~ 'girl-the tender exile of a colder 
clime, who here learned to allow as grace what she 
had before concealed as shame. This atmosphere 
of rank was as a new existence-stupid virtue 
dwelt in the lower world. "Modesty 1 Leave it 
for plebeian breasts."-" Reputation 1 What can the 
person mean 1" . 

In these elegant regions of aristocracy and splen­
dour, notwithstanding the pressing desire of the old 
nobleman, Norman rarely ventured. One night he 
yielded to his curiosity to make tbe acquaintance. of 
a celebrated scholar and traveller-a man of high 
character and science. Evening came, and he found 
himself in the superb and dazzling rooms, thrown 
open with all the~r medley of regal magnificence, 
and thro~ged with' the glittering array of rank and 
fashion. . . 

He found Sir H-- a man of simple manners 
and plain strong sense, in addition to .his other great 
and well known merits. Two travellers, mutually 
familiar with many places and people on differen~ 
sides of the globe, will have numerous delightful 
topics of conversation. They were pleased with 
'each other, and again. Norman forgot his reserve 
towards strangers, especially when his companion 
kindly, and with unaffected eandour, touched upon 

Digiliztld byGoogle 
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his history, which Torrini, at the requeat of Nor­
man, had explained to him. The evident sympathy 
and confidence of the good 'philosopher were like 
healing balm to his spirit; and he felt that happiness 
might be his, even without the grand denouement 
which he had once conceived so necessary to his 
very existence. A select circle of such friends­
the love of a being like Flora-retirement and 
study-he sighed as these softening and grateful 
visions stole over his imagination. 

Sir H-- to his attainments in philosophy added 
no inconsiderable knowledge of the fashionable 
world, and he 'recounted the character and leading 
adventures of some of the most distinguished men 
and conspicuous women present. Much as he 
knew of Italian society, Norman was shocked, and 
almost incredulous. The most admired females 
were giddy runaways from husbands and fathers­
some, the charming protegees of lords or kings. 
English women, glittering in plumes and diamonds, 
and the fair divinities of general worship, who, in 
their ' own northern land, might never dare the 
glances of the world . . Some were notorious for 
adventures, which they took no pains to conceal; 
and others were enveloped in mystery, which only 
rendered them more interesting. 

One beautiful woinan attracted much attention. 
Her appearance, indeed, was strikiQg. She was 
ripened into the full maturity of womanhood. Her 
tall, round, perfect figure shone _ conspicuous amid 
the loveliness around. Her complexion was dark 
and transpar.ent. ijer ha.ir-night was not so sable 
-was smoothed glossily upon her beaming brow. 
The dignity of her countenance was chastened by 
a sweet smile. But , the most temarkable of her 
features were the eyes-so large-so intently dark 
and lustrous; sometimes veiling their fires beneath 
a softness that threlltpnpr! thp. ('()lrl p~t hp,n·t. And 
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again, when unobserved, when engaged in to~er- . 
sation, or darting their glances round the room, as 
ifln searcb of some one-bright~baugbty-dilated 
-restless, and almost wild. . At times her gaze as­
sumed a positive fierceness; again grew beautiful 
and tender as a gazelle's. -

"One of tbe curious effects oftravel1ing," said Nor­
inan to Sir H--, "is to show the pilgrim file-similies 
of his familiar home-faces in the most remote part of 
the globe. I am really sometimes startled to meet 
in cold strangers the very counterparts of my most 
intimate friends. Now my father stalks by me in 
the form of- a duke; and now my old school-friend 
sits in state upon a throne. Yonder superb creature 
I feel certain I have beheld before-yet it must be 
illusion." -

"The Countess D--," said his companion, 
" one of the most .marked women of the day; that 
8~ender young man who atten_ds her is the' Duke de 
:L--." _ _ ( 

Norman 'continued to Watcb this haughty stran­
ger with singular interest. As be followed her with 
frequent glances. he found that: he himsEllf was not 
altogether unobserved. His appeararice was of a 
kind, indeed, to command attElntion in sucb a scene. 
Among. other eyes, tbose olthe stranger were fixed 
several times full 'upon him j and once, when be 
suddenly turned towards her, he tbought she almost 

'started in her attempt to avoid encountering his 
gaze. Antonia stood near, and saw this species of 
communion between them. Norman would have 
spoken to her subsequently, but she seemed to have ~ 
forgotten his presence; except only Ol,1ce, when he 
caught per girlish and usually bright face shaded 
with a cloud of melancholy, and' the eyes fixed on 
him a moment with an. expression of misery and 
reproach, of which he did n,ot conceive her capable 

4- short time afterward, curious to observe more 
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closely the face which stiJI appeared as one not un­
knownto him,he caused, himself to be presented to the 
Countess D--. If. however, his v.anity or: his r0-
mance had woven any (1onjectures out of her former 
glances, he was now. chilled by her cold and almost 

, severe demeanour. Nothing, could be more civil 
and courtly; but still she was one in . whose ac­
quaintance he found it 'impossible to make the 
slightest progress. The Duke de L-- chatted 
agreeably; but, the countess, with her large eyes 
opened upon Norman as if with something of sur­
prise at his seeking with her even the ordinary 
familiarities of polite life. She spoke bo English­
had never been out of Italy, Switzerland, and 
France; ~nd whep the duke ordered her carriage, 
she passed from the rooms with a courtesy almost 
imperceptible, so that Norman doubted whether or 
not she even int~nded it as a greeting. The inter­
view, however, banished from his mind, the impres­
sion that he had seen her befOre. Some one very 
like her he, had . certainly beheld, but he endea-
voured to dismiss the subject. ' 

On retiring for the night; be found on his table a 
package of letters, and a card from Frederick Mor­
ton, with a line in pencil stating the, accident by 
which he had learned of his change of name and 
presericein Florence, and his anxiety to ilee his old 

, friend before his departure for Rome. . . 
:Nothing rakes up the associations like the sight of 

one in a foreign country who has been familiar with 
us in our own. Late-late that night-did Normap"re- , 
main seated by his solitary fire poring over letters­
oh! how rich with the spirit of distant lands and other 
days I Julia-his father-Howard, had '\\:ritten. A 
thousand' agonizing--a thousand delightful thoughts 
awoke in his' bosoiD. Morton had seemed to him 

'singularly interwoven with his own fate. If, as he 
darkly suspected, Clairmont was the. author of the 

.2 
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prominent calamity U' his life, it was, this very 
Morton who had been the cause. He smiled as he 
recalled the hrilliant night at Mrs. Temple's; he 
sighed as Flora Temple's image again rose up be­
fore him-softer-Iovelier--dearer than ever. Yesp 

the presence of Morton seemed to roll back upon 
him the stream of long-buried hope and love, and a 
flood of tenderness- gushed over his soul. He 
smiled once more,while recollecting the" B. Hotel, 
room No. 39, up-stairs:" and tbus, with sighs and 
smiles, the airy tissue of which most nlt;ln's memory 
is woven, and into which fade and melt at last all 

- the heaven-climbing schemes of youth and ambition~ 
the greater part of the night rolled away. 

CHAPTER XII • 

" Not to the weB in useleBB column. tolt, 
And.in proud raUs magnificiently lost; 
But, pure and artless, pouring through the 'p'laia 
HllIUth ,to the sick, and solace to the swain. ' 

. POPIJ. 

TUE Psyche was finished. Nothing from the 
chisel of the young sculptor had equalled it. For­
tune had thrown into his hands a block of marble 
matchlessly perfect;. pure and stainless as her· 
whose attributes it imbodied. Soft fell the drapery, 
as if waving with the air; and so exquisitely grace­
ful were the tender limbs, so sweet ~nd appealing 
the virgin face, that the spectator held his breath 
and trod with a hushed step, as if the heavenly 
vision, thus betrayed in its visib~e beauty on the 
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gross earth, would start from his gaze, and die of 
shame. 

The artist withdrew a few paces, and, leaning 
against a colossal but' half-hewn Jupiter, folded his 
arms and waited the examination of his friend and 
patron. He had placed the figure on a revolving 
pedestal, and' arranged the shutters to send down 
9n it the light most favourable to the potent spell of 
imagination. On his auburn hair, veiling even from 
friendship the interest with which he watched the 
effect of his power, a dark crimson cap was drawn 
down over his eyes, as if carelessly; his arms were 
folded; his head thrown slightly back; over his 
handsome face a smile had stolen-just lighting .his 
gaze-just parting his lips. 

The ,ense of excellence in works of art had en­
tered deep ,into Norman's soul. This deliciou. 
dream of loveliness threw him off his guard. He 
forgot the pI:6sence of the author. He gazed in 
rapture-walked round . i~ again and again with 
never-tiring -delight, murmuring, ever and anon, in 
the tone that comes only from the heart-

" Oh, beautiful! beautiful I Lovely as the soul t 
Radiant as the morning I" . 

He breathed at length, as his attention relaxed, 
and turned suddenly towards Angelo. The sculptor 
stood, as if himself a statue; in the same unstirring 
attitude; but a change had come over his Counte­
nance,: the deep, delighted smile bad faded from 
bis lips, and his eyes'were full of tellrs. , 

" Is it Dot a high art;" he said at. length, "to cope 
with the very band of nature 1" i 
" "Even so," replied Norman. "When I look on a 

. statue, it is ever with a thrill. Immortality is writ­
ten on it, as well as genius." 

"Ay," -rejoined Angelo, bis face again lighting 
up; '" wiJI it not go down the tide of ages-will it 
Dot l' When kings, who now roll by me as if I 
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were dust beneath their chariot-w~eels, shall be 
dust themselves-when beauties, who deem me; and 
such as '}"too humllle even to look on their radiance, 
shall be kissed by the worm-whe.n cities, now 
thriving and waving with their millions, shall be un­
peopleq, crumbling; grass-grown, and silent-shall 
not this little image, in which I have again timidly 
traced her lineaments, shall it not Ji~ among the 
yet unborn myriads?" .. ., 

Norman saw he was excited, and drew him gently 
to the window. . It looked out upon· a wide and 
gorgeous' garden, where huge vases of orange­
trees and lemons were ranged against the· SunDY 
wall, and statues and fountains gleamed through the· 
leaves. ' 

",Angelo," said he,·" I have observed, of late, 
that you have grown more unquiet and gloomy 
than is your wont. Does any misfortune prey upon 
you 1 Can l ~rve you 1 It has pleased Heaven to 
make iDe wealthy: I know you entertain wild 
opinions Qn many subjects, and on this iIi particular. 
Bu~ tbe adage, that wealth is not happiness, is truer 
than you suppose." , 

"Wealth may not be happiness," replied the 
sculptor; "but poverty, I know, is ·mtsery-:-deep, 
writhing misery. Were all the wealthy such as 
you, I could be content to behold the ~lden abun­
dance and profuse beauty of the mllgmficent globe 
monopolized, as it is, by a few. But those who 
possess it are but too often the grasping; the cold, 
the narrow-minded,·and themean.-· I look back on 
my past years. What has life been to me 1 One 
long. burning curse. I have drank insult and hu­
miliation with every breath. Am I Jess high and 
noble than the creeping reptile to whom the laws 
of this degenerate land have given yonder palace 
-those stately fountains-these scented groves 1 
This man hIlS spurned me from his gat~s. He did 
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not know me. Let him look to himsel£ We may 
one day meet again." , 

., You al~m me, Angelo. What is i~ you mean 1" 
" Nothing," said the sculptor, with some confusion. 

"When I speak on this theme, I rave. See," he 
added, as if to change the subject, "with the aid of 
your liberality I have been able myselfrto perform 
a generous action. T~is picture-i~ was the prop­
erty of a poor old pamter who was obliged to sell 
most of his articles for bread. Many of the Flor. 
entine artists assisted him -as far as they were able. 
I could only take this." 

The production he alluded to stood on the floor 
with its face against the wall. He reversed it, and 
discovered the head of a fine dog, full of spirit. 
There was about it a life and animation exceed­
ingly attractive; but it ev~dently came from 'a pen­
cil practised in the higher walks of the art. "I 
bought it," continued Angelo, " because the circum­
sta,lces of the poorman's life interested me greatly. 
With a powerful genius, and high and noble charac­
ter, it has been his misfortune to suffer a life of bit­
ter poverty~a continual struggle against ghastly 
wanL A fashionable artist in his own walk has al­
ways eclipsed him; and he is, at this moment, ill, 
and has been actually almost stanring." 

"Poor fellow r' said Norman. " Has. he other 
productions for sale 1" 

" Several," answered Angelo: . 
" And do you know him to be a deserving object 

of attention ?" ' 
" Come and see for yourself," said Angelo. "The 

sky is fair, let us walk forth and taste the breeze. 
Your Psyche shall be sent to the palace to-morrow. 
At present let us leave it, as I am weary of confine­
ment. Walk with me to Signore Ducci's-so the 
painter is named-'-and you shall judge of him and 
his paintings for yourself. It lies without the walls, 
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and up the hi)) of BeUu-guardQ. Poverty lIaS!,kl­
ready driven him, ~dy as well as soul, from the-
haunts of· his fellow-creatures." , 

The two friendll purll,ued their way towards the 
abode of the unfortunate artist along the black, 'diiP­
coloured, am\ wretched l~es and alleys of the Jar­
famed town, overhung as they are with immense 
caves,' and sternly redeemed, ever and anon, by a 
huge and gloomy palace; or a ponderous arch 'flung 
across the street; or the heavily-sculptured, but 1m­
finisbed, fa~ades of pathedrals; or tbe huge blan~ 
walls of a convent; or the turret of some immense 
antique tower. " 

They passed towards the Piazza Santa Trinita. 
The groups of Vetturini ever lounging before the 
black and stupendous Palazzo Strozzi, assailed them 
with their usoa:] clamorous importunities--" Per 
Roma, 8pl'/l,gen, Napoli. Venezia." ' 

Upon the bridge, the light and beautiful work of 
.A~maunati, their course was impede.d by a crowd. 
A friar, who had won the right of saintship, stood' in 
the centre of the pa'Vement, receiving. in advance, 
the lidorati6n of the Florentines. He was a coarse, 
common-looking man, bare-footed and bare-headed, 
with a cowl 'and frock, a cord around his waist, and 
a pair of brawny shoulders, which 'might have better 
spent their strength in cultivating the earth thall in 
usurping the honours of Heav~n.· The multitude 
thronged ~round him with lively signs of reverence 
and worship; knelt before, him, kis~d the hem of 
his garment, and stretc~ed 'their eager hands tumult .. 
uously to touch tbe stol)e& ere -evaparated the divine 
virtue imparted .~y his sacred feet. The face of 
Angelo grew almost pale as Norman turned towards 
him witli an inconsiderate and almost incredulous 
sDiile, which' an instant's reflection checked. 

" Can you wonder," he said, " dear Montfort, that 
I hate" -he gave the word that strong aJld bitter 
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emphasis natural to his ardent constitution-:-" that I 
hale, deeply, eternally, those who have brought my 
noble country to this 1 those who keep her tram­
pled down in this abasement 1 Nature gave me a 
gentle and a lo¥ing heart. I sadden over the pain 
of a wounded bird; I cannot see a sheep slaugh­
tered without a recoiling horror: but, for the tyrants 
of my country I have no mercy. It has been 
drained utterly from my bosom by years of bitter 
experience and observation. I hate them. Oh! how 
I hate them! I would lay down my life-nay, that 
were nothing, for often I feel that I should be glad 
to be rid of it on any terms; but were it bright in 
reality, as it sometimes is in fancy;-had I wealth 
nnd power-were Antonia by my side-mine, for 
ever mine,-I would even then lay it down to hurl 
into the dust these proud, haughty oppressors. Am 
I not right 1" 

"No," -said Norman, "not in practice, although 
you may be in theory. As your unhappy country 
is situated, it resembles the fox in the fable, who pre­
ferred to have his blood sucked by flies already half­
sated rather than by a new swarm more fierce and 
ravenous. E very revolution, even the most glori­
ously successful, is, at first, an appalling evil; but a 
failure only rivets and tightens the chain-strength­
ens the tyrant-weakens the hope of future relief, 
and pours out that very blood most noble and most 
feared by those in power." 

"You think, then," said Angelo, " that the patriot 
who now strives to break the fetters of Italy only 
inflicts upon her an injury 1" 

" Yes, decidedly." 
" And no plan to free her would have your ap­

probation 1" 
" No, by no means. Italy will only be regener­

ated, if she is eve/' regenerated, by the slow influ­
ence of opinion; and her first aid will come from 
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j abroad. She might be freed by her own revolu-. 
tions a thousand times, and she would Qnly fall back 
again into slavery and degradation. Austria, Rus­
sia, France, mQ.st be first' changed: in her struggles 
she copes with, tbe colossal energies of all these." 

" Had your own glorious countrymen thought so, 
Montfort, the world had wante<l the grandest ex-
ample of history:'" . 

" My own countrymen," l!8id Norman, " you must 
remember, are separated from Europe. They 
breathe an atmosphere all their own; and were 
morally prep'ared to govern themselves long before 
they beca,me their own ma,sters." . 

" Oh !" said tbe' sculptor, " how I have hung over 
the romantic story of youreountry !-over its sub­
lime moral fabric-over its gOdlike statesmen and 
soldiers, higher, because more enlip:htened, than 
those of eitner Rome or Greece. Your govern­
ment and your heroes have been disinterested. The 
happiness of their race is their sole object. Your 
nation steps along the career of moral1ight; never 
reels with the drunkenness of glory-with the thirst 
after empire. Instead of involving millions in war, 
pestilence, and famine, in pursuit of such designs as, 
for so many thousand years, have shaken this old 

. world, you would not, however easy the enterprise, 
acquire by force or fraud the wealthiest portion of 
the globe. You possess the principle of growth 
hidden in an acorn, which, in its humble ori.gin, af. 

r- fords you at once a hope' and a lesson. Like that l insignificant seed, you were borne byadvepsc winds 
to a distant and savage shore; you were planted 
by accident, arid grew in neglect; and now you ap­
pear flinging abroad your branches to heaven, strik­
Ulg your 500ts deep into the earth, bending and 
groaning sometimes beneath the storm, but never 
yielding to its fury, and towering aboVe the sur­
rounding wo~s, till the r,emote revolutions of time 
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and nature sballlay your lofty honours in the dust. 
Oh that I had been born in BOch a land I where I 
could tread amid the still woods and mountains, and 
feil myself not a ,lave." 

Surprised at his eloquence and agitation, Nonoan 
replied-

" How djtrerentl~ you speak from many of your 
European brethren I" . 

"No," said Angelo; "do not wrong us. Thou­
Sands of hearts, I know, beat like mine at the men· 
tion of your distant and noble country. ' As Rome 
waI and America ia,' thus runs their whisper when 
they form high schemes for their own land. And 
are your citiell like ours? And is nature bright? 
And are there millions who live ever free, contented; 
and in peace 1" 

4f Even so," said Norman. "You would be en­
raptured to behold my native town. It lies even 
more beautiful than Venice; on a flood, and over· 
arched by a sky, as lovely." 

"And all are supplied with the necessaries of 
life 1" , 

" All." 
"None of these beggars and kings, rioting and 

starving side by side? No saints and friars? And 
the laws are just and· benevolent, and the religion 
rational and' pure, and the government aids, IUld 
never crushes those beneath it 1" 

" AU,-' said N~rman, "all these' blessin~ gather 
under the shelter of my country." , 

Angelo paused a moment, and added~ 
" And what wo~ld they deserve who could here 

build up' another as independent and happy 1 If 
blood must flow, how noble a death thus met in 
the pursuit of just laws and human happiness r' 

He looked around as he finished speaking; They 
bad been for some time surrounded by a throng of 
beggars, orphans, cripples, the blind. the ulcerous. 

VOLoU.-H 
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the dumb-ereatures blasted by disease, age, and 
accident, the refuse of hospitals, the wreck of wars. 
They gathered around, soliciting aid "for the love 
of God and the Madonna I" Norman ~mptied,his 
puree among them. A handsome girl, who led her 
blind father, received nothing from the scramble. 

" See," she said, "he. has no eyes." 
" But I have no more," said Norman; "nothiDg 

but the purse-" . 
"Well, then give me the purse I" she cried, 

snatching it from 'his hand. . 
At this moment the cry went forth that the sQver-

eign approached. . 
"The duke I ,the duke I" exclaimed the needy 

crew as they shrank on either side against the wall. 
The royal party made their appearance in the most 
Q1agnificent equipages, covered with velvet and 
gold, everywhere blazing with the· imperial anns, 
and each carria~e drawn by six prancing steedl. 
clothed in trappmgs of gold, surrounded by c1uJ8-
Be1lrs, outriders, postillions, and guards. "The horses' 
hoofs clattered against the pavement-the dazzling 
ornaments flashed and ~littered in the sun-and the 
sn9wy plumes floated 10 the air. As the imposing 
pro~ession advanced, passengers of all descriptions 
stopped to give it way. Vehicles belonging to 
strangers unacquainted with the customs of the 
place, at a sign from a postillion remained station­
ary. The starving mendicants bent the knee, and 
the passers-by uncovered their heads with profound 

. humility. The peasant, with his frail cart and skele­
ton ass, crouched to salute his master. All hats 
were dofi'ed-all heads lowered-all eyes drawn to­
wards the single man, who,with one or two care­
less responses to the genera) salutations, was whirled, 
flashing, trampling, and glittering, on his course. 

" I do not mind," said Angelo, "the oppression of 
the body so much as the abasement of the mind-
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the foul opinions with which they blight the young 
and the beautiful. Montfort, what think yOU! 
.lJ.ntonia, they tell me, is going to bury herself in a 
convent." 

"I have spoken to· her of it," replied Norm8D. 
" She seems to have been educated in the idea, and 
has answered my persuasions with the inost enthu­
siastic pictures of thnt gloomy life." 

" I would even rather see her there," said Angelo, 
"than in the arms of another. Yet I know I am 
mad, worse than. mad, to let her image thus haunt 
me; her proud cousin Alezzi, her old father, would 
spurn me as a dog, could they think I had dared to 
dream-" 

"Banish it, my friend," said Nmman, kindly. 
"You are young and ardent; the thought will pass 
away." 
) "Yes, when-It 

He stopped suddenly, as if about to reveal some­
thing which he' desired to keep secret. 

They soon· arrived at th~ poor old painter's. He 
had a miserable room on the eminence of Bellel­
guardo, and was ill--confined to his bed. The two 
visitants just sufficiently communicated with him to 
announce that he could dispose of several of such 
pictures as he chose to part with immediately, and 
at his own price~ JIe named a modest sum for the 
only two he had left. Norman trebled it, nnd paid 
the money down. The good old man, with a grate­
ful look and pressure of the' hand, thanked and 
blessed his generous patron; who, proptising to send 
his domestic for the purchase, also assured him of 
another visit, and more aid. ' 

He was preparing to pass the evening in solitary 
study, when his servant came in with the pictures 
from the unfortunate painter. Norman had not 
looked at them before. He now turned them to­
wards the light for examination. ...ltf\ (l"'~ was a 
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half-finished saint, with a halo around its brow r a 
crucifix, scull on the table, and a strmg of angels~ 
heads, peeping down from the walls and Ceilings. 
The other was the face of a blooming and lovely 
boy of six, of such remarkable beauty, as, when 
once seen, could scarcely be forgotten. Over the 
right eye was a .scar. . . . 

Norman gazed at it a few. moments with the most 
lively surprise. 

" Yes," he Baid, with 8 smile of pleasant recol­
lection, "that brilliant sleighing day in New-York, 
seven years Itgo, and this delicious little face I 

\ saved from the fury of tllose mad horses: I know 
the eyes perfectly; I never shall forget them ; 
and,now 1 remember, they are also those of the 
mother, to whose singular and beautifl.d face How­
ard called my attention-her life I also saved; and 
8ke," he said, rising in interest and anim.ation, "is 
the one, ,unremembered till this moment, whose 
image last night I so vainly strove to conjure up, and 

1 whom that remarkable ~untess n--..:.-so closely 
resembles. It is strange. Can it be 1 Can this 
fair countess have been in America 1 . Does she 
really owe to me her life 1 But why concealment 1 
Why disguise herself? Why deny tbat sbe had 
been out of Europe 1 I wiU meet tbose haughty 
eyell again, as, I swear, I have met them before. 
Yet, why should 11 If the lady choose to deny 
her travels, and to be somebody else, it is no affair 
of mine. This child I know, aDd there is the scar; 
but for the mother, I saw.her only once-years have 
gone by. Besides, what is it to me t" 
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CHAPTER . XIII. 

A Dialogue and a ConcltUion • 

.. Look, nymphs and shepherds, look! 
What sudden blaze of majesty 
Is that which we from hence descry, 
Too divine to be mistook!: 

This, this is she." 
MILTON'S POE", 

89 

Y BAllS bad confirmed and deepened, without 
. altering the outline of Morton's character. In hi. 
society. Norman passed several pleasant hours. 
learning many interesting particulars from bome; 
and among others, that Miss Temple bad suddenly 
recovered after Norman's departure, and continued 
yet the belle of the city-even improved in charms, 
and at the age of twenty-three more fascinating 
than she had been at eighteen-and yet unmarried. 
It had been whispered, that she, with the whole 
family, was about coming abroad. . 

"By-the-way, LesJie,~' said Morton one day, as 
they were riding on horseback to the Oascine­
.. or,1 beg youf-pardon, Signofe Montfort, I should 
have told you, but I declare I forgot, that she de­
sired me, if I ever crossed you in my trayels, to­
d-n it, now I-what is it? I never-Do you 
know, Leslie, I have lost my memory lately 1" 

Norman turned away his face ,to hide his emo­
tion. He felt in that moment that his soul was a 
thousand times more bound up in Flora Temple 
than it ever had been before. Assuming, however, 
an indifferent air, he asked-· . 

"But, Morton, what was it that Miss Temple 
said?" 

u2 
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"Why, she told me, one night at your sister's­
she and your sister, you know, have grown regular 
friends-real hand and glove." , 

"Miss Temple and Julia!" faltered Norman, with 
a feeling more like his former self than he had ex-' 
per~nced for years., 

"Oh, to be sure-why, she half lives at Mrs. 
Howard's." 

"And Julia never even mentioned this in her let-
ter-how strange r' " - ,. 

" Pho! nonsense! I suppose she forgot it." , 
"But what. did she say 1 You have not told me." 
" Why, she said-as I was saying-one night, at 

Mrs. Howard's-that, if I crossed you in my travels 
-you se.e, I was going to take the whole tour of 
Europe--up the Rhine, across the Splugen-Venice 
- Vienna-" -, 

"But the message." , ' 
" , Tell Mr. Leslie,' she said, 'that is, if Y01l See 

him in the course of your travels, that'-I declare 
now-I never-I have lost it entirely. It was 
something about friends in America-something 
about-about-the truth is, I did not expect to meet 
you much, So I did not bear it in mind." -

" But she said something of me, and 10 me 1 And 
she is the bosoin friend of Julia 1" said Norman, with 
flashing eye. " -

"Yes, bosom friend-regular hand and glove. 
She is ,a prime article, but-however, I have already 
written home to our folks, and Maria will go to 
Mrs. Howard's -at once. I told them how nicely 
you were getting on here. I declare, I never was 
so astonished." 

" G,etting on /"echoed Norman: "why, how did 
. '_ you tell the~ I was 'getting on 1'" , 
, ." Oh,' I told them; leave me alone for that. I 

- drew a description of you that will do their very 
heart~ good :-Great palace, says I, larger than City 
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HaD·, suite of rooms from the m'lUIquis, all to him- " 
I: self; little marchioness, says I, plump as a peach- ! / 

half the day in her boudoir with her all alone, says i! 

I; a hundred thousand piasters a year, at least; and, 
says I. he's in for 'it-regular, I tell you." ' , 

"Morton," exclaimed Norman, in a voice almost 
stern, "did you, really 1" 

"Oh, yes, d-n me, I did so-honour bright; 
leave me alone-I was really poetical on the little 
marchioness." 

" Poetical-" 
" Yes, I enlarged out, ye see, and got into a de­

scription. Why, she is as far above any thing that 
ever was, or ever could be seen in America, as a 
sun above a candle I" 

" And you are sure that this letter will go to Miss 
Temple's knowledge 1" 

"Why, .. was afraid," said Morton, "lest Mrs. 
Howard might not see it ; so, what do you think I 
did 1" 

.. What, in the name of Heaven 1" -, 
"1 added a P.S., sending your love-you know 

those things are always of course-and begging 
Maria to take my letter round, and, read them the 
passages." '. . . 

Norman turned aWay again, but it was to hide his 
vexation. 

" Whom do you think I saw in Paris 1" 
"Whom1" said Norman. 
"Guess." 
"God bless me, Morton, it would be easier to 

guess whom you did not see there." 
.. A great friend of yours." . 
"Of mine I" 
" Particular." 
" I cannot conjec(ure." 
"Don't you remember B. Hqtel, room No. 39, 

, up-stairs 1" 
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Norman turned sRTIddRTInly, %ind wjth brRTIathlOO15 
tentiOYk. 

Don't Y4)U remember, 'ORTIt one mRTIzole into 
4:Uloithor'~-the oandle snuffer-the Veronese lady 1" 

"For Heaven's sake, Morton, who 1 It was not-" 
"But I say it was, though-that d--d Frendl 

count." 
Almighty powerr I~ V{h%i±k~whero-hGw tell 

!DO," 

. " V{hv, man alioe, what's 1.,1:Ie matter! He is DOt 
heE'ri, he 1" . 

" Would to God he were !*l 
" Would to God he wero GGt, I. 

]\forton, I om de¥i'ply in this man-

~~~r~ iI;~j:~;hi<;~;~~ ::~ ihl:,~dy th4~ ¥2,ir(lUm-

" Weill so I will.,: I ca,!~ht him in the most in­
fernal-but vou shall hear.' 

" Quick! I am on the reick." 
You reG," resnmed Merton, "I do take it 

my[3eH~ with pretty cEflnsideaahle efirtflinty, to ".,<>,,"0',,* 

that hfl who w<kuld be g*iilty of such a thing-It 
"Guilty!" int.errtlpt~d No~man. c.' Ay, guilty! 

I'll be sworn, gUIlt black. as-*' 
"Yes! d-n the fellow. If it were eat fOr hir 

~::i~rth~::!l:i~ anen::!gSRTI~:e:;~~-dittG, ,nen-I 

V/hat was the circnmstantrie 1" 
"WhYi you see, when I was in Paris I used to 

go continually into Galignani's reading.room-ji 
" Yes 
" ~Jelli~~d th%i papers~ll 

Cd Arid thrre, One day, I went in, who should 
he thete but CI!lirmont:· I knew him the very mo­
ment I set eyes upon him." 

" What said he? what did he when was it 1" 
Cl Don't interrupt ine, my dear fellow. I novor 

::Y 
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·can tell a story if you interrupt me. So, one day, 
as I said, who should be there but Clairmont. I bad 
been expressly eager to get a view of a certain 
New-York paper, and he had it in his hands, reading 
it intently. He was sitting with his head bent down 
over the paper. Well, I waited; still he did not 
stop reading; well, I waited longer, still he never 
stopped, but kept always reading the same article. 
I got up, walked backwards and forwards, with my 
hands ID my pantaloons pocket; swore a little, 
bummed a tune, drummed on the table with my 
fingers, and got decidedly out of patience for about 
an hour. At last I walked pretty near him, and 
looked· under his hat; and-what do you think 1" 

" I do not know." 
"Guess." 
" Really-" _ 
" The d---d fellow was asleep." 
" And thnt was all you discovered about bim 1'~ 
" All! why, he -kept me waiting an hour." 
" Come," said Norman, as they reached the beao­

tiful circle where all the gay, fashion, beauty, and 
nobility of Florence were assembled, " let us quicken 
our pace and see who are here." They acco.-dingly 
galloped around, before long arrays of splendid 
equipages, drawn up motionless on one side, and 
crowds of others glittering and flashing as they 
glided amid the trees. 

" See I" said Norman, "the M~quis Torrini and 
his beautiful Antonia I" . 

The old nobleman bowed, and the young girl 
turned and gazed with such a sweet smile upon 
,Norman, that MortOJU susceptibilities were touched. 

"Leslie, you are a lucky dog," he said, "she is 
most beautiful I'; -

Norman ran over the names. Great and bril­
liant they were of the gay assembly, and Morton 
aeemed quite dazzled. He took every opportunity 
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to display his fine person to advantage, and kept hit! 
horse in a continual prance. He had suffered a 
pair of grim mustaches to curl beneath his nose. 
and his whiskers commanded attention even in 
Florence. 

" Ua r' said Norman, "the Countess D-
again!" " . 

" Which is the Countess D-1" asked Morton. 
" That -tUperb woman yonder on horseback, with 

the sen"ant in green and' gold by her side, riding 
with the Duke de L---.-. See, see! Looked you 
ever before into such eyes 1" 

"What I 'No-yes-I declare, I never-It said 
Morton, "as I live. Countess D--, did you say 1" 

" Ay," said Norman, somewhat surprised. 
" Countess Fiddlestick," said Morton: "that wo­

man is no more a couDtess than you are. That 
very woman I saw in New-York twice, and both 
times with that very infernal scoundrel the-" 

" Morton-great heavens I" said Norman, turning 
pale, "speak. !'" , 

" The d--d count in the French army." 
" Clairmont 1" 
"Ay, Count Clairmont. Once I saw her at his 

door striving to see him, and she was turned away 
by the bla~k snowball lfhowaited at the hotel; and 
the second time-" 

" Well, quick I" . 
"In the night, in the street, by the light of a 

lamp, again in close consultation with him; and they 
stood scowling on each other like two cocks a-going 
to fight." 

" Almighty Providence I" said Norman, plunging 
the spurs into his horse's flanks till the blood came. 
The startled steed leaped forward with a snort of 
pain, leaving Morton in an instant forty yards in the 
rear. ' 
. " Well! I declare I" said Morton.; "what is he 
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after now 1 The little marchioness, I vow. No, by 
Joe! he passes her carriage I she rises and gazes at 
him I He never gives her a look, I do declare. Ita 
the black-eyed woman he calls the Countess D--. 
There I he has caught her up-he bowB-lhe bows. 
Why, d-nit, I believe he's after _II the handsome 
women in Florence'"-aint he 1 I'll have to put an­
other postscript-wont I? I declare I never did. see 
such a--." , ' 

He galloped after his friend, muttering the close 
of his sentiment inaudibly. . 

, CHAPTE~' A' : 
,. C ' ',. . 

, The Painter's Ro, .. ~' ,', " . ' "-, 

. ~"""." 
"Noting this penury to mys'eIff'I sa!d.l~ L. 

.. . 

TlmNING from the countess, again baflled by her 
perfect compollUre and distant civility, Norman 
pushed his horse towards the gate that led to Benes-
guardo. , ' 

"The painter shall· unfold this mystery," he 
thought, as he hastened along the streets. " Be 
must know something of the child whose fa~ he 
has transcribed. From him I may gain a clew to 
lead me out of the maze in which I am s6 singularlv 
bewildered. Fool that I was! I should before have 
fathomed the depth of his knowledge on this sut>. 
ject. I will deal cunningly with him. I will steal 
the secret from his unwary lips-for secret there is. 
If this .woman be the mother, the painter ,must 
know it. I will have the heart out of him, ere I 
be again thrown back into doubt." 
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He reached the door. It led into a wretched 
hovel. The common streets were not more filthy 
than the rough steps that conducted to his neglected 
apartment. He pulled the little dirty cord at 
the opening gate which communicated with the 
"piano," where dwelt the object of his search. It 
was some time before tHe ~te opened, apparently 
of itself. A pret~y Camenera leaned down from 
the third story, and, in a soft voice, asked who 
desired entrance. ' 

On inquiring for Signore Ducci, he was informed 
that he was dangerously ill, and not expected to 
survive till mornin2· 

" Can I see him 1" , 
"Scarcely, signore." 
" It is a matter upon which my life may depend," 

rejoined Norman. 
" Then walk in, signore. But stay, the holy man 

is there now," added the dark-eyed and modest 
young girl; "«fome with me into: the adjOining room. 
It is the next to the poor Signore Ducci, and when 
he is alone I will call you." . 

She bent her head gracefully as she left him in the 
scantily furnished painting·room of the dying artisL 
He cast his eyes a~und. -It bore evident marks r of penury. About even an inferior painter there 
rests a halo, however feeble, of gemus and ambi­
tion. His mind, even if it have not reached them, 
bas nevertheless grasped at the more radiant shapes 
of nature; his life. bas been one of· floating dreams 
and brilliant shadows, a continual pursuit after the 
striking and the beautiful; he inhabits a region half 
ideal, teeming with lovely groups, and steeped in 
gay and tender colouring. When he withdraws his 
eyes from his own imaginations--imaginations not 
only more gorgeous than reality, but even beyond 
his power to pour upon the visible canvass-how\ 
much he must behold to blot out from the picture 
of common life I how much he must feel to palsy 
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bis arm, and chiU his hope, and teach him to fear 
that he struggles in vain I 

" Poor fellow 1" said Norman, as he gazed around. 
uppn half sketched fragments-a Verius dripping 
from the flood, a helmed head, a startled steed. 

,the edge of a princely palace-:-" poor fellow I 
Shadows indeed! What other men possess in sub­
stantial' forms, tie owns only in pictorial resem­
blanees ; and now-his pencil idle, his pallet broken, 
his fervid hues mouldering in the dust-from the 
bright world of Rlowing light, he goes down to the 
shroud, the cofifn, and the worm. Rest, chilled 
and tired heart I' rest from your labours. Peace at 
Jast will stiR its throbS'. I rejoice," he Continued, 
as he descried in ~he room several objects provided 
by his ownbenevoleat care..,......" l rejoice that, ere it 
close in darkness ~d death, my hand has shed on 
its gloom a~d ~rrow even one liute beam of plea-
sure." , '. 

A ~oaninterrupted his reflections. It came 
from the chamber of death. In reply, Ilnothervoice 
lRet his ear. It startled him with its familiar sound. 
The room which he· then occupied was darkened. 
Before the door hung a' heavy green curtain. He 
approached. Again he heard the voice-cool, wHy, 
and hypocritical. . The temptation was irresistible. 
He cautiously set the door ajar, and glided.between 
the apertUre and the curtain; a station whence, 
himself unseen, he cO'uld view the room in which 
the patient lay~ 'There were. in it three persons. 
The first, the wretched sufferer' himself. apparently 
in the last stage of malady. A light from the west, 
which the sun had left an immense wall of 'emerald 
andgold,fell upon his pale dying (ace. The second 
was the girl who had admitted him. In the third, 
seated by the bed, in his sable gown, with the glossy 
black hair parted over his quiet artful-featores, and 
a subdued look of holiness,· he recognised the priest. 

VOL. 11.-1. 
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The painter, with an expression of lo~ suffering 
and exhaustion, was just. replying to a queiltiOD, 
with half-spent breath. . .' -

"'No," he said, "never a word OIl that subject." 
"But he seemed rich'?" 
., Ay, and kind as a brother." 
" Tall?" 
" Yes, and noble; the bearing of a prince." 
" How often has he been here since ?', 

. " Once,' according to his promise." . 
" And he gave you money without an equivalent 1" 
"Yes." .. 
"And you know not his-name 1" 

. "No." . 
"You swear, as' a .dying man, you have never 

breathed a word ?" 
" I swear." 
" And that you never will 1" 
"I swear." 
The priest rose to go, promising to return in the 

morning..As he withdrew, the YOUJIg and evidently 
linless girl followed him to the door, took his hand, 
knelt, and kissed it. 

" Your blessing, my father," she said, devoutly. 
" Bless you I bless you, my child P' . 
Again the fair enthusiast kissed,ere she surren­

dered, the white and pious hand. 
When Father Ambrose had withdrawn, Norman 

entered at the call of the girl. 
The painter, exhausted with the previous tolloquYt 

had sunk back into a doze. Norman gazed on his 
broad' white forehead.' There, perhaps, slept his 
secret, at least the-faint clew that might lead to it. 
Those lips, 80 cold, so still, could, peradventure, 
with a breath direct him to the path.· Hours he 
lingered, resolving, when the object of his solicitude 
should awake, to attempt the discovery, which, how­
ever remote, he could not help vaguely ,supposing 
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iil BOlDe way or other linked with his own myste­
riouefate; 

Late in the night, the pale invalid opened hi. 
eyes wildly, aqd stretched forth his hands. 

&! My mother~my mother I" he said, "my gone 
years-my distant home among the hills-tell her-I 
died-with her .name-on my lips-teU her-tell 
her_to , . 

~' .vain-vain. To that green ho~e no more his I 
foot shall stray. That voice the mother never again 
shall hear. .Already the spirit, free from its world 

. of anguish. was deep amid the secrets of another 
world. 

CHAPTER XV. 

A CAaracter partly ""'folded-The Wanderer detecu G Clew 
to lead him through the Labyrinth. _ 

II How I recall Anehises-how I see 
His mother'. mein, and all my friend, in thee !n 

DaYDBN'S .IlJnea •• 

~ 

BEFORE the information of Morton, which so 
singularly coincided with his own suspicions, Nor­
mlll;l had planned a jouTneyto Pisa 'with, him, and 
bad fo~ally taken l~ave of Antonia and the priest. 
It had been his intention to depart in the afternoon, 
and to spend the ,evening and night at the villa of a 
friend. a few miles from town. Now, however, he 
changed his mind. He excused himself to Morton; 
and -after visiting, as we have related, the poor 
painter Ducci, went alone, and full of portentous 
presentiments, to hiS apartments. In order to ex-
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empt himself from interruption. he had BOt informed 
anyone of the cbange 9f his intentions; and now, 
at twelve, sat alone in his room, with a rush of 
:ilbts, new and strange, rolling th~ugh his 

He had overtaken the, Countess D--. Her 
race turned upon him-the very eyes of his paint­
ing-the very counten.ance: . no mother ever more 
resembled her cbild. His address, however, was 
received With the same utter coolness and. self-pos­
session,' rendering nearer approach impossible. 

Did sbe know him 1 ,Was sbe resolved to continue 
in her mystery 1 Was there, any relation between 
her and Clairmont 1 Even if there were-what 
then 1 Did that prove any thing 1 Suppose. he 
could trace and demonstrate all that he suspected­
that she was indeed the mother of the child-that 
some secret relationship subsisted between her and 
Clairmont-that she had beeh in America: lIhould 
she even, acknowledge all this, would it realize ,those 
dim and irrepressible forebodings which had been 
for some time floating in Iris mind, respecting the 
discovery of his own deep secret; and which were 
~dually increased and deepened by several trifles, 
mdividually almQst too insignificant to notice, yet. 
in the aggregate, 'Striking and inexplicable 1 

The priest, with -bis sly smile-his silver words 
-his mysterioUs and silent nir-his evident desire, 
on many occasions, to avoid him-his appearance 
in tbe Duomo with that gaunt stranger. when Ilis 
own name had been mentioned-the secret intruder 
into his room, having evidently perused his note­
book: this woman-this Countess D-; her re­
semblance to her whose life he had saved in New­
York; the child's picture, Witb the very scar, and 
now, when he hao almost abandoned the idea that 
these were more than mere coincidences, here 
~es Morton, who excIaims at OGce that this 1:el'f 
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Coootess D- has been in New-York, holding 
dark and mystflrious communion with Clairmont. 
" What! is the black veil to be lifted 1 Are these 
extraordinary shadows. that have so weighed upon 
me of late, are they really the commencement of 
the great work 1 Is the mighty and . accursed en­
chantment which has locked me in odium and in 
despair, is it fading away? Do the links begin to 
fall from my limbs, and the scales from my eyes 1 
And this very Morton-he who has so oddly plunged 
me in this dilemma-is he, silly fool ~ ~ is, to be 
the instrument 1 Shall I walk 8#ain . among men 
with the halo of innocence beaming around my 
brow-bea,ining to every . eye, to every heart 1 
Flora unmarried; and the friend of JW.ia! What 
delicious hopes I What-" . 

He was interrured lby a slight noise. It seemed 
close to the wal, behind a heavy curtain. His 
heart leaped to his throat. He was already excited 
to a mQst nervous agitatjon. The beavy toll of the 
Duomo was just sounding two. All was silent. He 

'leaned his ear. Again he heard a rustle; and hastily 
extinguishing the lamp, he silently withdrew within 
a deep embrasure in the window, and. enveloping 
himself in tbe folds of a large curtain, waited 
in unbreathing sileoce. A light appeared. The 
drapery on the opposite side of the room, which he. 
remembered had shaken before when he suspected 
a similar intrusion, once more moved. Gent1¥, 
stealthily, as a cat crouehes to watch its prey, a 
form emerged from the wall. with a shaded lantern,. 
bending and listeni~g; 'prying, step by step,. and on 
tiptoe. The intruder reached the table,held the 
light to the adjoining room, as if to ascertain whether 
anyone, by chance, was there; then, apparently 
satisfied with his scrutiny, and assuming an easier.­
and bolder air, he uncovered his face, and sntdown, 

12 

;' 
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upon.. the large chair by the table:' a look sufficed 
for recognition. It was the pries" 

" So ho!" he said, " to Pisa he has gone I Well. 
let him. If he would but stay-if the old tower 
would but fall and crush him, we· should have easy 
work of it. Only he prevents her-only he; and 
yet the green fool never dreams it. Ha I ha I Well, 
let us see; she shall yet be ours." . 

The worthy man proceeded to examine, very 
strictly, all the furniture in the. room in any way 
appertaining to Leslie. He turned over the papers 
-glanced among the lx?oks-looked carefully 
through one or two letters, left by chance on the 
table-and opened, with false Iteys, the trunks. 
Norman had sufficient pres~nce of mind to restrain 
his impulse to step fortn and lay a hand upon his • 
shoulder, and kept perfectly silent. . The priest, 
after looking carelessly through su«;h ~pers as be 
found, laid liis hand on the packet brought by Mor­
ton, and reading the superscription, exclaimed.- . 

"No I yes I Holy Virgin t Norman Leslie II) 
After al!Mging every thing as tliey had been be. 

iOre; he glided out of the apartment • 
• e So, then,'" thought Norman. as he stepped from 

his hiding-place, "the infernal rascal is a spy; nay,. 
something mOre than a spy. Whaf meant the ill­
emenedraven by the exclamation at my name, and 
~is courteous wish of the leaning tower 1 Does he 
bow me 1 He spoke, too, of her: who is ahe? 
Antonia-the' beautiful, the innocent, the light, 
hearted Antonia. I must save that gentle being 
from· the wiles of this old fox; and since I know 
the· secret door, I will endeavour to profit by it. 
Every day, my reverend brother here goes, at 
eleven, for an hour, to the cathedral; I will take a 
look into his regions. .. ' 

. The morning came. Nonnan met the priest at 
eleven in an antechamber. 

: . ~ . 
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" What \" said Father Ambrose, in his smoothest 
tone, '" Signore Montfort \" . 
. • , Ay, holy father, by the merest chance. I re-
turned at daybreak." . 
'., I rejoice to see you look so well," rejoined the 
priest,with a smile. _ . 

When he was gone, Norman ascended into his 
apartment; and, after much,scrutiny, discovered a 
small and well.concealed slidin~ panel. He opened 
it without ceremony. It led mto a corridor, and 
thence into another suite of rooms less elegantly fur­
nished. , In a small room,. with the light from a high 
window shed strongly do,wn upon' his face, sat a 
young boy. He was attentively poring over a book. 
The face could not be mistaken; it was the same 
sweet countenance which smiled in the picture, and 
the lear was, distinctly visible over the eyebrow. 

" The eyes were presently raised, and lowered again. 
Those same large, black, lustrous orbs. At that in­
stant a step was heard. Norman withdrew. unob­
served, into his chamber. A half·hour afterward, 
trembling with curiosity, he again tried the panel. 
It was fastened on the other side. 

CHAPTER XVI. 

The· Thread i6 lJrokeJJ once more. 

" There were two poriraits-" 
- ' L. E. L 

TaB haustbty Countess D-- led the fashion of· 
Florence. -She was the divinity of geDerai admira­
tion. At the numerous soirees, balls, concerts, and 
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operas, none appeared so marked and dazzling. 
The Count D--' had been a mal;l of ninety; 8Jla 
scarcely were they uaited by, the priest, when they 
were separated by death. The old man went 
quietly to the' grave, ,and the magnificent young 
countess to the very meridian blaze' and splendour: 
of fashion.' A noble young widow, rich beyond 
compare ~ the duke would do we)) to marry her., ' 

Her establishment was gorgeous. Her palace, 
was newly furnished, with most costly care; and 
her' equipage-it was the sun 6£ Cascine. 'Four 
sable c01)rsers' drew her, every afternoon, through 
the glittering throng; 8Jld after her were turned all 
eyes, if not aU hearts. . '. 

The interest she attracted was not a little height­
ened by her mien of cold and distant pride. Her 
manner was even severe. and freezing. Her ¥ery 
face, beautiful as it was, had in it something passion­
less and sepulchral. A colourless 'transparency 
marked her dark complexion. An almost bitter 
smile often revealed h~r dazzling teeth; and her 
large eyes gleamed, nol only brilliantly, but, bqrn­
ingly around upon her throng of worshippers: fasci­
natingthe men withadangerous and lustrous softness, 
which, on encountering the distrustful look of her 
own sex, turned to cool and keen contempt. One 
more cordially hated by the fair, more rapturously 
applnudedby the manty,more remarked and courted 
by aU, dwelt not within the waHs of Florence: • 

She seemed to delight in her triumphs in the beaU' 
mmule; but with the delight of pride rather than. 
passi~)D. Her lip eurled, and her eye flashed; but 
her heart .ever melted. Her countenance still 
seemed immutable, pasionless, and sometimes even 
wretched. She never sighed, it was not in her na­
ture; but a close observer might discover that she 
suffered-that amid the lrighest gayety of the revet, 
her soul was sad and solitary-that amid its moll 
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melting ardour, her heart was ice-was marble. 
High, inscrutable, cold, and beauti6JI, her course 
was watched, and wondered at. DukeS and counts, 
nay, princes and kings, it was said, came to her feet, 
when her eyes softened with encouragement. Yet 
even her encouragement was bestowed with the 
artificial brilliancy of an actress, who smiles from 
the prompt-book, who sustains a tender or a gay 
role with the ease of her profession; yet whose 
radiant joy, or graceful love, falls from her as an 
idle mantle the moment she reaches the side-scene. 

There was a magnificent ball at the Prince 
M--'s the second evening after Norman's ad­
venture with the panel; Antonia, the Countess 
D--, Leslie, all the world, were present. Norman 
taxed his powers to make himself agreeable to the 
fair syren, who won and flung away a thousand 
hearts; any of which others would be proud to 
gain, and prone to treasure. In subsequent conver­
sations with Morton, he had learned that the female 
he had seen in New-York was a very ordinarily 
dressed woman, and ~pparently from the common 
ranks of life; but that she had spoken English, 
both at Clairmont's hotel, and at the interview in 
the street. She had spoken the language well, and 
he scarcely recollected ·a foreign accent. Norman, 

• with the most courtly respect, first attached himself 
to the duke; and quite succeeded in captivating him. 
He· next contrived to draw the countess herself into 
the discourse·, and, with the most intense but guarded 
vigilance, watched to detect the slightest change in 
her features as he proceeded in his design. They 
conversed of America-of New-York. Presently, 
with artful abruptness, he asked her if she had 
"ever known a distinguished nobleman, Count 
Clairmont 7" 

4\ Never!" she said, with the most perfect ease 
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and composure. "She had heard the name, .or one' 
like it, but had never met the count himself." 

During this, apparently casual, colloquy, N.orman 
regarded her with all his awakened s.oul. Their 
eyes even JOet, full and uncl.oudedly, as she replied. 
There was no change whatever in her countenance 
and mapner; it was still c.old, high, haughty, calm, 
-n.ot a hu~ ar.ose-n.ot a feature changed; her lids 
drooped n.ot-her eyes shed n.o ,beam .of lig~ the 
less. " . 

His heart sank within him. It was ~vide,ntly im­
possible. He was c.onvinced,.and he uuerlyaban­
d.oned the idea. - Thus completely satisfied·.of the 
fallacy b.oth.of his .own sullPici.ons and .of M.ort.on's. 
and with that· pr.oqeness t.oconfidence peculiar t.o 
warm Qnd candid 'natures; he addressed the countess 
with a respect s.o sincere. and' evident, s.o mueh 
m.ore real than that which he had hithert.o assumed. 
that she seemed slightly pleased with his attenti.on, 
and even .bent .on .him her eyes, divested .of their 
un melting and distant c.oldness, with· a shad.owed 
tenderness that made him whisper t.o his .heart,-

" She is, a thousand times m.ore beautiful than 
even I suppose<t r' 

" You will excuse me," he said, "but y.ou bear a 
reaemblance so singularly strong t.o a friend in 
wh9m I am fatally interested, that I could n.ot f.or­
bear indulging the b.ope that y.ou might be the 
same." _ . 

She smiled calmly again; and they were jnter~ 
rupted by Prince M--. All she turned t.o reply 
to the salutati.on .of the prince, Aut.oma, with her 
father, approached. The marquis entered int.o con­
'fersation with the duke. N.or~ spoke with An­
tonia. 

"Like all the w.orld, Sign.ore·M.ontfort," she said. 
n.ot with her usual free and de~igbtful mann~r. " y.ou 
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~re captivated with the lady at your side, I per-
ceive." · -

The remark was made, and answered, in 
English. . -

.. She is a 'remarkable woman!" replied Norman. 
"A strange interest attaches to her in my eyes. 
Seven years since, in New-York, my native city, I 
rescued the life of a lady, with her child, from the 
fury of two maddened horses in full flight . T his 

. lady is the very counterpart of my beautiftll Ameri­
can friend. In Florence I have accidentally met 
with a painting of the very child-I cannot be mis­
taken. And, what is still more singular, I am cer­
tain that yesterday at your palace, in the room of 
the holy Father Ambrose, I beheld the lovely boy 
himself. I. knew him by his eyes and face ; a~d 
more certamly by a scar over-" 

A faint exclamation caused them to turn. The 
prince had just left the countess. Norman fixed his / 
eyes on her countenance, as if he could pierce to 
her very soul ; and for the moment his suspicions 
were again awakened. She sat leaning back upon 
the embroidered couch, her eyes fixed upon a 
statue-50 silent, so thoughtful, so sad and calm. 
that it seemed impossible she had uttered the cry, 
which was attributed to a lady very near her, whose 

_ coronet of diamonds had nearly fallen. He then 
resumed his inquiries of Antonia, who informed 
him that the child he had seen was the nephew of 
Father Ambrose, who had lately suffered him to 
visit Florence for a time, and over whose education 
he watched with peculiar care. 

"Indeed," she added. "so great is his anxiety, 
that he scarcely permits the young lad to leave his 
presence for a moment." 

The countess and Antonia stood together in con­
versation. They were the two most lovely women, 
in the rooms: but how different I The one had 
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evidelltly: seen the world. and sutTered from· its 
blight. Splendidly beautiful she was; and as Nor· 
man gazed JIPon h~r tall and majestic form, her 
head, in its queenJy shape and lift, reminded him of 
Cleopatra. Over her remarkable eyes g1itte~d 
and trembled a tiara of diamonds of untold value. 
Beneath, shone her dark, thoughtful face, with ~he 
'romanCe of eastem beauty. . An A~atic softness 
and indolence of manner had crept over her, and 
the splendOUr of her attire recalled recOllections of 
Arabian tales; Still,. even ·through the whole there 
was memory and misery~ She seeme«! a Zenobia 
-not in the splendour of her Palmyrean throne, Dor 
fainting in the, triumph of Aurelian; but aft~rward, 
ealmed and subdued, the ambitious. victor, the Syrian 
queen, sqnk into the melancholy Italian in her 
Roman villa. ... . . 

Norman's eyes turned from her to Antonia. .0 
.her shone beauty allunshaded by sorrow, .all un­
touched by time-a rose-bud scarce opened to the 
summer light. Could ever tears crOSIt the sunny 
face 1 Dew-d.-ops would be no more pretty-no 
more lightly wafted away; at least, so thought 
Norman. 

CHAPTER . XVII. 

A View behind the Curtain. 

" To lie in cold obstruction."­
Sllillupeare. 

---'>-

IN· a small chamber. far removed from the gal­
lery and suite of rooms open to the curiosity and 
admiration of visiters, the old Marquis Torrioi lay, 
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"'couched ofta'curious bed," surrounded by minol'B, 
satin, gold, velvet, and precious marble, preparing 
himself to die. The priest sat by his couch, arrayea 
in his holy vestments. The patient was dreadfully 
emaciated witb sickness, and apparently overcome 
with terror at the thoughts of his approac.hiog fate. 

" Father Ambrose," said the dying marquis, in a 
weak voice, "you have desired to see me alone; 
apeak quick, for they !lay ~y time is short." 

"I could weU pray," said tbe priest, "that your 
clays might be lengthened, but:--" 

" Yoil think such prayers would be useless 1" inter­
rupted the marquis, his eyes, turning with· ali ex­
pression of horror upOn his companioD. 

"I am certain," replied the other, "that the Mar­
quis Torrini desires his servant to speak can<lidly." 
. The patient ~8st 'on him another look of -despair, 
and murmured, as if half to himself,-

"It is not possible-it caimot· be-they deceive 
me, surely. Die 1 die 1" he repeated, with an em­
pbasis of terror and bewildered torment;' "lose this 
being-moulder, dissolve..away into nauseous matter, 
into living corruption 1'~ 

He shuddered .. and covered his face. 
I. My kind and noble friend," cried the priest. 

. " These eyeballs," continued the marquis, "with 
which I see thy face, faileD from their sockets-these 
lips crumbled to ashes-this hand, this moving, sen­
sible, living' hand, struck to a motionless, unmean­
ing, unfeeling clod-the flesh dropped from the 
bOnes, the sinews unstrung-the joints unlocked t 
Holy Christ, it is impossible /" " . 

The wretched ~nva1id let fall the skeleton hand 
which he \ had held' up and extended befqre him as 
he spake, and covered h~ face: 

"My dear lord," said the pr,est, in a low voice, 
" these are the wbisperingt of the fieoeJ'to turn your 
thoughts from heaven. He would thus lure you on 

VOL. IL-K . 
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&ill your last moment, not leaving you calmness BOf. 
ficient for the arrangement of your earthly. circum .. 
stances." 

" No I" said the dying man, "it is not the fiend­
it, is nature-it is instinct. The horror of death is 
planted in' our breasts., Jesus himself yielded, and 
cried oot ,on, the ,cross. Where a God trembles, 
oh'l what is left for man 1ft _ 

"The recollection," said the priest gently, but 
quickly, "that he trembled for us his children-that 
he put on these mortal sufferings, to open for us ' 
the gates of Paradise; Lift your eyes to Heaven I" 

" Ambrose I" said the patient, "it is a falsehood I 
What have I done to you, that you join in this 
!Dummery-that you 1Vould .affright my soul with 
Idle and dreadful appreheft810ns 1 I know I am 
weak and nervous; but I may yet live. J am 
stronger and much ~better to-<lay. Medicine hal 

, enfeebled me more, than disease. I am'sure-mre, 
deal' Ambrose, of regaining my health." , 

T.he priest east his eyes upwards, and his lips 
moved. . 

" Why do, you pray?" asked the marquis. 
"For you, my brother I I am not one of those 

who, for an idle -tendenJesil, would suffer you to 
meet the crisis which awaits you, ~rhaps this day, 
perhaps tllis OOur-,." 

"Holy Christ I" murmured the terrified noble. 
, "Blindfolded, and ignorant where you go," eon­

tinued the priest, disregarding the interruption. '~The 
beast brought up for' slaughter may yield hit throat 
to the knife without previous warning; he may feel 
the life.blood ebb and bubble away, and the icy 
faintness of death steal over nis stiffening and 
quivering limbs, with only the brutisbness ofphysieal 
pain. He has no 8(1ul; His obtu.e dulness is a 
gift of mercy from God., But yoM are immortal; 
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aod the hour approaches when you must bid fare­
well to earth for ever p' 

The marquis's face whitened to a yet more livid 
ghptiiness; he roUed his starting eyeballs toward. 
the solemn and severe face of the speaker. 

"And you teD . me then, Ambrose, with your 
priestly sanctity, .that this is death upon me 1" 

" Death I" echoed the priest. . 
" '.fhat this stately mansion-my villas,-my pal­

aces-my untold treasures-my proud hopes, are 
all gone 1" . , 

"Bubblesl" cried the priellt--" passing, hoDo., 
idle bultblesl" 

II Holy Virgin I save me I" cried the courtier. in .• 
changed tone of, voice: after a moment's pau~ 
.. Where are your prayers, priest 1" and he wiped 
oft; with his clammy hand. the drops that stood on 
his forehead. 

"They have ascended to Heaven in all the 
watches of the night I" replied the other, 'meekJy and 
devoutly. 
, "And with what avail, AmbroSe 1" asked the 
marquis. . 

"The ways of God," said the priest, "eannot be 
read by mortals. Deatp comes to all, at lOme time 
or other." 

" And your miracles, too," said the marquis. who, 
while in reality quite destitute of any rational reli­
gion, or supporting belief, was merged in the dark­
Dess and paradolles . of the blackest SUperstitioD_ 
" your sacred brethren have raised the dead. Oh I 
can they not save the living 1 Think, Ambrose, 
think I bas your church no relic 1 have your saints 
DO power 1 You have called the waters of the 
clouds upon the earth; you have cured the lame, 
the paisled, the ulcerous; beggars and wretches 

. have benefited by . your intercessions and your 
power.' I am nODe of these. I am rich, noble I 

\ 
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»riTe this dreadful sickness from my-veins-pour 
health and strength into my heart; give me once 
more to tread the green grass, to hear the birds in 
the grove, to look on bright nalure-to be a man ! 
Do this, Ambrose, and I ~ill make you wealthy­
you s~all reTel in gold I" . 

Tbe voice' qf the speaker grew husky, and ehoked 
and he fell back exhausted. 

The priest looW down a morDent on his ·gbastly 
face, his blue shrivelled lips, his loosened and discol­
oured teeth, his emaciated· cheeks, his hollow eyee, 
his sunken temples, and shook his head.. 

"Marquis Torrini," he said, after ·looking cau­
tiously around the epartment, as if to be secure 
against listeneJ'!!, "YOUf hopes of earth are vain; I 
may. not trifle with you on this your last day-perad:' 
venture your last hour. The wealth of Europe, of 
the worl~; the powers of science, of necromancy; 
Day, the virtue of prayer and divine relics, can stead 
you nothing." . . 

The marquis groaned fearfully, and cast his eye. 
around the apartment, as if to· survey for the last 
tilQe the objects and images from wbicbhe was 
about to part for ever.· , 

" Oh, save me I" he at length mottered-" save 
me! save me I" 

"Nay, hear me further," continued his ghoStly ad­
vise~~ "D~a~ alone, the mere ~ily pang, ~ 
Dothmg: . Till It touches you, you bve.: when It 
comes, It IS gone. I would that dea~h Itself were 
your only fear." 

" Sacred Mother I" ejaculated the invalid. 
"You are old, marquis," continued the priest i 

""your locks are white; your stay has been long in 
the land." 

" Oh I short it seems to me.". 
" You are ungrateful, now in your dying houl', as 

you have ever been-ungrateful to Heaven I Your 
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years have been years of pleasure; you have wal­
lowed in luxury; you have laughed, revelled. danced, 
and gambled. . What right have you to call on the 
Holy Mother 1 What offering of yours has ever 
hung on her altar 1 When has your knee bent in 
her homage 1", ' \ 

"By all the saints Y' excJl1imed the marquis, re­
monstratingly, "morning and' night, for fifty yean, 
have I knelt before her image." , 

" ,,"y I" cried the priest. _" Y Qur knee-yotH" 
corporal knee, hilfl touched the crimson cloth, and 
your idle· and unthinking tongue has paid her 
useless homage. But the Holy Mother of God is 
not propitiated by such valueless breath and unmean­
ing motion. By the true cross I I tell you, I cannot, 
I dare not, at-this ill:Stant pray for your soul. The 
silent words rise sluggishly ~ my bosom, and part 
heavily from my lips. Some leaden influence, some 
fiendish weight, clOgs their airy wings, and they fall 
back unheard." . ' 

,. Oh, pious father I I confess my sins. Intercede 
for ~e-push; compel your holy prayers upward 
-urge, urge their flight-.I will aid you. By Saint 
Giovanni, yo~ words startle and affright ,me I" 

.~ Rash, careless man I" said the priest~ in a more 
severe tone, perceiving that he had fully aroused the 
childish superstition of the sick man, "it is in vain ! 
It is in vain '- The fiend h1lS the advantage. You 
have deserted Heaven-Heaven deserts you I Tbe 
evil one,. even now, enters your room. He gloats 
upon your dying tormentjl." , 

" Saints of heaven I" 
," He passe~ your bedside ulll'E!buked ; he watches 

by your pillow, and triumphs in anticipation over 
Buch dreadful vengeance as I dare not even think 
of." 

" Ambrose 1 -by the blood of Christ I for the 
II:~ 



114 1'I0JlK&N LBSLIBo 

sake of the Virgin I aid me, advise me, rescue me 
-what shall I do 1" . -

The nervous and dying noble crouched in his 
bed, covered his face with the clothes, and spoke in 
'an agonized voice, which evinced the extremity of 
superstitious terror. - . 

"My lord nmrquis," said tbe priest, -" you know 
I love you. It was to save you that I sought your 
bed." 

U Thanks-the thanks of a lost, dying sinner! 
divine Ambrose I'" , , 

"You know, in our holy church, there are divers 
relics, impregnate with supernatural virtue. Among 
tbem reposes, in its sacred case, a nail of the true 
cross. You know ,also, that over the southern 
door, not far from the statue of God the Father,'is a 
group of the Madonna, and our Saviour between 
two angels. Late last night I entered the deserted 
and sacred pile, alone; and with devout lind earnest 
adoration produced the mystic nail. 'Its wondrous 
inft.uence shed through the gloomy and' immense 
aisles a calm and effulgent light, full ofindescribable 
glory. flacing it on the altar, I knelt for' an hour; 
and, as I have already said, prayed for your welfare 
.-long, long I prayed!" _ 

.. In vain 1 in vain 1" demanded the iQvalid, gasp-
ing in his intense anxiety. . 

.. In vain \ For a slow-rolling hour, much ado I 
had, marquis, to gain for you the ear of Heaven. 
There are tliose for whom, at the very first reveal­
ment of the blessed nail, the Virgin descends at 
once, and speaks aloud." , ' 

.. Go on..,.....go on-oh, holy man \", " 
"At length, as I knelt, the' Virgin Mother de­

scended from the windtiw, aud sat enthroned upon' 
the altar. I urged your cause. She frowned se­
verely on me, and my heart quailed; -but at length 
she said" • There is ODe hope on earth for your 
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dying sinner. He can yet show that he is willing 
to sacrifice to Jesus.''' , 

" How 1 Ambrose-how 1" 
"Bending my forehead till it touched the marble 

floor, even thus did I ask the sacred Virgin, 'How, 
oh, mother of God !' I said, 'can the dying sinner 
be saved from the flames of hell l' " , 

" And then-Ambrose-and then 1" 

\ 

'" Let him ~estow his daughter OD the convent of ,,­
St. U--,,' she said, and disappeared." 
, "My child! my child !, my sweet girl I'" murmured 
'the marquis. ' ',' 
, " I know," said the priest, "that she is tbe hope 
of your heart;, but what would become of her with. 
out you 1 The vile world-the bad, corrupt world 
-the poisonous, polluting, wild world, would blacken 
her pure innoeence. The snares of Satan are 
already spread for her .tender feet. Have you 

-already provided 'for her 1" . 
"She'is the heiress of all my wealth." 
"All? Now, marquis, behold! The Virgin 

comes-she descends in a cloud of light and, soft 
fire.' Look, she turns her heavenly eyes on you. 
The evil one, whom now I behold lurking by your 
side, shrinks away and trembles, lest by one great 
act, worthy to make you a ,saint, you batHe his toils 
for ever, and rise ~mong the blessed. Send your 
daughter to the convent of St. 'U-,-, ; send her 
there, a pure, unsoiled victim on the altar. Her 
stainless prayers will plead for you like thunder I 
Her virtues will be. a spell to guard you from woo 
Look, now, marquis-look how he trembles !" 

" Who trembles 1" said the marquis. raising him­
sel(on his elbow,'and casting an affrighted glance 
around the room. ' 

" H~Jook-the evil one, with his huge eyes of 
fire glaring ove ... you, and breathing of smoke and 
sulphur." , 
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" Save ~e, Ambrose !" , 
" See I he starts, lest with one fell blow you 

strike him for ever to the dust, and Bend him ~owl­
iug and limping back to hell.'~ 

" I will, Ambrose-l will bestow my daughter," 
said the half-fainting, wretched "ictim. " But my 
wealth-what wilf become of my vast treasures 1" 

" Thy cousin Alezzi," rejoined the priest. 
"But my will is made." 
'" Revoke it." . 
" 1 am faipt, I am sick; my eyes grow dim." 
"Ever watchful for your soul's salvation," cried 

the priest, ".1 have already prepared Ii .will-you 
have but to sign. Behold, the fiend already retreats 
from your bed, and' the Mother of God smiles and 
nods I" 

" But, Ambrose, my sight is dark, I cannot even 
read." 

" Let me read it." . 
"Holy Saint Dominick! a faintness comes o.er 

me-my hearing is thick." . 
" Sign it then unread," cried the priest. 
The dying man reached forth his hand, and with 

blind eagerness scrawled hill signature to the parch­
ment, while the priest . supported 1Um on the bed. 

The voices of the proce~sion of the host, in their 
long monotonous ~hant, now floated slowly from 
the distance, gradually increasin~ in soun,d. The 
priest folded up and placed in hIS bosom the will. 
Antonia rushed into the room, her eyes streaming 
with tears •. The chant grew nearer and nearer, 
louder and louder. It stopped before the palaCe. 
It ascended the I!teps-it rang at"the door. . 

,e I recall-I revoke," said the dying marquis, rais­
ing_ himself on his elbow with momentary strength. 

But the voicet& of the procession, which now filled 
the room, rendered his words nearly inaudible. A 
fit of coughing, caused perhaps by hjs excitement, 
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ex~e~D! ...... and~expos~~ during .... the previous ho~r, 
E:?E:?lZeiE:? him, ah,~er E:?'ihniRi hE:? sanE:? bE:?E:?k E:?poIN thE:? pil~ 
low. Raising himself then again, he rolled his eyes 
:Erom form to form, with glE:?23sy, deatd-lifi~ g;;E:?ze, 

i.hey reE:?ted on the fizim of Antonia, who, 
knee.ling ~t his bed~ide, was ~ing up at him with 

mmgled eOhre23EJlorn ofhrleR, ahmm, ond horror, 
The dying father recognised her, reached forth his 
}iondi to hrnr l.,eauiifu] rnIOS23IN he$'41~imisof hi~eyoi-
attemdted twke to s;eak~' , 

Lei Ull d,raw a veil 'over the scene. 

CHAPTEH XHIIH 

.. --Auri 'sacra fames. 
Puid not miirtaliir. pei:tora ::i:git~", 

yuwn .. 

IT ""a23 rnerr thehmx" of mrnrrinp. The tall -q,od 
gaunt Alezzi paced his chamber with impatience; 
ffilOW fe stiirted at the EJOIJz:,:I oli paStSting font!:tepf3-­
oOW he stf3pped and leaned his ear, as if expecting 
same one's approach. 

" 1;1d th£~ saints R" he exdt,imz"d, leogth-" how 
long he lingers! The old dotard is dead these 
oipht Pom's. told hiEnnerp in­
stant; and see, the moon is low in the west. That 
creatore sh,s hn!: biiwitehed mo,' 1 ihid" rrith 
"hat look of heni, Hoy,o it :llan£~~os each mo­
ment across me I and ever associated with her 
fothe-,~'s Md heont a wlfidpc;.nd I 
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know not how many, oonteodingpassions-bope, 
avarice, and fear. What if he has failed T That 
world of treasure falls to the hand of a girJ--.& 
we~k, unprotected, unadvised girl, to waste upon 
that runagate adventurer Leslie.' The old marquis 
deems me a IBint., It mllst have been, easy for 
Ambrose to work upon his, feelings in my favour; 
and ,Ie, thus dispossessed of her fortune, let -her 
marry me or not, the piastres are mine. Wbat I 
do I shrink at grasping them 1 Are they not better 
mine than hers 1-mine, who. have drained the lut 
of my resources 1 What can ,he do with so much T 
Her equipage, her dresses, are all she wants; lind 
these she shall have, ay, to dazzle the best of them, 
if she wishes not this convent. But had she known 
the fierce and infinite joy· of the gambler I had 
she opened in. her girlish heart a mine of ecstasy 
and fire,so vivicl,.so im~ense I~Hark I-yes I no I 
yes I Ambrose f Speak-by the gods, man, speak I" 

" My breath is exhausted !" cried the priest, sink.-
ing into a chair. . '. ' . 

"Then nod your head~ Is all right 1 Has be 
signed the will 1" " 

" He has," cried Ambrose. ' 
The vehemeQt and fiery noble sprang upon his 

feet-for, in his' anxiety, he had almost knelt in bend­
ing down his haughty height to the priest-clasped 
hi~ hands violentfy and triumphantly together, and 
cned,- , .. 

" A thousand thanks t~ the Virgin r' 
" And a thousand piastres to me," said Ambrose, 

with one of his quiet smiles. '. . 
"Dear Ambrose I-nay, sit, you are tired-you 

shall be my friend for ever. Ask what you will, it 
is yours. They ~old me long ago tbat my worthy 
cousin had taken tbe leap. But whence tbis delay 1" 

" Grief and respect for my late honoured mu-
ter," said the priest, with another smile. ' 
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, "Why, you untoward knave I" cried the marquis. 
.. You do not seriously mean that ~ef or respect 
bad any thing to do with your tarrylDg 1" 

Ambrose gave another slBile, silentJy, through 
his white teeth, and, as he did so, he took from biB 
~ket a parchment. Before'he proceeded to unfold 
It, be said,-" , 

" Yes, grief and respect both kept me; but both 
belooged to another and a softer bosom-Antonia 
detained me." 

"Tell me hastily, best of friends I tell'me all." 
&r By, the mass, an' I can remember it; I wil)' 

Firstly, the old marquis died, aDd that in the very 
moment when about to re'Voke this precious paper. 
As he fell back with ~is last Qlotion, the gir.l rushed 
in~ The death-scene was a Daral!6ggio. My pen­
cil, you know, leans tovvards the warmth and Jove­
liness of Titian." 

" No matter how your pencilleaos, prieSt; on with 
your story.", ' 

"When the poor old ~oblemaJt was stift'· and 
cold, they tore oft' Antonia, with' difficulty; she 
erying the while that she was now without a friend 
on the globe. Seizing this opportunity, lIed her 
into a secluded apartment, and touched upon the 
8ubje~t of the will-", _, ' 

" How ,1 Good Ambrose, quick \ I ache \ I 
,burn-"- ' 

"I told her .how her honourable and lamented 
father had spent his last' moments' with me, at his 
own request. That he had spoken of yrJU with the 
utmost affection-

" 'Tbe Marquis Alezzi \' interrupted she: i Ah I. 
I guess to what purpose \ I know too well my la­
mented father held him highly in his estimation. 1 
despise and distrust him.' .. 

" Humph I" Said the marquis. 
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" I am frapk," cried the-priest; " I speak alL ' My 
, lovely child,' said I, 'you will not accu~ me of mis­

representing, when I assure you that your bonour· 
able father has better reasons tban you know of for 
loving the good marquis. 1 am your friend and 
father; I will 'not, deceive you.' She seized my 
hand with an impulse of ber young, trusting heart, 
and ki.ued it; and--." 

" Kissed I'~ interrtiptedtbe mar9uis, knitting his 
brows. '- " 

d (You forget," said the prie~ in a parenthesis, 
and with another of those expressive smiles for 
which he was so remarkable-" you forget my 
pr.ofessioD)-and begged me, to proc~ed. I then 
touched on your noble characte;; your generous 
recklessness, which had in some degree diminished 
yoW' estates-" , , 

"Ay I" echoed the marquis.' '~Diminisbed in-
deed I" " 
, "Yourpure habits-your'amiable character" (with 

another deep smile )-" your-" , ' 
" Enough r~ said the marquis. "T.o the resL" 
" In fine, then, I told her it was her illustrious 

father'S last wish and will, knowing none so 6t to 
protect her Y9utli as you, tbat she should submit ber 
actions to your authority, till she saw 6t to enter tbe 
Convent of St. U-, -. I told her, also, tbat you 
had the guardianship of her fortune;" 

"And what said my sw~t mistress 1" 
" An your lordship Qlurmured before," said Am­

brose, '! when she but kissed my' hand....!' 
\. " On 1 on 1" said the marqUis, sterply. 

" She threw herself at my feet, seized my hand, 
covered it (witb kisses (you know, my lord, she is 
but 'a cbild, and so full of feeling and affection tbat 
it over(lows without bounds upon ~very surround­
ing, object-;-she.ha~ a dog wbich she adores), 
begged me, at least, to save ber from the fate of 



WE'ldding you. Heb beaukE'lus E'lyE'lS 77%'E'lre dE'l(E'lwnE'ld 
in tE'lars, E'lnd W{%b iGO b;imtifE'l1 that~~" 

" "Silence, knave! enough,! Give ,me the will,,! 
Ii am iter I 77%'R£1' mVEdd nnr taE3RE'lS dEli" 
ferently." 

My In(moE'lE3E'ld it hntn. whem 
the blind, dard hand of expirmg Ii,e has rudely 
traced the feeble marks ! Your lordship is D,E3W 
high and ; dfzU 77%'iH nGt Y077%" 

faithful Ambrose 
Not Eor'sforldf, good prioE3t I The thousaod 

piastres are yours. Return'to Antonia to-morrow, 
and seek to pzzfZzuade hel' md w.ishef. much 
bnE'lnty 77%'cre gctter theE3n ar77%'S than in a e(znVenR. 
But rather than suffer this princely fortune to elude 
me, shn shall bu(tnd in con Gent , zzr_n 

~Io a grav~ I"~ sa!~ the priest, s!Diling. 
'ghe %kYZzrqZ$RiG repincd mgtz but,'snlth counRnOanfzy 

full of gloating delight and trIumph, unfolded the 
parchment: but as he cast his eges over its broad 
pz%ge, hif hard,gaunt z:OUFJLtznaneo tooh a pltlez, hun i 
h~s lips w~re preslil~d closely t~gether, his' nostril 
dRlLtted With £zmg,yta wn brezil!3, hEf 
brows were knit into a fierce frown, and his eyes 
seemed to shoot sparks of fire. , 

Fiends! hnU! thn :?'agind {urief, pfieft I" 
l~ngth h,e sai~, in a voice so c~?nged t~at it .s.eemed 
tYE'lR Oi E'lnOR,ler sdeakoe, am, ztawdmg, hRS / 

against the tesselated door with the last impreca. 
(itm. "Whet trash is thiiG?" 

My eoble lord, the signed legal will 
of the Marquis Torrini; bequeathing his daughter 
te the eon vent of U~·~· . -, to azn1S, 
all his estates to your possession." 

Win I 'will (', nlmost hz>wI4'Zd the fnri' 
,OU~, Ki;s;~~ bl!ckeoing his face. "It is no .will I" 

nOL.1!:,-n 

ilized IO( e 
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" Lord me no lord-villain, knave, wretch I . you 
have been false I This is a worthless sheet of 
parehmebt, the lease of a· house, or sdme such 
tradesmen's trash, scrawled on the bottom with the 

) half-legible characters of that I!tupid, bigoted old 
dotard Torrini. Ambrose-" 

He stopped suddenly, and rested his la~e fierce 
eyes full on the face of the priest, while hiS broad 
chest rose and fell with the storm within. 

-" You have not dared to trifle with me 1" 

{
I. "By ·St. Dominick I by St, Paul! by th'e Vu-gin 

Mother I this is some wondrous transmutation I 1-
1-,-" -. . : 

He stopped in bewildered cOnfusion, while the 
noble stood gl!ll'ing on him with the ferocious eyes 
of a tiger, pausing the moment ere he rendlthis prey. 

Ambrose crossed himself, uttered an exclamation 
of horror, and dropped upon his knees. 

Alezzi se~ed him .by the brea!;t -of his black robe, 
a flake of foam specked his lips, he shook his 
crouching companion with his iron grasp, and, in a . 
husky, half-suffocated tone, added,- . 

. " Speak, slave! speak I" . 
"By my hopes of heaven I by earth Iby hell! 

I am innocent of this I" . 
" All the hopes of my life blasted in one moment I" 

·cried the marquis. ' 
" I know naught of the' means by which this pa­

per has been transformed," said AQlbrose~ " I swear 
by the holy cross and crown--=-I swear by tbe Ilones 
of my father I . I am myself astonished, bewildered, 
and ama~ed I Wbat. has come over' me 1 but now 
I held it in my possession, folded it with my own 
hands, and placed it in my bosom; and now again, 
while, as far as my scattered senses ca~ speak, it 
has never left me, I find this worthless scrawl. fol'­
~!gn from the purpose, yet signed by Torrini. 
What thunderbolt has fallen upon me I", ' 
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" Ambrose I" cried the marquis, in a caIm, delib­
erate tone, " if this be error, it is the ,strangest, stu­
pidest, d-st error I If, as it sometimes flashes 
upon me may be the case, it is fraud-fraud on 
your part-double fraud-fraud against me, while 
you seem for me to defraud others-I Rm an indif. 
ferent master of my own language; but I cannot 
call up words to name the hot, deadly, swift ven­
geance with which I will overwhelm you. I will 
stab you at the altar-'" 

"My honoured, my beloved master I" said the 
priest,.in a sqpplicating tone and attitude. 

"I thought to-ni~t," cried the marquis, leaving 
his grasp on the throat of Ambrose, and striding 
backwards and forwards in deep agitation and excite­
ment, drawing his breath hard through his nostril, 
as at each moment his teeth WE.re clenched to~ether 
-" I thought to-night to be the master of pnncely 
riches-to tread over-floors ofpreeious marble-to 
gaze around upon galleries of matchless and price­
less pictures-to look on wom'an's beauty. youthful, 
ripe, voluptuous beauty, and to say, ihese, these are 
mine I I was to be master of slaves-for all men 
are slaves of the' rich. I was to send forth across 
the seas for luxuries and refinements. I was to 
win back from those who have beggared me, all­
alJ~ mv losSes I And, last, greatest, the grand 
scheme ~ouldhave been ripe at once; visiens of 
greatne-.', and bliss-iinages of warm delicious 
h01.lrB, too soft to name, too vast to measure, floated 
before me, and in my very grasp I Monarchs 
might envy, and queens love me. Beauty would 
be at my feet, and power in my hand. With the 
w~alth of this little soft-faced girl, I eould wield 
Jove's thunder I These were my thoughts an hour 
,~o;. now," he added, stopping suddenly and fold­
mg h18 arms, "what am 11-a beggar I the prey of 

_L...L--<'llJlIlL.J1 I I __ ..L._ 
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gamblers-the outcast of his circle-a beggar-a 
fool-a wretch-a bafHed, useless reptile r' 

During this long outburst of passion, Ambrose 
had collected his senses, and regained his compo­
lore. He waited till. his companion, or his master, 
had concluded, and bent .his head down moodily 
upon his breast, and then spoke in an insinuating 
voice,-· 

.. My noble lord will hear his servant: you have 
wronged me by your suspicions. How ~n I have 
been false 1 Had I been so, how could I escape 
your knowledge, or your just revenge 1 . What 
could I gain by falsehood 1 But you know well thllt 
my)oss is heavy. If I had been treacherous, would 
not time at once show?" 

" There ~s reason in your words--you could n~ 
deeeive, and you could not escape m'e." ' 

.. This amazing accident," said the. priest, .. for· 
accident it is, cannot now be accounted for. It is 
probable that I myself bave changed the paper by 
mistake. But, my lord, though this will be lost, aU 
is not lost. Antonia regards me as her father-aa 
her coofessor-as her only friend; so did the de­
parted marqu'is himself. No quackery was too 
gross/for me to palm offupon the old man.. I won 
his name to this paper. by such a childish lIevice' as 
I should be ashamed to relate. Antonia is as easily 
governed by those who kn~w how to touch the 
Iprings of her character aright. . She shall yet either 
leek your arms or the convent, leaving her property 
to you. Thi~ Montfort we shall find means to b& 
rid of. He away, her actions I can mould at will j. 
you shall be master of her coffers I" 
. The marquis regarded him with a look peoetra ... 
ting and gloomy. . 

.. May my soul never enter the gates of heaven,.'" 
~ the priest, "if I ain oat fidelity itself I" 

'S Ambrose, if 10U play. me false--.l' 



NOJUUN IJi:IILIE. Its 

CHAPTER XIX. 

_ A Qtuwrel, t.mtl 4 Charge. t ' 

-, 
"The deadly arrow still clings in hit lIicle." 

, VIRGIL. 

BBA~LLY broke the day upon tbe' litem old 
palace on the morning when the body of tbe. poor 
marquis' bad been conveyed to the tomb of bis 

·fatbers. ' The illness of Torrini had in some mea­
sure diverted the attention ,of Norman from his own 
singular "ituation. He had found himself ,in ~is 
foreign land, apparently remote frQm any thing con­
nect~d with bis interests. --The years which had 
rolled over his head had half healed rus wounds. 
His mind had, beeD made up never to revisit his 
,country, unless at a, distant period; and then in dis­
guise. The hope of clearing his fame-of discover-
ing the secret of Rosalie Romain's fate, had been ',/ 
completely extinguished; even his early love ,had 
melted into a dream, nnd no more mingled in his 
thoughts among the realities of the future. He had 
formed plans, of resuming again his travels into 
those onental lands whose languages and people 
were most disjoined from his own; and now he 
"found himself, by a mere chance, fallen accidentally 
upon a vein of the most extraoroinary casualties 
and coincidences, which, however they sometimes 
appeared. unimportant, at others stretched to their 
most painful tension his curiosity, Suspense, and 
suspiCIon.' He seemed passed into a magic circle, 
wbere, under the wand of some enchanter, 'Viewless 

L2. 



phantoms of his OWD fate attended on his steps, 
whispering ever in his ear words connected With 
the mightiest secret of his soul, brushing by his 
elbow, darting over hill sleep, disappointing him when 
most excited, exciting him, when . most hopele8S. 
Vain1y he had striven to grasp these shifti~ sha­
dows. It seemed that the more be exerted himself .. 
the fiu1her he' wandered from their aid; that 
only when he sat down passively, or abandoned the­
punuit, their fantastic and capricious influences. 
again rose around him. . 

The'possibility, ho~e:ver, of piercing the secre. 
which hun~ so darkly over him had returned 
upon his mmd, and the spark of hope had beeD 
fanned into a blaze. The feelings he had- imagined 
long since extinct recUJ'l'ed to him With redoubled 
force. Bis old impressions were once more upper­
most in his b(}&rt. His suspicion of Clairmont 
grew blacker and deeper; With his suspicion; his 
hate.-and·with his hate, his hope of crossing him. 
The Countess D-- lie had resolved to watch; 
but she had Icft town, and he had not been able to 

. learn the plllce of her destination. r!'he child, of 
eourse, he was anxious to find; and' the priest. . 
with his mysteries, -he had determined to unravel. 
All these plans were interrupted by the illness and 
death ofTorrini. . 

The situation of Antonia divided his attention-. 
He saw her the victim of aD infernal design. Ber 
Bcheme.of entering a conve~t he had endeavoured 
to controvert, but without apparent success. . He 
had, however, once told her his suspicions; and also, 
that if ever in any dilemma ahe should need a 
friend', she muat apply to hiin, as to a brother, or a. 
.thel', for aclvice or aid:· and when he spoke, truth 
an~ honour were legiblf written on. his face and 
e.ef.iQna.. . 
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He sat alone in his apartment the morning after 
the death of the old noble, revolving in hiS mind 

'what course he should pursue. Propriety dictated 
. the impossibility of his remaining longer in the 
house as a gues4 with only·this beautiful young fe­
male and her aged gcmvernante; Yet, in the palace 
were the priest and the child, one of whom was 
now so intimately CQnnected with his ()wn fate, and. 
by consequence,· the other also. By remaining, 
might he not protect this defenceless, and lovely girl 
from the insidious plans. of the priest 1 As he COB~ 
sidered these ~hings, a domestic brought him a note. 
It was written in a hasty hand, and signed AntOnia. 

"Oh, Signore Montf()rt r'-tijuil it ran-" YOIll 
ance told· me, should I ever require the aid' of a 
~, or a fa;tlwr, tG apply to you. Little did I 
thmk It woufd so soon be the case. Alas I I am 
already in, need-inexperienced, alone; and, but for 
yourself, friendless. Father Ambrose has told me 
you are to leave the palace, and has hinted dark and 
dreadful things of you. Oh I come to me-come 
*0 me-I'" " 

Astonished and alarmed &t the import of these 
agitated lines, he hastened at once to, her bOudoir~ 
It was a lovely spot, overlooking the spacious and 
magnificent garden, quite secluded from the nag.. 
seous streets. It seemed a new world of foliage 
and light, the music of birds, and' the liquid mUI" 
murs of bright waters as they leaped into the air" 
and fell back into their marble fountains. 'Trees of 
the Ol~ange and ,lemon, ranged in enormous vases" 
shaded the narrow winding walks. 'The bending 
willow, the taU' dark cypress. the- silver- olive, and 
the silky locust mingled together in clumps of 
verdure; and high, huge smooth walls bounded the 
luxuriant and summer Eden, along whose sides and 
angles vines and roses clting in odorous loads. Birds. 
__ ere gathered here by hwub;eds" and lived the. year' 
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round, ever undisturbed, straining their little throats 
as if their hearts would burst for joy., Graceful 
statues o.f white mar.bl~ shone through the green~ 
nymphs and fauns, naiads and goddesses; and m 
a large fountain in the centre sat father Neptune 
on his car, glittering amid the ever.falling spray. 
The outward world of beggars and troop~f 
monks and friars-of filth and gloom--Qf poverty 
and pomp--9f hollow-eyed despair and supercilious 
wealt~he lean and starved cripple, the fat and 
bloated monk--were utterly. out from thiJ syl­
van scene. " 

As Leslie entered, he cast his eyes through the tall 
windows, open even at this late season for the waft­
ings of the sweets that floateci over, the balcony. 
He could n9t help thinking that this bright and per­
fumed seclusi~n w~s QJl appropriate abode for its 
young charmmg mIStress, wholie heart was, Just so 
pure and ~cluded from the, outward world. The 
boudoir itself was impregnated with her spiriL Her 
taste and refinement were visible in the choice and 
disposition of its furniture, which was simple, but 
costly and magnificent. . A rich carpet covered the 
glassy floor; the walls were delicately draped. Two 
magnificent marble vases stoOd on the balcony, 
breathing in their balmy odours. A harp and a 
piano, and piles or music; large mirrors; tables of 
rarest marbles; several exquisite pictures,--a Ma­
donna, by Guido-Saint Ceeilia-a 'Magdalen-the 
Crucifixion-aJid a St. Sebastian. Among them 
was ol;lly one not of a pious character-a Cupid. by 
Albano. The arch ,boy, amid wreaths of flowers, 
Watched some viewless victim,; his bow bent, his 
arrow drawn to the. head, apparent11 waiting a 
moment for the most sure and fatal aim. He had 
scarcely seated himself, when Antonia entered. 
Partly with the h~-unrestrained, familiarity of an 
ardent and afFectionate child, partly with the dignity 
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of a passionate woman, she advanced' hastily to his 
side, Qnd was about to speak, when the door opened. 

The intruder, who had 80 inopportunely inter­
rupted the interview, was tall, strikingly tall-1Ul 
accident which, according to the mood, of his mind; 
conveyed an impression of awkwardness, grandeur, 
or terror. His (rame was bonvand muscular, but 
gaunt and thin; his bair peculiarly bla~k and abun­
d~nt, parted low over his forehead, and shaded thick 
and bushy brows. Beneath glanced a pair of eyes 
not withouL beauty, but the beauty was continually 
counteracted by a 'fixed ferocity, that pained and 
disconcerted him they looked on. They were of 
intense blackness, and full of the vivid fire which, 
in this wonderful clime, warms and nurses the soil, 
flames in'the mountains, glows in the sky, and burns 
in the bosoms and along the features of ber children. 
His complexion was olive, nearly sallow;. his nose 
aquiline, almost 1.0 deformity j his mouth, half con­
cealed by two ample curls of raven hair, was bold, 
large, and stern, though, when he smiled, a light 
came over his features from the white handsome 
teeth. It resembled a gleam of sunset over a rocky 
and sterillandscape, and for the moment the fierce­
ness of his eyes was softened. WheD he spoke, his 
lip assumed an expression which implied the heart 
of a scoffer. His voice was deep and rich; the 
low tODes, when he wished to conciliate, sweet and 
mellow. Altogether, he presented that strange mix­
ture of good and' bad which enters, more or less, 
into almost every thing human, but seldoin in such 
prominent and unblended proportioaB. 

Ail Leslie regarded him, his first thought was a 
brigand; his next, a poet; his third, what could 
bring so extraordinary an individual, at 80 early an 
hour, with 80 little ceremony, to the private boudoir 
'Of the young Antonia 1 As he flung open the door, 
'he two gentlemen mutually started, and a species 

. . 
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of surprise appeared so fa~ to arrest them as to 
afford each time to complete his observations. 
Leslie arose; the other paused on beholding him, 
started one step ~ack, gazed around a moment as if 
to assure himself that he had not entered a wrong 
chamber, cast an angry glance on Antonia, and, 
knitting together his d~rk Ilnd ample brows, ~ea­
sured. the' form of, Leshe from head to foot WIth a 
coolness almost insolent. The young I man lifted 
his stature' with an air of surprise ,alii cool and -firm ; 
and a gathering shade upon his face boded no wil­
lingness to undergo such a critical examination. 

" So proud, too I" muttered the stranger. 
He shot forth an<?ther keen glance, with more 

,fiery rreedom and diSdain, upon the now stem and 
erect' form of LeSlie. and withdrew, closing after 
him the door with passionate emphasis. It was the 
very face which Leslie had seen in the'cathedral, in 
con versation with the priest. 

" Upon my soul!" cried he with a half-smile, for 
he could scarcely doubt of some strang~ error, "I 
IIhould like to renew 'my acquaintance with that 
brigand-looking gentleman in some more appro-
priate place." , ' 

" Oh, bush, for.Heaven's sake'l" murmured Anto­
nia, trembling with alarm.' "It is he-my fear­
my abhorrence I It is A1ezzi Y' 

As she spoke, footsteps were heard retumin~. 
" By the saints Y' cried a deep voice, in ~taJum. 
" Hist-hist I" said anotner, in a low,., auious tone. 
" But I tell you-" cried the first. 
" Convince yourself, then,'" replied the other. 
Again the door opened, and the 'bending form and 

smiling face of Fa.ther Amb~ entered, leading in 
the haughty figure' of his patron. 
"~y lord," cried Ambrose; "this is the kind 

gentleman to whose frie~dship the deceased mar­
quis, as well as the fair Antonia, 'owed so much. 
Signore Montfort, this is the Marquis Alezzi." 
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The angry noble scarcely bent hil head. Nor­
man did not move. . 

"The guardian of the young marchioness and 
her amiable friend should be better acquainted," 
said the priest. 

" We shall be," replied· Alezzi. 
"Not with my 'permission," said Leslie, sternly, 

darti~ back, flash for flash, the fierce glances of the 
marquIs. "I am accustomed to select friends for 
myself, priest. ~.' . 

"So high r' murmured Alezzi, as if to himsel£ 
" We'll try. if we cannot find means to put this eagle 
~~! '. ) 

The priest, a little behind, made vehement· ges­
tures to ~slie, deprecating his attitude and anger, 
and begging hiin to.yield and conciliate. 

"Why do you sign to me,. priest 1" exclaimed he, 
calmly, .. I have no secrets with you."-

" It is the Marquis Alezzi," rejoined jhe priest. 
" Be it so. And what follows 1" 
Ambrose raised his hands and eyes, as if the 

youth were mad in still daring to speak like a man, 
even before the Marquis Alezzi. . 
. "Who are you 1~ demanded Alezzi, with. unre-
pressed contempL '. 

"When I know by what authority _ I am ques­
tioned," said Leslie, ~'I shall be better able to de­
termine whether: the questioner be a knave 01" a 
fool." - . '. 

" Your words, young man," s!lid Aiezzi, trembling 
with rage, for he was accustomed· to see men 
abashed. before his searchin~ .eyes-1Cyour words 
are regIstered where they wIll not· be forgotten; , 
but I cannot stoop to quarrel. Is'it fitting that I, 
the guardian of a young and beautiful girl, in de­
manding to know the name and character of a gen­
tleman in her boudoi..-her guide-4lJld, for what I 
knolV,herlo~r--" • 
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"I assure you-" said the priest. 
" Silence!" cried the marquis. 
Ambrose withdrew from his flashing look. 
Leslie began to reflect that he had . been prema­

ture. He even commenced to spe,ak, but the mar-
quis interrupted him,- . 

"Is it proper that I,. in the palace of my near 
relative-i, a noble of rank and fortune, the guar­
dian of Antonia, should be insulted for demanding 
at least an acquaintance with those who frequent 
her society 1" . -' . 

" Oh, Montfort," said .Antonia, in an under tone of 
alarm, "speak him kindly I" . 
, " I might confell8 that I had been premature," said 
Leslie, "bad I, been acquainted with your person i 
but your method of seeking information is somewhat 
singular and unprepossessing. I must be bold to 
add, that even supposing you had tile right to demand 
it, a more courteous manner would better become 
you and the young lady of whom' you are, I believe, 
the self-constituted' guardian.". . . , 

" He saved my life," said Antonia. 
" And has been improving your mind, my 

yoUng mistress," said,Alezzi sarcastically-~' teach­
I~ you English. Hey, priest, wept it not 80 1-
philosophy and 'naJure. My good young folks, I 
trust I have come in time. You know, Antonia, 
your father's wish, which 1 am bound to see executed. 
1 cannot suspect you of stooping in your thoughts 
to a nameless adventurer." 

"My good lord,'l saicfLeslie, calmly, but haughtily, 
"I despise and defy you I Your insult take back 
infu111 I speak to you, and your tool yonder,with­
out disguise. This unprotected girl is your victim. 
I comprehend Well your base intrigues. The world 
already know you for an adventurer and a beggar. 
It is. for me to swell your list of Dames with that of 
Wlain I" . 
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The marquis 'leaped towards him. as if to clUsh 
him to the earth. Antonia rushed between, and 
Ambrose held his arm. 

" 'Tis well," said AJezzi, recovering himself after 
a momentary glance of ungovernable fury; "to· a 
priest and a woman you owe your life. . The tl'!lD­
sient impulse which could. make me stoop to one 
like you" (h~"aughed scornfully) "has· p~d. I 
am calm' agam, youqg man, as yon marble lIDage. 
But if you would brave Jove, try the bolt." 

Striding. close to Leslie, folding his arms, and 
leaning his sallow face towards that of his foe, 
while a malignant smile lighted his features, he said, 
in a deliberate and low voice,-

"Hark in your ear I" " .. 
Leslie stood high and stern,expeeting a personal 

attack, but at Alezzi's words, inaudible to others, 
for a moment he grew pale, and started with' signs 
of ·anguish. . 
. , "You understand me, then," said Alezzi, triumph~ 
andy.and maliciously •. "You know why I beal' 
your impotent slanders. I may not even shed your 
blood without stooping ~ and, being what' you are, 
you can no more receive chastisement' from the 
hand of an Italian noble, than favour from that of a 
high-born maiden." ,. 

Bu~ Leslie's· confusion 'was only momentary. 
"My lord marquis," he said, recoveringoimme­

diately,his cold and.lofty calmness, "thank my' mod .. 
eration, and my resolve never to reply to that na1M 
with violence, for your life." ... . .. 

" Murderer I"cried the' marquis, "begone! I 
will see that every door in Florence is closed against 
you; and if once more you dare add~ss, even with 
a word, this innocent and unsuspecting girI,'your life 
shall answer it." 

A scowl of fellrfuJ hate gleamed from his dark 
eyes. " 

VOL. D.-" 
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.The Pr:iest, with a meek and supplicating face, 
l'aiIed his eyes and hands to Heaven; then hastened 
to the support of the affrighted Antonia, who faintly 
munnured,-

" Go, Montfort--oh, go at once I" , 
Norman stood a moment, erect, CllIm, and even 

gentle; and his geotlenen, when extended to bi8 
foes, had they better known him, would bave made 
them shrink. . 

" My good friend," said he, " let me show you .. 
a serpent crushed, which even when alive was fang­
less. I bave no friend in the world unacquainted 
with the histOry of my life, except this same youth­
ful girl, who remained ignorant of it at the sugges­
tion of 'her father. Himself knew my misfortune 
and my innocence. Your brutal slanders' could 
inflict upon my reputation not, the slightest wound, 
except among strangers with whom I never mingle. 
Should circumstances,. however,.induce me to leave 
Florence, 88 perhaps they . may, let me before I go 
acquit myself of a- debt-which lowe you and yoot 
IIlIlctified tool yonder." 

" Insolent knave I" -
. "It was' my intention to place this fair girl in 
possession of a fact which, for purposes of my own, 
I have hitherto been induced to conceal Thill 
scoundrel priest may thank 'me that I stOod 80 quietly 
to behold him, with your name familiarly on bls'lips, 
kneeling at midnight, like -a common thief, in my 
apartments, and over my opened trunks. Yau, my 
haughty . lord, are also indebt~d to me for having 
substituted, on the priest's table, a certain useless 
paper, which somewhat disappointed, ,I believe, 
!our lordship's honoul'1lble plans of wealth. Hal 
Does the galled jade wince 1 What I both dumb 1 
1 leave -you, worthy pair. 1 am armed 'equally 
against the intrigues of the one and the violence of 
the other. Antonia, beware of them. They an 
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both hypocrites and villains, and both your foes. If 
I can ever aid or advise you, Antonia, seek me with. 
out reserve. Should you desire further explanation 
. wit~ me, my lord marquis, you shall never want 
ample opportunity of meeting me at your pl~a8Ure:" 

With a look upon Antonia, aDd a smile that rivalled 
the priest's for' coolness, he bent his eyes a moment 

. upon the astounded marquis, and slowly withd~w. 

CHA.PTER xx. 
Ptulagel from Let~erl. 

" Let UI 188 "- . 

Lea.." gentle wax; and, DlIUll18ll, blame us DO'''; 
Kin&' Lur. 

Two of the letters from which are selected the 
following passages were dated somewhat anterior 
to this penod of our story, the others nearly at the 
present time. 

Letter from tile Prie,t to :tM MtJrfUiI Alezzi, itt Rome • 

.. Neither do I know who he is, nor whence he 
came,as well as I hope one day to do. Rich he ill, 
as may be seen from all bis actions. He has taken 
into peculiar favour the artist Angelo--him who did 
the Psyche your lordship admired so. Of him he 
has made many purchases, and,paid for them well. 
too. They -say the poor chiseller of marble wils 
almost starving, till this same Signore Montfort 
relieved him. I have not written to you before, 
because I desired first to ,mow whether the blind 
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god had any thing t() do with his coming to the 
palace. I certainly know' he is far from such 
thQughts. He spen,ds most of his hours in the library 
alone. When with her, . I can· answer for it, he 
never touches on the theme. Still, the girl is ardent 
and susceptible, and it were much better tbat she 
saw him not. I spoke of it to the marquis, but he 
frowned 'as 'I have not seen him do for twenty years, 
and bade me silence. He has at ·least fascinated 
him. I should suspect him almost, by his attentive 
kindness to Torrini, of a design upon the piastres. 
only t~ere is in the man an open and complete con­
tradiction to the thought, 'a . disinterested reckless­
ness of self. which some would call nobleness, and 
others folly. He has Angelo with him often in his 
rooms, not as a stave, but a companion; and the 
young sir has even dared, though. I really smile. 
while I write, to look with no icy eyes upon Antonia. 
You will have a, penniless SClulptor, mayhap, for 
your rival, but not this Signore Montfort .. It is the 
most unfortunate thing, his coming here, with his silver 
voice and gallant beati.ng. I had already won fro~ 
Antonia a consent, which she forma~ly gave her 
father, to receive you as her future husband. But 
she is now more coy and shy. She will not yield 
up to me her heart and soul, as of wont, and I espy 
in her new thoughts and new schemes. .I will set 
on foot inquiry about MontCart, and revolve certain 
means of rendering 'you the old man's successor, 
either with the,pPEitty sylph or without. She inherits 
her father's devotional zeal, and has a dream of a 
cOnvent, which Ibave taken care to strengthen. 
knowing we might one day wish to be rid of her. 
Angelo, too, has revealed to me his love. His love! 
Why, the prating fool thinks our golden revolution 
is to be brought about solely by his genius, and that 
it will reward him with all he can ask of wealth and 
honour. I have found this love for Antonia a tempt-



137 

ing bait, did the fiery boy need urging to the crisis; 
but, truly, he w as hot for war, and as full of bitter 
hatred against -- and --, as yourself. I do 
think"so inflamed is he witl) hopes of liberty, that 
he fancies all Italy will suddenly tum into a Sparta, 
or that the best days of the old city will come 
back again by the cutting of a few foolish. cardinals' 
throats. He believes that he moy hereaner claim 
the hand of Antonia, and that she will be more wi!. 
ling to receive Mm as a lover, when she finds in 
him the deliverer of his country-the deliverer of 
Aia country ~ He moulds, under my touch like the 
IOftest wax. His fiery and fearless nature will be 
useful to us on the great day.~ 

Prom tAe Prie8t to -. 
, . 

"And With your assistance llere," so ran on the 
letter, "Il)ucb might be done. ,. ,.,. ,. 

"Alezzi is now full Qf money, and only needs a 
wary friend to beggar him. The sturdy, bully 
trusta me altogether, and I have so woven around 
him my' meshes;that he shows to me like a bullock / 
drawn up to tbe ring, and patiently waiting to be 
knoc~d on the head. Come, and you may glut 
yourself with his possessions. Never lamb at the 
altar bled more unresistingly.· Only yesterday he 
lost three thousand piastres to '8-, who, as you 
are aware, is but a tyro at the business. Under 
your Bkilful treatment, he 'will yield bis aU, and you 
may walk on gold. Other plans there .are too. 
You know his cousin the Marquis Torrini, and the 
pretty little dark-eyed child Antonia-time hat 
done wondro\ls work on both. The. former has 
dwin«lled into a trembling d9tard, who can scarcely 
sleep at night without m~ by his bedside, 10 com­
pletely have I mastered his mind; and the infant, 

.2 
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Jesu Maria! has budded into the very loveliest 
blossom of.girlhood that ever- fired the ,veins of 
prince or priest., Even I, the holy Father Ambrose, 
even I burn-but,oT course, in secret. I am in the 
family as a !JOn, and jbut for the watchfulness of 
Alezzi, I know not what would come of it. The 
fire that flashes in you .. veins bums also in mine. 
It was but yest~rdaythis exquisite' creature, as I 
was alone with her, giving a lesson in English, 
which language she speaks quite well, ran h~tily 
across the room, from some wandering impulse of 
tenderness, to caress her favourite bird. Her foot 
being entangled in a ~al:land of rib!)nd, she would 
have fallen, had I not caught, her .in my arms. I 
could not help--no, thou~h my whole plans depended 
upon it-pressing her WIth a most paternal ardour to 
my' bosom. But the little .dark-eyed minion did 
not, or would not, understand, and neither chided 
nor blushed, but only thanked me ! The glow of a 
ripened woman aI~ady overspreads her with the 
charms bfheaveD, and ..... I am to educate her'! ,Edu­
cate her J Enry me you do, for I kJloW you. YOll 
and I are none the colder, for having drawn our 
first breath beneath ihese fiery skies of Naples." 

F,.om the Prie" tft the lame. 

"The boy is gone. Take cate of yourself. I 
kept him tenderly for years, and lately, from several 
necessary causes, brought him to Florence, where he 
was guarded, like a stolen treasure, in my own m,ost 
private rooms. The very devil mUlit haTe had a hand 
in it. Who could have abducted him els~, I know 
not; and as for flying of his own acrord, the inno­
cent young thing could never dream of it. Gone 
he is I HOWaDd when, I am utterly at a loss to 
conjecture. , -

• ... ... lit 
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"Never mind the boy, I shall have him again 
soon. I cannot think but he has strayed by chance. 
-- and --are both right. I am locked in_your 
interests as ever." 

From the &Gme to the stJmt. 

" What! again 1 with an immense fortune-and 
thrown in her way, say YOll, by chance 1 Lucky 
dog I Never will you want three hundred thousand 
piastres more than now. The whole field is up. 
The carnival will be the most memorable of carni­
vals. By the Virgin! with many it will be a fare­
well to other things than meat. -Be on the spot at 
least by then. All you have told me I will endea­
vour to do, but bush your alarins. He is yet here ; 
~ut fear notbing, all is right-thick walls and iron 
locks.'" 

'-

CHAPTER XXI. 

A. [talia" Courtship • 

.. Was ever WOm8u. in this h\lUlour wooed !" 
Ricll4rtlIIL 

TaB marquis drew near, and, seating hims~lf re­
spectfully and tenderly, by the side of. Antonia, 
said,-

"My sweet girl, hear me I Among all the mise­
ries which life has brought me, I have felt none 
more bitterly than my wrongs at your hands." 

" Your wrongs, marquis I" , 
, "Ay, fair girl, mine l Why do you hate-wh.Y 
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do you slander me 1 I have never done you injury. 
I have watched over you even when you slept. And 
this villain. whose crimes I have unmasked, would 
have succeeded perhaps in bearing you off-you ODd 
your fortune-but for my care." 

"I thank your care gratefully." 
" Antonia, I love you I" 
Antonia- was silent. . 
ce Father Ambrose has related to you your fatherfs 

dying wish, that you should n9t remain in this bad 
world without a proper protector. See, scarcely 
are his venerable bOnes in the earth, ere his sagacity 
is apparent; and the basest and subtlest of impos­
tors, in the form of youth, beaufll', intelligence, and 
virtue, rises at once to' ensnare your young affec-
tions." . 

He paused. Antonia was yet silent. 
" You revere your father's memory. It was his 

last wish that you should be sheltered beneath my 
care, not only as a ward, but as a wife." 

She looked up into his dark face, cast down 'her 
eyes, and trembled: . . 

"I know I am not a gallant like the idle butter­
flies of the ~ay," continued Alezzi; "but I trust I 
know what tenderness you deserve from a husband. 
This youth-this Montfort, or Leslie, for he bas 
names a plenty-doubtless stands in my way to your 
affections. Nay. start not; turn not pale, Antonia­
I know iL Now I ha~e a proposition-mllrry me, 
Antonia, let me I>e your friend,your protector, your 
husband; this Leslie, if you stiU lov~ him-'"-" 

"Well, my lord-" 
"Let him still dwell in your heart-we cannot 

quell and m8$ter our affections at will, Antonia. 
They rise and overwhelm us-they bear us away 
with their deep and swollen tides; we are light 81 
thistle-down in their whirling and. turbid eddies. 
Take then this Leslie, receive him 88 your guide, 
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bend upon him-ah I favoured lover I-the light of 
your eyes, the smiles, the vows, the kisses of your 
lips. I will remain your protector in the eyes of 
the world i and you should know, ehild, that it will 
cause scandal if you encourage' a lover before you 
have a husband." I 

" My lord," said Antonia, for' the customs of her 
country caused this ext~aordinary proposition to be 
received with· less amazement and' indignation than 
the reader may deem proper, "I duly appreciate 
your kindness." . . 

" If you love this Leslie, yOI) will save him by 
yielding' to this proposal. He· has thrust himself 
upon my hatred. I bate him I" he' said, . his white 
teeth shining through his curled lip; "he is an ad­
der in my path, and I will crush him to the dust I 
But for your sake, dear gir~ he shall pass unscathed 
-he shall dwell with you in peace, only pledge me 
your hand: You will secure his life, hiS happiness, 
and your own." . . 

Antonia was yet silent, but sobbed and covered 
her face with her hands. . 

"My sweet child I" cried Alezzi, "you have 
wronged me cruelly, and misunderstood my char­
acter. Being your. husband, I will not be your ty­
rant. Marriage, my dear Antonia, is at once a 
freedom from all narrow restraint, which must ever 
check the' wal'm heart of the maiden. You are 
now a slave to falhion and calumny. Already the 
world speak of your familiarit.y with this stranger 
in terms of. wonder and rf,lproach. Be mine, the 

. voice of slander dies at' once: ~omen will envy, 
but cannot blame; arid men will love, wh~le they 
dare not importun~ you. This youth, this Leslie, 
we will suppose pure ana innocent, wronged, falsely 
accused-all that .he should be-all that you think 
him; be mine, and YOIl shall dwell with him uDdis­
,turbed. :He shall still be the companion of yOUI' 
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ltepa, -and the ch,osen of your affections. Confe88 
to me that you love him more than your own soul.-
. .. The Blessed Mother protect him r said Anto­

nia, lifting her eyes to a small image of the Vi~n. 
exquisitely carved in ivory, which stood on a kmd 
of altar before the spacious mirror; "~ Blessed 
Mother p~tect him! I live only in his presence !" 

" Then, Antonia," rejoined the marquis, " without 
my aid, without my power-without my protec­
tion as your husband, his absence will be eteinall 
his death will be sure and speedy I I know much 
of this unhappy man-much that would plunge him 
in the blackest ruin. He has made himself 10 
deeply my foe-he hu wronged and insulted me 
so bitterly and audaciously, that, without other cause, 
he dies. There is here, also, a nQble lord from 
France,who has sojourned in America, and who 
knows the whole history of Leslie; he, too, hu 
been the victim of tms man's haughty temper-he, 
too, has sworn revenge before· the altar and on the 
cross. He has long been the companion of my 
conviTiai hours, and he has confided to me the 
IJeCret of his hatred, and of bis detennined resolu­
tion to lay your lover at his feet. .' He .m pursue 
him over the earth, apd his vengeance is deadly u 
fate I· Antonia, these separate foes direct their bat­
teries against the single' head of Les]ie-unsheltered, 
unfriended-a stranger in the land-blackened in 
fame-the foul and poisonous stigma of murder 
fixed upon him by his own country-a fugitive-a 
wretch I What shield can he lift against this uni­
versal war 1 Where can he craw], or skulk, to hide 
himself from this general hate 1 . Even should he 
defend hill· life, what. becomes of his happiness 1 
Shunning all, shunned by all, his existence must be 
that of an owl-an existence of solitu~e and night, 
and trembling at the very beams of the blessed 
IUn." . . 
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"Poor, 'poor Montfort I" eKcJaimed Antonia, 
tean gushing forth and rolling heavily down her 
cheeks; "what will become of him--so proud-
10 high--so noble I What will be his fate '" 

"Misery, despair, terror, and a bloody death I" 
cried Alezzi, in hi. deepest voice, and with a scowl 
tt.t sunk to the soul of the giI'l. " All this anguish 
-all this Wo and ruin one word from your lips will 
change to joy and love; all the clouds that roll and 
frown above his head, ready to- blast him with their 
concentrated thunders, you, Antonia, with one word 
-a breath-a smile-a look, Can chase for ever 
away. Through the pits that yawn about his feet 
yoo can· conduct him in safety; why do you hesi­
tate? I do not,even ask his safety at the expenll8 
of his love. I do not, ask you, in dismissing him 
from death, to banish him from your arms, nor your 
heart; I ask you to reclaim him from danger-' 
from destruction-from absence; to lean upon his 
arm-to sit by his side-to ,drink in the tones of his 
voice-to' study, to draw, to sing, to ride, to 
dwell with him. 'And :what do you lose 1-what 
sacrifice 1 ' You give to me-I will be frank with 
you-a claim to your fortune, which is more than 
you can use, clm measure; and you give me a 
mere formal ceremony-an abstract title to call you 
wife." , . 

"And what pledge hav~ I, my lord marquis, that 
you will keep your word 1" , ' 

"You may bind me by lmM-by laws which I 
cannot break or elude, to settle upon you such por­
tion of your useless and immense grandeur as wiH 
suffice for your wishes and his. You may bind me 
by laws, also, to grant you the full freedom of his 
society and his love. The country you happily 
live in provides you with this power. 1 tell you, 
Antonia, more frankly," tor the marquis really 
warmed in the subject, "I am not a boy. ,I love you, 
sweet child," putting back a wandenng curl from 
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her forehead with his fingers, "but not with the idle 
fever of the youthful and the romantic-not with 
the monopolizing, self-absorbing, unnatural passion 
that burns in the pages of poetry and romance, or 
in bosoms warped from the liberality of nature. 
Plainly, I would marry you as I would purchase 
some rare and costly ol'nament-as I would trans­
plant some rich and beautiful flower, not to lock 
you up and gloat on you, Antonia, in secret, selfish- ' 
ness. Woman I hllve never sought or loved; I have 
other, nobler, higher, fiercer joys-ambition, power, 
wealth. You are different'; you live as. a gentle 
girl should-to love. Well, love then; Antonia r 
Suppose that, what you fair· women call • our 
1IuJrtfl,''' and he smiled jestingly, .. have no share in 
commanding our pnion; ,we have motives, to you 
as strong, to me stronger-interest commands it. 
You will purchase your lover; I. my ambition. 
Speak, Antonia! say but that, you will be mine I 
Join yourself to me irrevocably this night, and I 
swear to you, by the holiest of saint!!, by the most 
sacred obligations, you shall be' as free as the air to 
adopt what lover you will; and, if you desire, I will 
seek your presence 9nly as a, stranger." 

.. My lord," replied ~ntonia, now pale and faint, 
but still perplexed' and in doubt-for his soft and 
winning manner and specious eloquence had stag­
gered her resolution, .. give me till to-morrow to 
reflect upon your offer I" , ' 

c. And in the mean time, my good child." said the 
marquis, for l1e saw the danger of deviating from 
the cool and unimpassioned manner which he had 
aSsumed, and which rather, throughout tire whole 
scene, had resembled the soberkindQ~s of an indol-

, gent father than~he ardour of a lover, or the ten­
derness of ahusband-u in -the mean time, my good 
child, I will have papers drawn, so simply and sa 
palpably ,unequivocal to ensure ,to you, without quib-
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ble or evasion, all that I have promised and all that 
you can desire, that your timidest doubts will be 
allayed, and every alarm of love and hope hushed 
into peace and joy. I return to you, Antonia, to­
morrow." 

She motioned him assent and adieu; het 
heart was too full and swollen .for words. The 
wily noble cast upon her a lingering look, in which 
a close observer might detect the lurking warmth 
of passion, blended with triumph scarcely repressed. 
Then, with slow and studied deliberation, he bowed 
and departed. . • 

The reader, wUl'remember, that the most striking 
'Objects to the traveller are not always the novel 
aspects of , shores and rriountains l the sight of antique 
and wonder-raising palaces and ruins, nor cities 
fashioned in forms so strange and picturesque that 
even to look upon them stirs the breast with ne" 
sensations. The' inteJligent wayfarer finds more 
themes for reflectiOn in the moods and standards of 
the moral world; as they vary according to clime 
and country. Italy presents many' of these gro­
tesque wonders; nnd, her systems of government 
and society are as uncouthly shattered into wild 
and accidental fragments as ,her immense 'nnd 
mouldering amphitheatres and her ruined towers ; 
with this exception, that her dilnpidated edifices 
Bnd walls are the sublim,e wrecks of once perfect 
things, while her' monstrous shapes of politics and 
morals appear but the phases of a mighty chaos, 
which has never had bright order and perfection. 
Ber morals, her customs, her laws, her goverJloo 
ments, have no general connection with truth, wis­
dom, aod virtue. 'Every object, every principle;' 
bent, warped, and distorted from, the beauty and 
glory of happier countries. Hence, opinion is a 
crime-the press is a danger-religion, a cheat-
end temale dishonour, a fashion. ' 

VOL. JL-N 
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CHAPTER XXIL 

'J!M ClOG" falU from the ~en HO(Jf. 

"A Iairer person IOlt llotbeaven." . 
Partulull Loll. 

. W RBJf Antonia was left alone, a tempest of furious 
thoughts' flew tbrough her mind: not that ahe 
doubted t~e propriety., but the policy, of the step 
she was urged to take. Many of ber noble friends, 
the- familiar yisiters of her father's house, had en-
1ered into the marriage state from motives equally 
unconnected . with f~ling, and were authorized by 
their husbands/in some parts of Italy; by legal mar­
riage settlements, to meel' their lords in tbe fashion­
able circles by accident, and almost a8 strangers. 
Her own mother had united herself to the Marquis 
'rorrini without love, and for years bad met him 
with indifference; while.a gay young duke was her 
constant attendant at home and abroad. ~ 

It had been one of Antonia's 'dreams to .gain the 
love of Leslie. Sbe had never thought of obstacles. 
Visions of bappiness had floated in ber fancy­
truvel, study, mUllie-long and happy villits to otber 
lands. Her enthusiastic nature had brooded over 
these, till they had bec9me powerful. objects of 
hope. They were to be now all blasted. She W81 

to resign herself to Alezzi-tobe \he wife of one 
she loved not-to yield some vague portion of h __ 
wealth to his grasp. . . ' 

Should she dismiss his suit, what horrors 8pread 
tbemselves darkly out· before her I . Montfort was 
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doomed. She knew. well the unrelenting and 
powerful vengeance. of Alez~i. She started to 

'bear that Montfort was now the victim of an­
other's hate. Perhaps a day-perhaps a' minute, 
'might be 'too late. A union with Alezzi would be 
a union with Montfort.. His life would be saved; 
his . love <would lie hers •.. Her impetuous nature 
could brook nQ' delay. With no one to advise or 
guide her, she was lost in a whirl of doubt, when a 

. gentle knock at the door annou~ced a ,new visit~r, 
and Father Ambrose entered. 

Him, of all men, she regarded with the profound­
est reverence. His wisdom came from Heaven 
itself. He was the controller of the elements. He 
had recounted to ber cures· which, he had effected, 
and souls which ·he had saved. Spectres, whose 
unburied bones ~e them restless in their graves, 
had visited him to gain ~ace from his holy prayel'8. 
The Virgin had replied to him' in audible' words, 
when he, knelt to her at, the altar. Ships he had 
saved at sea amid the tempest. He' ~d guarded 
the vineyards from blight, and, at ~e call of the 
peasants, he had unlocked the .relics of holy sainta; 
aod by their divine efficacy, added to his pure 
prayers, the earth had produced in double, abun­
dance, and'the huts of the poor had been sheltered 
from plague and famine. He entered. . His step 
was soft and noiseless. He seated himself by the 
.ide of the beautiful girl. He took her.hand, kissed 
it, and said,-' '. ' ~ 

"Antonia, I come .to save you. Alezzi is your 
foe, your tyrant., With 9qe word I can hurl him tc) 
destruction." 

".Oh, w~IC9lDe I welcome P' cried the terrified 
girl, exhau~ted and almo~ abandoned to despair. 

"Antoma, you are pale, you' tremble, your sense. 
forsake you. tea~ upon- me, sweet girl"'-dearest, 
fondest, lQveliest I Ha I she faints." , . 
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He received 'her form in his anris. . He pressed 
it to his bosom, again and again. 'He impreiSed 
kisses upon her lips. ' .' 

" What madness," he said, " has touched my brain ., 
The wine, the wine has fired my veins. Antonia! 
angel J seraph I beautiful, beautiful girl I" as she lay 
in his arms---her white and je1leUed hand fallen 
heavily into his own.....:.her long tresses loosened \from 
their bonds, and hangingto the floor-her face pale. 
but lovely to the priest beyond his power to con­
template. Calmly again he sought her half-open 
mouth with kisses. 

"Ho-ho I she revives." 
Roused by the, ardour of his embrace, she had 

indeed revived,' and gazed around as' it' in a dream. 
So implicitly' did she rely upon. the' virtue and 
divine purity of the man, that even while he held 
her imprisoned in his arins she regarded' him only 
as an over-fond father. 

"Ob, dear Fattier Ambrose I" she said, "what 
terrible destiny is mine I" . 

The . ~nfiding and unresisting atrection with 
which the lovely and unconscious girl received bis, 
endearments cheated him into a momentary mis-
construction of ber' character. ' 

"By Heaven I" he cried, forgetting himself en­
tirely in the whirl and fervour of his feelings, "I 
love you so, Antonia, that my nature is changed." 

"Will you then save me, holy father 1" . . 
"Save you,. Antonia l-save you I-but in these 

arms." ". 
"Oh,1 will fly to them with joy unutterable-let 

us hasten away~" '. 
Deceived by her ~ager attachment, he clasped 

her 'once more to hiS breast, and once more ap­
proached his lips to relJew the kisses which he had 
found so delicious. With eager vehemence h& 
pressed them to bel'& The wily villain little knew 
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his charge. As if an adder had stung her, as if a / 
bolt of thunder had fallen upon her, she started 
back, her eyes flaming with indignation, her cheek 
reddening to crimson with shame and horror. 

"It is true, then," she said; ",Montfort is right­
he marked you for a villain, and so you are. What, 
ho-Alezzi I" -

" Child of my age," cried the priest, " what wquld 
you do 1 would you pour out myoId blood on this 
floor like water 1 WQuld YOQ see me dashed a stiff 
mangled corse at your feet 1" 

"Yes," said Antonia, swelling with fury; "you 
merit such a fate. Alezzi! come forth I" 

" Antonia I" said the priest, darting towards her, 
. his countenance at once losing the soft and holy 

humility, and blackening with deep and frightful 
rage, H hear me I· Would you die yourself1':""'""Down 
upon your knees ~ Before the Virgin Mother, swear 
that what you have suapected you will never reveal, 
or 1 will kill you as you stand.".' . 

" God have mercy on me I" cried Antonia. 
"Swe~r' . 
"I swear," murmured the shuddering girl. 
" What 1 have done," continued the llriest, "baa 

been done at the command, of the VirgIn,' and-8s a 
trial to your virtue~ Should you betray her minis­
ter-should you break your oath, the Mother of 
God would start from her pedestal· to strike you 
dead." . '. " 

He fixed upon her his fierce eyes with the dread. 
ful malice of 1,\ demoD. The door opened, and, in 
a inoment the· fiendish fury and tempest of his 
countenance were changed to, the soft smile' and 
cloudless repose of {l summer's day •. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

" He knew the stormy souls of womankind ; 
What secret springs their ~ paseiOllll move, 
How capable or death for iD,jure4 love." 

, 'DaYDBN' • .lEReW. 

. ON Norman's return t~ his 'aPartment, he h8d 
airected a short note to Antonia. but Feceived no 
anSwer. 

"Can it 'be ,possible," he thought, "that the 
~lumnies of Alezzi have gained cre~it in her earl" 

The idea stung hil,n, and opened afresh tbose 
wounds in his heart which time and distance had' 
nearl)" healed. He lamel')ted his acceptation of 
TorrlDi's invitation to ,the ,palace. In the despond­
ency of the moment be derided as' ridiculous' the, 
hopes of discoveriDg any thing of Miss 'Romain, 
which had been lately new-born in'his breast. The 
boy" the Countess D-, the. pictUl'&-'-he de­
rided his. own infatuation which could deteet eo-:­
couragementin triftes so light. Nearly seven years 
had passed away, and he~ he found himself, as at 
first, still marked with the blistering and burning 
brand upon his forehead; all meo might read-all 
fingers mig~t point at it I Again~ tbe world's hate' 
and malice, what defence' could be rear 1 Even 
should he lay -low in !Us. heart's gore th~ bully Alezzi, 
would that prove hilt lDnoCenoo 1 would: tbat gain 
him esteem, respect 1 would it not rather invest his 
8IDP with Dew horror 1. would he Dot be yet more 
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a shunned being 1 His imagination looked forward 
through the path of his future existence; what did 
it discover 1--gloom, everlasting gloom, and wo, 
and ignomilll-8Corn, hatred, and solitude. , 

".Never again," he said, as he paced· his room in 
the silence of midnight-" nev~r .again will I trust 
myself within the pale of civilized society I Never 
again will I fling off my mantle of dark and terri. 
ble loneliness I I see, I see my lot is cast-the 
doom is sealed. Fate .has. marked me. . Hope has 
left me. She ~hose im~ has still clung tQ me­
I will forget her-ay, utterly and for ever.' Parent,. 
friends, home, country, my name, my language, my 
'fiery self-all shall be forgotten r Yet do I not 
despair. No, I will mingle in more romantic and 
brilliant climes-I will change my very identity. 
Beings whom I have loved. scenes' or my boyhood, 
hopes long cherished-all that has. 'cheered and 
illumined my gone years-farewell!, 

"This Antonia" t()()--'bright.eyed, light-hearted,. 
exquisite creature! 'How fond, how confiding I 
-with her meltipg voice, and yet more melting 
eyes. Fair, tender, noble girl-could I but secure 
her happiness I" : . , 

A touch upon his shoulder' caused him to start ; 
sternly he turned. Heavens, wl1at a sight ..-et· his 
gaze! Antonia-herlong black hair loose over her 
shoulders, her face pale, her. eyes streaming tears­
stood before him; one moment stood, and the 
next fiung herself at once, and with an utter aban. 
donment of all restraint, into his arms and upon bis 
bosom. A flood of tears choked her utterance. 
Touched, alarmed, and with all the interest he had 
ever felt for her-aU his admimtion suddenly 
aroused-he strove, peradventure but feebly, to. 
remove the beautiful trembler; and those faint 
attempts were unavailing, for, once yielding to the 
deep and burning loye which had long, been hidden. 
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in her breast, she clu~ to, hini with fervour wbicJt 
he could neither explain nOl" resist '. 

"Again--again," she said at length, passing her 
arm around his shoulder, ~d looking up into his face 
with stream~ eyes; "speak those blessed words 
again I Ohl you can-dear, deal' Montfort, you 
can! My happiness is in your gift-one kind look, 
one word of tende~ss, of love, and I am steeped, 
steeped in bliss \" . . . 
'" Antonia," he said,." my sweet girl, sit--ait,deu 

Antonia, you are wild, you are agitated, you know 
Dot what you say." . . 

" Too weU--1QO well I" she $aid again, still elina­
iog to his bosom, and ut~rly abandoned to her feel. 
mgs. "I say, dear Montfort, I love, I love-I 

I adore you; only; only you~ Oh I I am beset ·with 
d.angers-with foul, black villains I And. you-you, 
too-but I will love yoo-I will fly with you. 'What 
have I said I" 

·Shecovered her DOW encrimsoned cheeks with 
her white hands, and the' tears gushed through her 
slender delicate fingers. '. 

Leslie at once saw his situation; and it was one 
which, whatever it might have· been 16 other men, 
presented to bim only emotions of pain and embar­
rassment; Yes, this ardent· and passionate girl, 
whom he had ever mistaken for a child; loved him 
with all a woman's devotion and &gOoy. Young 
and ligh~.hearted· as she seemed, he had never 
dreamed of this. . He had forgotten that io ltaty 
love is everywhere; and that the rich blood which 
tlows in. the veins of her women has been nursed 
by voluptuous customs, and kissed for ages by a , 
burning sun, till it &sbes to the heart of each indio 
vidual with hereditary fires.' . 

" Antonia," he said, as soon as her agitation had 
in some measure sUbsided, "my dear, dear siIter r" 
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"No sister I no sister I" she said, eeiziag his hand I 
and covering i~ with kisses-" cold, cold Montfort I" 

" Antonia," cried Leslie, " sit, be calm-oblige me, 
and hear me speak. Sweet girl, you say you-love 
me; you must not-I should be a villain did I allow 
it.. I am·a friendless, blighted man~an outcast-
and persecuted by all." '.' 

"And do you think, oh, Montfort t for that cause 
that- I would love you less 1 No, no-more, a tholl­
sand times more I" . 

"You must not,. nohle and generous girl;. it is 
wild madness; to-morrow IJeave yOll, for ever." 

" Oh 1 . no, no," she said, shrinking again to his 
bosom .withthe shuddering fondness of an affrighted 
but affectionate child; " 1 know your story-I know 
it from. Alezzi, Montfort." .. . 

" Do not ,call me Montfort.. It is a nalDe to hide 
one execrable." 

" Stay," said Antonia, with a calm look, "be ?fOU 
seated. Alezzi has told me that your name was Les­
lie-Norman Leslie-that yo~ have been charged 
with murder-that you escaped bv an informality 
in your trial-that .you won .the· affections of a 
beautiful American girl-that, having won them, 
you wearied of them; and, ·fearful of discovery, 
that your hand-this hand, Montfort, tllis very hand 
-took her life, and threw her body into a stream. 
Well, ,Montfort, I heard him' through as one hears 
the wind whistle when bepeath a shelter which it 
cannot reach. I smiled, I and in my. ~mile were / 
scorn and incredulity. Because 1 hew you, Mont­
fort, .though my heart bled at every pore to hear. 
such blasphemous charges. They 'old me you were 
in the habit of winning the affections of women; 
and Alezzi denounced you '. for having attempted-
as he said ...... but. too 8uceessfully, to gain my own. 
Of t1ua accusation I felt your. IDnocence; anc!, by 
instinct, I felt your innocence of all. My love you 
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bave ne~er sougbL To me you have been ever all 
cold as iee. . Yet, for that very coldness, I love you. 
Woman's shame prompts me to. conceal this love. 
I cannot-it overwhelms me. Did I not tell you 
my heart would burst, my brain would madden, 
and the springs of mY life would snap asunder 1" -

"Antc;mia, your ardent feelings lead you away." 
" No, it is-it always will be my nature. Had 

you ever wooed me, I might have loved -you less. 
Had you flung yourself at my feet, I never should 
have been at yours; nay, I might have frowned and 
called you presumptuous. It is yoor' coldlless which 
has conquered me-your stern, unnatural coldness. 
I love you as I have heard.men may love it marble 
statue; a~d the hopelessness of such a pasSion is its 
fuel and its madness. I thought all men would love 
me--mwt love me; all but you have. The .iron­
hearted Alezzi, the very priest Ambrose, princes, 
dukes-I have felt in the great world that all­
all were at my breath ;-1 could sinile them to my 
feet-:-I eould frown them away; they. ·were my 
lovers-they were my slaves-all but ~ou; and OD 
your icy soul I have hung till I am spe1l.bound-
and, Montfort, you must be mine I" ,'. 

Once more she ftunghersolf- into his aJ'lllll, and 
wept on hil!J bosom. ..' . 

Many ideas rolled throUgh his mind. Through 
his character there ran. a ,'vein'« philolOphiCal 
tbought and rapid observation, which rarely 'de­
serted bim, even in the 'most sudden emefgf:Dcy­
a vague sense of the vast advantages "'hicb many 
men would find in the power to marry this lovely 
and impassioned, but strange being. . Wealth with~ 
out end was at his command, if wealth he had 
needed; and be might procure it without eve(l the 
shadow of co~cealment, for she already knew bit 
history, and confided in his innocence. Perhaps, 
for .a moment, with her form in bis arms-beautiful 
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as she was,.almost beyond compare-the suggestion 
lingered in his mind; then the s.traBge vicissitudes 
of life struck upon his fancy-that he, who had for 
years pined, and moped in solitude, a distant and 
timid lover, counting the slightest glance of his 
mistress's ey~s, the most passing smile of her lip, 81 

a stream o( light from the very gates of heaven­
lovin(' with all the ene~ of bis nature, yet loving 
in vam--and now, in hiS turn, chance had raised 
him to the throne~ and. instead of the trembling sup­
plicant for favour, 19, it was upon hill· breath that a 
beautiful, devoted, high-born woman bung for h~p­
pines&. He was now the arbiter of her fate.HiB 
smjle had caught ulue-hill look was light from 
heaven. . The recollection of his own misery 8S a 
slave,> contrary to the usual examples of· history, 
was .not ill calculate<f to ren~er ~im indulgent as a 
despot. Who shall. blame. him If, scarcely know­
ing what 'he did, he folded, with'. gentle but half. 
trembling sympathy, the lovely form in his arms­
if he kissed away the- tears from that bright child's 
lids-if, reckless or forgetful, when he knew that 
each touch imparted pleasul'e) his hand put back the 
ringlets fro.m her temples and laid itself, as if-in 
a blessi~,.upon her ~utiful head 1 

. '" YOu love me, Montfort," she said-" I know 
you love me. I am alone in the world, surrounded 
by darft and ,bitter enem~.' But for you, I should 

field .to their sQares. . WitholJt your contin~d ai<f, 
shall yield to thflll yet. I have rio firmness with 

them. Front my yputh, they have been accustomed 
to mould and govern my mind and feelings. Love 
me, dear Montfort.,....love me and save me I Alone, 
I' am unable to cope with those around me,' Only 
you will save me, Say, dt;lar Montfort, you will be 
mine I" 

Sbe hid her faee in his bosom', ' 
Desperate moment I Years bad fled since he bad 
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seen Flora Temple. The hope of beholding her 
again was nearly extinct. Even if he beheld her, 
he was uncertain of her affection. Never had 
Antonia looked so lovely--never so confiding. He 

, had wooed Flora through doubt and suspense. He 
had -wooed in vain. But this impallsioned creature 
loved him in spite of reason, prudence, fear, and 
suspicion:-lolVed him till her guileless heart seemed 
bursting with its'load. ' ' , 

The weakness,however"was but momentary. It 
was a baseness to suffer, even for' an instant, the 
warm) and inexperienced. heart that beat so, burst­
ingly against his own to doubt his feelings and his 
intentions. -Yet, .Yirginius, when his daughter lay 
fainting in his arms, scarce paused with more tender 
reluctance to strike the unnatural blow. 

At length he said, with a sudden effort, and grasp­
ing her small soft hand in his own, while still she 
clung to him and looked in his face,- ' 

"Antonia I hear me. I love, deeply, unchange­
ably, Ilove-another.", . ',' 

Not Ithuriel's'spear wrought such a'transforma­
tion. In one moment, the gentle and fond girl 
stood -erect before him-fond_gentle-nay, a girl 
no longer. It was a high" stern woman, whose 
tearless eyes and pale calm face froze him with 
haughty and majestIc contempt: ' , 

" Antonia," he said, bending like a subject before 
an angry queen, "forgive me-I have never, never' 
dreamed of this." 

She replied not. ", . 
" You are offended'Tn 
Yet slie replied not. 

, " You hate 1" 
" Ye.9!" she exclaimed, with a single gl~ce &om 

her flashing eyes. ' 
"And thus we part-" 
" For ever f' 



"One word." 
Away 

\Vith a geeteee of l!peeehless indigeeet scorn, 
she waved him back, and disappeared. 

CHAPTER XXIV. 

The Well',,;; "f us aU 
Hangs the cuttbh "h;;rt of r,audfu\ ,,/ 

He;;Y,r tv. 

':frnival 'Rome, 
was duk"y, erincey, 

and noble ladies, thronged the splendid d();'ne. A 
gorgeous tide of fashion heaved and swelled to its 

ut'((((~~e~fiht, thOugh£.f fmd burn, 
iog passions-the cunning schemes-the bright hopes 
-the blank suspicions-the joy, the agony, that 

li:~'~t~:::;',',',','~,~ht~~~"'; hl~~~n()~g(!e:~~e hep~;:h!~ 
clashing characters mingled in the whirl! Hark to 
the :rou~g swe~t voices-watch the acti~ns. of each 

rse((:(~ l~~;(;~::,~ hif wire ar~he ? ~;(_,:,',~:~~e~~d 
jealousy rolls. its eyes unseen; hate lurks beneath a 
painted smile; the very air is full of mysteries. 

day and one in met, 
"Hist I Speak!" 
" The bright stars above us," murmured one. 

",f",nd tht, hdl " repli"d the OtirGT 
II.-f) 
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"Right," said the first, in a secret whisper; " is he 
here 1" 
. "By the Virgin I I saw him. But there are two 
in the same dress, and it has thrown J;De off the 
track/' . 

I! Whist-look I" 
"Can it be 1" 
I! It is." 
I! The plume of the right one.is touched with 

crimson." 
" I will speak with him," said the.palmer. 
I! In ten minutes meet me by the coluPlll where 

we parted." 
" Off-he comes I" 
They separated: 

, 
"Holy Mother I" cried a cavalier, inuffled in a 

dark mantle, his broad hat· looped up with a dia­
mond, and shaded by a sable plume j "both-both 
are here. God I could I mistake 1-those two fra­
ternal friends I . 'See-see how the same stealthy 
pace . shows in each the same quiet, soft, hellish 
hate I Now, nerve me, Heaven I Palmer's weeds, 
.and the many.coloured harlequin-I shall not forget; 
and both on ,the blood·traCk after him. Be still, 
deep-fraught breast, thy time is almost come I" 

Gliding swiftly after the first two speakers, the 
cavalier disappeared. 

All eyes were turne.d upon him as he passed, so 
princely was his port. The young knight won 
hearts in all directions. Beautiful he must have 
been, though the features could not be distinguished 
behind the vizor bars ;. his armour glittered in the 
almost noontide splendour ; .. the plume floating over 
his helm was touched 'with crimson. 

"From the Holy Land, sir knight 1" asked a 
palmer. . 
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41 Ay, good pilgrim." , 
" And the blood of the infidels on thy plume 1 I 

would. sir knight, that they stained with blood wore 
all the red token as fairly as thou /" 

" Ha I" cried the knight. 
The palmer was gone. 

---
A harlequin st~ leaning against a Column. 
"Holy sir palmer I" 
"Merry fool!" 
" Did you rightly guess 1" 
"When was I ever mistaken 1 I touched his 

master-chord, and it trembled beneath my hand. It 
is himself.1I , 

" The red plume 1" 
.e Ay, you cannot be mistaken." 
A glitter from the mask of the harlequin showed 

the flash of fiery eyes. 
" It is wei}." 
" Can' I aid you 1" 
"No I alone-alone, I do it 1 Headless shall lie 

that lofty plume ere to-morrow's sun I" 
Again they separated. , 

The graceful and' slender'cavalier'drew his dark 
feathers lower over his brow, and while the harlequin 
stole through the crowd. followed close on his track. 

Two stately forms swept by ,in royal robes. 
The one, a man: of imposing aspect, crowned, and 
in his hand a sceptre; the other, a lady, a diadem 
on her brow. On the monarch's arm hung a girl 
unmasked, and beautiful as morning. The young 
knight saw her, and started so abruptly with an 
exclamation of delight and amazement. 

'~ Fair . lady ," .he said. after an interval, during 
wluch, With the hcense of the place, he had regarded 
her attentively, "mayan honourable knight-errant 
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lay at your feet his heart, and ever after do battle 
in your name 1" 

"No, sir knight," said Flora, smiling, for it was 
she; "seek, I pray you, some other lov~some wor-

/ thier."· 
"No other love," tried the knight, approaching 

with the most guarded respect, and yet with a ten­
derness, sincere, deep, and agitated, in his'voice and 
manner, which did not escape the notice of her who 
had called it forth, "than Flora Temple-no wor-
thier breathes tbe sweet air of heaven I't . 

,. How!" she· replied, surprised and almost 
alarmed, "you know ine 1" 

"There is not a page of my heart," replied the 
stranger, "where your name is not written, where 
your image is not engraved," . 

The lovely girl turned pale and drew back, eying 
her companion from head to foot with keen scrutiny, 
and then shrunk with som~thing of a tremour close 
to her father's arm. 

",Nonsense, daughter !" he said; "remember you 
are at lWme, and in a masked ball; these things 
mean nothing but jest." . 

The knight stood erect lind silent, as if deaf to 
all sounds but the voice of his lady love. 

Mrs.'Temple, ever childishly delighted with ad­
venture and admiration, smiled on the proud form 
who s~ood thus glittering in his mailed suit, and who 
appeared to have thus publicly selected Flora as 
the peculiar object of homage. The attention of 
the father and mother was, however, .immediately 
directed to other attractions; and although the 
daughter hung on the arm of the former, she could 
receive the remarks of the knight, and even reply to 
them, without the danger of observation .. 

" Your noble father," said he at length, when be 
found' another opportunity to address himself to her 
ear· alone-" your noble sire, fair lady, mistakes. 
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What I say means more than jest. Dost thou re­
member-" 

He paused, and resumed again in a tone yet 
lower and deeper,-

"Yes, dear,most beloved Flora 1 the bosom that 
once more, after long and weary years, heaves at 
the sound of your voice, has learned nothing from 
absence but love, although more hopeless--but 
adoration, although offered in despair. Farewell 
again-now, perhaps, for ever." 

" Stay-stay I" she cried. pale as monumental mar­
ble, yet uttering not the least ,exclamation to render 
the interesting mterview less interrupted by others. 

The knight obeyed. " 
"Something telts me," said she, after a short 

pause, and with a voice that trembled with emotion, 
"that I speak to one whom I have met in a distant 
land." , 

" To an exile," added the stranger, "whose years 
of agony would be repaid a thousand fold, if but 
one kind word from'your lips would bless with hope 

. that deep and faithful love which absence could 
never weaken, nor' even despair destroy." . 

" Mr. Leslie 1" 
His very heart stood still. Those same eyes 

which ~ad,haunted him in the remotest climes were 
now ttimed on him with increased loveliness and 
feeling. At this moment the cavalier with the sable 
plume approached, and said,-' , 

"Ho, sir knight-a word with y()u I" , 
He to whom this was addressed showed little 

inclination to accept all invitation so abruptly given, 
and wall turning away, disdaining reply, when the 
speaker, shading his brows with one, hand, 'half­
lifted the mask. Beneath it glanced the eyes oj the .; 
Oountess D--. ' 

At such periods, years of thought flash over us in 
a moment. That remarkable face-he had first 

02 
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seen it with Howard, and saved her from the mad 
steeds j it had floated afterward, darkly, ominously, 
in his delirious dreams; thell the haughty coldness 
with which it had mingled in the ~iddy circles at 
Florence-the firmness with which Motton had 
identified it at Cascine. The consummate skill 
which had guided her through his interviews with 
her, so as again to fling the suspicion from his mind ; 
and now, here, beneath a mask, in man's attire, the 
same glance-but its coldness changed to fire-its 
meaning and its mystery unveiled, gleaming on him 
amid the riot and confusion of this magnificent 
scene I Even Flora was for~otten. 

" Norman Leslie 1" she said, after a gaze of sin-
gular agitation, "you are in danger r 

" How 1 from whom 1" . 
"Your life:-'you are watched l" 
" 1\Iy life I value not j but, mysterious WOID8D, 

you know me-you ar~ then she 1 By Heaven !" 
he grasped her wrist. " you shall not leave me till-" 

" For God's sake I I am your friend; stand aside 
but for. one moment. Seem not to regard 'me. 
Eyes are on us:-eyes of hate, fire,· and reyenge. 
More presently." . . 

She 21ided away, leaving Norman almOst motion. 
less witli astonishmenL He turned to Flora--she 
also was gone. 

, 

" Alms l" said a holy friar, beneath whose cow) 
might be detected the_ head of a profligate young 
noble j .. alms, I pray you." 

" Stand I" cried a stalwart figbre, arrayed as a 
robber; 

Norman iooked around. Nothing could he see 
but a wilderness of grotesque forms and masked 
faces. . 

Presently a hand touched his arm. 
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" Look not around," said the voice; "I ani the sable 
plume. If you attempt to. gaze, or follow, if you 
exhibit any sign to betray to others that I am ad­
dressing you, both of us are lost-Nay, then, I will 
fiy-you shall never behold me again." 

" Speak then," said he. 
" Beware the harlequin." 
" The harlequin? Tbere are twenty here." 
"Then aVOid tbem all-and the palmer-they 

Beek thy life." ". 
" And who are • they ?'" 
." The one is t~ subtle priest, the other-" 
There was a pause., ' 
" Nay, he has passed; yet he is almost now within 

reach of our lowest voice. The ether is-move 
Dot, stir not-" 

" Speak I"~ ;' 
" Clairmont." 
It was witb difficulty indeed that the advice co.­

,tained in this last sentence was adopted. His heart 
leaped to 'his tbroat., His blQOd rolled and boiled 
in his veins. 

"You know the secret of my life 1" said he. how­
ever, without stirring. 

There was no answer. 
" I will tUfn, if you speak nol, and drag you be-

fore this whole multitude." . 
There was no answer. He changed his position. 
As he suspected, his informant had disappeared. 

He sent a keen glance round amid tbe. thousands. 
Palmers and harlequins were passing and repassing 
him in every direction. . 

" Sirkoight of the crimson plume," said a v,oice. 
" Well, my fair page 1" , . 
"Beneatb the vase, on yon 'pedestal, lies a scroll. 

It is for you; but read it noll- till you are alone." 
Bewildered, half believing himself' in a romantic 

dream, he made his way to tbe spot designated, and 
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with 11 cautious hand moved the small vase. Pass­
ing his fingers over the marble, he seized a strip of 

papeT r. bl' 'th " h" b h rem mg WI curiosity, opll~g t at e . was 
about to make the discovery which would lift him 
at once to bliss unutterable, he forgot the caution 
he had 80' singularly received respecting the harle­
quin; and, after wrapping around him a heavy black 
mantle which he had left in the corridor, witl)out 
waiting for his carriage, he. hastened-he almost 
flew into the street. 

The moon was just emerging from'asilver cloud 
that lay like a bar along the sky. Its light fell 
broadly down from the eaves of an immense palace. 
Pausing in a narrow lane, he held up the scroll. It 
contained only a ~ine :-" By twilight, meet me to­
morrow night, at St. Peter's, before the altar of St • 

./ Leo the Great. Y ~)Ur life, more than your life, de-
pends on it." . . 

A short, deep exclamation at his side startled him; 
and ·the glimmer of a bright blade trembled in the 
moonbeam. 

/ " Ha l-at last I" cried . a well-knoWn voice, as a 
dagger was lifted over bis breast. 

Oft' his guard,' unarmed, utterly exposed, death 
once again gleamed before him; from which all his 
personal strength and courage would have been un­
able to defend him, when a figure darted upon them 
and threw a heavy cloak upon the arm of ~he assas­
sin. Grasping him, thus entangled, Norman brought 
him to the ground, and tore off his mask. The 
face of Clairmont met his eyes. It was black with 
passibn. He wrenched the knife from his hand-a 
dreadful feeling· flashed across him; but muttering, 
"No-no blood!" he' flung the blade fiercely 
away. " Dog! as!\8ssinl you shan come with me I" 

A crowd of revellers hilrst suddenly round the 
corner-several rushed to the spot. Norman stood 
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alone. His victim, with a sudden and desperate 
struggle. had wrenched himself away; leaving only 
a few shreds, of various colours, in the hand of his 
foe. 

CHAPTER XXV. 

St. Peter'_The Denouement approaches. 

" Anon out of the earth a fabric huge 
Rose like an exhalation. 
* * * • 

--Where pilaster. round 
Were set, and Doric pillars overlaid 
With golden architrave; nor did these want 
Comice or frieze, with bossy sculptures graven ;­
The roof was fretted gold." 

Paradile LOlt. 

TUE roar of the carnival had died away. A 
dusky twilight fell on Rome. See the tall column 
and slender obelisks pointing through the gloom I 

A solitary passenger, mumed in a cloak, paced 
thoughtfully through the black lanes and broken 
squares-by the towering palaces-the spouting 
fountains-the sculptured cathedral-the leaning 
walls-the prostrate temples. Impatience appeared 
in his step and manner-many a sacred wreck he 
passed unpausingly. The mute, scarred Pantheon­
that gem rescued from the deep of time--won not 
his regard. Old Tiber rolled his yellow waves un­
seen. Where was bent his gaze 1 There I"-where 
from the circus of the imperial fiend another Pan­
theon sat amid the stars, thrOned in all the pomp 
of colonnade and pilaster, of fountain!! and statue-
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to astound and dazzle unborn ages-there his .eyes 
were fixed-thither hi~ step advanced. 

If you have never seen St. Peter's, reader, you 
are to be envied. In your prospective lies the pos­
sibility of a new impression. Its immensity and 
magnificence almost cease to be physical objects. 
They strike, they amaze, they exalt the mind. 
They awaken, impress, and overwhelm the imagi­
nation. They roll over you with the mastery and 
solemn thrill of something intellectual and ideal. Its 
mighty floor spreads from your" feet with the level 
that' tasks the eye to receive-its brilliant walls, 
clothed with splendour, gorgeous with all of pre­
cious that earth can yield, that genius can create, 
rise around with an intense grandeur that pains the 
gaze and. the comprehension. You stand in the 
midst,lost and diminished; now lifting the eye with 
mute incredulous wonder to the golden roofs, the 
vast and radiant dome; now measuring the pon­
derous monuments, peopled with exquisitely majes­
tic, almost breathing, forms of marble. With a 
hesitating step you approach an infant angel, that 
grows as you advance into gigantic and impossible 
dimensions. Bewildered you recede from some 
stupendous pile, which, with each enchanted mo­
ment, faUs lovelier and yet more lovely into all the 
proportions ·of grace and the perfection of nature. 

The stranger lifted the heavy curtain-he stood 
within the wondrous. hall. Was his soul struck T 
Was his vision dazzled and overwhelmed? No. 
Such a powerful charmer is custom, such a yet 
more potent necromancer is interest, that he trod 
the endless pavement as if it had been the common­
est sward of green in a silent forest. Mark how 
his eye darts around amid the wilderness of glitter­
ing marbles and beauiing pictures. 
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cannot be she I" 

No, it is a sin~le traveller, hushed and awe-struck, 
gazing and gazmg upon the interminable piles of 
'gorgec;>usness. 

A step approaches our stranger. 
" 'Tis she I" . 
No. A priest glides· along with half-heard step, 

and disappears. . 
" For the love of the Madonna, signore I" cries a 

voice. ' , 
" Hi!! at last I" thus said the eye aM start of the 

muffled wanderer. 
No. A blind beggar, led by a filthy child, craves, 

amid this wondrous wealth, for means whereby to 
l~ve. . 

With still and watchful pace, on and on he went 
-by the cinders of the great, by the works of the 
inspired, by sacred statue and holy relic, by mould­
ering king and forgotten pope, by couchant lion and 
winged seraph. With a beating heart he stands by 
the altar· of St. Leo. He stands alone. 

"Hist I" 
Was it fancy 1 
"Hist I" 
" A.:,oain I" . 
He approached the ~mmense tomb. 
" Ha I Is, it 'you 1" . 
" Yes; but away l-again you are watched." 
" I care not. I am armed." . 
The figure lurked behind a giant image. The 

face was half visible. 
".Mysterious being," said Leslie, "for the love of 

God, relieve my racked soul." 
" I dare not now. Yonder priest, who passed us 

but now, is the ¢ompanion and agent of your bit­
terest foe and mine. I dare not remain. He kn~ws 
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me. But to-morrow, after the carnival, meet me 
at the Coliseum. Watch till I come, if it be till 
midnight." . 

" But, one word. Rosalie Romain I doell she live? 
Can I learn aught of her 1" 

The priest had approached again. He was at 
their side before they knew he bad turned. His 
eres were fixed upon them. From their evident 
dIsguise, and mySterious manner of meeting, they 
weJ"e we]] calculated to attract attention. It might 
have been mere fancy that he knew aught of them 
or tbeir affairs. J..eslie bent on him a stern glance. 
It seemed to quail him. He shrank back, and re-
treated. , 

"Now, strange woman 1" . 
The fIgUre was gone. He passed behind the tomb. 

No onewas to be seen but tbe blind beggar, who 
had hobbled after him with his extended hat; and 
a group of foreigners gathered, mute' and motion­
lellS-their eyes fixed on a magnificent statue. 
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'CHAPTER XXVI. 

RtmtfJ during tAe _ Carniv,p--A Ray' hnalu in upon tM 
_' Darlme". ' 

.. Badat thoo thy Wits, and didst persoade, it 
Coold not move thos." 

. HlI.mld. 

W ROEVER -has not witnessed the festivities·of the 
carnival week. at Rome will scarcely lend c~dit 
to the burlesque eJltravagances even to this day 
committed by all clas~es. It is 'a page of reality 
resembling one of -old romance j and .the stranger 
wonders to_see its antique and remarkable leaf thus 
bound up in the prosai~ volume of common life. 
The grave ands~nsible Englishman, the objlerving 
and intelligent American, is astonished at the spec· 
tacle of a whQle pe~ple abandoned ·to the maddest 
freaks of frolic aod fancy~isguisingt~eD,lselves 
in ~rotesque habits, masking -their faces, altering 
thelt gait, form. and demeanour.-entering wit~ 
lively ardour into the wildest folly~ ,From the via-o 

lent gestiehlations and varioull costumes, it appears 
as iftbe theatres of the world bad emptied their. ward­
robes, and 'sent forth their performers to play ea~h in 
the face of Heaven those. thousand parts in other 
countries-at least in ours-reserved for the mid· 
night stage. Here a brigand stalks' in the full glory I 
of arms and equipmeQts, with flowing tresses, dark 
mustaches, and a countenance of more than human . 
ferocity. ~e steal~ along after the rolling car~illlJe, 
and 81ms hiS carbiDe a1 some beauteeui Victim. 

TOL.o.-. 
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There a Spanish lover, with .his graceful cloak, broad 
hat and feathers, and love-breathing guitar, sings 
his serenade to each passing fair: sometimes, for 
the occasion excuses all civil familiarity, he mur­
murs a soft air to .an English belle in her carriage ,; 
sometimes whispers love to. the 'gay French girl; 
sometimes kneels to the Contadina in, 'the street; 
and again, di~cts his strain, to a brigh.t face peeping 
from a palace window, or leaning and laughing over 
a balcony. Behind him stalks Ii knight glistering in 
armour, who bears upon his lance the favour of 
bis lady-love, or hands a letter on its point to the 
first pair of eyes that take his fancy-stranger or 
native, high or low. The fierce Sar~cen stalks 
through the throng, brandishing his cimeter and 
twirling his m~taches., The copper-coloured In­
dian with his tomahawk threatens swift destruction 
to each shrinking maid. Old lords and ladies, in 
dresses of antique magnificence, recall the splen­
dours of the moat celebrated courts. The frolick­
some sailor reels along, as if the light Itaiian wines 
had. been too strong for ,his brain. The lover 
aighs-the warrior shouts-the spectre glides; and 
many striking chara.cters are correctly dressed, and 
represented with serious accuracy' and excellent 
effect. Others there are who delight to fting over 
the whole the broadest possible air, of ridicule. 
Humpbacks swelled into. mduntains-eyes glaring 
like moons-huge mouths-bald pates-overgrowD 
stomachs-statues of twice the ordinary size-de­
formed fQreheads-and noses of such ponderous 
dimensions, magnified proportions, and rubicund 
colours, as may chance, if you eat too 'heavy a sup-

eper. to hauht your late slum~r in the shape of an 
ilicubu~all that mirtb and ingen~ity can invent to 
distort and caricature, here floats upon the vast and 
ev~-moving tlde~ rising. and sin.king' in the de~se, 
ufl~ersaICQDmlo1l0n-dlsappearlDg, and appearlDg 
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again; . with doubln 
horses rearing with two and four-women seven feet 
hiph, and 'BWe¥l£. girls En uYlH<:srm baditti. ThosYl 
'Whose ambition does not s~k to support distinct 
and memorable r6le,~ content th±'mseKans ~aith the 
sitrrzple common maSid~a pretty girli[3p 
coun~ena~ce, whose, ?verlastingrepetition at l~n~h 

. wesrrles tYle eva, ant, necomes nu themn of·en'BlOsrLV 
or distinction: . , 
, too ''''LO pietureSiqne artZ the imhabitunts 
Rome--even while wearmg their every-day habili­
ment~ can with difficulty be distinguished from thm 
mrsskerSi and the bnre-f4soted $md monhu 
and friars-the long-bearded mendicants, covered 
with, rag~g and mrinhlns-th¥s fat end steen 
soldier, arc only known from the giddy surrounding 

cGneO~~~f t~~i/~e:fG~m~~r~~::~O~~~eSild~~~i; =ri8dy 

town join in this sport;, or, if they do not actually 
p2AzticipetG, at least tOhGther by t!trSnisaHdz 
and thousands to witness and swell the extraor-
dimsry Sidect2ide.m$~b±~:H3 od .. ladiez, 
bfsUs natives and foreigners, may'be seen either in 
their carriages or at tne windows-hentleman and 
nohle, y±Jiung likEd peoSient find duhtz, all trninglfid 
and blendedt~~ether in a wild, excited,. half.:famil.iar, 

H,r1npr',',,_ hfiKl,mazK mass; nf hutrz,YJn bemgg..........erymg, 
laughing, screaming, gesticulating, leaping, dancing, 

::~~;~~I=~s~tinh' :=i!~:~i;~d eGehpI~~~:~ mith Hom' 

resembling them, and, covering the air, the street~ 
w:dks. GGd all the pr)puIGtion,< mith white 
universal snow-storm. A hun,dredtheusand people 
ase .not m:zu-ermentlv assernbled, ¥,;ithee as uZ'rtors 
audience, upon the' scene of action. which is in the 
Corso and the adjoining streets, squares, and 
au¥';nUCB, . 

Our readers, on either side of the ocean, need 

ilized IO( e 
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not be reminded that the Corso is the Regent-street, 
or Broadway, of modem Rome, straight and ex­
ceedingly narrow, built up closely on both sides 
with high houses,or gloomy, but immense and mag­
nificent, old palaces, !ill of which are crowded upen 
every point; where men and WODrell sit, sland, or 
climb from roof to basement, cornic.e, pedestal, and 
balcony. Through this principal thorogghfare two 
processions of carriages and pedestrians go slowly, 
in opposite directions, pelting each other, and all 
around them and all above them, with snowy trib-

-ut~s; and receiving in return discharges' in show­
ers from every quarter. The middle of the street 
. presents a tide of the gayest and gaudiest colours. 
and the most lively motion-not unlike the rapid 
stir and agitation of a fierce battle. On either side, 
tiers of seats-a most lucrative profirto the propri­
etors-are provided for tlje thousands. who desire, 
stationary and secure, to bel'iold the giddy scene. 
A sloping bank of faces thus rises on either hand 
of those moving in the procession, leaving only a 
passage sufficiently wide tj)r the two rows of car­
riages to' pass each other.' -

"Well," said a stranger, who had taken a seat 
before 'the Dorian palace, and in the midst of the 
wildest clash and riot of the revel; "it is a brilliant, 
day, sisnore." . . /. \.' , 

" It IS, mdeed," cned the other. ' .. 
, "Are there ordinarily so many spectators to this 

gay fete 1" , ' . 
" I know not, signore stranger-but 1 think not. 

I ha.ve lived in Rome, on and oft; for forty years, and 
in that period the carnival has been up and down 
sev.:eral times. . Lately I have Dot seen it 80 well 
attebded." , 

" What remarkable order is preserved!" said the 
stranger .. "I have not heard an angry word, nor 
llJee~ a blow ~ nor a quarrel, Dor ~beld a mao. dl'Wlk, 
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except a mad wag of a sailor; and his drunkenness, 
like ,his mask, was only put on." 

,"There are· rarely any' disorders here, isgnore," 
said the Roman., ' ' 

"One almost· envies the character of a crowd 
"'here no brawls disturb the general hilarity. It 
speaks well for their morals." . . 
, "Humph I" said the Roman, "there are other 

things be,ides moralll which may keep folks from 
fighting or getting drunk!' . 

"Other things besides morals !-what other 
things 1" : . 

"Sharp bayonets and drawn swords," said the 
-, Roman, dryly. ' . 

. The stranger in his tum muttered, .. Humph I" OF 
what in the French is equivalent; but, however, 
continued the conversation-I' I am sorry to hear 
you baek~ard in doing,honour to the Roman govem-
medl." . ' , 

" The. city is full of spies," said the Roman; "and 
one does not like to talk too much to one whom one 
does not know." . 

,t I approvq your prudenee; but, in my case, it is 
iUapplied, as I.am quite a stranger, with 110 dispo­
sition to meddle in its affairs, either by turning in­
former myself, or by'expressing any opinions which 
might furnish food for the information of others. I 
am but a recent visiter to-ttJis part of the world, and 
know more of my late residence, China, than of 
YQur Eternal City." 

"I can see by your '-accent," said the Roman, 
"that you are not 1ttJ.lian, as rio Italian speaks 
French like y~u. However, I neither was, rior need 
be, fearrul of expressing my opiriion. I say, that one' 
does not like to see. double lines of soldiers stationed 
aoout the streets': with their gleaming 'hehne(s and 
drawn swords, scowling on these poor children of 

p~ 

yfj r,,- • ..., 
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foolery as if they watched a decent pretext to cut 
their noisy t~roats." . . 

" How I" said the stranger, "is it not. the usual 
regulation 1" -

If No, signore: there, isaIways a military guard 
very properly stationed' about town to prevent con ... 
fusion; b.ut look yonder-4hey donol flock in such 
numbers. as that, nor do they wear such faces. 
Why, they look like wolf-dogs; or, by the Virgin, 
wolves themilelves,. peering and glaring over into the 
sheepfold. " , . 

" And what reason is there for this extra C(lre 1" 
. "His holiness has discovered a plot again," said 
the Roman, with a sneer: "arms' have been found 
in a house, and men who dared to own them. The 
muskets and sWord", are now turned against the pee>­
ple'~ own bosoms, and the plotters are quartered in 
-St. Angelo and elsewhere. All the authorities from 
Como and, Venice to Naples have already received 
intelligenc,e, and to-day it is reported that the rising. 
was to have taken place."· , " 

"The danger is over"then 1" ,," • 
" It is: but a 'strong guard is ·p'?sted everywhere 

through the Iiltreets; and there wIll be some.will feel 
cold steel or heavy lead for thiiJ day"s work."· . 

"'It might have ,been werse, friend," said the 
stranger. "~eQeIli9~ is ,8 wild bu.mess, and is \lut 
too often placmg a knife m the hands of a inad{Dan, 
But-see, this feJlow I" . 

"Ay, he persoBates B priest," said the Roman, 
" and has been going. about all day preaching, with 
that long beard and huge book." --- '. . . 

"His lungs must be strong," said the stranger, 
laughing. .' , 

" Thel'e iSB beautiful creature," obserVed the Ro­
man, "in that rich . carriage," 

" How the viII. ains pelt her I" replied the Btranger ;; 
u. why, t~e1 'Will put her eyes out~" , 
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" And a prettier pair could not be extinguished." 
said the Roman. ' 

., But surely," cried the stranger, "I know yon­
der party-two ladies and two gentlemen in that 
barouche: see, they lire now surrounded by pelten, 
and are half lost in a cloud of white. I have seen 
them before, I am certain."' 

" They are Americans," said the Roman. 
" Ha I Flora-Flora Temple I" ,exclaimed the 

other; •• I could have sworn I knew her; and yon 
tall stately dame is her mother." , 

"And the, good-looking portly gentleman. Mr. 
Temple." . , , . 

" And the fourth-I know him ~ it is Clairmont 
as sure as life;· it is that reprobate of a count." ' . 

, " You know them w.ell, friend." , < 

" Ay:· they recall days gone by. It is but a few 
hours since I landed at Naples, after a long voyage 
from the East Indies.· These people I once knew 
somethinf of in America. Their -story wa~ inter­
esting. must follow them; make myself known 
again; 'and push some queries, touching old times 
and friends." -

The stranger was abOut pressing a passage through. 
th~ crowd, but his new acqtiaint811ce stopped him., 

"You will- easily see them, signore; when the 
festivities of the day are over. At present (to say 

- Bothing of the difficulty which you will find in ovei'­
. taking them) you will bu~ mar their sport. See" 
they are far awa~ already." 

In.fact, the party had QOW nearly disappeared. 
" They will return again, and we shall have them 

by us in a few moments 'once more; for you ob­
serve, signore, that the' carriages 'move, 'as it were. 
in & circle-driving into the Corso by the Capitoline 
HilI, and leaving it through the Piazza del Popolo,. 
or the r", Qmdotti, and hastening 'by the paiallel 
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streets back towards their original entrance. by the 
Capitol." . , 

" True," said the ~r ; " I will wait-more es­
pecially 811 I believe I must; for yon soldier has so 
pressed back tbe crowd with his drawn sword, that 
I can scarcely at present effect my retreaL " -

. "Right," answered the other; "and surely here 
is a .spectacle woi:thy of a few moments'· extra atten­
tion. What a strange aspect of human nature I" 

" Strange indeed I" echoed the foreigaer-" Yon 
fat fellow with the trumpet.". i -

" And this giant 'upon tJtilts/' 
" And that enormous woman driving the barouche 

full of harlequins." ' . . ' 
" And-Ha I-that is mo~t extraordinary of an," 

said the Roman." . , 
" Extraordinary indeed I But-no-she is not 

masked. It is really a female. How well she plays 
her part P' 

The object which had thus I(lttracted- the atteotioR 
of the two chance acquaintanees was indeed ODe 
ealculated to- interest every. beholder; and she had 
already excited considerable ad,miration among tboie 
spectators who, amid the discord and. confusion of 
the scene, had happened to catch a distinct view.of 

,hel(. The character represented was that of a fe­
male, pale and wild; her dress disordered; her hair 

/ floating loose about hel" shoulders; .clad in raiments 
of white, which appeared to have been caught up 
carelessly from a bed, and wrapped around her in 
the form pf a mantle. In her haad was a mask, 
which she sometimes held to her face,· and some­
times waved in the air. ,She had been several times 
seen in opposite parts of the town i-now on some 
eminence, Ilttracting all eyes by the singularity of 
her actions and dress ;-,-now- sinking again in the 
crowd; and lost as in the generlll waves of a heaving 
sea. No one had time' to regard ber long, nor to. 
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follow her course j but many were the remarks 
drawn forth by the ingenious and impressive pro-' 
priety of her costume, and the great talent. she exhib­
lted in acting her role. Uniform attention, in such 
a restless and agitated scene, where many were . 
much more eagerly intent on displaying their own ' 
persons and powers than on animadverting upon 
those of o~hers, she c~)Uld not hope to acquire. 
Every thing around her was wild,' grotesque, and 
striking as herself. ,And those who had the curiosity 
to fix their eyes upon her for any length of time, 
were afterward heard to declar;e, that her actions 
were strangely and powerfully eloquent and affect-
, ing: sometimes singing wiJd catches of music; 
sometimes smiling, and laughing aloud to herself; 
again shoutiQg, and aPllarentl)' affrighted by. the fear 
of pursuit: from which mood she started again into 
the airs of a pripcess-bowed her head ostenta­
tiously to the.occupaiJts of the palaces, and smiled 
upon the gay equipages as they, rolled by. Often, 
as if appalled by some awful recollection, she 
shran~, shuddered, and trembled at every passing 
voice and glance; and, clasping her hands energeb- ' 
cally t9gether~ gazed up to heaven with streaming' 
eyes. Yet 00 one aUended to her, as she was gener­
ally in the midst of the turmoil; sometimes pressed 
by the crowd into the street, and pelted with plums. 

, Her shrieks, her prayers, her entreaties, and her ago­
nies, whether assumed or real, all passed for mere 
mummery-aU fer idle show.· Now a party whom she 
addressed with extendea, imploring hands, shouted in 
derision.' Anoth~r'dro.e carelessly by. Again lost, 
again borne out ofview by the muhitude-:-the mirth 
of some, the wonder, the neglect of all-sbe floated 
with the tide, like mad Ophelia upon the .stream, 
singing as she sank. At last, 'She became the theme 
of general notice; and 'had, indeed, drawn towards 
ber all eyes, at the moment when the masked Roman 
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and the inquisitive stranger had first discovered her~ 
After a few moments'gaze, each uttering an invol­
untary expression of deep astonishment and interest, 
they parted .company, and were SOQn separated in 
the crowd. 

CHAPTER XXVII. 

A Flight-A Pursui~ .. 

" . This way the noise was, if mine ear be true, 
My best guide !low." . 

. Com",. 

DURING the day, Clairmont had'heard of the wild 
girl who excited so much curiosity Rnd admiration 
among the vast concourse.· -

.... ...'... "" 
. Fearful of some catastrophe, be at last caught a 

glimpse of her person; and beheld, wilh the most 
frightful forebodings-with a burning mixture of an­
ger and of anguish-

,. . '.' "" "" "" 
To Flora· and his other compaoi~ns therefore 

. pleading sudden illness, he induced them immedi­
ately to quit the Corso. On'reaching'his hotel, he 
retired at once to his chamber-desiring his servant 
to say to all inquirers, that he slept and could not be 
disturbed •. Enveloping himself in a domino, and 
masking his face (for he knew well that there was 
one whose encounter might be death), he started 
forth with feverish anxiety in the pursuit. 

It seemed that the unhappy bemg, with the deep 
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subtlety oC' madness, had suspected that she was in 
danger of being overtaken by too open and too long 
exposure of her face at one time.' She hadthereCore 
provided herselfwith a red shawl, which, at intervals, 
when the caprice of flight seized her, as it (requently 
did, she wrapped around her so carefully as effectu4 

ally to envelop her; and hiding her features in a 
mask of the mQst ordinary Corm (of which there 
were hundreds everywhere preci!lely similar), she 
would stop suddenly-glide away among the crowd 
to parts of the .city most remote from that where the 
fear had seized her. The task oftracing, oC over­
taking, and seizing ~er, therefore, at any time oC 
doubtful success, in Ii multitude so vait and in such 
rapid mot.ion, .was rendered peculiarly so. by' the 
numbers oC masks like hers, and of ' disguises not 
greatly different, which rushed to and fro every­
where around. Indeed, to Clairmont and many 
others, she appeared. almost endowed with the' 
po.wer of ubiquity-to be a spirit, wild and anguish. 
struck, riding' on the waves of the commotion, 
beckoning, weeping, praying~ threatening, and form­
ing a striking feature in the picturesque crowd. 

With stealthy pace, Clairmont stole after his oi­
ject, regardless of all others. Seve.ral times, when 
he thought rhe hac,l accomplished his purpose, he 
found in the confusion of dresses that he had mista­
ken the person. Once, instead of her, he seized in 
his arms a pretty Italian girl; and a bystander, with 
the prOrnptness ofa lover, somewhat rudely dashed 
him away. Again he believed hi!Dstllf sure; but 
instead ,of a: female, he found in his arms a slender 
youth in petticoats, who exhibited neither disinclina-
tiof! nor inability to asSist himself.' . . 

.A,t length, in a side street, he succeeded in. tracing 
her, lind suddenly seized her. She screamed and 
struggled. A mounte61 guard, with a drawn sword, 
instantly rode up. . I 



ISO NORMAN LULIE. 

"Back, signore!" he said: "no rudeneaa-no 
riot. ' Back, fool-back I Are youdeaf1"-and 
with the point of .hi~ drawn ,sword to the breast of 
the once more baffied count. he compelled him to 
retire; and the affrighted girl, after a keen look at 

, his figure and jewelled h!lnd. with an exclamation 
of horror. ftew 1!wiftly away. and was lost to, his 
sight. ( " 

Almost insane himself with disappointed hope and 
idle rage, he forFed his way from cro~d to crowd 
of the now retiring maskers; who. dispersing at sun­
set. sought their houses in straggling groups. Hour 
after hour be pl'9wled around the streets. The sun 
went' down; the m.ultitude disappeared;' the sha­
dows of night fell on Rome; the stars glittered; the 
round ,moon rose broadly and'silently Over the Eter-

, nw City-and still his victim 'had, esca,ped his gJ:&Sp. 
Stung with rage and furious fears., he knew not 
where, togo. nor what to do--when in the distance, 
and near'the outskirts of 'the'town which lead into 
the ,Forum" a white fortn, was stealing along the wall. 
It was she; and he sprang after his ptey~ 'She per­
ceived thatBhe was followed, and darted off like the 
deer aroused by the hounds. She bounded-she 
flew witb the speed of desperate fear; and with the 
motion of swift revenge, Clairmont pursued to the 
arch of Titus. Stte hid behind.it. H~ approached: 
she bounded on. He followed. The huge shadow 
of the Coliseum lay black on the green. She rushed 

" towards it. I'n its winding labyrinths,'Clairmont 
knew,she might lurk all the night. Silently he drew 
one ofa pair of pist()ls. He aimed and fired. There 
was a shriek-sbe' fell I Jle lurked back in the deep 
shadow. Like a bird whose wing has been broken, 
but who still struggles on through the gra!ls,to die 
in some bush away from the huntsman's murderous 
band,. the poOr' girl rose,' and with a painful 'motion 
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pned the entrance of the mighty pil~ and was lost 
iD its midnight vaults.' . 

" She would have it,"· said he, setting his teetlt 
&nd flinging away his pistol. 

A few moments he lurked in the shadow. No 
one appeared. . Assassinations in Roma were com· 
mon; tbey-rarely attracted onyattention. He could 

. oot avoid walking hastily to the spot. It wal a 
green knoll. One or two flowers bloomed there. 
The grass seemed uncommonly fresh and verdant: 
the moonlight fell broad and full upon it. He stooped 
to gaze-there was blood I His heart sic~ened; 
he shuddered ; turned on his heel, and walked back 
towards the city. Suddenly-ne stopped. "No," he 
aid, .. it is DO time for childish shudderings. I 
must back." . '. 

He was silent, but returned with nq>id.stridel to-. 
wards the Coliseum. . 

CHAPTER XXVIII. 

Rome iy MoD'lllight-The Wanderer keep' hi, RendezvOUl 
. at the Coli,eum-And what Ite ,aw there • 

.. I pray you., let UB satisfy our eyes . 
With the memorials and the things of fame 
That do renown this city." , 

TVlelfth Nigllt. 

IT was night, and moonlight. Moonlight in Rome r 
The Temples had retired early from the Corso, and, 
after a few hours' repose and refreshment, had 
formed a party, to visit, for the first time, the Forum 
and Coliseuin. Clairmont would have been a use· 
(uJ guide; but he had. been seized on the Conq 

VOL.II.--Q 
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with a sudden ind!sposition, which caused, indeed~ 
their retiring from the ground very early in the 
afternoon. He now wrote tbat· his illness, though 
but transitory. was sufficient to confine him to bia 
100m. They started for the ruins. . 

Something there was of unusual romance in the 
present a8pect of the city. The sunlight had faded 
from the heavens, and left tbe blue void hung with 
trembling stars, and lighted by the radiance of a 
round and spotted moon, that never lent its ed~s 
of silver to objects of such -deep and profound JD-' 

, terest. The. streets were hushed, still, and lonely. 
The maskers had vanished-the revelry had died 
away. The night was warm and exquisItely clear r 
and the light as it fell across the Roman streets, U 
it slanted 'down upon the sculptured fronts of .the 
many renowned churches, and touched the immense 
and lofty piles, the palaces of the great and the 
gay, now gone-there was something, while it de-
lighted, that saddened .and awed the mind. ' 

Mrs. Temple proposed, tnat before they visit~d 
the ruins they should drive to the most remarkable 
part of the modern city, and receive their first im-

. pression of its wonders from this heavenly night. 
It is the true method to look 011 an ancient town. 
It sends vou back a thousand centuries-the soft 
tnd shadowy reality so indulges and assists the 
flowing imagination: Flora, during the latter years 
~f her Jife, had applied much to reading. History 
had been with her ever a favourite study. Now, in 
truth, she would have had her reward. One richer, 
more stirring, more pregnant with the spirit of 
enchantment, could scarcely be allotted to a human 
breast. Ab I a, very different thpught occ1,lpied her 
Qlind. . 
. 'I'hey drove to San Pietro and the· Vatican. 

They paused by the portico of the Pantheon, and 
the stern and mighty palaces. They gazed at the 
slender obelisks and tbe numberless fountains-the 
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tomb of Adrian-the Tiber, winding its way silently 
beneath the arches of the bridge-the columns of 
Antoninus and Trajan against the sky ; and statues 
and pillars ever and allon struck their gaze. They 
stood on the Capitoline Hill, beneath the equestrian 
statue of Marcus Aurelius; they descended to their 
carriage, and ordered it to the Forum and Coliseum. 
T~e vast plain was at length reached. Oh, what a 
dream of Flora's. young years was h,re at length 
imbodied before her !\ and yet, as the shadowy and 
most consecrated objects fleeted by, she could give 
to them no thrill, no attention; but her abstracted-' 
ness at such a time seemed no more than natural. 
The voice of the cicerone sounded like that of a 
necromancer, as he pointed out the Tarpeian.Rock­
the CapitQline-the Palatine-columns and temples 
-the enormous fragments scattered about-arches, 
walls. baths, aqueducts, lifted broken in the air, or 
strewn in pieces on the grouhd .. 

At length, huge and vast, tier above tier-blasted, 
ghastly, incredible. sublime-the Coliseum rose, a 
startling' stupendous vision. Eve,! Flora, for an 
instant, forgot the knight of the red. plume. Mute, 
chilled, awe-struck, they gazed at its c.ololsal pro­
portions-its stupendous walls lifted to the ,sky, its 
broken fragments, the blackness of its shadows 
upon the turf. and the bright moonlight streaming 
down through its dilapidated apertures and into its 
blood-stained arena •. Long they gazed: they walked 
round it; they raised their eyes to its vast and rent 
summit; they entered its crumbling passages; they 
trod across its earthy floor; they penetrated its 
dens, its vomitories, its winding labyrinths--a world 
of a~ciations rushed acrosI' their minds. In the 
absorbed earnestness of their feelings, they had 
separated, and each followed the bent of her own 
deep impulse, stealing along the shadow, and un. 
conscious that they were not together. 
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The cicenme and guard, witb the laatel'll, had 
accompanied l\{r. Temple into a dark and winding 
pauage. Mrs. Temple passed out of the farthest 
gate, and Flora, quite removed frQm both, Stood in 
the moonlight by an immense fragment of travertino,. 
which had fallen, no Qne ,knQws when, from the 
summit, and lay half-buried in the soil. Thus 
alQne, she abandoned herself to her meditatiQns. 
when she heard a voice whQse echoes had Jived in 
her heart for many a lQng year. 

"Miss Temple !" . , . 
She started. . 
Norman Leslie .was at her feet. 
"Flora!" 
He seized her hand; she trembled. aDd would 

have faUen, but he supported her ,vith his arm. 
"This agitatio.n, these tears, loveliest, dearest, 

what do. they meaD 1 Dare I think t Can I be 10 
deeply, so richly blessed 1 The ho.pe of your love, 
beautiful Flora, has sustain~d me through many a. 
weary year. Sweet girl, do. I hope in vain 1'~ 

" Mr. Leslie," faltered she, "if you value the lov. 
of one so unwQrthy as 1-" 

"FJora-" 
" It is yours." .' . 
An instant-she was in his arms, on his bosom. 
But, hark I A shriek-shriIl, intense, piercing, as 

if the voice of some mad spirit, now first whelmed 
in its fiery fate, rose on the air. At the sound, Mr. 
and Mrs. Temple', with the guide and guard, rushed 
ibnvard. Flora and No.rman stood together, the 
.ir girl clinging to. his arm. There was a moment'. 
ailence. All stood as if expecting some horrid ap­
parition, when, on the second tier of the .Ampbi. 
theatre, there rose a wild fOrm, her hair streaming 
around her uncovered head. her white rpbe. fioat, 
ing in the air, her hands clasped in fJUtie pain and 



185 

terror, and her manner exprelJlive of the wildest 
agony and fear. ' 

"It is he I it is he I" she cried, with wild and,balf. 
choked accents. .. 0 God I save me-save me I" 

. " Then stand, fool I" '. cried a boarse, fierce voice, 
while the UDseen speaker seemed climbing up after 
his victim. ' , 

" Oil I do not-do not kill me I" 
" It is the wild maniac I" exclaimed Mrs. Temple. 
"Yesl it is the wretched girl of tbe carnival," 

said Flora, trembling with alarm . 
.. God of heaven I" cried Norman, "it is she- ... / 

it is Rosalie Romain I" 
It is impossible to depict the amazement of tbose 

who bebeld this remarkable scene. But the eurrent 
of intense curiosity was too deep and swift for 
remark. 

"Save me I oh, save me 1" screamed the ma­
mac. 

" Stay I" cried Norman, in a voice of deep emo­
tion, and steppi~into the middle of the arena, 
where tbe moonlIght fell full upon him; .. Rosalie 
Romain, I am your friend-I will come to your 
aid I" , 

The shriek which replied to him froze bis blood. 
Tbe before invisible pursuer, now first emergillg 

from the black shadow, stood ful~ in the light He 
had lost his mask. His features were distorted with 
rage and violent emotion. 

" Heavens I" said the shuddering Mrs. Temple, / 
" it is Count Clairmont I" , 

,. Villain I" cried Norman, "bere the great hand 
of God has at length' beld you forth for what you 
are. Wretch! if you touch yon creature, I will 
crush· your head like a reptile's beneath my heel." 

" Leslie !-and, by G-,-d, Flora Temple I Off, 
then, all my vain dreams!" 

He drew a pistol, which glittered in the moon-
Q2 ' 



"mt, cocked it, and, 81 be spOke, seilin8 the wrist 
of 'the wretched lunatic, turned to Leslie. 

The whole incident had scarce occupied a 
minute. Leslie still stood alone ,in the IU'ena. 

., Clairmont I" he said, "fou cannot escape me L'" 
"Detes~d coward r' cried Clairmont, with a 

hoarse, fierce laugh, "tbat tbis gibbering fOOl is site 
\ 10U seek I deny, and the world will never believe. 

She is my wife, and I claim her; stop us at yoUI' 
peril I If you permit us free egress, YOll are safe,. 
and I will trouble your happiness DO more. but"­
and he uttered an imprecation too dreadful to repeal 
-" if you attempt to impede my way" (he raised the 
pistol) .. you d~!' By -. tbe temptation is al. 
most 100 sweet to forego; but I will forego it, if 
you come not iii my path." . 

" No I" said Norman, "net for all your threat. 
_U you ever pass from tbis spoL I will grapple 
with you, if twenty lives be the price. Guard, to 
the opposite door ~ I croSl!' him here I" 

Ol8lrmont moved to deacend; and. partly retreat­
mg, endeavoured to draw after him the bleeding 
girl, when sbe sank exbausted at bis feet. He left 
her as she lay, and was aoout to disappear, wheD 
be paused and said,-

"Norman Lealie! at length we kooweaeh other. 
To-nigbt both of UI live, or bQth die I Pledge me 
your sacred word that I may depallt unmofested. 
and you never hear pf me again; refuse, and.&his is 
your last moment on earth 1" 

Without further reply, Norman sprang forward 
t towards tbe eminence wbere stood his foe, wheD 
I Clairmont, with an oath, raised the pistol. 

A moment more, and his life-blood would have 
flowed. Flora had' sprung towards Leslie in frantic 
terror, when a powerfulllDd unseen arm descended 
upon the caitiff in, the very act of murder. ,The 
blow "- sudden and tremendous, and directed full 
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...unat his head with a "crushing, force. Hurled 
from his heigbt as if by some deadly engine, he 
Wa, dashed heavily to the ground. For a IQODJent 
he lay, as if he were indeed" a senseless clod. He 
turned, and it was observed that- But why dwell 
on a dreadful scene 1 His head had etnlek against 
the sharp edge of a stone, and he presented a spec­
tacle too fearfully awful for delineation. Rage, hate, 
despair, and death otingled in his dying fE)atures. 

The" guard now appeared with the senseless form 
of Miss Romain on his arm. Flora and Mrs. Tem­
ple vainlY endeavoured to revive her, while a 
domestic hastened for t~e cahiage~ which had been 
left at some distance. " 

" Lift me," said Clairmont, " some' of you. What 
accursed hand struck me 1" -

" Mine I" said' a powerfully formed man, whom 
all recognised as Kreutzner. "A kind stranger /' 
directed me in time to the spot where, unhappy 
man, you stood." , " 

.. And the stranger 1" groaned the writhing Clair-
mont. . 

" Is here I" said a voice, which, although a wo­
man's, had iQ its tones someth~ng so stern, haughty, 
and bitter, that all started-Clairmont most of all. 

The new-comer stepped up to the side of the 
dying man. It was the Countess~. She 
J"egarded him, all he lay, with a glance so joyous and 
malignant, that she appeared a nend rather than a 
humlm being." ," .' • 

•• Louise I" he cried ; •• hateful, detestable iVretch I" 
" Curses) curses on you! Miserable, cru$,hed rep­

tile, die /" she said, gazing- down on him as:oo a ser­
pent she had slain-" die! I rejoice in your calamity. / 
I have already betrayed yOU;" 1-1-1 unlocked the 
cell of your wretched victim Rosalie; ] put Norman 

"Leslie 00 your track; I saved ,him last night from 
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your dagger; and now that I behold your torments 
and your death, I smile and triumph!" , 

"Oh, silence her· slanderous tongue!" groaned 
Clairmont. 

" No! let me speak to your dying ear .. Your sin 
and your shame I will· spread far and wide. Do 
you curse me 1 You have already; ilnd now I repay 
you, and rejoice that I am the instrument." 

"Peace I-peace, now," said Norman, "fearful 
woman; he no longer hears you-he is dead /" 
. Never fell the cold moonlight, even on that 'sPot, 
upon a group more hushed and awful. . . 

C~~TER XXIX. 

A Beetle of Ajler-year_The ,tlWm-!Jeatefl Vu,elreptJlum 
the HariJour. . . 

. . 
" Fly, enYioU8 Time, till thou run out thy race I" 

, 011 Time-MILTON. 

ONWARD, and stiD onward, speeds the flight of 
time-deaf, blind, 'relentless-for nothing he stays 
his wing. Ever with the same eternal haste he 
presses on. Events that might astound the uni­
verse. prayers that might pierce a fiend, never delay, 
never melt him. Cities roar and are silent--em­
pir.es rise and fall-mountains bow their ice­
crowned thrones-seas advance from their un­
fathomed beds-even worlds,balaneed in their far 
l>laces. burst asunder, and pass away in the bound­
less deep of space--and yet, ever unpausing, un­
pitying, unwondering, his course is OD, and still on I 
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Unpitying, did I say? No, dark, but slltndered 

divinity, not unpitying. Dread minister of Provi. 
dence, thou bringest peace as well as a sword. All 
that can be spared remains unharmed by thee; and 
in thy path not only ruin lies, but joy and beauty. 
It is thy hand that Dursed the half-blown rose, 
ripened the harvest, and reared the oak. Who 
spread nature with the tender spring 1 Who 
clothed the callow bird in his gorgeous coat, and 
launched him on the breeze 1 Who brings every 
object to its true use and perfection 1 Who sweeps 
away prejudice and error 1 Who unveils lustrous 
truth 1 Not all things fldl beneath thy ilCythe. What 
blow hast thou stricken against Homer aDd Shaks­
peare, more than to brighten their radiance, to se­
cure their imm~rtality 1 Does not all that is good 
and noble t~iumph ~y thy aid 1 -WiI.1 not the whole 
adobe, befnended by thee, grow: Wise and good t 
Will n9t war and superstition, tyranny aod vice. be 
banished 1 ,. 

Four years I Like a breath they have passed; 
a wreath of vapour, curling on the air, melts not 
more lightly. Reader, you have turned a leaf-and 
they are gone. Even 80 startingly rapid shows the 
past. Yesterday-only yesterday~we were noisy 
children on' the greeo--images were around all 
bright and dear; look you now what. a transforma. 
tion I Youth is va,pished. Years-how we know 
not-nre 00 OUr foreheads and in our heartL As 
in a theatre-the scene is changed. Other objects. 
Dew characters are before. us. They call us by 
different· nameL They woo us, to strange enter. 
prises. Go to the -haunt of your boyhood..-go 
with your grave, cold face, your wearied and mel. 
ancholy heart: sta~d amid thecareles8 anC;l. happy 
forms that sport there to-dav. You willstrilre them 
witb awe. The unsbaded glance, the joyouS laugh. 
the high, happy shout, will be bushed till you ~ 
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Back from the scathed Euro.pe, with its foot­
marks of gaunt and blo.ody ages, we are once again 
in the fresh and happy scenes of a new wo.rld. 

Upo.n the l?row o.f a Io.vely bank, gorgeo.us with 
massy verdure, and scented with wild perfume, a 
white mansio.n sho.ne through the trees. Imme­
diately,beneath swept a bro.ad and crystal flood, 
eddying and dimpling on its glad . co.urse in sud­
den bends. and circling meanders. Never looked 
the .gentle sun o.n a scene mo.re fair i-never; even 
in tho.se SPo.ts by the Asiatic, the Gree.k, the Roman, 
rendered wmortal in sto.ry. Directly from the 
silver river slo.ped up wild and beautiful inountaiD~ 
which so.metimes giant nature had rent asunder and 
left naked nnd blasted in perpendicular cliffs. The 
sho.res were richly decked with to.wns, co.untry-seats, 
and co.ttages. The soft sky. bent all unclt9uded 
above. Rich and sweet spread. the scented fields 
around. -

The lo.vely seat to which we ihvite the reader 
was exquisitely situated, surro.unded by giant trees 
and sylvan \1talks, nnd, a fair prornen~de 'which ,led 
down to the water's edge. On nn ample p«>rtico, a 
family gro.up watched the changes o.f a magnificent 
lunset. J . 

In an arm.chair sat a silver-hfaded man, whose r:rson possessed all the mellow charm which manly 
uty receives fro.m age. ~ white 10cks were 

SlhQQu,ed over his high brow with a m~esty that at 
once _ wo.n respect and reverence. HIS face was 
mild and happy; but years had impressed it with 
heavy mar~nd yet more than years-sorrow. 

A graceful form hung over bis chair, with her 
arm 8fTectioDately UPo.n. his sho.ulder; and by her 
side a gentleman had drawn familiarly. -

-It required no. more than a glance to discover in 
the two. latter Julia and Ho.ward; and is their aged 
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companion, the still noble. but. much changed and 
time· bowed. form of Mordaunt Leslie. 

As they thus sat. surrounded br wreathing vines \ 
and bursting flowers. and enjoYing the mild·tem- -
pered and illumined atmolphere, a beautiful child 
of about three years. loaded with fruit and flQwers, 
and playing-with a large curly·haired dogt came 
laughing and running from a thicket. . 

" There's Flora-CO!De, Flora I" excla~ed all at 
OIlce. 

When there is a kind-hearted 'grandfather. and a 
sweet aunt, and a gentle uncle in the family-and 
the father is adored as the lost one found--and tbe. 
mother is pronounced "the very sweetest wo'man 
in the world"-the only child. whatever may be its 
claims. will be an angel of course. But the little 
creature now stagg~ring under its pretty bur:den­
which the almost laughing dog 'was sportively, we 
had nearly said atl'ectiollately. endeavouring to pull 
away-was reaUy altogether lovely. Look, reader I 
Did you!never see those blue eyes before-that lit­
tle smile, that lightly pellcilled brow-upon another 
face 1 

A few moments after the appearance of the child, 
two. other figure-s emerged from the imbowered 
walk, which wound- charmingly in akmg the high 
river. bank. The one was a gentleman, the other 
a fair girl-yet not altogether a girl. ~omewhat 
there was in her face of sedateness which girlbood 
never knew. Beautifulsbe was-more beautiful 
than ever I Happiness' and love had shed on tbe 
young wife of the' wanderer new and dearer 
charms. Health glowed on her cheek. She hung 
on his arm familiarly and fondly. A moment ere 
they 'came into view. he stopped and looked down 
upon her. Back from her forehead he put the soft 
hair unreproved. She returned pis gaze with a 
glance of steady,'trilsting love. His band lingered 
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over bier forehe,d, and he shaded her eyes with it 
as one who peruses a painting. 

-" Why do you look. at me so 1" she uked, balf 
blushing. 

"" It was one of my young dreams, Flora," be said, 
" thus to IIC8D your face-thus to meet yo~r eyea-­
tbus to avow-thus to bear how we love each 
otherl" 

They approached the mansion. -
" Ah 1 there comes father !-there comes mother r­

.id the old gentleman, releasing "tbe sunny infant 
from R dear embrace; IlJld off she ran and bounded 
into her father's arms. 

At thil moment, one of the magnificent steam­
boats which 'ply from New-York up tbe river to 
Albany: had seot ashore a boat. A single passenger 
landed. Conceive the pleasure of all on recog­
nising Kreutzner, t~eir old an~ valued friend. 

The usual greetings were warmly exchanged; 
and the new-comer was welcomed with the sin­
cerest friendship and hospitality_ . When the first 
glow of pleasure had subsided,·he announced that 
he bad brougbt from Europe a letter for Norman. 

"For me I" 
" Ay I" said Kreutzoer, banding it to ~im-" from 

one of the most extraordinary of your acquaintance •. 
It was sent to my lodgings. before I left Palermo, 
with a. note requesting me to deliver it into your 
hands." , 

Norman took it eagerly, and b~ke the seaL 
Flora leaned over his shoulder, read the signature, 
and turned pale. 

"Bless me-bless me 1" said Norman. " Have 
not the fates done with us yet t, I thought we had 
acted OUI" pa~s;" and with strong signs of astonislJ. 
ment he read the name of the" Countess D~." 

"My dear friend," said Kreutzner. "this commu· 
nication, I presume, will throw light upon the char· 
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&eter of one of the moat remarkable women I ever 
met. To me it will be interesting to learn any thing 
that concerns y()u; as, owing to our sudden separa­
tion a~ Rome, your own eventful story has never, in 
any connected form, reached my ears." 

"'l'bere is little to tell," ,said Norman. " The 
singular Iliscovery of Rosalie gratified the strongest 
wish of my life-the strongest but one," he said, 
turning to Flora; "which was, you see, in ooose­
quence, gratified also. Miss Romain-" . 

" Poor Rosalie!" sighed Flora. 
" Miss Romain accompanied us home, where she 

was identified by many, and where proper measures 
were taken to make her identity and existence pub­
lic. She continued, however, for several moDtlul 
after our arrival"the victim of an incurable insanity 
,-shrinking from all who approached with signs of 
the most agonized apprehension and alarm; some­
times singing and smiling; sometimes praying and 
weeping, and, acting over again' fragments of the 
dreadful scenes through which she had passed : at 
length she died." 

" And is nothing particular known of her flight T" 
" No more than that she fled with that arch villain 

Clairmont, whose brutal cruelty drove her to mad­
ness" The Countess D-- was deeply implicated 
in the affair, but most mysteriously. T.flis package 
will doubtless explain. There is one, however, con­
nected with my adventures in Florence whom I have 
met on this side the water-the Marquis Alezzi. 
Betrayed by the priest, who, while he seemed- the 
partner in a dangerous conspiracy, was in fact only 
a spy, he was stripped of most of his slender re­
maining possessions, and banished from Italy. In 
this country he has sought and found a shelter, and 
long resided in a southern state. His present des-

o tiny I know not; There are two more friends of 
VOl •• D.-ll' ' 
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mine," continued Norman, "from whom I am anxious 
to hear." 

"I have been much since in Rome and Flor­
ence," said Kreutzner; "I may chance to have 
heard of them." 

"The one," rejoined Norman, "is a most gifted 
young artist-a sculptor." 

" Angelo N_1" 
"The same." . 
" If you love him, I shail tell bis fate with reluc­

tance." 
"S k~ . 
" ~so, with Alezzi, was enaaaed in the con­

spiracy which occasioned so muCh 1aIk at the time; 
and he also, after having been led on by the priest too 
far to retreat, was by him informed against, and feD 
on the scaffold-I saw his head roll in the dust." 

"Know you," demanded Norman, after a pause 
and a slight shudder-" know you the fair daughter 
of Torrini 1" 

" Thllt do I, and well too. She is the gem of 
Florence. Young, gay, and beautiful, her joyous 
face is pointed out to the stranger 8S the loveliest at 
court. But you are aware of her change 1" 

" No. I wrote once, but the letter was un­
answered." 

" She is the wife of Prince C--, and a brighter 
and happier creature never floated in the dance." 

"But come," lllid -Norman," the manuscript!" 
The curious circle gathered around him as be 

read. . 
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CHAPTER XXx. 

The Manuscript of the Countess-The Mystery laid open. 

.. Chonu.-All is best, tliough. we oft doubt 
What th' unsearchable dispose 
Of highest Wisdom brings about, 
And ever best found in the close. 
Oft he seems to hide his face, 

. But unexpectedly returns, 
And to his faithful champion hath in place 
Bore witness gloriously." . 

Samll1II Agoniltu. 

TUE letter was written in a strong and bold 
hand. It was as follows :-

.. You will be surprised, Mr. Leslie, but not dis­
pleased, at these few lines from me. I render them 
to you as a duty. I should have performed it before, 
but for a circumstance mentioned below. I am 
going to sketch my history; Dot to solicit your sym­
pathy. but because it is clo!lely interwoven with 
your' own. If I utter any sentiment in my own 
extenuation, or in my praise. ascribe it, not to vanity, 
but to truth. I have done with vanity and with the -
world. Long before this reaches you I shall be 
immured irrevocably within the walls of a holy sifr­
terhood, where not even the farthest of its floating 
rumours can reach me Plore. 'Vhat have I to do 
with vanity 1 I write as one dying, and you may 
read iny words as those of one dead. Dead I oh, 
would to God I were I 

.. Fifteen years ago. ih the loveliest part of Italy, 
there lived a family in easy circumstances, without 
rank. or fortune, without the wisb to obtain them. 
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They were independent, enlightened, affectionate, 
and happy. The villa they inhabited stood on the 
sea-shore neat Naples. That scene of heaven 1-1 
will not even attempt to describe it. 

" The circle that gathered together in the happy 
dwelling consisted of four:-a kind old father; a 
mother, only too. fond and indulgent; a brother (I 
feel the blood' ebb from my cheek 8S I write his 
name) ; and a young girl, the most joyous and light­
hearted of all creatures. lIer face was ever illu­
mined with It smile of peace, purity, and happiness. 
There was in her heart nothing but sunshine: it 
resembled the heaven of her own radiant cli!pe, as 
clear and~as fervid. Never had she known a sor­
row, a fear, a reproach-never had she heard of 
ill-never had she practised an art-never had she 
deceived a being; she could not deceive. she was 
too ingenuous. . She knew naught of fashion, naught 
of splendour; she was all simplicity and confidence, 
all hope and truth. _ 

cc Recall her whom you m4;lt at the Prince 1\I--'s, 
seated Ii.~id lords, dukes, and nobles, ~ashing with 
diamon~~} yet, which vainly flashed over a sternly 
melam;:tlt!Y,.brow, over a dark and broken heart. 
You su'cfenly pronounced to her a name' which 
struck every drop of blood in her veins to lightning. 
Recall her calm look, her full, untlinehing eyes. 
Can you believe these two beings the salDe 1 

.. The same, did I say 7 No, there is not a thought 
of my mind, an impulse of my heart, but is no\v 
changed. All that then graced me has vanished­
all th.at I then was incapabl~ ofI have since learned. 
The world has 80 transformed me, that 1, who 
could not eadure the gaze of a stranger. can look 
down nowe fiercest foe; I, who Shuddered at 
the death of a bird, now can, nay, have stood tear­
Jess by the graves of 'all I ever loved. 

" I was nirie~D, when lmet a young Neapolitan, 
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of very mean extraction, but of great beauty and 
talent. It was Clairmont. though that was not his 
name. We met-he wooed me, he won me. I 
had never loved before; I have never loved since. 
Such as I love but once, and that once is either 
heaven or hell! My story is the story of many a 
maiden. The unfriended suitor solicited my hand 
in vain. He was poor; and there were, moreover, 
suspicions concerning his character, which, while 
they made me only cling to him with deeper devo­
tion, caused others to shrink from his side as from 
pollution. Love, with me, was more powerful than 
all other considerations-it overwhelmed me ; I was 
whirled off upon its turbid and resistless tide from 
all that I had been, all that I had hoped. Father, 
mother, brother, all were then to me but the worth­
less thistle-down that floats away on the summer 
gale. 'We loved-we married secretly. Eve in 
Eden was never so happy as I, till one day I was 
disturbed from a blissful revery by the trampling 
of hasty feet, as of men who bore a heavy burden. 
I rose. A shriek met my ear from the lips of my 
mother-a groan from my father. Startled with 
fears of I knew not what, I rushed to the cham­
ber; I saw-even now my brain whirls at the 
recollection I-several stranger forms: in their hold 
was apparently a dead body. The arms and head 
hung heavily, lifeless; the hair' 'fell back from the 
forehead, clotted with gore. It was my brother! 
He cast his eyes on me. 

" , Rinaldo!' he murmured, and died. 
" We had been watched. My generous and high­

tempered brother had traced me to Rinaldo. They 
fought; and the never-failing pistol of my husband 
had lodged a bullet almost in his heart. 

" I pass over that period. My father and mother, 
both old, soan followed their darling boy. I was 

n2 
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left with all their property. Rinaldo had ftecl I 
was alone, and a mother • 

.. Still mad with the passion with which Clairmont 
-for by that name you know him had inspired me, I 
followed him to Venice. For his love, what had I not 
sacrificed 1~parenis, brother, hap}>iness 1 On rejoin­
ing hini who had thus bereft me, I found him cold. 
He no longei' caressed me; strange. companions 
lured him from my ,side; strange and mysterious 
enterprises occupied his houi's! I was unloved, 
unheeded, almost forgotten. From many circum­
stances, I was induced to fear that I was linked to 
a vinain. I strove tremblingly, and in anguish, to 
crush my apprehensions;' , 

" At length, one day he announced his intention of 
leaving me for lin indefinite time-me and my bright 
boy I I found growing up in myself then a new en­
ergy---a power, a fire, equal to his own. I begged. 
I prayed; and when he turned away deaf and cold. 
I started to my feet, and, with flashing eyes, I tAreat­
ened him. It was the first unfolding of that char-­
acler which neither he nor I knew belonged to 
my nature. It was the first uncoiling of the basilisk 
WIthin me. He gazed on me incred\Jlously, and 
coony smiled. You remember that smile i-I fainted. 
, .. When I recovered, he was gone! It was two 
years before I could trace him. At length, I found 
he had sailed for America. I followea him in tbe 
depth of winter-I and my child. I knew not that 
he resided in New-York; I knew not the name he 
bad assumed ; and I was struck mute with astonish .. 
ment in your beautiful city on beholding, surrounded 
by fair ladies, the form of my husband, still 
beautiful and still adored I You 'know tbe rest. 
My agitation had nearly cost me my life, when your 
daring arm rescued me from those fierce steeds. I 
had seen you before I discovered Cl1I.irmont; and, 
without meaning to flatter you, they who see you 
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once do not forget you. Again I saw you whee­
quently "'ith Miss Romain; hence I recognised 
you immediately at 'l'orrini's in Florence • 

.. On recovering from the terror, less of the accident 
than of the discovery by which it was occasioned, 
1 ascertained Clairmont's address; and the nen 
morning, after being rudely denied admission, I at 
length succeeded in gaining an interview. Once 
Rlore I entreated, and once more I · threatened. 
Here I found my threats of more avail, for here his 
plans were high and audacious, having conceived 
the design of marrying a very wealthy and beautiful 
girl. I accused him of it. He smiled again, and 
bade me learn that I was not his wife: the cere­
mony had been a feigned one. I would have cried 
him through the city for a villain; but, with a 
look so ·urdonic that it affrighted even me, he 
solemnly swore that if I breathed his name to any 
human being he woulcJ sacrifice every hope, every 
consideration, and never sleep till he had taken the 
life of myself or my child. He then frankly con­
fessed that his passion for Miss Temple was only a 
mask-he loved her not. Me, he said, he loved. 
It was his intention to 8y when he could raise a 
large som of money; and he declared that I should 
be his companion. To what degradation had \ I 
fallen, that even after this-such was my infatua­
tion, such my love-I consented._ He even went . 
80 far as to promise to depart by a certain time. 
I have reason to b~ieve that the lady whose 
fortune he, pursued disliked and rejected him; for, 
after some time, ' he altered his plans, and had 
proposed to raise money , by a mock unipn with 
another. the miserable victim with whom- But 
let me not be in, advance of my story. Rosa,lie 
Romain yielded to his flatterie!l.By the arts 
in which he was so proficient he completely fas­
cinated her, and prevailed upon her to fly, and to 
carry with her, upon her person, a number of dia-
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monds of which she was very fond, and which he 
hoped to find sufficient for the demands of his 
necessities, which were great. Against you he had 
conceived so mortal a hatred, that, as I subsequently 
learned, he had already attempted your life. Ke 
also circulated against you the most malignllQ,t ~.., 
ders. Pa~ly by persuasions, partly .b~ t~!,! .. ' 
had prevailed upon me to be a partlclpato~M _., 
game. he was about to play. He swore '? .~ .. 
once ID Europe, he would send .home agalQ$Iii'!l. '., 
it was only fo~ the jewels she brought him , .. , ': 
had wooed her-tnat he could not procure 
unless she tied with us; that he would marry me 
in ~roI>E:' where, he said! a large sum would soon 
fall mto hIS hands from hIS brother Ambrose: and 
he threatened me with the most dreadful revenge if 
I refused. It was I, then, who received RoSalie 
Romain &om your hands on the day of your mys­
terious ride. It was then that I saw and knew you. 
The gig belonged to Clairmont. Late in the-even­
ing he drove us to town, and left us to walk alone 
to a boat tbat was to carry us on board a vessel 
which sailed in the morning for Naples, while he 
returned the gig to his servant, who waited . at the 
hotel. In that walk we encountered yourself and 
Miss Temple on the Battery. We hastened on 
board. I passed for the mistress, to avoid suspicion., 
and she for my maid. She being ill all the voyage, 
I only was seen, as I was at once known as an 
Italian lady: we thus eluded any inquiries which, 
when suspiciQn fell on you, might have been that 
way directed. The vessel did not sail till the next 
afternoon. Clairmont was in t~ act . of coming 
down; his baggage was all. packed and ready in 
his -chamber, and left to the direction of his valet, 
when you encountered him, and inflicted upon him 
that new rancorous woundF whi~h only ceased to 
sting and torture bim in death. He rushed tG his 
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chamber. His temper was lashed to its highest, 
wildest paroxysm of rage and revenge, when the 
'9'8.let accidentally mentioned what he had heard in 
die hotel. The disappearance of Miss Romain had 
already created a sensation through the town, and 
a report had been started that you had murdered 
Aer. From that moment his hellish mind was fixed. 
He.em a message to me, stating that, by force or 
.n;--r Inust silence the voice of Rosalie Romain; 
·~the vessel must 1$0 without him; that the valet 
.ttiuld aecompany us m his stead, and that he would, 
by a French ship, meet us on our landing at Naples. 
80 artfully was it managed, that we complied, 
scarce comprehending what it meant. Rosalie was 
sick during the whole passage. We met Olairmont 
a long time after our arrival. The valet bad 
received instructions to conceal us, if possible, '&om 
all observation. This he effectually did; but, just 
before our meeting with Clairmont, died' o€.;~ver. 
It was Clairmont who flung the hat and feathers on 
tbe stream, and the handkerchief in the wood. He 
remained some time after in America to guard him­
self from suspicion. 

"On his arrival in.Europe, he had a most difficult 
game to play. ..It was his determination to ~nceaJ 
Rosalie Romain from human eyes, that the suspicion 
might never be withdrawn from you. I lOon 
learned to hate the villain more ardently than I had 
ever loved him; but, while I hated, I also feared 
him. A character so malignant mastered mine. I 
knew him capable !)f the most fiendish actions, and 
I soon had an instance of it. Miss Romain, on find­
ing her situation, and the cruel baseness of her 
lover, lost her senses, became a confirmed maniac, 
and was most secretly confined, under the superin-; " 
tendence of the priest . Ambrose, at. Rome, the . 
brother of Olairmont, and, like him, a villain. Lest i • 

this should be betrayed by me, he obtained pos-
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session of my boy,inwh,om ke knew mT-soul was 
bound up. With this grasp on me, he told me, with 
the tri\ID.lphant Qate an~ .ferocity of n devil, that if 
ever~. . . .. ed him, nay, if ev~.r he suspected me, 
the ~ kad I loved m~ should be crushed in 
the~. I shuddered; I beiieved-I obeyed. 
How weIll kept the secret, you c~ testify. 

"At Prince M--'s you unknowingly informed 
me of the place where my boy was concealed. I 
hastened mys~ in disguise, when I knew that the 
priest was away, io his rooms, and recovered my lost 
treasure. I should have said, that, on firsl parting 
with Clairmont, I had yielded to the solicitations of 
Count D-, and become his wife. With ·.oo inten­
tion of gaining possession of her person that I might 
commit her to your charge, I unlocked the prison of 
Rosalie Romain; but, with the subtlety of madness, 
she eluded my. care, and escaped into the crowded 
streets. You know the rest.. The angel boy is 
dead. I have no longer any reason to guard my 
reputation. May you be happy. . My heart is ice. 
I have performed my duty. Farewelr Jar ever I" 

THE END. 
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