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CHAPTERL

"What s this secret sin; this untold tale,
That art cannot extract, nor penance cleanse?"

Mysterious Mother,

It was in the church of San Lorenzo at Maples, in the year 1758, that Vincentio di Vivaldi firsi saw Ellena Rosalba, The sweeiness and fine expression of her voice atfracted his
attention to her figure, which had a distinguished air of delicacy and grace; but her face was concealed in her veil. So much indeed was he fascinated by the voice, that a most
painful curiosity was excited as to her countenance, which he fancied must express all the sensibility of character that the modulation of her tones indicated. He listenad to their
exquisite expression with a rapt attention, and hardiy withdrew his eyes from her person fill the matin senice had concluded, when he obsenved her leave the church withan
aged lady, wha leanad upon her am, and who-appeared to be her mother,

Vivaldi immediately followed their steps, determined to oblain, if possible, a view of Eliena’s face. and to discover the home to which she should retire: They walked quickly,
looking neither to the right or feft, and as they tumed into the Strada di Toledo he had nearly lost them; but quickening his pace, and relinguishing the cautious distance he had
hitherto kept, he overtook them as they entered on the Terrazzo Nuovo, which runs along the bayof Naples, and leads towards the Gran Corso. He overtook them:; but the fair
unknown still held her veil close, and he krew not how to intfreduce himselfto her natice, or to obtain-a view of the feafures. which excited his curiosity. He was embarrassed by
a respectiul timidity, that mingled with his admiration, and which kept him silent. notwithstanding his wish to speak.

Indescending the last steps of the Temazzo, however, the foot of the elder ladyfaltered, and, while Vivaidi hastened to assisther, the breeze from the water caught the veil,
which Ellena had no longer a hand sufficiently disengaged to confine, and, watfting it partially aside. disciosed to him a countenance more touchingly beautiful than he had
dared lo image. Her features were of the Grecian outling, and, though they expressed the tranquillity of an elegant mind, her dark blue eyes sparkied with inteligence. She was
assisting her companion so anxousty, that she did not immediately observe the admiration she had inspired; but the moment her eyes met those of Vivaldi, she became
conscious of their effect, and she hastily drew her veil,

The old lady was not materially hurt by her fall, but, as she walked difficuttly, Vivaldi seized the opportunity thus offered, and insisted that she sholld accept his arm. She refused
this with many acknowledgments: but he pressed the offer so repeatedly and respectfully, that, at length, she accepted it and they walked towards her residence together.

On the way thither, he attempted to converse with Ellena, but her replies were concise, and he arrived at the end of the walk while he was yet considering what he coud say,
that might interest and withdraw her from this severe reserve. From the style of thelr residence, he imagined that they were persons of honourable, but moderate
independence. The house was small, but exhibited an air of comfort, and even of taste. It stood on aneminence, surrounded by a gardenand vineyards, which commanded the
city and bay of Maples, an ever-moving picture, and was canopied by a thick grove of pings and majestic date-trees; and, though the little portico and collonade in frant were of
comman marble, the style of architecture was efegant. While they afforded a shelter from the sun, they admitted the cooling breezes that rose from the bay below, and a
prospect of the whole scope of its enchanting shores.

Vivaldi stopped at the litile gale; which led into the garden, where the elder iady repeated her acknowledgments for his care, but did not invite him o enter; and he, rembling
with ariety and sinking with disappointment, remained for a moment gazing upon Ellena; unable to take leave, yet iresolute what fo say that might prolong the interview, till the
old lady again bade him good-day, He then summaoned courage enough fo request he might be alowed to enguire after her health, and, having abtained her pemmission, his
eyes bade adieuto Ellena, who, as they were parting, ventured to thank him for the care he had taken of her aunt The sound of her voice, and this acknowledgment of
obligation, made him less willing to go than before, but at length he tore himself away, The beauty of her countenance haunting his imagination, and the touching accents of her
voice stll vibrating onhis heart, he descended to the shore below her residence, pleasing himself with the consciousness of being near her, though he could no longer behold
her; and sometimes hoping that he might again see her, however distantly, in a balcony of the hause, where the silk awning seemed to invite the breeze from the sea. He
Engered hour afier hour, stretched beneath the umbrageous pines that waved over the shore, or fraversing, regardless of the heal, the base of the cliffs that crowned it recalling
to his fancy the enchantmant of her smile, and seeming still to istento the sweetness of her accents,

In the evening he retumed to his father's palace at Naples, thoughiful yet pleased, anxious yet happy. dwelling with delightful hope on the remembrance of the thanks he had
received from Eliena, yet nat daring to form any plan as to his future conduct He returned lime enough te attend his mother in her evening ride on the Corso, where, inevery
gay camiage that passed, he hoped to see the object of his constant thought; but she did not appear. His mother, the Marchesa di Vivaldi, observed his amuet‘y and unusual
silence, and asked him some quastiorts. which she meant should lead to an explanation of the ::hange in his manners; but his replies onl'_n,r excited a s!rmgercuricslfy, and,
though she forbore to press her enguiries, it was probable that she might employ a more artful means of renewing them.

Vincentio di Vivaldi was the only son of the Marchese di Vivaldi, a nobleman of one of the most ancient families of the kingdom of Naples, a favourife possessing an
uncommeon share of influence at Court, and a man still higher in power than in rank, His pride of birth was equal to gither, butit was mingled with the justifiable pride of a
principled mind; itgovemed his conduct in morals-as well as in the jealousy of ceremonial distinctions, and elevated his practice as well as his claims. His pride was at once
nis vice and his virtue, his safeguard and his weakness.

The mother of Vivaldi, descended from a family as:ancient as that of his father, was equally jealous of her importance; but her pride was that of birth and distinction, without
extending to morals. She was of violent passions, haughty, vindictive, yet crafty and deceitful; patient in stratagem, and indefatigable in pursuit of vengeance, on the unhappy
objects who provoked her resentment. She loved her son, rather as being the last of two illustious houses, who was to re-unite and support the honour of both, than with the
fondness of a mother.

Vincentio inherited much of the character of his father, and very little of that of his mother. His pride was as noble and generows as that of the Marchese; but he had somewhat
of the fiery passions of the Marchesa, without any of her craft, her duplicity, or vindictive thirst of revenge. Frank in his temper, ingenuous in his sentiments, quickly offended, but
easily appeased; imitated by any appearance of disrespect, but mefted by a concession, a high sense of honer rendered him no more jealous of offence, than a deficate
humanity made him ready for reconcifiation, and anxious o spare the feelings of others.

On the day following that, on which he had seen Ellena, he retumed to the villa Altien, 1o use the pemmission granted him of enquinng after the health of Signora Bianchi, The
expectation of seeing Ellena agitated him with impatient joy and frembling hope, which still encreased as he approached her residence, till, having reached the garden-gate, he
was obliged to rest for a few moments to recover breath and composure

Having announced himself to an old female servant, who came to the gate, he was soon after admitted to & small vestibule, where he found Signora Bianchi winding balls of
silk, and alone; though from the position of a chair which stood near a frame for embroidery, he judged that Ellena had but just quitted the apariment. Signora Bianchi received
him with a reserved politeness, and seemed very cautious in her replies to his enguinies afier her niece, who. he hoped, every moment, would appear. He lengthened his visit
tifl there was no longer an excuse for doing so; till he had exhausted every topic of conversation, and till the silence of Signora Bianchi seemed to hint, that his deparure was
expected. With a heart saddened by disappointment and having obtained only a reluctant permission to enquire after the health of that lady on some future day, he then took
leave.

Cn his way through the garden he often paused to look back upon the house, hoping to obtaina glimpse of Ellena at a lattice; and threw a glance around him, almost expecting
to see her seated beneath the shade of the lwuriant plantains; but his search was every where vain, and he quitted the place with the slow-and heavy step of despondency.

The day was employed in endeavours to ebiain intefigence concerning the family of Ellena, but of this he procured litfle that was satisfactory. He was fold, that she was an
arphan, living under the care of her aunt, Signora Bianchi; that her family, which had never beenillustrious, was decayed |n fortune, and that her only dependence was upon this
aunt But he was ignorant of what was very true, though very secret, that she assisted to support this aged relative, whose sole property was the small estate on which they
lived, and thal she passed whole days in embroidering silks, which were disposed of fo the nuns of a neighbouring convent, who sold them to the Neapolitan ladies, that visited
their grate, at a very high advantage. He litle thought, that a beautiful robe, which he had often seen his mother wear, was worked by Eflena; nor that some copies from the
antigue, which ornamented a cabinet of the Vivald| palace, were drawn by her hand. If he had known these circumstances, they would only have senved 1o encrease the
passion, which, sinca they were proofs of a disparity of fortune, that would certainly render his family repugnant to a connection with hers, it would have been prudent to
discourage,

Ellena could have endured poverty, but not contempt; and it was to protect herself from this effect of the narmow prejudices of the world around her, that she had so cautiousty
concealed from it a knowledge of the industry, which did honor to her character. She was not ashamed of poverty, or of the industry which overcame it, but her spint shrark from
the senseless smile and humiliating condescension, which prosperity sometimes gives to indigence, Her mind was not yet strong enough, or her views sufficiently enlarged, to



teach her a contempt of the sneer of vicious folly, and to glory in the dignity of viruous independence. Ellena was the sole support of her aunt's declining years; was patientto
her infimities, and consoling to her suiferings; and repaid the fondness of a mother with the affection of a daughter. Her mother she had never known, having lost herwhile she
was an infant and from that period Signora Bianchi had performed the duties of one for her.

Thus innocent and happy in the silent performance of her duties and in the veil of retirement, lived Ellena Rosalba, when she first saw Vincentio di Vivaldl. He was notof a
figurs to pass unobserved when seen, and Ellena had been struck by the spirit-and dignity of his air, and by his courtenance, so frank, noble, and full of that kind of expression.
which announces the energies of the soul. But she was cautious of admitting a sentiment more tender than admiration, and endeavoured to dismiss his image from her mind,
and by engaging in her usual occupations, to recover the state of tranguility, which his appearance had somewhat interrupted.

Vivaldi, mean while, restless from disappointment, and impatient from anxely, having passed the greater part of the day in enguiries, which repaid him only with doubt and
apprehension, determined to retum to the villa Altier, when evening should conceal his steps, consoled by the certainty of being near the object of his thoughts, and hoping, that
chance might favour im once more with a view, however ransient, of Ellena.

The Marchesa Vivaldi held an assembly this evening; and a suspicion conceming the impatience he betrayed, induced her to detain him about her person to a late hour,
engaging him to select the music for her orchestra, and to superintend the performance of a new piece, the work of a composer whom she had brought into fashion. Her
assemblies were among the most brlliant and crowded in Maples, and the nobility, who were o be at the palace this evening, were divided into fwo paries as to the merits of
the musical genius, whom she patronised, and those ofanother candidate for fame, The performance ofthe evening, it was expected, would finally decide the victory, This,
therefore, was & night of great importance and ansiety to the Marchesa, for she was as jealous of the reputation of her favounte composer as of her own, and the welfare of her
son did but shightly divide her cares.

The moment he could depart unobserved. he quitted the assembly, and, muffing himself in his cloak, hastened to the \illa Altieri, which fay at a short distance fo the west ofthe
city. He reached it unobserved, and, breathless with impatience, traversed the boundary of the garden; where, free from ¢eremonial restraint, and near the object of his
affection, he experienced for the few first momenis a joy as exguisite as her presence could have inspired. But this delight faded with its novelty, and ina shorttime he felt as
fortorn as if he was separated for ever from Ellena, in whose presence he but lately almost believed himseif

The night was far advanced, and, no light appearing fram the house, he concluded the inhabitants had refired to rest and all hope of seeing her vanished from his mind. Still,
however, itwas sweel to be near her, and he anxiously sought to gain admittance to the gardens, that he might approach the window where it was possible she reposed. The
boundary, formed of trees and thick shrubs, was not difficut to be passed, and he found himself once more inthe portico of the villa,

It was nearly midnight, and the slillness that reigned was rather soothed than interrupted by the gentle dashing of the walers ofthe bay below, and by the holiow murmurs of
Vesuwvius, which threw up, at intervals its sudden flame on the horizon, and then left it to darkness. The solemnity of the scene acoprded with the temper of his mind, and he
histened in deep attention for the retuming sounds, which broke upon the ear like distant thunder muttening imperfectly from the clouds. The pauses of silence, that succeeded
eachgroan of the mountain, when expectation bstened for the rising sound, affected the imagination of Vivaldi at this time with particular awe, and, rapt in thought, he continued
to gaze upon the sublime and shadowy ouline of the shores, and on the sea just discemed beneath the twilight of a cloudiess sky. Along its grey surface many vessels were
pursuing their silert course, guided over the deep waters only by the polar star, which burned with steady lustre. The air was calm, and rose from the bay with most balmy and
refreshing coglness; it scarcely stimed the heads of the broad pines that overspread the villa; and bore no sounds but of the waves and the groans of the far-off mountain—till a
chaunting of deep voices swelied from a distance. The solemn character of the sfrain engaged his attenfion; he perceived that it was a requiem, and he endeavoured to
discover from what quarter it came. t advanced, though distantly, and then passed away on the air, The circumstance struck him: he knew it was uswal in some parts of faly o
chaunt this strain ever the bed of the dying; buthere the moumers seemed fo walk the earth, or the air. He was not doubtful as to the strain itseif—once before he had heard it,
and attended with circumstances which made it impossible that he should ever forget it As he now listened to the choral voices softening in distance, a few pathetic notes
brought full upon his remembrance the divine melody he had heard Efiena utter inthe church of San Lorenzo. Overcome by the recollection, he started away, and, wandering
aver the garden, reached another side of the villa, where he soon heard the voice of Ellena herself. performing the midnight hymn to the Virgin, and accompanied by a lute,
which she touched with most affecting and deficate expression. He stood for a moment entranced; and scarcely danng to breathe, lest he should lose any note of that meek
and holy strain, which seemed to flow from a devolion almost saintly. Then, looking round to discover the object of his admiration, a light issuing from among the bowery foliage
of a clematis led him to a lattice, and shewed him Ellena, The lattice had been thrown open to admit the cool air, and he had a full view of her and the apatment. She was rising
from a small altar where she had concluded the sendce; the glow of devolion was still upon her countenance as she raised her eyes, and with a rapt eamestness fixed them on
the heavens. She still held the lute, but no longer awakened it, and seemed lost to every surrounding object. Her fine hair was negligently bound up ina ik net, and some
tresses that had escaped it, played on her neck, and round her beautiful countenance, which now was not even partially concealed by a vell. The light drapery of herdress, her
whaole figure. air, and attitude, were such as might have been copied for a Grecian nymph,

Vivaldi was perplexed and agitated between the wish of seizing an opportunity, which might never again occur, of pleading his love, and the fear of offending, by intruding upon
her retirement at so sacred an hour, but while he thus hesitated, he heard her sigh, and then with a sweetness peculiar to her accent, pronounce his name. During the trembling
anxiaty, with which he Estened to what might follow this mention of his name, he disturbed the clematis that surrounded the lattice, and she fumed her eyes towards the window,
but Vivaldi was enlirely concealed by the foliage. She, however, rose to close the laltice; as she approached which, Vivaldi, unable any longer to command himself, appeared
before her. She stood fixed for an instant, while her countenance changed to an ashy paleness: and then, with trembling haste closing the latice, quitted the apartment. Vivaldi
feltas if all his hopes had vanished with her

After lingering in the garden for some time without perceiving a light in any other part of the building, or hearing a sound proceed from it, he took his melancholy way to Mapies.
He now began to ask himself some questions, which he ought fo have urged before, and to enquire wherefore he sought the dangerous pleasure of seeing Eliena, since her
family was of sucha condition as rendered the consent of his parenis to.a marmiage with her unattainable.

He was lostin revery on this subject, sometimes hall resolved to seek her no more, and then shrinking from a conduct, which seemed to strike him with the force of despair,
when, as he emerged from the dark arch of a ruin, that extended over the road, his steps were crossed by a person in the habit of a monk, whose face was shrouded by his
cowl still more than by the twilight. The stranger, addressing him by his name, said, "Signor your sleps are watched; beware how you revisit Alieri!” Having uttered this, he
disappeared, before Vivaldi could return the sword he had half drawn into the scabbard, or demand an explanation of the words he had heard. He called loudly and repeatedly,
conjuring the unknown person to appear, and lingered near the spot for a considerable time, but the vision came no more.

Vivaldi arrived at home with a mind occupied by this incident, and tormented by the jealousy to which it gave rise; for, afler indulging vanous conjecires, he concluded with
believing the notice, of which he had been watmed, to be that of a rival, and that the danger which menaced him, was from the poniard of jealousy. This belief discovered to him
at onca the extent of his passion, and of the imprudence, which had thus readily admitted it: yet so far was this new prudence from overcoming his error, that, stung witha
torture more exquisite than he had ever known, he resolved, atevery event, to declare hislove, and sue for the hand of Ellena. Unhappy young man, he knew not the fatal error,
into which passionwas precipitating him!

Cn his arrival atthe Vivaldi palace, he leamned, that the Marchesa had observed his absence, had repeatedly enquired for him, and had given orders that the time of his return
shouid be menfioned to her. She had, however, refired to rest; but the Marchese, who had atiended the King on an exciesion io one of the royal villas on the bay, retumed home
sponafier Vincentio; and, before he had withdrawn to his apartment, he met his-son with looks of unusual displeasure, but avoided saying any thing, which either explained-or
alluded to the subject of it and, after a-short conversation, they separated.

Vivaldi shut himself In his apartment to deliberate; if that may deseve the name of deliberation, inwhich a conflict of passions; rather than an exertion of judgment, prevailed.
For several hours he fraversed his suite of reoms, alternately tortured by the remembrance of Ellena, fired with jealousy, and alarmed for the consequence of the imprudent
step, which he was aboutlo take. He knew the lemper of his father, and some traits of the character of his mother, sufficiently to fear that their displeasure would be
ireconcilable conceming the mariage he meditated; yet, when he considered that he was their only son, he was inclined to admil a hope of forgiveness, notwithstanding the
weight which the circumstance must add to their disappointment. These reflexions were frequently interrupted by fears lest Ellena had already disposed of her affections to this
imaginary rival. He was, however, somewhat consoled by rememberning the sighshe had uitered, and the tendemess, with which she had immediately pronounced his name.
Yet, even if she were nof averse to his suit, how could he solicit her hand, and hope it would be given him, when he should declare that this must be in secret? He scarcely
dared to believe that she would condescend to enter a family who disdained to receive her; and again despondency overcame him,

Thie: moming found him as distracted as the right had lef him; his determination, however, was fixed; and this was, to sacrifice what he now considered as a delusive pride of

birth, to a choice which he believed would ensure the happiness of his life. But before he ventured to declare himself to Eliena, it appeared necessary o ascerain whether he

held aninterest in her heart, or whether she had devoted it to the rival of his love, and who this rival really was. | was so much easier to wish for such information than to obtain

it, that, after forming a thousand projects, either the delicacy of his respect for Ellena, or his fear of offending her, or an apprehension of discovery from his family before he had
secured an interest in her affections, constantly opposed his views of an enguiry.



In this difficulty he opened his heartfo a frierd, who had long possessed his confidence, and whose advice he solicited with somewhat more amxety and sincerity than is usual
on such occasions. it was not a sanction of his-own opinion that he required, but the impartial judgment of another mind. Bonamo, however little e might be qualified for the

office of an adviser, did not soruple 1o give his advice. As a means of judging whether Ellena was disposed to favour Vivaldi's addresses, he proposed that, according to the
custom of the country, a serenade should be given; he maintained, that, if she was not disinclined towards him, some sign of approbation would appear; and if othenwise, that
she would remain silent and invisible. Vivaldi objected to this coarse and inadequate mode of expressing a love so sacred as his, and he had too lofty an opinion of Ellena's
mind-and delicacy, to believe, that the trifing homage of a serenade would efther flatter her self-love, or interest her in his favour; nor, if it did, could he venture fo believe, that
she would display any sign of approbation

His fnend laughed athis scruples and at his opinion of what he called such romantic delicacy, that his ignorance of the world was his only excuse for having chenishied them. But
Vivaldi imterrupted this raillery, and would neither suffer him for amoment to speak thus of Ellena, or to call such delicacy romantic. Bonarmo, however, still urged the sersnade
as at least a possible means of discovering her disposition towands him before he made a formal avowal of his st and Vivaldi, perplexed and distracted with apprehension
and impatience to terminate his present state of suspense, was atlength so far overcome by his own difficulties, rather than by his friend's persuasion, that he consented to
make the adventure of a serenade on the appreaching night. This was adopted rather as a refuge from despondency, than with any hope of success; for he still believed that
Ellena woldd not give any hint, that might terminate his uncertainty.

Beneath their cloaks they camed musical instuments, and, muffiing up their faces, so that they could not be known, they proceeded in thoughtful silence on the way to the villa
Altieri. Already they had passed the arch, in which Vivaldl was stopped by the stranger on the preceding night, when he heard a sudden sound near him, and, raising his head
from the cloak, he perceived the same figure! Before he had time for exclamation, the stranger crossed him again. "Geo not to the villa Altieri,” said he in a solemn voice, "lest
you meet the fate you ought to dread.”

"Whal fate?" demanded Vivaldi, stepping back, "speak, | conjure youl"

Butthe monk was gone. and the darkness of the hour baffled observation as to the way of his departure.

"Dio.mi guardi™ exclaimed Bonarmo, "this 15 aimost beyond beliefl but let us retum to Maples; this second warning ought to be obeyed.”
"t is alimost beyond endurance,” exclaimed Vivaldi; “which way did he pass?"

"He glided by me," replied Bonarmo, "and he was gone before | could cross himl”

"| will lempt the worst.at once,” said Vivaldi; "if |have a nval, it is best to meet him: Let us go on”

Bonamo remanstrated, and represented the serious danger that threatened from so rash a proceeding. "It is evident that you have a nival” said he; "and your courage cannot
avall you against hired bravos.” Vivaldi's heart swelied atthe mention of a rival. "If you think it dangerous to proceed, |will go alone.” said he.

Hurt by this reprocf, Bonamo accompanied his frignd insilence, and they reached without interruption the boundary of the villa. Vivaldi led to the place by which he had entered
an the preceding night, and they passed unmolested into the garden.

"Where are these lemible bravos of whom you warned me?” said Vivaldi, with taunting exuliation
“Speak cautiously," replied his friend; "we may, even now, be within their reach”
"They also may bie within ours," observed Vivaldi.

Atlength. these adventurous friends came to the orangery. which was near the house, when, tired by the ascent, they rested to recover breath, and to prepare their instruments
for the serenade. The night was still, and they now heard, for the first time, murmurs as of a distant multitude; and then the sudden splendor of fireworks broke upon the sky.
These arose froma villa on the westem margin of the bay, and were given in honour of the birth of one of the royal princes. They soared to an immense height, and, as their
lustre broke silently upon the night, it ightened on the thousand up-urned faces of the gazing crowd. llumined the waters of the bay, with every litle boat that skimmed its
surface, and shewed distinctly the whole sweep of its rising shores, the stately city of Naples on the strand below, and, spreading far among the hills, its terraced roofs crowded
with spectators, and the Corso tumultuous with carriages and blazing with lorches.

While Bonarmo surveyed this magnificent sceng, Vivaldi turned his eyes to the residence of Eflena, partof which looked out from among the trees, with-a hope that the
speciacls would draw her 1o a balcony, but she did not appear, nor was there any ight, that might indicate her approach,

While they sl rested on the turf of the crangery, they heard a sudden rustiing of the lsaves, as if the branches were disturbed by some person who endeavoured to make his
way between them, when Vivaldi demanded who passed. No answer was retuned, and a long silence followed.

"We are observed" said Boname, at length, “and are even now, perhaps, almost beneath the poniard of the assassin: let us be gone."

" that my heart were as secure from the daris of love, the assassin of my peace." exclaimed Vivaldi, "as yours is from those of bravos! My friend, you have little fo interest you,
since your thoughts have so much leisure for apprehension.”

“My fear is that of prudence, not of weakness," retorted Bonarmo, with acrimony; "you will find, perhaps, that | have none, when you most wish me to possess it

"| understand you," replied Vivaldi; "t us finish this business, and you shall receive reparation, since you believe yourself injured: |am as amdous to repair anoffence, as
jeaious of receiving one.”

"Yes," replied Bonarmio, “you would repair the injury you have done your friend with his blood "
"Ohl never, never!” said Vivaldi, falling on his neck. "Forgive my hasty violence; allow for the distraction of my mind.”
Bonama retumed the embrace. "R is enough.” said he; "no more, no more! | hold again my friend to my heart”

While this conversation passed, they had quitted the erangery, and reached the walis of the villa, where they took their station under a balcany that overhung the lattice. through
which Vivaldi had seen Eliena onthe preceding night. They tuned their instruments, and opened the serenade with a dust.

Vivaldi's voice was a fine tenor, and the same susceptibility, which made him passionately fond of music, taught him to modulate its cadence with exguisite delicacy, and to
give his emphasis with the most simple and pathetic expression His soul seemed to breathe in the sounds —so tender, so imploring, yet so energelic, Onthis night,
enthusiasm inspired him with the highest eloquence, perhaps, which music is capable of attaining; what might be its effect on Ellena he had no means of judging, for she did
not appear either at the balcony or the lattice, nor gave any hint of applause. Mo sounds stole on the stillness of the night, except those of the serenade, nor did any light from
within the villa break upon the obscurity without; once. indeed, ina pause of the instruments, Bonamme fancied he distinguished voices near him, as of persons who feared o
be heard, and he listened attentively, but without ascertaining the truth. Sometimes they seemed to sound heavilyin his ear, and then a deathlike silence prevailed. Vivaldi
affirmed the sound to be nothing maore than the confused murmur of the distant muititude on the shore, but Bonarmo was not thus easily convinced.

The musicians, unsuccessful in their first endeavour to atiractatiention, removed to the opposite side of the building, and placed themseives in front of the portica, but with as
littke stccess; and, after having exercised their powers of hamony and of patience for above an hour, they resigned all further effort to win upen the obdurate Ellena. Vivaldi,
notwithstanding the feebleness of his first hope of seeing her, now suffered an agony of disappeintment; and Bonamo, alarmed for the consequence of his despair, was as
anxols to persuade him that he had no rival, as he had lately been perfinacious in-afirming that he had one.

At length, they left the gardens, Vivaldi protesting that he would not rest till he had discovered the stranger, who so wantonly destroyed his peace; and had compelled him to
explain his ambiguous wamings: and Bonama remaonstrating on the imprudence and difficulty of the search, and representing that such conduct would probably be the means
of spreading a report of his attachment, where most he dreaded it should be known

Vivaldi refused fo vield to remanstrance or considerations of any kind, "We shall see," said he, "whether this demon inthe garb of a monk, will haurt me again at the
acclstomed place; if he does, he shall not escape my grasp; and if he does not. Iwill wafch as vigilantly for his return, as he seems to have done for mine. | will lurk in the shade



of the ruin, and wait for him, though it be il deathl”

Bonarme was particuarly struck by the vehemence with which he pronounced the last words, but he no longer opposed his purpose, and only bade him consider whether he
was wellarmed, "For," he added, "you mayhave need of arms there, though you had no use for them at the vilia Altieri, Remember that the stranger told you that your steps
were walched "

" have my sword " replied Vivaldi, "and the dagger which | usually wear, but | ought to enquire what are your weapons of defence”

"Hush!" sajd Bonarmao, as they turned the foot of a rock that overhung the road, “we are approaching the spot; yonder is the-archl” It appeared duskily in the perspective,
suspended between two clifs; where the road wound from sight, onone of which were the ruins of the Roman foit it belonged lo, and on the other, shadowing pines, and
thickets of oak thal tufted the rock to its base.

They proceeded insilence, treading lightly, and often throwing a suspicious glance around, expecting every instant that the monk wouid steal out upon them from some recess
of the cliffs. But they passed on umolested o the arch-way. "We are here before him, however," said Vivaldi as they entered the darkness. "Speak low, my friend," said
Bonamao, "others besides oursehves may be shrouded in this obscurity. | like not the place”

“Who but ourseives would chuse so dismal a retreat?” whispered Vivaldi, “unless indeed, it were banditti; the savageness of the spot would, in truth, suit their humour, and it
suits well alsa with my own.”

“It would suit their purpose too, as well as their humour." obsenved Bonarmo. "Let us remove from this deep shade, info the more openroad, where we can as closely abserve
who passes.”

Vivaldi objected thatin the road they might themselves be obsenved, "and if we are seen by my unknown tormentor, our design is defeated, for he comes upon us suddenly, or
not at all, lest we should be prepared to detain him."

Vivaidi, as he said this, took his station within the thickest gloom of the arch, which was of considerable depth, and near a flight of steps that was cut in the rock, and ascended
to the foriress. His fnend stepped close fo his side. Afier 3 pause of silence, during which Bonarmo was meditating, and Vivaldi was impatiently watching, "Do you really
believe " said the former, "that any effort to detain him would be effectusl? He glided past me with'a strange facility, it was surely more than human!”

“What is it you mean?" enquired Vivaldi,

“Why, Imean that | could be superstitious. This place, perhaps. infests my mind with congenial gloem, for | find that, at this moment, there is scarcely a superstition too dark for
my creduity.”

Vivaldi smiled. "And you must allow,” added Bonamo, "that he has appeared under circumstances somewhat extraordinary. How should he know your name, by which, you
say, he addressed you atthe firstmeeting? How should he know from whence you came, or whether you designed to return? By what magic couid he become acquainted with
your plans?”

"Nor am | certain that he is acquainied with them.” obsenved Vivaldi; "butif he is, there was no necessity for superhuman means fo oblain such knowledge.”

“The result of this evening surely ought to convince you that he is acquainted with your designs,” said Boname. "Dio you befieve it possible that Ellena could have been
insensible to your attentions, if her heart had not been pre-engaged, and that she would not have shewn herself at a lattice?"

"You do not know Ellena," replied Vivaldi, "and therefore | once more pardon you the question. Yet had she been disposed to accept my addresses, surely some sign of
approbation,"—he checked himself,

"“The stranger warned you not to go to the villa Altieri" resumed Bonamo, “he seemed to anticipate the receplion, which awaited you, and to know a danger, which hitherto you
have happily escaped.”

"Yes, he anficipated too well that reception,” said Vivaldi, losing his prudence in passionate exclamation; “and he is himself, perhaps, the rival, whom he has taught me to
suspect He has assumed a disguise only the more effectually to impose upon my credulity, and to deter me from addressing Ellena. And shall | tamely lie inwait for his
approach? Shall | lurk like a guilly assassin for this rival?”

"For heaver's sakel" said Bonarmo, "moderate these fransports; consider where you are. This surmise of yours is in the highest degree improbable ™ He gave his reasons for
thinking so, and these convinced Vivaldi, who was prevailed upon to be once more patient.

They had remained watchful and still for a considerable time, when Bonarmo saw a person approach the end of the arch-way nearest to Altien. He heard no step, but he
perceived a shadowy figure stationitseif atthe entrance of the arch, where the twilight of this brilliant climate was, for a few paces, admitted. Vivaldi's eyes were fixed on the
road leading towards Naples, and he, therefore, did not perceive the object of Bonarma's atterfion, wha, feariud of his fiend's precipitancy, forbore fo point out immediately
whal he observed, judging it more prudent to walch the motions of this unknown person, that he might ascertain whether it really weré the monk, The size of the figure, and the
dark drapery inwhich it seemed wrapt, induced him, at length, to believe that this was the expected stranger, and he seized Vivaldi's arm to direct his attention to him, when the:
form gliding forward disappeared in the gloom, but not before Vivaldi had understood the occasion of his fiend’s gesture and significant silence. They heard no footstep pass
them, and, being convinced that this person, whatever he was, had not left the arch-way, they kept their station in watchful stiliness. Presently they heard a rustling, as of
garmenis, near them, and Vivaldl, unable longer fo command his patience, started from his concealment, and with arms extended to prevent any one from escaping,
demanded who was there.

The'sound ceased -and no reply was made. Bonarmo drew his sword, protesting he woud stab the air till he found the person who lurked there; but that if the Jatter would
discover himself, he should receive na injury. This assurance Vivaldi confimed by his promise. Stil no answer was returned; but as they listened for a voice, they thought
something passed them, and the avenue was not narrow enough to have prevented such a circumstance. Vivaldi rushed forward, bul did not perceive any person issue from
the archinto the highway, where the stronger twilight must have discovered him,

"Somebody certainly passed,” whispered Bonarmo, "and |think | hear a sound from yonder steps, thal lead to the fortress.”

"Let us follow." cried Vivaldi, and he began o ascend.

"Stop, for heaven's sake stop!” said Bonarme; "consider what you are about! Do not brave the utter darkness of these muins: do not pursue the assassinto his den!”
"Itis the monk imselft” exclaimed Vivaldi, still ascending; “he shall not escape mel”

Bonamo paused a moment at the foot of the steps, and his fiend disappeared; he hesitated what to do, il ashamed of suffering him to encounter danger alone, he sprang to
the fiight. and not withaut difficuity sumounted the rugged steps.

Having reached the summit of the rock, he found himself on a terrace, that ran along the top of the arch-way and had once been forified; this. crossing the road, commanded
the defile each way. Some remains of massywalls, that still exhibited loops for archers, were all that now hinted of its former use, It led to a watch-tower almost concealed in
thick pines, that crowned the opposite cliff, and had thus served net only for a streng battery over the road, but, connecting the opposite sides of the defile; had formed a line of
communication between the fort and this out-post.

Bonamo looked round in vain for his friend, and the echoes of his own voice only, among the rocks, replied to his repeated calls, After some hesitation whether to enter the
walls of the main building, or to cross to the walch-tower, he detemined on the former, and entered a rugged area, the walls of which, foliowing the declivities of the precipice,
could scarcely now be traced. The citadel, a round tower, of majestic strength, with some Roman arches scattered near, was all that remained of this once important fortress;
except, indeed. a mass of ruins near the edge of the cliff, the construction of which made it difficult to guess for what purpose it had been designed.

Bonarmmo entered the immense walls of the citadel, but the utter darkness within checked his progress, and, contenting himself with caliing loudly on Vivaldi, he retumed to the
apen-air.



As he approached the mass of ruins, whose singular form had interested his curiosity, he thought he distinguished the low accents of a human voice, and while he listened in
anxiety, a person rushed forth from a door-way of the ruin, carnying a drawn sword. It was Vivaldi himself. Borarmo sprang to meet him; he was pale and breathiess, and some
moments elapsed before he could speak, or appeared to hear the repeated enquiries of his friend.

"Let us go,"said Vivaldi, "let us leave this place!"

"Maost willingly,” replied Bonamo, "but where have you been, and who have you seen, that you are thus affected?”

"Ask me no more questions letus go” repeated Vivaldi,

They descended the rock together, and when, having reached the arch-way, Bonamno enguired, half sportively, whether they should remain any langer on the watch, his friend
answered, "MNo!" with an emphasis that startied him. They passed haslily on the way to Naples, Bonarme repeating enguiries which Vivaldi seemed reluctant to satisfy, and
wondering no less at the cause of this sudden reserve, than anxious o know whom he had seen,

"t was the monk, then," said Bonarmo, "you secured him at last?”
“| know not what to think," replied Vivaldi, "l am more perplexed than ever.”
"He escaped you then?"

"We will speak of this in future,” said Vivaldi; "but be it as it may, the business rests not here, | will retum in the night of to-morrow with'a torch; dare you venture yoursell with
me?"

“| know not,” replied Bonarmo, “whether | ought to do so, since | am not informed for what purpose.”

"I willnot press you to go," said Vivaldi, "my purpose is already known to you.”

“Have you really failed to discover the stranger—have you still dotibts concerning the person you pursued?”
“I nave doubts, which to-morrow night, | hope, will dissipate "

“This is very strange!" said Bonarmo, "It was but now that I witnessed the harror, with which you left the fortress of Paluzz, and already you speak of retuming fo it! And why at
night—why not in the day, when less danger would beset you?"

“| know not as to that " replied Vivaldi, "you are to observe that day-light never pierces within the recess. to which | penetrated; we must search the place with torches at
whatsoever holr we would examine it"

"Since this is necessary,” said Bonamo, "how happens itthat you found your way in total darkness?”
"| was too much engaged to know how; | was led on, as by an invisible hand.”

"We must, notwithstanding,” observed Bonammo, "go In day-time, if not by day-ight, provided | accompany you. it woutd be liftle less than insanity to go twice to a place, which is
probably infested with robbers, and at their own hour of midnight."

"[shall watch again in the accustomed place,” replied Vivaldi, "before | use my last resource, and this cannot be done during the day. Besides, itis necessary that | should go at
a particular hour, the hour when the monk has usually appeared.”

"He did escape you, then?” said Bonarmo, "and you are siill ignorant conceming who he is?"

Vivaldi rejoined only with an enguiry whether his friend would accompany him. "if not” he added, "I must hope to find another companion,”
Bonarmo said, that he must consider of the proposal, and would acquaint him with his determination before the following evening.

While this corversation concluded, they were in Maples, and atthe gates of the Vivaldi palace, where they separated for the remainder of the night.



CHAPTERII.
Olivia. "Why what would you?"

Viola. "Make me a willow cabin at your gate,
And call upon my soul within the house;
Write Joyal cantos of contemned love,

And sing them loud evenin the dead of night:
Halloo your name to the reverberate hills.
And make the babbling gossip of the air

Cry out, Qlfivial O! you should not rest
Between the elements of airand earth,

But you should pity me.”

Twelfth Night

Since Vivaldi had failed to proi;ure an explanation of the words of the mank, he determined to refieve himself from the fortures of suspence, respecting a rival, by geing to the
villa Altien, and declaring his pretensions. On the morning immediately following his late advenlure, he went thither, and on enquiring for Signora Bianchi, was told that she
could not be seen. With much difficulty he prevailed upon the old house-keeper to deliver a request that he might be permitied to wait upon her fora few moments. Permission
was granted him, when he was conducted into the very apariment where he had formerly seen Ellena. it was unoccupied and he was told that Signora Bianchi would be there
presently.

During this-inferval, he was agitated at one moment with quick impatience, and at another with enthusiastic pleasure, while he-gazed on the altar whence he had seen Ellena
rise, and where, to his fancy, she still appeared; and on every object, on which he knew her eyes had lately dwelt These objects, so familiar to her, had in the imagination of
Vivaldi acquired somewhat of the sacred character she had impressed upon his heart, and affected him in some degree as her presence would have done. He trembled as he
took up the lute she had been accustomed to touch, and, when he awakened the chords, her own voice seemed to speak. A drawing, half-finished, of a dancing nymph
remained on a stand, and he immediately understood that her hand had traced the lines. twas a copy from Herculaneum, and, though a copy, was touched with the spirit of
original genius, The light steps appeared almost to move, and the whole figure displayed the airy lighiness of exquisite grace, Vivaldi perceived this o be one of a set that
ornamented the apartment, and observed with swrprise, that they were the paricular subjects, which adomed his father's cabinet, and which he had understood to be the only
copies permified from the onginals in the royal museun.

Every object, onwhich his eyes rested, seemed o announce the presence of Eliena; and the very fiowers that so gaily embefished the apartment, breathed forth a perfume,
which fascinated his senses and affected his imagination. Befere Signora Bianchi appeared, his anxiety and-apprehension had encreased so much, that, believing he should
be unahle to support himselfin her presence, he was more than once upon the point of leaving the house. At length, he heard her approaching step from the hall, and his breath
almost forsook him. The figure of Signora Bianchi was not of an order to inspire admiration, and a spectator might have smiled o see the perturbation of Vivaldi, his faultering
step and andious eye, as he advanced to meetthe venerable Bianchl, a5 he bowed upon her faded hand, and listened to her querulous voice. She recelvied him with an air of
reserve, and some moments passed before he could recollect imseif sufficiently to explain the purpose of his visit, yet this, when he discovered it did not apparently surprise
her. She listened with composure, though with somewhat of a severe countenance, to his protestations of regard for her nigce, and when he implored her to intercede for imin
obtaining the hand of Ellena, she said, "l cannot be ignorant that a family of your rank must be averse to a union with one of ming; nor am lunacquainted that a full sense of the
vaile of bihis a marking feature in the characters of the Marchese and Marchesa di Vivaldi, This proposal must be disagreeable or, at least, inknown fo them; and lam to
inform you, Stgnor, that, though Signora di Rosalba is thelr inferior in rank, she is their equal in pride.”

Vivaidi disdained fo prevaricate, yet was shocked to own the truth thus abruptiy. The ingenuous manner, however, with which he at length did this, and the energy of a passion
too eloguent to be misunderstood, somewhat soothed the annety of Signora Bianchi, with whom other considerations began to arize. She considered that from her own age
and infirmities she must very soon, in the course of nature, leave Ellena a young and friendless orphan; still somewhat dependent upon her own industry, and entirely so on her
discretion, With much beauty and little knowledge of the worid, the dangers of her future situation appeared in vivid colours i the affectionate mind of Signora Bianchi; and she
sometimes thought that it might be right to sacnfice considerations, which in other circumstances would be laudable, to the obtaining for her niece the protection of a husband
and a man of hanour. If in this instance she descended from the lofty integnty, which oughtto have opposed her consent that Eliena should clandestinely enter any family, her
parental anxiety may sofien the censure she desenved,

But, before she determined upon this subject, itwas necessary to ascertain that Vivaldi was worthy of the confidence she might repese in him. To fry, also, the constancy of his
affection, she gave little present encouragement to his hopes. His request to see Elflena she absolutely refused, il she should have considered further of his proposals:; and his
enquiry whether he had a nval, and, if he had, whether Ellena was disposed to favowr him, she evaded, since she knew that a reply wouid give more encowragement to his
hopes. than it might hereafter be proper to confirm.

Vivaldi, at length, fook his leave, released, indeed, from absolute despair, but scarcely encowaged to hope; ignorant that he had anval, yet doubtful whether Ellena honoured
himse!f with any share of her esteem.

He had received pemission to wait upon Signora Bianchi on a future day, but G that day should arrive, time appeared motionless: and, since it seemed uttery impossible to
endure this interval of suspence, his thoughts on the way to Naples were wholly engaged in coniriving the means of concluding it, il he reached the well-known arch, and looked
round, though hopelessly, for his mysterious tomrmentor. The stranger did not appear; and Vivaldi pursued the road, determined to re-visit the spot at night. and also to retum
privately to villa Altieni, where he hoped a second visit might procure for him some relief from his present andety.

When he reached home he found that the Marchese, his father, had left an order for him to await his amval, which he obeyed; but the day passed without his return, The
Marchesa, when she saw him, enquired, with a look that expressed much, how he had engaged himself of late; and completely frustrated his plans for the evening, by requiring
hirm to attend her to Portici. Thus he was prevented from receiving Bonarmo's determination, from watching at Paluzzi, and from revisiting Ellena’s residence.

He remained at Portici the following evening, and, on his retum to Naples; the Marchese being agaln absent, he continued Ignorant of the intended subject of the Interview. A
note from Boname brought a refusal to accompany him fo the forfress, and urged him to forbear so dangerous a visit Being for this night unprovided with-a comparion for the
adventure, and unwilling to go alane, Vivaldi deferred it to another evening; but no consideration could deter him from visiting the vilia Altieri. Not chusing to solicit his friend to
accompany him thither, since he had refused his first request, he took his solitary Iute, and reached the garden at an earlier hour than usual.

The sun had been set above an hour, but the hanzon still retained somewhat of a saffron briliancy, and the whole dome of the sky had an appearance of transparency, pecufiar
to this enchanting climate, which seemed to difuse 8 more soothing wikkght over the reposing worid. inthe south-east the outline of Vesuvius appeared distinctly, but the
mountain itself was dark-and silent

Vivaldi heard anly the quick and eager voices of some Lazzaroniat a distance on the shore, as they conlended atthe simple game of maro. From the bowery lattices of a small
pavilion within the orangery, he perceived a light, and the sudden hope, which it occasioned, of seeing Ellena, almost overcame him. I was impossible to resist the opportunity
of beholding her, yet he checked the impatient step he was taking, 1o ask himse!f, whether it was honorable thus to steal upon her retirement, and become an unsuspected
abserver of her secret thoughts. But the temptation was too powerful for this honorable hesitation; the pause was momentary, and, stepping lightly towards the pavilion, he
placed himself near an openialtice, 50 as to be shrouded from observation by the branches of an orange-tree, while he obtained a full view of the apartment. Ellena was alone,
sitting ina thoughtful attitude and holding her luie, which she did not play. She appeared lost to-a consciousness of surounding objects, and a tendemess was on her
countenance, which seemed fo tell him that her ihoughts were engaged by some interesting subject Recollecting that, when last he had seen her thus, she pronounced his
name, his hope revived, and he was going to discover himself and appear at her feel, when she spoke, and he paused

“Why this unreasonable pride of birth!” said she; "A visionary prejudice destroys our peace, Never would | submit to enter a family averse to receive me; they shall learn, at
least, that | inhent nobility of soul. O1 Vivaldil but for this urhappy prejudice!”—

Vivaldi, white he listened to this, was immovabie; he seemed as if entranced; the sound of her lute and voice recalled him, and he heard her sing the first stanza of the very air,
with which he had opened the serenade on a former night, and with such sweet pathos as the composer must have felt when he was inspired with the idea.

She paused at the conclusion of the first stanza, when Vivaldi, overcome by the temptation of such an opportunity for expressing his passion, suddenly struck the chords of the
lute, and replied to her in the second. The tremor of his voice, though it restrained his tones, heightened its eloguence. Ellena instantly recollected it her colour attemately faded



and retumed: and, before the verse concluded. she seemed to have lost all consciousness. Vivaldi was now advancing into the pavilion, when his approach recalled her; she
waved himto refire, and before he could spring to her support, she rose and would have left the place, had he not interrupted her and implored a few moments attention.

"t is impossible," said Ellena

"Let me only hear you saythat [am not hateful to you," rejoined Vivaldi; "that this intrusion has not deprived me of the regard, with which but now you acknowledged you
honoured me."—

“Oh, never, neverl” interrupted Ellena, impatiently, “forget that | ever made such acknowledgment; forget that you ever heard it; | know not what | said.”
“Ah, beautiful EHenal do you think it possible |ever can forget it? R will be the solace of my solitary hours; the hope that shall sustain me."—

“| cannot be detained Signor,” intemupted Ellena, still more embarassed, "or forgive myself for having pemitted such a conversation;” but as she spoke the last words, an
imvoluntary smile seemed to contradict their meaning. Vivaldi befieved the smile in spite of the words; but, before he could express the lightning joy of conviction, she had left
the pavilion; he foliowed through the garden—but she was gane.

From this moment Vivaldi seemed to have arisen Into a new existence, the whole world to him was Paradise; that smile seemed impressed upon his heart for ever. Inthe
funess of present joy, he believed it impossible that he could ever be unhappy-again, and defied the utmost malice of future fortune, With footsteps ight as air, he returned to
Naples, noronce remembered to ook for his old maonitor on the way.

The Marchese and his mother being from home, he was left at his leisure to indulge the rapturous recollection, that pressed upon his mind, and of which he was impatient of a
moment's interruption: All night he either fraversed his apartment with an agitation equal to that, which anxdety had so lately inficted, or composed and destroyed letters to
Efiena; sometimes fearing that he had written too much, and af others feeling that he had wriften too litfle; recollecting circumstances which he ought fo have mentioned, and
lamenting the cold expression of a passion, to which it appeared that no fanguage could do justice.

By the hour when domestics had risen, he had, however, completed a letter somewhat more to his salisfaction and he dispalched it to the villa Altieri by a confidential person;
but the servant had scarcely quitted the-gates, when he recollected new arguments, which he wished to urge, and expressions to change of the utmost impontance to enforce
his meaning, and he would have given half the world fo have recalled the messenger.

inthis state of agitation he was summoned o afiend the Marchese, who had been too much engaged of Iate to keep his own appointment, Vivaldi was not long in doubt as to
the subject of this interview.

"I have wished o speak with you." sald the Marchese, assuming an air of haughty severity, "upon a subject of the utmost importance to your honour and happiness; and |
wished, also, to give you an opportunity of contradicting a report, which would have occasioned me considerable uneasiness, ifl could have believed it Happily | had too much
confidence inmyson to credit this; and | affirmed that he understood too well what was due both fo his family and himself, to take any step derogatory from the dignity of either.
My motive for this conversation, therefare, is merely to afford you a mement for refuting the calumny | shall mention, and to obtain for myself autharity for contradicting it to the
persons whe have communicated it to me.”

Vivaidi waited impatiently for the conclusion of this exordium, and then begged to be infarmed of the subject of the report,
“Itis said,” retumed the Marchese, “that there is a young woman, who is calied Ellena Rosalba —! think that is the name:—do you know any person of the name?”
"Do | know!" exctaimed \ivaldi, "but pardon me, pray proceed, my Lord."

The Marchese paused, and regarded his son with sternness | but without surprize. "It is said, that a young person of this name has contrived to fascinate your affections,
and"—

“Itis most trie, my Lord, that Signora Rosalba has won my affections,” interrupted Vivaldi with honest impatience, "but without contrivancs ”

"I will not be interrupted,” said the Marchese, interrupting inhis tum. "It is said that she has so artfully adapted her temper to yours, that, with the assistance of a relation who
lives with'her. she has reduced you to the degrading situation of her devoted suitor.”

“Signora Rosalba has, my Lord, exalted me to the honour of being her suitor,” said Vivaldi, unable longer to command his feelings. He was proceeding, when the Marchese
abruptly checked him, "You avow your folly then!”

"My Lord, | glory in my choice.”

“Young man," rejoined his father, "as this is the arrogance and romantic enthusiasm of a boy, | am willing to forgive it for once, and observe me, only for once. Ifyou will
acknowledge your error, instantly dismiss this new favounte.”—

"My Lordi"

"You must instantly dismiss her " repeated the Marchese with sterner emphasis; "and, to prove that | am more merciful than just, Iam willing, on this condition, to aliow her a
small annuity as some reparation for the deprawity, info which you have assisted to sink her”

“My Lord!” exclaimed Vivaldi aghast, and scarcely daring 1o trust his voice, "my Lord!—depravity?" struggling for breath. "Whe has dared to poliute her spotiess fame by
insulting your gars with such infamous falsehood? Tell me, | conjure you, instantly tell me, that I may hasten to give him his reward. Depravityl—an annuity—an annuityl O Elienal
Ellenal" As he pronounced her name tears of tendemess mingled with those of indignation:

“Young man," said the Marchese, who had observed the violence of his emotion with strong displeasure and alarm, "l do not lightly give faith to report, and | cannot suffer myself
to doubt the truth of what | have advanced. You are deceived, and your vanity will continue the delusion unless | condescend to exert my authority, and tear the veil from your
eyes. Dismiss her instantly, and |will adduce proof of her former character which will stagger even your faith, erthusiastic as itis.”

"Dismiss her!” repeated Vivaldi with calm yet stern energy, such as his father had never seen himassume; "My Lord, you have never yet doubted my word, and I now pledge
you that honourable word, that Ellena is innocent innocent! O heavens, that it should ever be necessary to affirm so, and, above all, that it should ever be necessary for me fo
vindicate herl”

"I must indeed lament that it ever should,” replied the Marchese coldly, "Youhave pledged your word, which | cannet question, | befieve, therefore, that you are deceived; that
you think her virfuous, notwithstanding your midnight visits to her house. And grant she is, utnhappy boy! what reparation can you make her for the infatuated folty, which has thus
stained her characler? What'——

“By proclaiming o the world, my Lord, that she is worthy of becoming my wife,” replied Vivaldi, with a glow of counlenance, which announced the courage and the exultation of
a virtuous mind.

"Your wifel” said the Marchese, with a look of ineffable disdain, which was instantly succeeded by one of angry alam —"If | believed you could so far forgetwhat is due to the
honowr of your house, | wolld for ever disclaim you as my son”

"0l why," exclaimed Vivaldi, in an agony of confiicting passions, "why should | be in danger of forgetting what is due to a father, when | am only asserting what is due to
innocence; when lam only defending her, who has no other to defend herl Why may not | be permitted to reconcile duties so congeniail But. be the event what itmay, will
defend the oppressed, and glory in the virtue, which teaches me, that itis the first duty of humanity to do so. Yes, my Lord, if it must be so, |am ready to sacrifice inferior duties
to the grandeur of a principle, which ought to expand all hearls and impel all actions. | shall best support the henour of my house by adhering to its dictates.”

"Where is the principle,” said the Marchese, impatiently, “which shall leach you to disobey a father, where is the virtue which shall instruet you to degrade your family?"
"There can be no degradation, my Lord, where there is no vice,” replied Vivaldi; "and there are instances, pardonme, my Lord, there are some few instances inwhich itis



virtuous to disobey.”

"This paradoxical morality” said the Marchese, with passionate displeasure, "and this romantic language, sufficiently explain to me the character of your associates, and the
innocence of her, whom you defend with so chivalric an air. Are you to leamn, Signor, that you belong to your family, not your family to you; that you are only a guardian of its
honour, and not at liberty to dispose of yourself? My patience will endure no more!"

Mor could the patierce of Vivaldi endure this repeated aftack on the honor of Elfena. But, while he yet asserted her innocence, he endeavoured to do so with the temper, which
was due fo the presence of a father, and, though he maintained the independence of a man, he was equally anxious to preserve inviolate the duties ofa son. But unfortunately
the Marchese and Vivaldi differed in opinion conceming the limits of these duties; the first extending them to passive obedience, and the latter conceiving them to conclude ata
point, wherein the happiness of an individual is 50 deeply concerned as in marriage. They parted mutually inflamed; Vivaldi unable to prevail with his father to mention the name
of his infamous informant, or to acknowledge himself convinced of Ellena's innocence; and the Marchese equally unsuccessful in his endeavours to obtain from fiis sona
promise that he would see her no more.

Here then was Vivaldi, who only a few short hours before had experienced a happiness so supreme as o efface all impressions of the past, and to amnihilate every
consideration of the future; a joy so full that it permitted him not to believe it possible that he could ever again taste of misery, he, who had felt as:if that moment was as an
etemity, rendering him independent of all others.—even he was thus soon fallen inte the region of time and of suffering.

The present conflict of passionappeared endless; he loved his father. and would have been more shocked to consider the vexation he was preparing for him, had he not been
resentiul of the contempt he expressed for Eliena. He adored Ellena; and, while he felt the impractability of resigning his hopes, was equally indignant of the skander, which
affected her name, and impatient to avenge the insult upon the original defamer.

Though the displeasure of his father conceming a mamiage with Ellena had been already foreseen, the experience of [t was severer and more painful than he had imagined;
while the indignity offered to Eliena was as unexpected as intolerable. Butthis circumstance fumished him with an additional argument for addressing her; for, ifit had been
possible that his love could have paused, his honour seemed now engaged in herbehalf, and, since he had beena means of sullying her fame, it became his duty to restore it
Willingly istening to the dictates of a duty so plausible, he determined to persevere in his oniginal design. But his first efforts were dirscted to discover her slanderer, and
recoliecting, with surprize, those words of the Marchese, which had confessed a knowledge of his evening visits to the villa Altieri, the doubtful warnings of the monk seemed
explained, He belizved that this man was at once the spy of his steps, and the defamer of his love, till the inconsistency of such conduct with the seeming friendliness of his
admonitions, struck Vivaldi and compelied him to believe the contrary,

Meamwhile, the heart of Ellena had been little less tranquil, t was divided by love and pride; but had she been acquainted with the circumstances of the late inferview between
the Marchese and Vivaldi, itwould have been divided no longer, and a just regard for her own dignity would instantly have taught her to subdue, without difficulty, this infant
affection,

Signora Blanchi had informed her nisce of the subject of Vivaidi's visit, but she had softened the objectionable circumstances that attended his proposal, and had, at first,
merely hinted that it was not to be supposed his family would approve a cannection with any person so much their inferior in rank as herself, Eliena, alarmed by this suggestion,
replied, that, since she believed so. she had done right to reject Vivaldi's sut; bt her sigh, as she said this, did not escape the observation of Signora Bianchi, who ventured to
add, that she had not absolutely rejected his offers.

While in this and future conversations, Ellena was pleased o pérceiw her secret admiration thus justified by an approbation so indisputable as that of her aunt. and was willing
to belizve that the circumstance, which had alamed her just pride, was not so humiliating as she al firstimagined, Bianchi was careful to conceal the real considerations, which
had induced her to listen to Vivaldi, being well assured that they would have no welght with Eliena, whose generous heart and Inexperienced mind would have revolted from
mingling any motives of interest with an engagement so sacred as that of marriage. When, however, from further deliberation upon the advantages, which such an aliance must
secure for her niece, Signora Bianchi determined to encourage his views, and to direct the mind of Ellena, whose affections were already engaged on her side, the opinions of
the: latter were found less duclile than had been expected. She was shocked at the idea of enlering clandestinely the family of Vivaldi. But Bianchi, whose infirmities urged her
wishes, was now so sfrongly convinced of the prudence of such an engagement for her nieca, that she determinad to prevail over her relisctance, though she perceived thatthis
must be by means more gradual and persuasive than she had befieved necessary. On the evening. when Vivaidi had surprised from Ellena an acknowiedgment of her
sentiments, her embarrassment and vexation, on her returning to the house, and relating what had occurred, sufficiently expressed o Signora Bianchi the exact situation of her
heart. And when, on the following moming, his letter amived, written vath the simplicity and energy of truth, the aunt neglected not to adapt her remarks upon it to the character
aof Ellena, with her usual address.

Vivaldi, after the late intenview with the Marchese, passid the remainder of the day in considering various plans, which might discover to himthe person, who had abused the
credulity of his father, and in the evening he retumed once more to the villa Altien, not insecret, to serenade the dark balcony of his mistress, but openly, and to corverse with
Signora Bianchi, who now received him more courteously than on his former visit. Attributing the anxiety in his countenance to the uncertainty, conceming the disposition of her
niece, she was neither surprised or offended, but ventured to refieve himfrom a part of it, by encouraging his hopes. Vivaldi dreaded fest she shoud enguire further respecting
the: sentiments of his family, but she spared both his delicacy and her own on this point. and, afier a conversation of considerable length, he left the villa Altien with a heart
somewhat soothed by approbation, and lightened by hope, although he had not obtained a sight of Ellena. The disclosure she had made of her sentiments on the preceding
evering, and the hints she had recelved as to those of his family, still wrought upon her mind with too much effect o permit aninteniew.

Soon after his return to Maples, the Marchesa, whom he was surprised to find disengaged, sent for him to her cleset, where a scene passed similar fo that which had occumed
with his father, except that the Marchesa was more dexterous in her questions, and more subtle in her whole conduct and that Vivaldi, never for a moment, forgol the decorum
which was due to a mother. Managing his passions, rather than exasperating them, and deceiving him with respect 1o the degree of resentment she felt from his choice, she
was less passionate than the Marchese in her obsenvations and menaces, perhaps, only because she entertained more hopethan he did of preventing the evil she
contemplated.

Vivaldi quitted her, uncomvinced by her arguments, unsubdued by her prophecies, and unmoved in his designs. He was not alarmed, because he did not sufficiently understand
her character to apprehend her purposes. Despairing fo effect these by open viclence, she called in-an auxliary of no mean talents, and whose character and views well
adapted him to be an instrument in her hands. I Wwas, perhaps, the baseness of her own hear, not either depth of reflexion or Keenness of penetration, which enabled her to
understand the nature of his; and she determined to moduiate that nature to her own views.

There lived inthe Dominican comvent of the Spirita Santo, at Naples, a man calied father Schedoni; an Halian, as his name imported, but whose family was unknown, and from
some circumstances, it appeared, that he wished to throw an impenetrable veil over his origin, For whalever reason, he was never heard lo mention a relative, or the place of
his nativity, and he had arfully eluded every enquiry that approached the subject, which the curiosity of his associates had occasionally prompted. There were circumstances,
however, which appeared to indicate him to be a man of birth, and of failen fortune; his spirit, as it had sometimes looked forth from under the disguise of his manners, seemed
lofty; it shewed not, however, the aspirings of a generous mind, but rather the gloomy pride of a disappeinted one. Some few persons in the convent, who had been interested
by his appearance, believed that the peculiarities of his- manners, his severe reserve and unconquerable silence, his solitary habits and frequent penances,; were the effect of
misfortunes preying upon a haughty and disordered spirit; while others conjectured them the consequence of some hideous cime gnawing upon an awakened consclence.

He would sometimes abstract himself from the society for whole days together, or when with such a disposition he was compefied to mingle with it he-seemed unconscious
where he was, and conlinued shrouded in meditation and silence till he was again alone. There were times when it was unknown whither he had refired, notwithstanding that his
steps had been watched, and his customary haunts examined. No one ever heard him complain. The elder brothers of the convent said that he had talents, but denied him
learning; they applauded him for the profound subtlety which he occasionally discovered in argument, but observed that he seldom perceived truth when it lay on the surface, he
could follow it through all the labynnths of disquisition, but overiooked it, when it was undisguised before him. In fact he cared not for truth, nor sought it by bold and broad
argument, but loved to exert the wily cunning of his nature in hurting it through arificial perplexities. Al length, from a habil of intricacy and suspicion, his vitiated mind coud
receive nathing for truth, which was simple and easily comprehended,

Among his associates no one loved him, many disliked him, and more feared him. His figure was siriking, but not so from grace; it was tall, and, though extremely thin, his imbs
were large and uncouth, and as he stalked along, wrapt in the black gamments of his order, there was something terrble inits air; something almost superhuman. His cowl, oo,
as itthrew a shade over the livid paleness of his face, encreased its severe character, and gave aneffectfo his large melancholy eye, which approached to horor. His was not
the-melancholy of a sensible and wounded heart, but apparently that of a gloomy and ferocious disposition. There was something in his physiognomy extremely singular, and
that can not easily be defined. It bore the traces of many passions, which seemed to have fixed the featires they no longer animated. An habitual gloom and severity prevailed
aver the deep lines of his countenance; and his eyes were so piercing that they seemed Io penelrate, al a single glance into the hearts of men, and to read their most secret
thoughits; few persons could suppor their scrutiny, or even endure to meet them twice, Yet, notwithstanding allthis gloom and austerity, some rare occasions of interest had
called forth a character upon his countenance enfirely different; and he could adapt himself to the tempers and passions of persons, whom he wished to conciliate, with



astonishing faciiity, and generally with complete friumph. This monk, this Schedoni, was the confesser and secret adviser of the Marchesa di Vivaldi. In the first effervescence
of pride and indignation, which the discovery of her son's intended mariage occasicned, she consuited him on the means of preventing it and she soon perceived that his
lalents promised to equal her wishes. Each possessed, ina considerable degree, the power of assisting the other, Schedoni had subliaty with ambition to urge it and the
Marchesa had inexorable pride, and courtly influence; the one hoped to obtain a high benefice for his senvices, and the other to secure the imaginary dignity of her house, by
her gifts. Prompted by such passions, and allured by such views, they concerted in private, and unknown even fo the Marchese, the means of accomplishing their general end,

Vivaldi, as he quitted his mother's closet, had met Schedeni in the comidor leading thither. He knew him to be her confessor, and was not much surprised o see him, though
the hour was an unusual one, Schedoni bowed his head, as he passed, and assumed a meek and hely countenance; but Vivaldi, as he eyed him with a penetrating glance,
now recoiled with involuntary emotion; and it seemed as if a shuddering presentiment of what this monk was preparing for him, had crossed his mind.



CHAPTER il

—"Art thouany thing?

Art thou some God, some Angel, or some Devil
That mak'st my blood cold, and my hair to stand?
Speak to me, what thou art”

Julius Caesar.

Vivaldi, from the penod of his last visitto Aliieri, was admitted a frequent visitor to Signora Bianchi, and Ellena was, atlength, prevailed upon to join the party, when the
cenversation was always on indifferent lopics. Bianchi, understanding the disposition of her niece's affections, and the accomplished mind and manners of Vivaldi, judged that
hewas more likely to succeed by silent attentions than by a formal declaration of his seniments. By such declaration, Ellena, till her heart was more engaged in his cause,
would, perhaps. have been alarmed into an abselute rejection of his addresses. and this was every day less likely to happen, 50 long as he had an opportunity of conversing
with her.

Signora Blanchi had acknowtedged to Vivaldi that he had no rival to apprehend; that Ellena had uniformly rejecied every admirer who had hitherto discovered her within the
shade of her refirement, and that her present reserve proceeded mare from cansiderations of the sentiments of his family than fram disapprobation of himself, He farhore,
therefore, to press his suit, till he shoud have secured a stronger interest in her hear, and in this hope he was encouraged by Signora Bianchi, whose gentle remonsfrances in
his favour became every day more pleasing and more convincing.

Several weeks passed away in this kind of intercourse till Ellena, yielding to the representations of Signora Bianchi, and to the pleadings of her own hear, received Vivaidi as
an acknowledged admirer, and the sentiments of his family were no longer remembered, or, if remembered, it was with a hope thal they might be overcome by considerations
mare powerful

The lovers, with Signora Bianchi and a Signor Giefte, a distant relation of the latter, frequently made excursions in the delightfl environs of Naples; for Vivaldi was no longer
anxious to conceal his attachment, but wished to contradict any report injurious to his love, by the publicity of his conduct; while the consideration, that Ellena's name had
suffered by his late imprudence. eenirlbuted with the unsuspecting innocence and sweetness of her manners towards him, who had been the occasion of her injuries, to mingle
a sacred pity with his love, which obliterated all family politics from his mind, and bound her irecoverably to his heart.

These excursions sometimes led them to Puzzuoli, Baia, or the woody cliffs of Pausilippo, and as, on their retum, they glided alang the moonight bay, the melodies of talian
sirains seemed to give enchaniment to the scenery of its shore. Althés cool hour the voices of the vine-dressers were frequently heard in trio, as they reposed, after the labour
of the day, on some pleasant promantory, under the shade of poplars; or the brisk music of the dance from fishermen, on the margin of the waves below, The boatmen rested
anthelr oars, while their company listened to voices modulated by sensibility to finer eloquence, than is in the power of art alone to display, and at others, while they observed
the airy natural grace, which distinguishes the dance of the fishermen and peasanis of Naples, Frequently as they glided round a promontory, whose shaggy masses impended
far over the sea, such magic scenes of beauty unfolded, adorned by these dancing groups on the bay beyond, as no pencil could do justice to. The deep clear walters reflected
every image of the landscape, the cliffs, branching into wild forms, crowned with groves, whose rough foliage often pread down their steeps In picturesque riance; the
ruined villa on some bold point, peeping through the rees; peasanls’ cabins hanging on the precipices, and the dancing figures on the strand—all touched with the silvery tint
and soft shadows of moon-ight. Cn the other hand, the sea trembling with a long line of radiance, and shewing in the ciear distance the sails of vessels stealing in every
direction atong its surface, presented a prospect as grand as the landscape was beautiful

Cnie evening that Vivaldi sal with Ellena and Signera Bianchi, in the very pavilion where he had overheard that shor butinteresting soliloquy, which assured him of her regard,
he pleaded with more than his usual eamestness for a speedy maniage. Bianchi did not oppose his arguments; she had been unweli for some time, and, believing herself to
be declining fast, was anous to have their nuptials concluded. She surveyed with languid eyes, the scene that spread before the pavilion. The strong effulgence which a
sefting-sun threw over the sea, shewing innumerable gaily painted ships, and fishing-boats retuming from Santa Lucia into the port of Naples, had no longer power to cheer her.
Even the Roman tower that terminated the mole below, touched as it was with the slanting rays: and the vanous figures of fishermen, who lay smoking beneath its walis, inthe
long shadow, or stood in the sunshine on the beach, watching the approaching boats of their comrades. combined a picture which was no longer interesting. "Alas!” said she,
breaking from meditative silence. "this sun so glorious, which lights up all the various colouring of these shores, and the glow ofthose majestic mountains; alas! [feel that it wall
not lang shine for me—my eves must soon close upon the prospect for ever”

To Ellena's tender reproach for this melancholy suggestion Bianchi replied only by expressing an earnest wish o witness the cerainty of her being protected; adding, that this
must be soon, or she should notlive to see it. Ellena, extremely shiocked both by this presage of her auni's fate. and by the direct reference made to her own condition inthe
presence of Vivaldi, burst into tears, while he, supported by the wishes of Signora Bianchi, urged his suit with encreased interest

“This is not a time for fastidious scruples,” said Bianchi, "now that a solemn tnuth calls out to us. My dear gin, [will not disguise my feelings; they assure me | have not fong to
live. Grant me then the only request | have to make, and my fast hours will be comforied.”

After a pause she added, as she took the hand of her niece, "This will, no doubl, be an awful separation to us both; and it must also be a mournful one, Signar,” turning to
Vivaldi, "for she has been as a daughter tome, and | have, | trust, fulfiled to her the duties of a mother. Judge then, what will be her feelings when | am no more. But it will be
your care o soath them.”

Vivaldi looked at Ellena, and would have spoken; her aunt, however, proceeded. "My own feelings would now be litte less poignant, if | did not believe that | was confiding her
to a tenderness, which cannot diminish; that | should prevail with her to accept the protection of a husband. To you, Signor, | commit the legacy of my child. Watch over her
future moments, guard her from inquietude as vigilantly as | have done, and, if possible, from misfortune! | have yet much to say, but my spinls are exhausted.”

While he listened to this sacred charge, and recollected the injury Ellena had already sustained for his sake, by the cruel obliquy which the Marchese had thrown upon her
character, he suffered a degree of generous indignation, of which he scarcely couid conceal the cause, and a succeeding tenderness that almost melied him to tears; and he
secretly vowed to defend her fame and protect her peace, atthe sacrifice of every other consideration

Bianchi, as she concluded her exhortation, gave Ellena’s hand to Vivaldi, who received it with emotion such as his countenance, only, could express, and with solemn fervour
raising his eyes to heaven, vowed that he never would betray the confidence thus reposed in him, but would watch over the happiness of Ellena with a care as tender;-as
anxious, and as unceasing as her own; that from this moment he considered himself bound by ties not less sacred than those which the church confers, to defend her as his
wife_ and would do 5o, to the lalest moment of his existence. As he said this, the truth of his feelings appeared in the energy of his manner,

Ellena. still weeping. and agitated by varous considerations, spoke not, but withdrawing the handkerchief from her face, she looked at him through her tears, with a smile so
meek. so affectionate, so timid, yet so confiding, as expressed all the mingled emotions of her heart, and appealed more eloguently to his, than the most energetic language
could have done.

Before Vivaldi left the villa, he had some further conversation with Signora Bianchi, when it was agreed thatthe nuptials should be solemnized on the following week, if Elfiena
could be prevailed onto confimm her consent so soomn and that when he refumed the next day, her determination would probably be made known to-kim.

He departed for Napies once more with the lightly-bounding steps of joy, which, however, when he arrived there, was somewhat alloyed by a message from the Marchese,
demanding to see him in his abinet Vivakdi anticipated the subject of the interview, and obeyed the summons with reluctance.

He found his father so absorbed in thought, that he did not immediately perceive him. On raising his eyes from the floor, where discontent and pemplexity seemed to have held
them, he fixed a stern regard on Vivaldi, “lunderstand,” said he, "that you persist in the unworthy pursuit against which | warmed you. | have left you thus long 1o your own
discretion, because | was willing to afford you an opportunity of retracting with grace the declaration, which you have dared to make me of your principles and intentions; but
your conduct has not therefore been the less observed. lam infarmed that your visits have been as frequent at the residence of the unhappy young woman, wha was the subject
aof our former conversation, as formerly, and that you are as muchinfatuated ™

"Ifit is Signora Rosalba, whom your lordship means,” said Vivaldi, "she is not unhappy, and | do not scruple to own, that1am as sincerely attached to her as ever. Why, my dear
father," continued he, subduing the feelings which this degrading mention of Ellena had aroused, "why will you persist in opposing the happiness of your son; and above all, why
will you continue to think unjustly of her, who deserves your admiration, as much as my love?”



"As |am not a lover,” replied the Marchese, "and that the age of boyish credulityis past with me, | do not wilfully close my mind against examination, but am directed by proof
and yield to conviction.”

"What proof is it my Lord, that has thus easily cominced you?" said Vivaldi; "who is itthat persists in abusing your confidence, and in desiroying my peace?”

The Marchese haughtily reproved his son for such doubts and questions, and a leng conversation ensued, which seemed neither to reconcile the interests or the opinions of
either party. The Marchese persistéd inaccusation and menace; and Vivaldi in defending Ellena, and in affirming, that his affections and intentions were irrecoverable.

Mot any art of persuasion could prevail with the Marchese to adduce his proofs, or defiver up the name of his informear; nor any menace awe Vivaldi into a renunciation of
Ellena; and they paried mutually dissatisfied. The Marchese had failed onthis occasion toact with his usual policy, for his menaces and accusations had aroused spirit and
indignation, when kindness and gentle remonstrance would certainly have awakened filial affeclion, and might have occasioned a contestin the breast of Vivaldi. Now, no
struggle of opposing duties divided his resolution, He had no hesitation on the subject of their dispute; but, regarding his father as a haughty oppressor who would rob him of
his most sacred right, and as one who did not scruple to stain the name of the innocent and the defenceless, when his interest required it, upon the doubtful authority of a base
informer, he siffered neither pity or remorse to mingle with the resolution of assering the freedom of his nature; and was even more anxous than before, o conclude a
marriage which he believed would secure his own happiness, and the reputation of Efiena.

He returned, therefore, on the following day to the villa Altieri, with encreased impatience to leam the resultof Signora Bianchi's further conversation with her niece, and the day
anwhich the nuptials might be solemnized. On the way thither, his thoughts were wholly oocupied by Ellena, and he proceeded mechanically, and without obsening where he
was, till the shade which the wel-known arch threw over the road recalled him to local circumsiances, and a voice instantly amested his attention,  was the voice of the monk,
whose figure again passed before him. "Go not fo the willa Altierl,” it said sclemnly, “for death is in the housel”

Before Vivaldi could recaver fram the dismay into which this abrupt assertion and sudden appearance had thrown him, the stranger was gone. He had escaped in the gloom of
the piace, and seemed to have retired into the obscunty, from which he had so suddenly emerged, for he was not seen to depart from under the arch-way. Vivaldi pursued him
with his voice, conjuring him to appear, and demanding who was dead; but no voice replied,

Believing that the stranger could not have escaped unseen from the arch by any way, but that leading to the forfress above, Vivaldi began to ascend the steps, when,
considering thatthe more centain means of understanding this awful assertion would be, to go immediately to the villa Alieri, he left this portentous ruin, and hastened thither.

Anindifferent person would prabably have understood the words of the monk to allude to Signora Bianchi, whose infim state of health rendered her death, though sudden, not
improbable; but to the affrighted fancy of Vivaldi, the dying Ellena only appeared. His fears, however probabifities might sanction, or the ‘event justify them, were natural to
ardent affection; but they were accompanied by a presentiment as extraordinary as it was horrible,—It occured to him more than once, that Ellena was murdered. He saw her
wounded, and bleeding to death; saw her ashy countenance, and her wasting eyes, from which the spint of ife was fast departing, turned piteousty on himself, as if imploring
him 1o save her from the fate that was dragging her to the grave. And, when he reached the boundary of the garden. his whole frame trembled so, with horrible apprehension,
that he rested a while, unable to venture further towards the truth, Atlength, he summoned courage o dare if, and, unlockinga private gate, of which he had lataly received the
key, becaise itspared him a considerable distance of the road to Naples, he approached the house. Every place around it was silent and forsaken,; many of the lattices were
closed, and, as he endeavowred o collect from every tivial circumstance some conjecture, his spirits still sunk as he advanced, till, having amived within a few paces of the
portico, all nis fears were confirmed. He heard from within a feeble sound of lamentation, and then some notes of at solemn and peculiar kind of recitative, which is in some
parts of ftaly the requiem of the dying. The sounds were so low and distant that they only murmured on his ear; but, without pausing for information, he rushed into the portico,
and knocked loudly at the folding doors, now closed against him

After repeated summonses, Beatrice, the old house-keeper, appeared. She did not wait for Vivaldi's enquiries. "Alas! Signor” said she, "alas-a-day! who would have thought
It who would have expected such a change as this! t was only yester-evening that you was here,—she was then as well as | am; who would have thought that she would be
dead to-day?"

"She iz dead, thenl" exclaimed Vivaldi, struck to the heart, "she is dead!" staggering towards a pillar of the hall, and endeavouring to support himseif against it. Beatrice,
shocked at his condition, would have gone for assistance, but he waved her to stay. "When did she die." said he, drawing breath with difficulty, "how and where?"

"Alas! here in the villa, Signor,” replied Beatrice, weeping; “who would have thought that | should live to see this day! | hoped to have laid down my old bones in peace.”
"What has caused her death?” intermupted Vivaldi impatiently, "and when did she die?"

“About two of the clock this moming, Signor; about two-o'clock. O miserable day. that | showid five to see 1"

"l am better," said Vivaldi, raising himself, “izad me 1o her apartment —| must see her, Do not hesitate, lead me on”

"Alas! Signar, it is a dismal sight; why should you wish to see her? Be persuaded; do not go, Signar; itis a woeful sightl”

“Lead me on," repeated Vivaldi sternly; "or if you refuse, |will find the way myself”

Beatrice, terrified by his look and gesture, no longer opposed him, begging only that he would wait till she had informed her lady of his-arrival; but he followed her closely up the
staircase and along a corridor that led round the west side of the house, which brought him fo a suite of chambers darkened by the closed latfices, throughwhich he passed
towards the one where the body lay. The requiem had ceased, and no sound distwbed the awful stilness that prevalled in these desered rooms. Al the door of the last
apartment, where he was compelfied to stop, his agitation was such, that Beatrice, expecting every instant to see him sink to the floor, made an effort to suppornt him with her
feeble aid, but he gave a signal for her to retire. He soon recovered himself and passed into the chamber of death, the solemnity of which might have affected him in any other
state of his spinis; but these were now foo severely pressed upon by real suffening to feel the influence of local circumstances. Approaching fhe bed on which the corpse was
laid, he raised his eyes to the moumer who hung weeping over it, and beheld—Ellena!l who, surprized by this sudden intrusion, and still more by the agitation of Vivaldi,
repeatedly demanded the occasion of it But he had neither power or inclination to explain a circumstance. which must deeply wound the heart of Ellena, since itwould have
told that the same event, which excited her grief, accidentally inspired his joy.

He did notlong intrude upon the sacredness of sorrow, and the short time he remainad was employed in endeavours to command his own emotionand to soothe her's.

When he left Eliena, he had some concifiation with Bealrice, as to the death of Signora Bianchi, and understood that she had retired to rest on the preceding night apparently in
her usual state of health "It was about one in the moming, Signer.” continued Beatrice, “lwas waked out of my first sleep by a noise in my lady's chamber. Ris a grievous thing
to me, Signor, to be waked from my first sleep, and |, Santa Maria forgive me! was angry at being disturbed! So | would not get up, but laid my head upon the pillow again, and
tried lo sleep; but presently | heard the noise again; nay now, says |, somebody must be up in the house, that's certain. | had scarcely said so, Signor, when | heard my young
lady's voice calling 'Beatrice! Beatrice!' Ah! poor young lady! she was indeed in a sad fright. as well she might She was at my door in an instant, and looked as pale as deatn,
and trembled so! 'Beatrice,’ said she, 'rise this moment, my aunt is dying. She did not stay for my answer. but was gone directly. Santa Maria protect mel | thought Ishould
have swooned outright”

"Well, but your lady?" said Vivaldi, whose patience the ledious circumlacution of old Beatnce had exhausted.

"Ahl my poor lady! Signor, Ithought | never should have been able to reach ber room; and when | got there, | was scarcely more alive than herself —There she lay on her bed! O
itwas a grievous sight to seel there she lay, looking so piteously; | saw she was dying. She could not speak, though she tried ofien, but she was sensible, for she would look so
at Signora Ellena, and then try again to speak. it almost broke oné's heart to see her. Something seemed to ke upon her mind, and she tried aimost to the last to tell it and as
she grasped Signora Ellena's hand, she would still look up in her face with such dolefu expression as no one who had nota heart of stone could bear, My poor yourg mistress
was quite overcome by it and cried as if her hearl would break. Poor young lady! she has lost a fiend indeed, such a one as she must never hope to see again”

"But she shall ind one as firmand affectionate asthe lastl” exciaimed Vivaldi fervently.

"The good Saint grant it may prove sol” replied Beatrice, doubtingly. "All that could be done for our dear lady," she continued, “was fried, but with no avail. She could not
swallow what the Doctor offered her. She grew fainter and fainter, yet would often utter such deep sighs, and then wolld grasp my hand so hard! At last she turned her eyes
from Signora Ellena, and they grew duller and fixed, and she seemed not to see what was before her. Alas! | knew then she was going; her hand did nof press mine as it had
dane a minute or two before, and a deadly coldness was upon it Her face changed so too in a few minutes! This was about two o'clock, and she died before her confessor
could administer.”



Beatrice ceased fo-speak, and wept, Vivaldi almost wept with her, and it was some ime befora he could command his voice sufficiently to enguire, what were the symptoms of
Signora Blanchi's disorder, and whether she had ever been thus suddenly attacked before.

“Never, Signar!" replied the old house-keeper; "and though, to be sure, she has long been very infirm; and going down, as ene may say, yel"—
“What is it you mean?" said Vivaldi.

"Wy, Signor, 1do not know what te think about my lady's death. To be sure, there is nothing certain: and | may oniy get scoffed at, if | speak my mind abroad, for nobody would
befieve me, itis sostrange, vet | must have my own thoughts, Tor all that.”

"Do speak inteligibly,” said Vivaldi, "you need not apprehend censure from me.”

"Not from you, Signar, butif the repart should get abroad, and it was known that | had set it a-going.”

“That never shall be known from me." said Vivaldi, with encreased impalience, "ell me, without fear, all that you conjecture.”

"Weil then, Signor, | will own, that | do not iike the suddennass of my lady's death, no, nor the manner of it nor her appearance after deathl”
"Speak explicitly, and to the point,” said Vivaldi.

"Nay, Signor, there are some folks that will not understand, if you speak ever so plain, |am swre | speak plain enough. If | might tell my mind —I| do not believe she came faidy by
her deathat lastl”

"How!" said Vivaldi, "your reasons?"

“May, Signor, I have given them already, | said | did not ike the suddenness of her death, nor her appearance after, nor"—
“Good heaven!” interrupted Vivaldi, “you mean poison!

"Hush, Signor, hush! | do not say that, but she did not seem to die naturally."

"Who has been at the villa lately?" sald Vivaldi, in a tremulous voice,

"Alas! Signor, nobedy has been here; she lived so privately that she saw nobody."

"Not one person?” said Vivaidi, "consider well, Beatrice, had she no visitor?"

“Not of a long while, Signor, no visitors but yourself and her cousin Signor Giotto, The only other person that has been within these walls for many weeks, to the best of my
remembrance, is a sister of the Convenl, who comes for the silks my young lady embroiders.”

"Embroiders! What convent?”

"The Santa Maria defia Pieta, yonder, Signor; if you will step this way to the window, | will shew it you. Yonder, among the woods on the hillkside, just above those gardens that
sfretch down to the bay. There is an olive ground close beside It. and observe, Signor, there Is a red and yellowish ridge of rocks rises over the woods higher still, and locks as
ifitwould fall down upon those oid spires, Have you found it. Signor?”

"How long is itsince this sister came here?" said Vivaldi.
“Three weeks at least, Signor”
"And you are certain that no other person has cafled within that ime?”

"No other, Signor, exceptthe fishemman and the gardener, and a man who brings maccaroni, and such sort ofthings; for it is such a long way to Naples, Signor, and | have so
kttte time."

“Three weeks. say youl You said three weeks, [think? Are you certain as to this?"

“Three weeks, Signor! Santa defla Pietal Do you believe, Signor, that we could fast for three wieeks! Why, they call aimost every day.”
“| spaak of the nun* said Vivaldi.

"0 yes, Signar” replied Beatrice "itis that at least, since she was here "

“This is strange!” said Vivaldi, musing, "but | will talk with you some other time. Meanwhile, | wish you could confrive that | should see the face of your deceased lady, without the
knowledge of Signora Eflena. And, observe me, Beafrice; be strictly silent as to your sumises conceming her death: do not suffer any negligence to befray your suspiciens fo
your young mistress. Has she any suspicions herseif of the same nature?”

Beatrice replied, that she believed Signora Ellena had none; and promised faithfully to observe his injunctions.

He then left the villa, meditating on the circumstances he had just leamed, and on the prophetic assertien of the monk, between whom, and the cause of Bianchi's sudden
death, he coud not forbear surmising there was some connection; and it now occurred ta him, and for the first time, that this monk, this mysterious stranger. was no other than
Schedoni, whom he had observed of late going more frequently than usual, to his mother's apafdment. He aimost started, in horror of the suspicion, to which this conjecture led,
and precipitately rejected it, as'a poison that would destroy his own peace for ever. But though he instantly dismissed the suspicion, the conjecture returned fo his mind, and he
endeavoured to recollect the veice and figure of the stranger, that he might compare them with those of the confessor. The voices were, he thought, of a different tone, and the
persons of a different height and proportion. This comparison, however, did not forbid him to sumise that the stranger was an agent of the confessor's; that he was, atleast, a
secret spy upon his actions, and the defamer of Ellena; while both, if indeed there were two persons concerned, appeared to be at the command of his parents. Fired with
indignation of the unworthy arts that he belfieved to have been employed againsthim, and impatient to meet the sianderer of Ellena, he determined to attempt some decisive
step towards a discovery of the truth, and either to compet! the confessor to reveal itto him, or to search out his agent. who, he fancied, was occasionally a resident within the
ruing of Paluzzi.

The inhabitants of the convent, which Bealrice had pointed out, did not escape his consideration, but no reason appeared for supposing them the enemies of his Ellena, who,
on the contrary, he understood had been for some years amicably connected with them. The embroidered silks, of which the oid servant had spoken, sufficiently explained the
nature of the conneclion, and discovering more fully the circumstances of Ellena’s forune, her conduct heightened the tender admiration, with which he had hitherto regarded
her.

The hints for suspicion which Bealrice had given respecting the cause of her misiress's decease, incessantly recurred fo him; and it appeared extraordinary, and sometimes in
the highest degree improbable, that any person could be sufficiently interested inthe death of a woman apparently 50 blameless, as o administer poison to her. What motive
could have prompted so horrible a deed, was still more inexplicable. It was true thatshe had long been in a deciining state; yet the suddenness of her depanture and the
singularity of some circumstances preceding as well as some appearances that had followed it compelied Vivaldi to doubt as to the cause. He believed, however, that, after
having seen the corpse, his doubts must vanish; and Bealrice had promised, that, if he could return inthe evening, when Elflena had refired to rest, he should be permitted to
visit the chambier of the deceased. There was something repugnant to his feelings, in going thus secretly, or, indeed, at all, to the residence of Ellena at this delicate period, yet
itwas necessary he should introduce there some medical professor, on mseiwgmenlhe could rest, respeciyng the occasion of Bianchi's death; and as he believed he
should 50 soon acquire the right of vindicating the honour of Ellena, that consideration did not so seriously affect him as otherwise it would have done. The enduiny which calied
him thither was, besides, of a nature too solemn and important fo be lightly resigned; he had, therefore, told Bealrice he would be punctual to the hour she appointed. His
intention to search for the monk was thus again interrupted.






CHAPTERIV.

"Unfold th' impenetrable mystery,
That sets your sou and you at endless discord.”

Mysterious Mather.

When Vivaldi retumed to Naples, he enquired for the Marchesa, of whom he wished to ask some questions conceming Schedoni, which, though he scarcely expected they
would be explicitly answered, might yet lead to part of the truth he sought for.

The Marchesa was in her closet and Vivaldi found the confessor with her. "This man crosses me, like my evil genius." said he to himselfas he entered, "but | will know whether
he deserves my suspicions before | leave the room.”

Schedani was so.deeply engaged in conversation, that he did not immediately perceive Vivaldi, who stood for a moment examining his countenance, and tracing subjects for

curiosity inits deep lines. His eyes, while he spoke, were cast downward, and his features were fixed in an expression at once severe and crafty. The Marchesa was listening

with deep altention, her head inclined towards him, as if to catch the lewest murmur of his voice, and her face picturing the anxiety and vexation of her mind. This was evidenty
a conference, not & confession

Vivaldi advancing, the mork raised his eyes; his countenance suffered no change, as they met those of Vivaldi. He rose, but did not take leave, and returned the slight and
somewhat haughty salutation of Vivaldi, with an inclination of the head, thatindicated a pride without pettishness. and a firmness bordering on contempt.

The Marchesa, on perceiving her son was somewhat embarrassed. and her brow, before slghtly contractad by vexation, now frowned with severity. Yet it was an involuntary
emaotion, for she-endeavolred to chace the expression of it with a smile. Vivaldi liked the smile still less than the frown,

Schedoni seated himself quietly, and began, with aimost the ease of a man of the worid, to converse on general topics. Vivaldi, however, was reserved and silent he knew not
how to begin a conversation, which might lead to the knowledge he desired, and the Marchesa did not relieve him from the difficuity. His eye and his ear assisted him fo
conjeciure at leas!, if not to obtain the information he wished; and, as he listened to the deep tones of Schedoni’s voice, he became almost cerfain, that they were not the
accents of his unknown adviser, though he considered, at the same moment, that it was not difficult to disguise, or to feign a voice. His stature seemed to decide the guestion
more reasonably, for the figure of Schedont appeared tafler than that of the stranger. and though there was something of resembiance in their-air, which Vivaldi had never
observed before, he again considered, that the habit of the same order, which each wore; might easily occasion an arfificial resemblance. Of the likeness as to countenance,
he could not judge, since the stranger's had been so much shrouded by his cowl, that Vivaldi had never distinctly seen a single feature. Schedoni’s hood was now thrown back,
so that he could not compare even the air of their heads under similar circumstances; but as he remembered to have seen the confessor on a former day approaching his
mother's closet with the cowl shading his face, the same gloomy severty seemed 1o charactenze both, and nearly the same terrible portrait was drawn on his fancy. Yet this
again might be only an artificial effect, a character which the cow! alone gave to the head, and any face seen imperfectly beneath its dark shade, might have appeared equally
severe, \ivaldi was siill exiremely perplexed in his opinign. One circumstance, however, seemed to throw some light on his judgment. The stranger had appeared in the habit
of a mork, and, if Vivaldi's trarsient observation might be trusted, he was of the very same order with that of Schedoni, Yet if he were Schedoni, or even his agent, it was not
probable that he would have shewn himself in a dress that might lead to a discovery of his person. That he was anxious for concealment, his manner had strongly proved: it
seemed fhen, that this habit of a monk was only a disguise, assumed for the purpose of misleading conjecture. Vivaldi, however, determined to put some questions to
Schedoni, and af the same time to observe their effect on his countenance. He took occasion to notice some drawings of riins, which omamented the cabinet of the Marchesa,
and to say that the fortress of Paluzzi was worthy of being added to her collection. "You have seen it lately, perhaps, reverend father” added Vivaldi, with a penetrating glance.

"It is a strking relique of antiquity.” replied the confesser.

"That arch,” resumed Vivaldi, his eye still fixed on Schedoni, “that arch suspended between two rocks, the one overtopped by the towers of the foriress, the other shadowed
with pine and broad oak, has a fine effect. But a picture of it would want human figures. Now either the grotesque shapes of banditti lurking within the ruin, as if ready to start out
uponthe traveller, or a friar rolled up in his black gaments, just stealing forth from under the shade ofthe arch, and locking like some supematural messenger of evil, would
finish the piece." '

The features of Schedoni suffered no change during this speech. "Your picture 15 complete.” said he, “and | cannet but admire the facility with which you have classed the
monks together with banditi.”

"Your pardon, holy father,™ said Vivaldi, "| did not draw a paraliel between them,"”
"0V no offence, Signor,” replied Schedoni, with a smile somewhat ghasily.

During the latter part of this conversation, if conversation it may be called, the Marchesa had foliowed a servant, who had brought her a letter, out of the apartment, and as the
confessor appeared to await her return, Vivaldi determined to press his enguiry. "It appears, however " said he, "that Palzzi, if not haurted by robbers, s at least frequented by
ecclestastics; for | have seldom passed it without seeing one of the order, and that one has appeared so suddenly, and vanished so suddenly, that | have been almost
compelled fo believe he was literally a spiritual being!”

"The convent of the Black Penitents is not far distant” observed the confessor.

"Dioes the dress of this corvent resemble that of your order, reverend father? for | observed that the menk | speak of was habited ke youwrself, aye; and he was about your
stature, and very much resembled you.”

“That well may be. Signor” replied the corfessor calmly, "there are many brethren who, no doubt, resemble each other; but the brothers of the Biack Penitents are clothed in
sackcloth; and the death’s head on'the garment, the peculiar symbol of this order, would not have escaped your observation; it could not, therefore, be a member of their
society whom you have seen.”

“| am not inclined o think that it was," said Vivaldi; "but be it who it may, | hope soon to be befter acquainted with him. and to tell im tnuths so strong, that he shall not be
permitted even to affect the misunderstanding of them.”

"You will do right, if you have cause of complaint against him," observed Schedoni,

“And anly if | have cause of complaint, holy father? Are strong truths to be told only when there is direct cause of complaint? & it anly when we are injured that we are to be
sincere?" He believed that he had now detecied Schedoni, who seemed to have betrayed a consciousness that Vivaldi had reason for complaint against the stranger.

“You will obsenve, reverend father, that | have not said | am injured.” he added. "if you know that | am, this must be by other means than by my words; | have not even expressed
resentment”

“Except by your voice and eye, Signor,” replied Schedonl drily. “When a man is vehement and disordered, we usually are inclined to suppose he feels resentment, and that he
has cause of complaint, either real or imaginary. As | have not the honour of being acquainted with the subject you allude 10, | cannot decide to which of the two your cause
belongs.”

*| have never been in doubt as to that, " said Vivaldi haughtily, "and if I had, you will pardon me, hoty father, but | should not have requested your decision. My injuries are, alas!
too real and | now think it is aiso loo certain to whom | may attribute them. The secret adviser, who steals into the bosom of a family only o poison its repose, the informer—the
base asperser of innocence. stand revealed inone person before me."

Vivaidi delivered these words with a fempered energy, at once dignified and pointed, which seemed to strike directly to the heart of Schedoni; but, whether it was his
conscience or his pride that took the-alamm, did not certainly appear. Vivakdi believed the former. A dark malignity overspread the features of the monk, and at that moment
Vivaidi thought he beheld a man, whose passions might impel him to the perpetration of almost any crime, how hideous soever. He recoiled from him, as if he had suddenly
seen a serpent in his path, and stood gazing on his face, with an attertion so wholly occupied as to be unconscious that he did so.



Schedoni aimost instantly recovered himself, his features relaxed from their first expression, and that portenfous darkness passed away from his countenance; but with a look
that was still stem and haughty, he said, "Signor, however ignorant | may be of the subject of your discontent, [can not misunderstand thal your resentment is, 1o some extent or
other, directed against myseif as the cause of it. Yet [will not suppose, Signor, Lsay | will not suppose.” raising his voice significantly, "thal you have dared 1o brand me with the
ignominicus fitles you have just uttered; but'—

“I have applied them to the author of my injuries " interrupted Vivaldi; “you. father, can best inform me whether they applied to yourself "

"| have then nothing to complain of " said Schedoni, adroitly. and with a sudden calmness, that surprised Vivaldi. "If you directed them against the'author of your injuries,
whaltever they may be, |am salisfied.”

The cheerful complacency, with which he spoke this, renewed the doubts of Vivaldi, who thought it nearly impessible thata man conscious of guilt could assume, under the very
charge of it, the tranquil and dignified air, which the confessor now displayed. He began to accuse himself of having condemned him with passionate rashness, and gradually
became shocked atthe indecorum of his conduct towards a man of Schedoni’s age and sacred profession. Those expressions of countenance, which had so much alamed
him, he was now inclined 1o think the eflect of a jealous and haughty honour, and he almost forgot the malignity, which had mingled with Schedoni’s pride, in sarrow for the
offence thathad provoked it Thus, not less precipitate in his pily than his anger, and credulous alike to the passion of the moment, he was now as eager lo apaologize for his-
error, as he had been hasty in committing it The frankness, with which he apologized and lamented the impropnety of his conduct, would have won an easy forgiveness from a
generous heart. Schedoni listened with apparent complacency and secret contempt. He regarded Vivaldi as a rash boy, who was swayed only by his passions; but while he
suffered deep resentment for the evilin his character, he felt neither respect nor Kindness for the good, for the sincenty, the love of justice, the generasity, which threw a
brilliancy even on his foibles. Schedoni, indeed, saw only evil in human nature.

Had the heart of Vivaldi been less generous, he would now have distrusted the satisfaction, which the confessior assumed, and have discovered the contempt and malignity,
that lurked behind the smile thus impesfecty masking his countenance. The confessor perceived his power, and the character of Vivaldi lay before him as a map. He saw, or
fancied he saw every line and feature ofits plan, and the relative proportions of every energy and weakness of its nature. He believed, also, he could turn the very virtues of this
young man against himself, and he exuted, even while the smile of good-will was yet upan his countenance, in anficipating the moment that should avenge him for the past
cutrage, and which, while Vivaldl was ingenucusly lamenting it, he had apparently forgotten,

Schedoni was thus ruminating evil against Vivaldi, and Vivaldi was cansidering how he might possibly make Schedoni atonement for the affront he had offered him, whenthe
Marchesa returned to the apartment; and perceived in the honest countenance of Vivaldi some symptoms of the agitation which had passed over it, his complexion was
fished, and his brow slightly contracted. The face of Schedoni todd nothing bt complacency, except that now and then when he looked at Vivaldi, it was with half-shut eyes, that
indicated treachery, or, at least, cunning, trying to conceal exasperated pride.

The Marchesa, with displeasure directed against her son enquired the reason of his emotion; but he, stung with consciousness of his conduct towards the monk, could neither
endure to explain it, or to remain in her presence, and saying that he would confide his honour to the discretion of the holy father, who would speak only too favourably of his
fault, he abruptly left the room.

When he had departed, Schedoni gave, with seeming reluctance, the explanation which the Marchesa required, but was cautious not to speak too favourably of Vivaldi's
conduct, which, onthe contrary, he represented as much more insulting than it really was; and, while he aggravated the offersive part of it, he suppressed all mention of the
candour and self-reproach, which had followed the charge. Yet this he managed so artfully that he appeared fo extenuate Vivaldi's erors, to lamentthe hastiness of histemper,
and to plead for forgiveness fram his imitated moiber. "He is very young,” added the monk, when he perceived that he had sufiiciently exasperated the Marchesa against her
son; "he is very young, and youth {s warm in its passions and precipitale inits judgments. He was; besides. jealous, no doubt, of the friendship, with which you are pleased to
hongur me;and it is natural that a son should be jealous of the attention of such a mother.”

"Youare too good, father," said the Marchesa; her resentment encreasing towards Vivaldi in proportion as Schedoni displayed his artificial candour and meekness,

“Itis true," continued the confessor, "that | parceive all the incorveniences 1o which my atachment, | should say my duty to your family exposes me; but [ willingly submit to these,
while itis yet possible that my advice may be a means of presenving the honour of your house unsuliied, and of saving this inconsiderate young man from future misery and
unavailing repentance.”

During the warmih of this sympathy in resentment, the Marchesa and Schedoni mutually, and sincerely, lost their remembrance of the unworthy motives, by which each knew the
other to be influenced, as well as that disgust which those who acttegether to the same bad end, canseldom escape from feeling towards their associates. The Marchasa,
while she commended the fidelity of Schedoni, forgot his views and her promises as to a rch benefice; while the confessor imputed her anxiety for the splendor of her son's
condition to a real interest in his welfare, not a care of her own dignity. After mutual compliments had been exchanged, they proceeded to a long consultation concerning
Vivaldi, and it was-agreed, that their efforis for what they termed his preservation should no longer be confined to remonstrances.



CHAPTERV.

"What if it be a peison, which the friar
Subty hath ministered?"—

Shakespeare,

Vivaldi, when his first feelings of pity and compunction for having insuited an aged man, the member of a sacred profession, were past and when he looked with a more
deliberate eye upon some circumstances of the confessor's conduct, perceived that suspicion was again gathering on his mind, Bit, regarding this as-a symptom of his own
weakness, rather than as a hint of truth, he endeavowed, with a magnanimous disdain, io reject every summise that boded unfavourably of Schedoni.

When evening armived, he hastened towards the willa Altieri, and, having met without the city, according te appeintment, a physician, upon whose henor and judgment he thought
he might rely, they proceeded on their way together. Vivaldi had forgotten, during the confusion of his last interiew with Ellena, to deliver up the key of the garden-gate. and he
now entered it as usual, though he could not entirely overcome the reluctance, which he felt on this visiting, in secret and at night. the dweling of Elffena. Under no other
circumstances, however, could the physician, whose opinion was so necessary 1o his peace, be introduced without betraying a suspicion, which must render her unhappy,
probably for ever,

Beatrice, who had watched for them inthe portico, led the way to the chamber where the corpse was laid out and Vivaldi, though considerably afiected when he entered, soon
recovered compasure enough to take his station on one side of the bed, while the physician placed himself on the other. Unwiling fo expese his emofion fo the obsenation of a
senvant and desirous also of some private comversation with the physician, he took the lamp from Beatrice and dismissed her. As the light glared upon the livid face of the
corpse, Vivaldi gazed with melancholy surprize, and an effort of reason was necessary to comance him, that this was the same countenance which only one evening preceding
was animated like his own; which had looked upon him intears, while, with anxiety the most tender, she had committed the happiness of her niece to his care, and had, alas!
too justly predicted her approaching dissolution. The circumstances of that scene now appeared to him like a viston, and touched every fibre of his heart. He was fully sensible
of the importance of the trust committed to him, and, as he now hing over the pale and desered form of Bianchi, he silently renewed his solemn vows fo Ellena, to deserve the
confidence of her departed guardian.

Before Vivaldi had courage enough to ask the opinion of the physician, who was still viewing the face of the deceased with very earnest attention and disapproving
countenance. his own suspicions strengthened from some circumstances of her appearance; and particulary fram the black tint that prevailed over her complexion, it seemed
to him, that her death had been by poison. He feared to break a silence, which profonged his hope of the contrary, feeble though it was: and the physician, who probably was
apprehensive for the consequence of delivering his real thought, did not speak.

"| read your opinion,” said Vivaldi, al length, "it coincides with my own.”

"l know not as to that, Signor.” replied the physician, "though | think | perceive what is yours, Appearances are unfavourable, yet | will not take upon me to decide from them, that
itis as you suspect. There are other circumstances, under which similar appearances might occur.” He gave his reasons for this assertion, which wers plausible evento
Vivaldi, and concluded with requesting to speak with Beatrice, "for lwish to understand ™ said he, "what was the exact situation of this lady for some hours previous to her
decease”

After a conversation of some length with Beatrice, whatewver might be the opinion resulting from his enquiries, he adhered nearly to his formal assertions; pronouncing that so
many contradictory circumstances appeared, as rendered itimpossible for him to decide, whether Bianchi had died by poison, or otherwise. He stated mare fully than he had
done before, the reasons, which must render the opinion of any medical persan, on this subject, doubtful. But, whether it was that he feared to be responsible for a decision,
which would accuse some persan of murder, or that he really was inclined to believe that Bianchi died naturally, Itis certain he seemed disposed to adopt the latter opinion;
and that he was very anxious to quiel the suspicions of Vivaidi. He so far succeeded, indeed, a5 to convince him that it would be unavailing to pursue the enquiry, and almost
compelied him to believe, that she had departed according to the common course of nature,

Vivaldi, having lingered awhile over the death-bed of Bianchi, and taken a last farewel of her silent form, quitted the chamber and the house as softly as he had approached,
and unobserved, as he believed, by Eliena or any other person. The morning dawned over the sea, when he returned into the garden and a few fishermen, loitering on the
beach, or putting off their litle boats from the shore, were the only persons visible at this early hour. The time, however, was passed for rerewing the enguiry he had purposed
at Palzz, and the brightening dawn wamed him to retire. To Naples, therefore, he retumed. with spirits somewhat soothed by a hope, that Bianchi had not fallen prematurety,
and by the certainty that Ellena was well. On the way thither, he passed the fort without interruption, and, having parted with the physician was admitted into his father's mangion
by a confidential servant.



CHAPTER VI

——"Far here have been
Some six or seven, who did hide their faces
Even from darkness.”

Shakespeare,

Ellena, on thus suddenly losing her aunt, her only relative, the friend ofher whole life, felt as if left alone in the world. But it was not in the first moments of affliction that this feeling
occured. Her own forlom situation was not even observed, while affection, pity, and irresistible grief for Bianchi, occupied her heart

Bianchi was o be interred in the church belonging fo the convent of Santa Mana della Pieta. The body, attired according to the custom of the couniry, and decorated with
flowers, was camied on an open bier to the place of interment, attended only by priests and torch-bearers. But Ellena could not endure thus lightly to part with the refiques of a
beloved friend, and being restrained by custom from following the corpse to the grave, she repaired first to the comvent, 1o attend the funeral senice. Her sorrow did not allow
her to join in the choral symphonies of the nuns, but their sacred solemnity was soothing to her spirits, and the tears she shed while she listened lo the lengthening notes,
assuaged the force of gnef.

When the senice concluded, she withdrew to the parlour of the lady Abbess, who mingled with her consolations many entreaties that Ellena would make the comvent her
present asylurn; and her affiction required liftle persuasion on this subject It was her wishto refire hither, as to a sanctuary, which was not only suitable o her particidar
circumstances, but especially adapted to the presentstate of her spirits. Here she believed that she should sooner acquire resignation, and regain franquillity, thanina place
less consecrated to refigion; and, before she took leave-ofthe Abbess, it was agreed, that she should be received as a boarder. To acguaint Vivaldi with her infention was,
indeed, her chief motive for retuming to the viia Alien, after this her resolution had been taken Her affection and esteem had been gradual in their progress, and had now
attained a degree Dfs‘h‘eng‘d‘i. which promised to decide the happiness or misery of her whole life. The sanction given by her aunt to this choice. and particularly the very solemn
manner in which, on the evering preceding her death, she bequeathed Ellena to his care, had stil endeared him o her heart, and imparied a sacredness fo the engagement,
which made her consider Vivaldi as her guardian and only suniving protector. The more tenderly she lamenied her deceased relative, the more tenderly she thought of Vivaldi;
and her love for the one was so ultimately connected with her affection for the other, that each seemed strengthened and exalted by the union

When the funeral was over, they met at Altieri,

He was neither surprized or averse fo her withdrawing awhile to a convent; for there was a propriefy in retiring, during the period of her grief, from a home where she had ne
longer a guardian, which delicacy seemed to demand. He only stipulated. that he might be permitted to visit her in the parour of the convent, and to claim, when decorum
shoud no longer object to it the hand, which Bianchi had resigned to him,

Motwithstanding that he yielded to this arrangement without complaining, it was not entirely without repining; but being assured by Eliena of the worthiness of the Abbess of the
Sarfa Maria della Pieta, he endeavoured fo silence the secret murmurs of his heart with the conviction of his judgment.

Meanwhile, the deep impression made by his unknown tormentor, the monk, and especially by his prediction of the death of Bianchi, remained upon his mind, and he once
more determined to ascertain, if possible, the true nature of this porientous visitant. and what were the motives which induced him thus to haunt his footsteps and interrupt his
peace. He was awed by the circumnstances which had attended the visitations of the monk, if monk it was; by the suddenness of his appearance, and departure; by the truth of
his prophecies; and, above all, by the solemn event which had verified his last warning; and his imagination, thus elevated by wonder and painful curiosity, was prepared for
gomething above the reach of commaon coniecture, and beyond the accomplishment of human agency. His understanding was sufficiently clear and strong to teach him to
detect many errors of opinion, that prevailed around him, as well as o despise the common superstitions of his country, and, inthe uswual state of his mind, he probably would
ot have paused for a moment on the subject before him; but his passions were now interested and his fancy awakened, and, though he was unconscious of this propensity, he
would, perhaps. have been somewhal disappointed to have descended suddenly from the region of fearful sublimity. to which he had soared—the world of terrible shadows—
to the earth, on which he daily walked, and to an explanation simply natural.

He designed to visitagain. at midnight, the fortress of Paluzzi, and not to watch for the appearance of the stranger, butto camy ftorches into every recess of the:ruin, and
discover, atleast, whether itwas haunted by other human beings than himself. The chief difficuity, which had hitherto delayed him, was that of finding.a person, in whom he
could confide, to accompany him in the search, since his former adventure had wamed him never to renew it alone. Signor Borarmo persisted absolulely, and, perhaps, wisely,
to refuse his requeston this subject; and, as Vivaldi had no other acquaintance, 1o whom he chose to give somuch explanation of the-affair as might induce comphance, he at
length determined to fake with him Pauo, his own servant

Onthe evening, previous to the day of Eflena's departure o the Santa delia Pieta; Vivaldi went to Altien, to bid her adieu, During this interview his spirits were more than usually
depressed; and, though he knew that her retirement was only for a short period, and had as much confidence in the continuance of her affection as is, perhaps, possibleto a
lover, Vivaldi felt as if he was parling with her for ever. A thousand vague and fearful conjectures, such as he had never il this moment admitted, assailed him, and amongst
them, it appeared probabile, that the arts of the nuns might win her from the world, and sacrifice her to the cloister. In her present state of somow this seemed to be even more
than probable, and not all the assurances which Ellera gave him, and in these paring moments she spoke with less reserve than she had hitherto done, could entirely re-
assure his mind. "It should seem Ellena, by these boding fears,” said he, imprudently, "that | am parting with you for ever, | feel a weight upen my heart, which | cannotf throw off.
et | consent that you shall withdraw awhile 1o this corvent, comvinced of the propriety of the step; and | ought, also, to know that you will soon return; that [ shall soon take you
from its walis as my wife, never more to leave me, never more to pass from my immediate care and tenderness | ought to feel assured of all this: yet so aptare my fears that |
cannot confide in what is probable, but rather apprehend what is possible. And is it then possible that | yet may lose you and is it only probable that you may be mine for ever?
How, under such circumstances, could | weakly consent to your retirement? Why did | not urge you to bestow immediately those indissoluble bands. which no human force can
burst asunder? How could | leave the destiny of all my peace within the reach of a possibiiity, which itwas once in my power to have removed! Which it was in my power—H}tis,
perhaps, still in my power. O Ellenal |et the severities of custom yield to the security of my happiness. i you do go to the Santa Maria, let it be only to visit its aftarl”

Vivaldi delivered this expostulation witha :aé)idily: that left no pause for Eflena to interrupt him. When, at length, he concluded, she genily reproachid him for doubting the
continuance of her regard, and endeavoured to so0th his apprehensions of misfortune, but would not isten to his reques!. She represented, that not only the state of her spints
required refirement, but that respect to the memory of her aunt demanded it; and added gravely, that if he had so little confidence in the steadiness of her opinions, as to doubt
the constancy of her affection, and for so short a period, unless her vows were secured to him, he had done (mprudently to elect her for the companion of his whole kife.

Vivaldi, then ashamed ofthe weakness he had betrayed, besought her forgiveness; and endeavoured 1o appease apprehensions which passion only made plausible. and
which reason reproved; notwithstanding which, he could recover neither tranguillity nor confidence; nor could Ellena, though her conduct was supported and encouraged by
justness of sentiment, entirefy remove the oppression of spints she had felt from aimost the first moment of this interview. They parted with many fears; and Vivaldi, before he
finally took his leave, frequently retumed 1o claim some promise, of to ascertain some explanation, till Eflena remarked with a forced smile, that these resembled eternal adieus,
rather than those of only a few days; an observalion which renewed all his alarm, and fumished an excuse for again delaying his departure. At length he tore himself away, and
leftthe villa Altieri; but as the time was yettoo early to suit his purposed enguiry at Paluza, he returned to Maples.

Eflena. meanwhile, endeavouning to dissipate melancholy recollections by employment, continued busied in preparation for her departure on the following day, till a late hour of
the right. In the prospect of quitting, though only for so short a period. the home where she had passed almost every day since the dawn of her earfiest remembrance, there
was something melancholy, if not salemn. In leaving these well-known scenes, where, it might be said, the shade of her deceased relative seemed yel lo linger, she was
quitting afl vestige of her late happiness, all note of former years and of present consolation; and she felt as if going forth inte a new and homeless wordd. Her affection for the
place encreased as the passing fime diminished, and it seemed as if the last moment of her stay would be precisely that, in which the willa Altieri would be most valued.

In her favourite apariments she lingered for a considerable ime; and in the room where she had supped on the night immediately preceding the death of Signora Bianchi, she
indulged many tender and mournful recollections, and probably would have continued to indulge them much longer, had not her attention been withdrawn by a sudden rustiing of
the foliage that sumounded the window, when, on raising her eyes, she thought she perceived some person pass quickly from before it The jattices had, as usual, been left
open to admil the fresh breeze from the bay below, but she now rose with some alam to close them, and had scarcely done 50 when she heard a distant knocking from the
portico, and in the next instant the screams.of Beatrice in the hall,

Alarmed for herself, Ellena had, however, the cowrage to advance lo the assistance of her old servant, when, on entering the passage leading to the hall, three men, masked
and muffied up in cloaks, appeared, advancing from the opposite extremity. While she fied, they pursued her to the apartment she had quitted. Her breath and her courage



were gone, yet she struggled to sustain herself, and endeavoured to ask with calmness whal was their emand. They gave no reply, but threw a veil over her face, and, seizing
her arms, led her almest unresisting, but supplicating, towards the portico.

In the hall, Ellena perceived Beatrice bound to a pillar; and another ruffian, who was also masked, watching over and menacing her, not by words, but gestures. Ellena's shrieks
seemed lo recall the aimost lifeless Beatrice, for whom she supplicated as much as for herself, but entreaty was alike unavailing for each_and Ellena was bome from the house
and tivough the garden. All consciousness had now forsaken her. On recovering, she perceived herseif in a camiage, which was driven with great rapidity, and that herarms
were within the grasp of some persons, whom, when her recollection returned more fully, she believed to be the men, who had carried her from the villa. The darkness
prevented her from observing their figures, and to all her questions and entreaties a death-ike silence was obsenved.

During the whole night the carriage proceeded rapidly, stopping only while the horses were changed, when Ellena endeavoured fo interest by her cries the compassion of the
people atthe post-houses, and by her cries onfy. for the biinds were closely drawn. The postilions, no doubt, imposed on the credulity of these people, for they were insensibie
to her distress, and her immediate companions soon overcame the only means that had remained by which she could make itknown

For the first hours, a tumult of terror and amazement occupled her mind, but, as this began to subside, and her understanding to recover its cleamess, grief and despondency
mingled with her fears. She saw herself separated from Vivaldi, probably for ever, for she apprehended that the strong and imdsible hand which governed her course, would
never relinquish its grasp tillit had placed her irrecoverably beyond the reach of her lover. A conwiction that she should see im no more came. atintervals, with such
averwhelming farce, that every other consideration and emotion disappeared before it; and at these moments she lost all anxiety as to the place of her destination, and all fear
as to her personal safety,

As the moming advanced and the heat encreased, the blinds were let down a little to admit air, and Eliena then perceived, that onty two of the men, who had appeared at the
villa Altieri, were in the carriage, and that they were still disguised in cloaks and visors. She had no means of judging through what part of the counlry she was traveling, for
above the small openings which the blinds left she could see only the towering tops of mountains, or semetimes the veiny precipices and tangled thickets, that closely
impended over the road.

About noon, as she judged from the excessive heat, the carmage stopped at a post-house, and ice-water was handed through the window, when, as the blind was lowered to
admit it, she perceived herself on a wild and solitary plain, surmounded by mountains and woods. The peaple at the door of the post-house seemed “unused to pity or be pitied”
The lean and saliow countenance of poverty stared over their gaunt bones, and habitual discontent had fixed the furrows of their cheeks, They regarded Ellena with onfy a
feeble curiosity, though the affiiction in her locks might have interested almost any heari that was nof coroded by its own sufferings; nor did the masked faces of her
companions excite a much stronger attention.

Ellena accepted the cool refreshment offered her, the first she had taken on the road. Her companions having emplied their glasses drew up the blind, and, notwithstanding the
almost intolerable heat of noon, the carriage proceeded. Fainting under its oppression, Ellena entreated that the windows might be open, when the men, in compliance with
their own necessity rather than with her request, lowered the blinds, and she had a giimpse of the lofty region of the mountains, but of no object that could direct her conjecture
concerning where she was. She saw only pinnacles and vast precipices of various-tinted marbles, intermingled with scanty vegetation, such as stunted pinasters, dwarf oak
and holly, which gave dark touches to the many-coloured chiffs, and sometimes stretched in shadowy masses to the deep valies, that, winding into obscunty, seemed to imvite
curosity to explore the scenes beyond. Below these bold precipicas extended the gloomy region of olive-trees, and lower still other rocky steeps sunk towards the plains;
bearing temaces crowned with vines, and where often the artificial soil was propped by thickets of juniper, pomegranate and cleander.

Ellena. after having been so long shut in darkness, and brooding over her own alarming circumsiances, found tempaorary, though feeble, relief inonce more looking upon the
face of nature; till, her spirits being gradually revived and elevated by the grandeur of the images around her, she said lo herself, "Ifl.am condemned to misery, surely | couid
endure it with more fortitude in scenes like these, than amidst the tamer landscapes of nature! Here, the objects seem to impart somewhat of their own force, their own
sublimity, to the soul It is scarcely possible to yield to the pressure of misforiune while we walk, as with the Deity. amidst his most stupendous works!”

Butsoon after the idea of Vivaldi glancing athwan her memaory, she melted into tears; the weakness however was momentary, and during thie rest of the journey she presenved
a strenuous equality of mind,

It was when the heat and the light were dechining that the camage entered a rocky defile. which shewed, as through a felescope reversed, distant plains, and mountains
opening beyond, lighted up with all the purple splendor of the setfing sun. Along this deep and shadowy perspective a river, which was sesn descending ameng the cliffis of a
mountain, rolled with impetuous force, fretting and foaming amidst the dark rocks inits descenl and then fiowing in a limpid lapse to the brink of other precipices, whence
again it fell with thundering strength to the abyss. throwing its misty clouds of spray high in the air, and seeming to claim the sole empire of this solitary wild, s bed took up the
whole breadtivof the chasm, which some strong convulsion of the earth seemed to have formed, not leaving space even for a-road along its margin. The road, therefore, was
carried high among the cliffs, that impended over the nver, and seemed as if suspended in air; while the gloom and vastness of the precipices, which towered above and sunk
below i1, logether with the amazing force and uproar of the faling waters, combined 1o render the pass more temific than the pencil could describe, or language can express.
Ellena ascended i, not with Indiflerence but with calmness; she experienced somewnat of a dreadful pleasure in looking down upon the irresistible flood; but this emotion was
heightened into awe, when she perceived that the road led to a slight bridge, which, thrown across the chasm at an immense height, united two opposite cliffs, between which
the whole cataract of the river descended. The bridge, which was defended only by a stender railing, appeared as if hung amigst the clouds. Ellena, while she was crossing il.
almost forgot her misfortunes. Having reached the opposite side of the glen, the road gradually descended the precipices for about half a mile, when it opened to extensive
prospects over plains and towards distant mountains—ihe sunshine landscape, which had long appeared to bound his shadowy pass. The ransition was as the passage
through the vale of death to the bliss of etemity; but the idea of its resemblance did ret long remain with Ellena. Perched high among the clifis of 2 mountain, which might be
said o terminate one of the jaws of this terrific gorge, and which was one of the loftiest of a chain that surounded the plains, appeared the spires and long terraces of a
manastery, and she soon understood that her joumey was to conclude there.

At the foot of this mountain her companions alighted, and obliged her to do the same, for the ascentwas oo steep and imegular to admit of a carnage. Ellena followed
unresistingly, like a lamb to the sacrifice, up a path that wound among the rocks, and was coolly overshadowed by thickets of aimond trees, figs, broad-leaved myrtle, and ever-
green rose bushes, intermingied with the strawbey tree, beautiful in fruit and blossoms, the yellow jasmine, the delightful acacia mimosa, and a variety of other fragrant plants.
These bowers frequently admitted glimpses of the glowing couniry below, and somefimes opened fo expansive views, bounded by the snowy mountains of Abruzzo. Atevery
step were objects which would have afforded pleasure fo a franguil mind; the beautifully variegated marbles, that formed the cliffs immediately above, their fractured masses
embossed with mosses and flowers of every vivid hue that paints the rainbow: the elegance of the shrubs that fufted, and the majestic grace of the palms which waved over
themn, would have charmed almost any other eye than Ellena’s, whose spintwas wrapt in care, or than those of her companions, whose hearts were dead to feeling. Partial
features of the vast edifice she was approaching, appeared now and then between the trees; the tall westwindow of the cathedral with the spires that overtopped it; the namow
pointed roofs of the cloisters; angles ofthe insurmountable walls, which fenced the garden from the precipices below, and the dark portal leading inio the chief court; each of
these, seen at intervals beneath the gloom of cypress and spreading cedar, seemed as if menacing the unhappy Ellena with hints of fulure suffering. She passed several
shrines and images half hid among the shrubs and the cliffs; and, when she drew near the monastery, her companions stopped at a little chapel which stood beside the path,
where, after examining some papers, an act which she observed with surpnse, they drew aside, asif to consult respecting herself. Their conversation was delivered in voices
so low, that she could not catch a single tone distinctly, and it is probable that if she could, this would not have assisted her in conjecturing who they were; yet the profound
silence they had hitherto observed had much encreased her curiosity, now that they spoke.

One of them soon after quitted the chapel and proceeded alone o the monastery, leaving Ellena in the custody of his comrade, whose pity she now made a last, though almost
hopeless, effort to Interest. He rephied to all her enfreaties only by a wawving of the hand. and an averted face; and she endeavoured to meet with fortitude and to endure with
patience, the evil which she could neither avoid nor subdue. The spot where she awaited the-return of the ruffian, was not of a character fo promote melancholy, except, indeed,
that luxurious and selemn kind of melancholy, which a view of stupendous objects inspires. It overlooked the whole extent of plains, of which she had before caught partial
gcenes, with the vast chain of mountains, which seemed to form an insurmountable rampart to the nich landscape at their feel Their towering and fantastic summits. crowding
tegether info dusky air, like flames tapering to a point, exhibited images of peculiar grandeur, while each minuter fine and feature withdrawing. at this evening hour from
observation, seemed to resolve itself into the more gigantic masses; to which the dubious tint, the salemn obscunty, that began o prevail over them, gave force and loftier
character. The silence and deep repose of the landscape, served fo impress this character more awiully on the hear, and while Ellena satwraptin the thoughtfulness it
promoted, the vesper-senvice of the monks breathing softly from the cathedral above, came to her ear, it was a music which might be said to win on silence, and was in perfect
unison with her feefings; solemn, deep, and full, it swelled, in holy peels, and rolled away in mumurs, which altention pursued {o the last faint note that melted info air. Ellena’s
heart owned the power of this high minstrelsy; and while she caught far a moment the sweeter voices of the nuns mingfing in the chorus, she indulged a hope that they would not
be wholly insensible to her sufferings, and that she should receive some consolation from sympathy as soft as these lender-breathing strains appeared to indicate.

She had rested neary half an hour an the turfy slope before the chapel, when she perceived through the twilight, two monks descending from the monastery towards the spot
where she sat As they drew near, she distinguished their dress of grey stufi, the hood, the shaven head, where only a coronet of white hair was left, and other ensigns of their
parficular order. On reaching the chapel they accosted her companion; with whom they retired a few paces, and conversed. Ellena heard, for the first time, the sound of her



conductor's voice, and though this was but faintly, she marked it well, The other ruffian did not yet appear, but it seemed evident that these friars had left the convent in
consequence of his information; and sometimes, when she looked upon the tafler of the two, she fancied she saw the personof the very man whose absence she had
remarked, a conjecture which strengthened white she more accurately noticed him, The portrait had cerainly much resemblance in height and bulk; and the same gaunt
awkwardness. which even the cloak of the ruffian had not entirefy shrouded. obltruded itse¥f from under the folded garments of the recluse, If countenance, too, might be trusted,
this same friar had a ruffian’s heart. and his keen and cunning eye seemed habitually upon the watch for prey. His brother of the order shewed nothing strongly characteristic
either in his face or manner,

After a private conversation of some length, the friars approached Ellena, and told her, that she must accompany them to the canvent when her disguised conduclor, having
resigned her to them, immediately departed and descended the mouniain,

Mot a word was utltered by either of the party as they pursued the steep tract leading to the gates ofthis secluded edifice, which were opened to them by a lay-brother, and
Ellena entered a spacious court. Three sides of this were enclosed by lofty buildings, lined with ranges of cloisters, the fourth opened io a garden, shaded with avenues of
melancholy cypress, that exended to the cathedral, whose frefted windows and ernamented spires appearad to close the perspective. Cther large and detached buildings
skirted the gardens on the left, while, on the right. spacious olive-grounds and vingyards spread to the cliffs that formed a barrer o all this side of the domain of the comvent,

The friar, her conductor, crossed the court to the north wing, and there ringing a bell, a door was opened by a nun, into whose hands Ellera was given. A significant look was
exchanged between the devotees, but no words: the friar depared, and the nun, still silent, conducted her through many solitary passages, where nof even a distant foot-fall
echoed, and whose walls were roughly painted with subjects indicatory ofthe seviere superstiions of the place, tending to inspire melanchaly awe. Eliena’s hope of pity
vanished as her eyes glanced over these symbaois of the disposition of the inhabitants, and on the countenance of the nun characterised by a gloomy malignity, which seemed
ready to inflict upon others some portion of the unhappiness she herself suffered. As she glided forward, with soundless step, her white drapery, flioating along these solemn
avenues, and her hollow features touched with the mingled light and shadow which the partial rays of a taper she held occasioned, she seemed ke a spectre newly risen from
the grave, ratherthana living being. These passages terminated in the parour of the Abbess, where the nun paused, and, lurning to Efena, said, "It is the hour of vespers; you
will wait here till our lady of the convent leaves the church; she would speak with you."

"To what saint is the convent dedicated,” said Eliena, "and who, sister, presides over {17°

The nun gave no reply, and after having eyed the forforn stranger for & moment, with inquisitive ill-nature, guitted the room. The unhappy Elléna had not been left long to her own
refiections, when the Abbess appeared; a stately lady, apparently occupied with opinions of her own importance. and prepared to receive her guest with rigour and
supercilious haughtiness. This Abbess, who was herself a woman of some distinction, believed thatof all possible crimes, next to that of sacrilege, offences against persons of
rank were least pardonabie. It is not surprising, therefore, that, supposing Eliena, a young woman of no family, to have sought clandestinely to unite herself with the noble house
of Vivaldi, she should fee! for her, not only disdain, but indignation. and that she shoud readily consent, not only to punish the offender, but at the same time, to afford means of
presenving the ancient dignity of the offended.

"| understand,” said the Abbess, on whose appearance the alarmed Ellena had arisen, "l understand,” said she, without making any signal for her fo be seated, "that you are
the young personwho is amved from Maples.”

“Myname is Ellena di Rosalba " said her auditor, recovering some degree of courage from the manner which was designed to depress her.

"| know nothing of your name." replied the Superior; "l am informed only that you are sent here to acquire a knowiedge of yourself and of your duties, Till the period shall be
passed, for which you are given into my charge, | shall scrupulously observe the obligations of the troublesome office, which my regard for the honour of a noble family, has
induced me to undertake "

By these words, the author and the motives of this extraordinary transaction were at once revealed to Ellena, who was for some moments almost overwhelmed by the sudden
horrors that gathered on her mind, and stood silent and motionless. Fear, shame, and indignation, afternately assailed her, and the sting of offended honowr, onbeing
suspected, and thus accused of having voluntarily disturbed the tranguillity, and sought the aliance of any family, and especially of one who disdained her, struck forcibly to her
heart, till the pride of conscious worth revived her courage and fortified her patience, and she demanded by whose will she had been tom from her home, and by whose
authority she was now delained, as it appeared. a prisoner.

The Abbess, unaccustomed to have her power opposed, or her words questioned, was for a moment too indignant to reply; and Ellena observed. but no longer with dismay,
the brooding tempest ready to burst over her head, "Ris | only, who am injured,” said she to herself, "and shall the guilty oppressor friumph, and the innocent sufferer sink under
the shame that belongs only to guill Mever will | vield to a weakness so contemptible. The consciousness of desenving wel will recall my presence of mind, which, permitting
me to estimate the characters of my oppressors by their actions, will enable me also to despise their power."

“| must remind you" said the Abbess, at length, "that the questions you make are unbecoming in your situation; and thal contriion and humility are the best extenuations of
error. You may withdraw.”

“Mest true " replied Ellena, bowing with dignity to the Superior, "and | most willingly resign them to my oppressors.”

Ellena forbore to make further enquiry or remenstrance, and perceiving that reproach would not only be useless, but degrading to herself, she immediately ocbeyed the mandate
of the Abbess, and determined, since she must suffer, to suffer, if possible, with firmness and dignity,

She was conducted from the pariowr by the nun who had admitted her, and as she passed through the refectory where the nuns, just refurned from vespers, were assembled,
theiringusitive glances, their smiles and busy whispers, told her, that she was not only an object of curiosity, but of suspicion, and that littte sympathy could be expected from
hearts, which even the offices of hourly devolion had not purified from the malignant envy, that taught them o exalt themselves uponthe humiliation of others,

The littie room, to which Ellena was led, and where_ to her great satisfaction, she was left alone, rather desenved the denomination of a cell than of a chamber, since, like those
of the nuns; it had oy one small latfice; and a mattress, one chair, and a table, with a crucifix and a prayer-book were all its furniture. Ellena, as she surveyed her melancholy
habitation, suppressed a rising sigh, but she coud not remain unaffected by recollections, which, onthis view of her altered state, crowded to her mind: nor think of Vivaldi far
away, perhaps for ever, and probably, even ignorant of her destination, without bitter tears. But she dried them. as the idea of the Marchesa obtruded on her thoughts, for other
emotions than those of grief possessed her. b was to the Marchesa that she especially attributed her present situation; and it now appeared, that the family of Vivaldi had not
only been reluctant, but absoiutely averse to a connection with hers, contrary to the suggestions of Signara Bianchi, who had represented, that it might be supposed only, from
their known character, that they would disapprove of the alliance, but would of course be reconciled to an event, which their haughtiest displeasure never could revoke. This
discovery of their absolute rejection awakened all the proper pride, which the mistaken prudence of her aunt, and her affection for Vivaldi had lulled to rest and she now
suffered the most acute vexation and remorse, for having yielded her consent to enter clandestinely into any family, The imaginary honours of so noble an aliance vanished,
when the terms of obtaining them were considered; and now, that the sound mind of Ellena was left o its own judgment, she locked with infinitely more pride and preference
upon the industrious means, which had hitherto rendered her independent, than on all distinction which might be reluctantly conferred. The consciousness of innocence, which
had supperted her in the presence of the Supenor, began fo falter. "Her accusation was parily just!” said Ellena, “and | deserve punishment, since | could, even for a moment,
submit to the humiliation of desiring an alliance, which | knew would be unwillingly conferred. But itis not yettoo late fo refrieve my own esteem by asserting my independence,
and resigning Vivaldi for ever, By resigning him! by abandoning him who loves me —abandoning him fo misery! Him, whom | cannot even think of without tears —to whom my
vows have been given —who mayclaim me by the sacred remembrance of my dying friend —him. to whom my whole heart is devoted! O! miserable aitemativel—that [ canno
longer act justly, but at the expence of all my fulure happiness! Justiyl And would it then be just to abandon him who is willing to resign every thing for me.—abandon him to
ceaseless sormow, that the prejudices of his family may be gratified?"

Poor Ellena perceived that she could not obey the dictates of a just pride, without such opposition fram her heart as she had never experienced before. Her affections were
now too deeply engaged to permit her to act with firmness, at the price of long-suffering. The consideration of resigning Vivaldi was so very grievous, that she could scarcely
endure to pause uponit for a moment yet, on the other hand, when she thought of his family, it appeared that she never could consent to make a part of it She would have
blamed the erroneous judgment of Signora Bianchi, whose persuasions had so much assisted in reducing her to the present altemative. had et the tenderness with which she
chenshed her memory, rendered this impossible. All, that now remained for her, was io endeavouw patiently to-endure present evils, which she could not conquer; for, to forsake
Vivaldi as the price of iberty, should liberty be offered her on suchterms, or to accept him in defiance of honourable pride, should he ever effect her release, appeared o her
distracted thoughts almost equally impracticable. But, as the probability of his never being able to discover her abode, returned to her consideration. the anguish she suffered
told how much more she dreaded to lose than to accept Vivaldi, and that love was, after all, the most powerful affection of her heart



CHAPTERVIL

"The bell then beating onel”
Shakespeare,

Vivaldi, meanwhile, ignorant of what had occumed at villa Altier, repaired as he had proposed, 1o Paluzzi, attended by his servant Paulo, It was deep night before he left
Maples, and 50 anous-was he to conceal himself from obsenvation, that though Paulo carmied atorch, he did not permit it to be lighted, till after he should have remained some
time within the arch-way, thinking it most prudent to watch a while insecret for his unknown adviser, before he proceeded to examine the fort,

His attendant, Paulo, was a true Neapolitan, shrewd, inquisitive, insinuating, adroit; possessing much of the spirit of intigue, together with a considerable portion of humour,
which displayed itself not so much in words, as in his manner and countenance, in the archness of his dark, penefrating eye, and in the exquisite adaptation of his gesture to his
idea He was a distinguished favourite with his master, who, if he had not humour himself, had a keen relish of itin others, and who certainly did possess wit, with all its lively
accompaniments, in an eminent degree. Vivaldi had been won by the naivelé and humour of this man, to allow him an unusual degree of familiarity in conversation; and, as
they now walked together towards Paluzz, he unfolded to Pauo as much of his former adventure there as he judged necessary to interest his curiosity and excite his vigilance.
The relation did both. Paulo, however, naturally :nuageuus was incredulous to supersiition of any kind; and, having quickly pe.rcewed that his master was not altogether
indisposed to attribute to a supernatural cause the extraordinary oocurences at Paluzz, he began, in his manner, to rally him; but Vivaidi was notin temper to endure jesting;
his mood was grave, even to solemnity, and he yielded, though reluctantly, to the awe which, at intervals, retumed upon him with the force of a magical spell, binding up all his
facuties to sternness, and fixing them in expectation. While he was nearly regardless of defenca against human agency, his servant was, however, preparing for that alone: and
very propery representad the imprudence of going to Palezi in darkness. Vivaldi observed that they could not watch for the monk othenwise than in darkness, since the forch
which lighted them would atso wamn him, and he had very particular reasons for watching before he proceeded to examine. He added, that afier a certain ime had elapsed, the
torch might be lighted at a neighbouring coltage. Paulo objected, thatin the meanwhile, the person for whom they watched might escape; and Vivaldi compromised the affair.
The torch was lighted, bit concealed within a hollow ofthe cliffs, that bordered the road, and the centinels took their station in darkness, within the deep arch, near the spot
where Vivaldi had watched with Bonarmo. As they did this, the distant chime of a convent informed Vivaidi that midnight was tumed. The sound recalied to his mind the words
of Schedoni, conceming the vicinity of the convent of the Black Penifents. o Paluzzi, and he asked Paulo whether this was the chime of that convent. Paulo replied that it was,
and that a remarkable circumstance had taught him to remember the Santa del Fianto, or Our Lady of Tears. "The place. Signor, would interest you " said Pauo; "for there are
some odd steries told of it, and | am inclined to think, this unknown monk must be one of that sociely, his conduct is so sirange.”

"You believe then, that | am willing to give faith to wonderiul stories " said Vivaldi, smiling, "Butwhat have you heard, that is so extraordinary, respecting this convent? Speak
low, or we may be discovered.”

“Why, Signor, the-story is not generally known," said Paulo in a whisper; "l half promised never to reveal it.”

“If you are under any promise of secresy,” interrupted Vivaldi, "I forbid you to tell this wonderful tale, which, however, seems somewhat too big to rest within your brain."
"The story would fain expand itseffto your's, Signor" said Paulo; "and, as [ did not absolutely promise to conceal it, 1am very willing to reveal it."

"Proceed, then." said Vivaldi: "but let me once more caution you fo speak low.”

"You are oheyed, Signor. You must know, then, Maestro, that it was on the eve of the festival of Sanfo Mareo, and about six years since"—

"Peace!l” said Vivaldi. They were silent but every thing remaining still, Paulo,-affer some time, ventured to procead, though ina yetlower whisper. "t was on the eve of the
Santo Marco, and when the tast bell had rung, that a person’—— He stopped again, for a nustling sound passed near him.

"You are toolate," said a sudden voice beside Vivaldi, who instanily recognized the thriling accents of the monk—"It s past midnight; she departad an hour ago, Look to your
steps!”

Though thrifled by this well-known voice, Vivaldi scarcely yielded to his feelings for a moment, but, checking the question which wolld have asked "who departed?” he by a
sudden spring, endeavoured to seize the infruder, while Paulo; in the first hummy of his alarm, fired a pistol, and then hastened for the torch, So certainly did Vivaldi believe
himself to have leaped upon the spot whence the woice proceeded, that onreaching it, he instantly extended his ams, and searching around, expected every moment to find
his enemy in his grasp. Darkness again baffied his attempt.

"You are known,” cried Vivaldi: "you shall see me atthe Santa dell Pianio! What, oh! Paulo, the torchi—the torch!™
Paulo, swift as the wind, appeared with it. "He passed up those steps in the rock, Signor; | saw the skirts of his garments-ascending!”

"Foliow me, then," said Vivaldi, mounting the steps. "Away, away, Maesko!" said Paulo, impatiently, "but, for Heaven's sake, name no more the convent of the Santa dell
Pianto; our ives may answer itl”

He followed to the terrace above, where \ivaldi, holding high the toreh, looked round for the monk. The place, however, as far a3 his eye could penetrate, was forsaken and
sitent. The glare of the torch eniightened only the rude walls of the citadel, some points of the cliff below, and some tall pines that waved over them, lzaving in doubtful gloom
many a recess of the ruin, and many a tangled thicket, that spread among the rocks beyond,

Do you perceive-any person, Paulo?" said Vivaldi, waving the torch in the-air to rouse the flame.

"Among those arches on the left, Signor, those arches that stand duskily beyond the citadel, | thought Isaw a shadowy sort of a figure pass. He might be a ghast, by his silence,
for aught | know, Maesko; but he seems to have a good mortal instinct in taking care of imself, and to have as swifta pair of heels to assist in carrying him off, as any Lazzaro
in Naples need desire”

“Fewer words, and more caution!” said Vivaldi, lowering the torch, and pointing it towards the quarter which Paulo had mentioned. "Be vigilant, and tread hghtly
"You are obeyed, Signor, but their eyes will inform them, though their ears refuse, while we hold a light to our own steps.”
"Peace, with this buffoonery!” said Vivaldi, somewhat stemiy, “follow in silence, and be on your guard.”

Paulo submitted, and they proceeded towards the range of arches, which communicated with the building, whose singular structure had formerly amested the attention of
Bonameo, and whence Vivaldi himself had retumed with such unexpected precipitancy and consternation.

On perceiving the place he was approaching, he suddenly stopped, and Paulo obsening his agitation, and probably not relishing the adventure, endeavoured to dissuade him
from further research: "For we know not who may irhabit this gloomy place, Signor, or their numbers, and we arg only two of us after alll Besides, Signor, itwas through that
doer, yander" and he pointed to the very spol whence Vivaldi had so fearfully issued; "through that door, that 1 fancied, just now, Isaw something pass.”

"Are you certain as tothis?" said Vivaldi, with increased emotion. "What was its form?”
"l was so dusky thereabout, Maestro, that | could not distinguish.”

Vivaldi's eyes were fixed upon the building, and a violent confiict of feelings seemed to shake his soul. A few seconds decided it "| will go on.” said he, "and terminate, at any
hazard, this state of intolerable aniety. Paulo, pause a moment, and cansider well whether you can depend on your courage, for it may be severely tried. If you ¢an, descend
with me in silence, and | wam you to be wary; if you cannot, | will go alone.”

"It is too late now, Signor, to ask myseif that question.” replied Paulo. with a submissive air. "and if 1 had not settied itlong ago, | shoud not have followed you thus far. My
courage, Signor, you never doubled before.”



“Come on then." said Vivaldi. He drew his sword, and entering the narrow door-way, the torch, which he had now resigned to Paulo, shewed a slone passage, that was,
however, interminable fo the eye.

As they proceeded, Paulo observed, that the walls were stzined in several places with what appeared fo be blood, but prudently forbore to point this out to his master,
obsening the strict injunction of sllence he had received.

Vivaldi stepped cautiously, and often paused to listen, after which he went on with a quicker pace. making signs only to Pauo to follow, and be vigilant The passage
temminated in a stair-case, that seemed to lead to vauits below. Vivaldi remembered the light which had formerly appeared there, and, as recollection ofthe past gathered on
his mind, he fautered in his purpose.

Again he'paused, looked back upon Paulo, but was geing forward, when Paulo himself seized his arm. "Stop! Signor,” said he in 2 low voice. "Do you not distinguish a figure
standing yonder, in the gloom?"

Vivaldi looked onward, and perceived. indistinctly, something as of human form, but motionless and silent. it stood at the dusky extremity of the avenue, near the stair-case. Its
garments, if garments they were, were dark; butits whole figure was so faintly traced to the eve, that it was impossible to ascerain whether this was the monk. Vivaldi took the
lgnt. and held it forward, endeavouring to distinguish the object before he ventured further; but the enquiry was useless, and, resigning the torch to Pado, he rushed on, When
he reached the head of the stair-case, however, the form, whatever it might be, was gone. Vivaldi had heard no foolstep. Pauio pointed out the exact spot where it had siood,
but no vestige of itappeared. Vivaldi calied loudly upon the monk, but he heard only the lengthening echoes of his own vioice revohing among the chambers below, and, after
hesitating a while on the head of the stairs, he descended.

Paulo had not followed down many steps, when he called out, "1t is there! Signor; | see itagainl and now it fiits away through the door that opers to the vaultsl”

Vivakdi pursued so swittly, that Paulo could scarcely follow fast enough with the light, and. as atlength he rested to take breath, he perceived mselfin the same spacious
chamber to which he had formerly descended. At this moment Paulo perceived his countenance change. "You are ill, Signor,” sald he. "In the name of our holy saint, let us quit
this hideous place. s inhabitants can be nothing good, and no good can come of our remaining here."

Vivaldi made ne reply; he drew breath with difficuty, and his eyes remained fixed on the ground, fill a noise, like the creaking of a heavy hinge, rose in a distant part of the vault,
Paulo turned his eyes, at the same instant, towards the place whence it came, and they both perceived a door in the wall slowly opened, and immediately closed again, as if
the person within had feared to bie discovered. Each believed, from the transient view he had of it, that this was the same figure which had appeared on the staircase. and that

itwas the monk himself. Reanimated by this befief, Vivaldi's nerves were instantly-rebraced, and he sprang to the door, which was unfastened, and yielded immediately to his
impetuous hand. "You shall not deceive me now," cried he, as he entered; "Paulo! keep guard at the door”

He looked round the second vault, in which he now found himsel, but no person appeared; he examined the place, and particularly the walls, without discovering any aperiure,

either of door or window, by which the figure could have quitted the chamber; a strongh-grated casement, placed near the roof, was all that admitisd air, and probably ight.
Vivaidi was astonished! "Have you seenany thing pass?” said he to Paulo.

"Nothing, Maestro.” replied the servant.

"This is almost incredible.” exclaimed Vivaldi; tis certain, this form can be nothing human!™

"if 5o, Signor,” observed Pauso, "why should it fear us? as surely it does; or why should it have fled?”

"That is not so certain,” rejoined Vivaldi; "it may have fled only to lead us into evil But bring hither the torch; here is something in the wall which | would examine.”

Paulo obeyed, It was merely a ruggedness in the stopes, nol the partifion of a door, that had excited his cuniosity, “This is inexplicable!” exclaimed Vivaldi, after a long pause.
“What motive could any human being have for thus tormenting me.”

"Or any being superhuman, either, my Signor?” said Paulo.

"| am warned of evils that await me.” continued Vivaldi, musing; "of events that are reguiarty fulfilled; the being who warns me, crosses my path perpetually, yet, with the cumning
of a demon, as constantly eludes my grasp, and baffles my pursuit! ftis incomprehensible, by what means he glides thus away from my eye, and fades, as ifinto air, at my
approachl He is repeatedly in my presence, yetis never tobe found!”

"It is most true, Signor," said Paulo, "that he is never fo be found, and therefore let me entreat you to give up the pursuit This place is enough to make one believe in the horrors
of purgatory! Letus go, Signor”

“What but spirit could have quitfed this vaull so mysteriously,” continued Vivaldi, not attending to Paulo; “what but spinl"—
"I would fain prove,” said the servant, "that substance can quit it as easily, |would fain evaporate thraugh that door myself.”

He had scarcely spoken the words, when the door closed, with a thundering clap that echoeed through all the vaulis; and Vivaldi and Paulo stood for a moment aghast! and then
both hastened to open it, and to leave the piace. Their constemation may be easily conceived, when they found that all their efforts at the door were ineffectual. The thick wood
was inlaid with solid bars of iron; and was of such unconguerable strength, that itevidently guarded what had been designed for a prison, and appeared o be the Keep or
dungeon of the ancient fort.

"Ah, Signor mic!” said Paulo, "if this was a spirit, 'tis plain he knew we were not 5o, by his luring us hither. Would we could exchange natures with him for a mormient; for | know
not how, as mere mortal men, we can ever squeeze ourselves out of this scrape. You must afiow, Maesfro, that this was not one of the evils he wamed you of, or, if he did, it

"Peace, good Signor Buffol” said Vivaldi; "a truce with this nonsense, and assist in searching for some means of escape.”

Vivaldi again examined the walis. and as unsuccessfully as before; but in one corner of the vault lay an object, which seemed to tefl the fate of one who had been confined here,
and to hint his own it was a garment covered with blood. Vivaldi and his servant discovered it atthe same instant and a dreadful foreboding of their own destiny fixed them, for
some moments, to the spol. Vivaldi first recovered himself, when instead of yielding to despondency -all his faculties were aroused to devise some means for escaping; but
Paulo’s hopes seemed buried beneath the dreadful vestments upon which he still gazed. "Ah, my Signorl™ said he, at length, in a faultering accent, “who shall dafe to raise that
garment? What if it should conceal the mangled body, whose blood has stained it!”

Vivaldi, shudderingly, turned to look on it again.

"t moves!” exclaimed Paulo; "I see it move!” as he said which, he started to the epposite side of the chamber. Vivald| stepped a few paces back, and as quickly returned;
when, determined to know the event atonce, he raised the gamment upon the point of his sword, and perceived, beneath, other remains of dress, heaped high together, while
even the floor below was stained with gore.

Believing that fear had deceived the eyes of Pauo, Vivaldi walched this horrible spectacle for some time, but without perceiving the least motion. when he became convinced,
that not any remains of life were shrouded beneath it -and that it contained only-aricles of dress, which had beionged fo some unforfunate person, who had probably been
decoyed hither for plunder, and afterwards mirdered. This belief, and the repugnance he falt to dwell upon the spectacle, prevented him from examining further, and he turned
away o a remote part of the vault. A conviction of his own fate, and of his servant's, filled his mind for a while with despair, It appeared that he had been ensnared by robbers,
tifl, as he récoliected the circumstances which had attended his enfrance, and the several peculiar occurrences connected with the arch-way, this conjecture seemed highly
improbable. kwas unreasonable, that robbers should have taken the rouble to decoy, when they might at first have seized him; still more so, that they would have perseverad
s0 long in the attempt; and most of all, that when he had formerly been in their power, they should have neglected their opportunity, and suffered him to leave the ruin
unmolested. Yet granting that all this, improbable as it was, were, however, possible, the solemn wamings and predictions of the mank, so frequently delivered, and so faithfully
fulfiled, could have no connection with the schemes of banditli. It appeared, therefore, that Vivaldi was notin the hands of robbers; or, if he were, that the monk, at least, had no
connection with them; yet it was certain that he had just heard the voice of this monk beneath the arch; that his servant had said, he saw the vestments of one ascending the
sleps of the fort; and that they had both reason, afterward. to beligve it was his shadowy figure, which they had pursued fo the very chamber where thay wene now confined.



As Vivaldi considered ali these circumstances, his pemplexity encreased. and he was more than ever inclined fo believe, that the form, which had assumed the appearance of a
monk, was something superhuman,

"ff this being had appeared onfy,” said he to himself, | should, perhaps, have thought it the perurbed spirit of him, who doubtiess has been murdered here, and that it led me
hither to discover the deed, that his bones might be removed to holy ground; bt this monk, or whatever it is, was neither silent, nor apparently anxious concerning himself, he
spoke only of events connected with my peace, and predicted of the fulure, as well as reverted to the past! If he had either hinted of himself, or had been wholiy silent, his
appearance, and manner of eluding pursuit, Is so exiraordinary, that | should have yielded, for once. perhaps, to the {ales of our grandfathers, and thought he was the spectre of
a murdered parson”

As Vivaldi expressed his incredulity, however, he returned to examine the garment once more, when, as he raised it, he observed, what had before escaped his notice, black
drapery mingled with the heap beneath; and, on fifiing this also on the point of his sword, he perceived part of the habiliment of a monk! He started at the discovery, as if he had
seen the apparition. which had so long been tempting his credulity. Here were the vest and scapulary, rent and stained with blood! Having gazed for a moment, he let them
drop upon the heap; when Pauo, who had been silently obsening him, exclaimed,

"Signort that shouid be the garment of the demon who led us hither. Is it a winding-sheet for us, Maesiro? Or was it one for the body he inhabited while on earthl”
“Neither, |frust” replied Vivaldi, endeavouring to command the perturbation he suffered, and turning from the spectacie; “therefore we will try once more to regain our liberty.”

This was a design, however, beyond his accomplishment; and, having again attacked the door, raised Paulo to the grated window, and vaciferated for release with his uimost
strength, in which he was very ably seconded by Paulo, he abandoned, for the present, all further attlempls, and, weary and desponding, threw himself on the ground ofthe
dungeon.

Paulo bitterly lamented his master's rashness in penetrating fo this remote spot, and bewailed the probability of their being famished.

"For, supposing, Signor, that we were not decoyed hither for plunder and butchery, and supposing that we are not surrounded by malicious spirits, which San Jantarnius forbid |
should take upon me to affirm is impossiblel supposing all this, Signor, yet still there remains almost a certainty of our being starved to death; for how is It possible that any
body canhear ourcries, in a place so remote from all resod, and buried, as one may say, under ground, as this is?"

"Thou art an excelent comforter,” said Vivaldi, greaning.
“Youmust allow; Signor, that you are even withme.," replied Pauo; "and that you are as excellenta conductor”

Vivaldi gave no answer, but lay on the ground, abandoned to agonizing thought. He had now leisure to consider the late words of the monk, and fo conjeciure, forhe wasina
mood for conjecturing the worst, that they not only aliuded to Ellena, but that his saying "she had departed an hour age.” was a figurative manner of telling that she had died
then. This was a conjecture which dispelled almost all apprehension for himself. He started from the ground, and paced his prison with quick and unegual steps; it was now no
longer a heavy despondency that oppressed him, but an acute anxiety that stung him, and, with the tortures of suspense, brought also those of passionate impatience and
harror concarning the fate of Ellera. The longer he dwell upon the possibility of her death, the more probable it appeared, This monk had already forewarnad him of the death
of Bianchi; and when he recollected the suspicious circumstances which had attended it, his temors for Ellena Increased, The more he yielded to his feelings, the more violent
they became, till, at length, his ungovemable impatience and apprehensions arose aimostto frenzy.

Paulo forgot, for a while, his own situation in the superior sufferings of his master, and now, at least, endeavoured to perform the offices of a comforter, for he tried to caim
Vivaidi's mind, by selecting the fairest circumstances for hope which the subject admitted, and he passed without noticing, or, if noticing, only lightly touched upon, the most
prominent possibilities of evil. His master, however, was insensible to all he said, till he mentioned again the convent del Pianto; and this subject, as it seemed connected with
the monk, who had hinted the fate of Ellena, Interested the unhappy Vivaldi, who withdrew awhile from his own refiections, to listen to a recital which might assist his
conjectures,

Paulo complied with his command, but not without reluctance. He looked round the empty vault. s if he feared that some person might be lurking in the obscurity, who would
averhear, and even answer him.

"We are tolerably retited here too, Signer,” said he, recollecting himself, "one may venture to talk secrets with litie danger of being discovered. However, Maestro, it is bestto
make mafters quite sure; and therefore, if you will please fo take a seat on the ground, | will stand beside you and relate ail | know of the convent of Our Lady of Tears, which is
not much after all"

Vivaldi, having seated himself, and bidden Paule do the same, the servant began in a low volce—"F was on the vigil ofthe Santo Marco, just after the last vesper-bell had
tolled—You never was at the Santa Mana del Fianto, Signor, or you would know what a gloomy old churchit has —It was ina confessional in one of the side aisles of this
church, and just after the last bell had ceased, thata person, so muffied up, that neither face nor shape could be distinguished, came and placed himselfon the steps of one of
the boxes adjoining the confessional chair, butif he had been as ainily dressed as yourself, Signor, e might have been just as well concealed, for that dusky aisie is lighted only
by one lamp, which hangs at the end next the painted window, excepl when the tapers at the shrine of San Antonio happen to be buming at the other extremity, and even then
the place is almost as gloomy, as this vault, Butthat is, no doubf, conirived for the purpase, that people may not blush for the sins they confess; and, ingood faith, this is an
accommodation which may bring more money to the poor's box, for the monks have a shrewd eve thatway, and™——

“You have dropt the thread of your story,” said Vivaldi.

“True, signor, let me recollect where Hostit—Oh af the steps of the confessional—the stranger knelt down upon them, and for some time poured such groans into the ear of
the confessor, as were heard all along the aisle. You are to know, Signor, that the brothers of Santa del Pianto are of the order of Black Penitents; and people who have more
sins than ordinary to confess, sometimes go there, to consuit with the grand penitentiary whatis to be done. Now it happened, that father Ansaldo. the grand penitentiary
himself, was in the chair, as is customary on the vigil of the Sante Marco, and he gently reproved the penitent for bewailing so loud, and bade him take comfort, when the other
replied only by a groan deeper than before, but it was nolt so loud, and then proceeded to confess. But what he did confess, Signor, | know not; for the confessor, you Know,
never must divulge, except, indeed, on very exraordinary occasions. t was_ however, something so very strange, and horrible, that the grand penitentiany suddenly quitted the
chair, and before he reached the cloisters he fell info strong conviisions. On recovering himself, he asked the people about him, whether the penitent, who had visited such a
confessional, naming it was gone; adding, that if he was still in the church, it was proper he should be detained. He described, althe same time, as well as he could, the sort of
figure he had dimly seen approaching the confessional just before he had received the confession, at recollecting which, he seemed ready to go off again into his comvulsions.
One of the fathers, who had crossed the aisle, on his way (o the cloisters, upon the first alarm of Ansaldo’s disorder, remembered that a person, such as was described, had
passed him hastily. He had seen a tall figure, muffled up in the habit of a white friar, giiding swiftly along the aisle, towards the door which opened into the outer court of the
carvent, but he was himself too much engaged to notice the stranger particularly. Father Ansaldo thought this must be the person; and the parter was summoned, and asked
whether he had observed such an one pass. He affirmed that he had not seen any person go forth from the gate within the [ast quarter of an hour; which might be true enough,
you know, Signor, if the rogue had been off his post. But he further said, that no one had-entered during the whole evening, habited in white, as the stranger was described lo
be: so the porter proved himse!fto be a vigilant watchman; for he must have been fast sleep too, or how could this personage have entered the convent and left it again,
without being seen by him!"

“Inwhite, was he?" said Vivaldi; “if he had been in black, Ishould have thought this must have been the monk, my tormentor.”
"Why, you know, Signor; that occurred to me before," ebserved Paulo, "and a man might easily change his dress, if that were all"
“Proceed,” said Vivaidi.

“Hearing this account from the porter,” continued Paulo, "the fathers belleved, one and all, that the stranger must be secreted within the walis; and the convent, with every part of
the precincts, was searched; but no person was found!”

"This must certainly be the monk." said Vivaldi, "notwithstanding the difference ofhis habit there surely cannot be two beings inthe world, who would conduct themselves in this
same mysterious manner”

He was interrupted by a low sound, which seemed, to his distracted fancy, to proceed from a dying person Paulo aiso heard it he started, and they both listened with intense
and almost intolerable expectation.



"Ahl" said Paulo, at length, "it was only the wind."

"It was no more,” said Vivaldi; "proceed therefore.”

"From the period of this strange confession," resumed Paulo, "Father Ansaldo was never properly himself, he"—
"Doubtiess the crime conféssed related to himself" ohserved Vivaldi,

"Why, no, Signor, | never heard that that was the case; and some remarkable circumstances, which followed, seemed to prove it otherwise. About a month after the fime [ have
mentioned, on the evening of a sultry day, when the monks were retiring from the last senice”—

"Hark!" cried Vivaldi.

“| hear whispers,” said Paulo, whispering himself.

"Be stll" said Vivaldi.

They listened attertively, and heard @ murmuring, as of woices; but could not ascertain whether they came from the adjoining vault, or arose from beneath the one in which they
were, The sound returned at intervals; and the persons who conversed, whatever they were, seemingly restrained their volces, as if they feared to be heard. Vivaldi considered
whether it were better to discover himself, and call for assistance, or to remain still,

"Remember, Signor,” said Paulo, "what a chance we have of being starved, unless we venture to discover curselves to these people. or whatever they are "

"Venturel" exclaimed Vivaldi. "What has such a wretch as | to do with fear? O, Eflena, Ellenal”

He instantly called loudly to the person whom he believed he had heard, and was seconded by Paulo; but their continued vociferations availed them nothing; no answer was
returned; and even the indistinct sounds, which had awakened their-atiention, were heard no more.

Exhausted by their effarts. they kaid down on the flaor of the dungeon, abandoning all further attempts at escape till the morning light might assist them.

Vivaldi had no further spirits to enquire for the remainder of Paulo's narrative, Almost despairing for imself, he could not feel an interest conceming strangers; for he had
already perceived, that it couid not afford him information connecled with Eliena; and Paulo, who had roared himself hoarse, was very willing to be silent.



CHAPTERVIII.

Whe may she be that steals through yonder cloister,
And, as the beam of evening tints her veil,
Unconsciously discloses saintly features,

Inform'd with the high soul of saintly virtue?

During several days after Ellena’s arrival atthe monastery of San Stefano, she was not permitted to teave the room. The door was locked upon her, and notany person
appeared except the nun, who brought her a scanty portion of food, and who was the same, that had first admitted her into that part of the convent appropnated to the abbess.

On the fourth day, when, probably, it was believed that her spirits were subdued by confinement, and by her experience of the suffering she had to expect from resistance, she
was summoned to the parlowr. The abbess was alone, and the air of austerity, with which she regarded Ellena. prepared the latier to endure.

After an exordium on the heinousness of her offence, and the necessity there was for taking measures to protect the peace and dignity of 2 noble family, which her late conduct
had nearly destroyed; the abbess informed her, that she must determine either to accept the veil, or the person whom the Marchesa di Vivaldi had, of her great goodness;
selected for her husband,

"You never can be sufficiently grateful” added the abbess, "for the generosity the Marchesa displays, in allowing you a cholce on the subject. After the injury you have
endeavoured to infict upon her and her family, you could not expect that any indulgence would be shewn you, twas natural to suppose, that the Marchesa would have punished
you with severity; instead of which, she allows youto enter into our society. or, if you have not strength of mind sufficient fo enable you fo renounce a-sinful world, she permits
you fo return into |t and gives you a suitable pariner fo support you through its cares and toils—a pariner much more sutable to your circumstances than him, to whom you had
the temerity to lift your eye”

Ellena blushed at this coarse appealto her pride, and persevered in a disdainful silence. Thus to give fo injustice the colouring of mercy, and to acts most absolutely tyrannical
the softening tints of generosity, excited her honestindignation. She was not, however. shocked by a discovery of the designs formed against her, singe, from the moment of
her arrival at San Stefano, she had expected something terribly severe, and had prepared her mind to meet it with fortitude; for she believed, that, so supported, she should
weary the malice of her enemies, and finally tiumph over misforiune. f was only when she thought of Vivaldi that her courage failed, and that the injuries she endured seemed
too heavy to be long sustained,

"You are silentl” said the abbess, aftera pause of expectation. "ks it possible, then, that youcan be ungrateful for the generosity of the Marchesa? But, though you may at
present be insensible to her goodness, | will forbear to take advantage of your indiscretion, and will still allow you liberty of choice. You may retire to your chamber, to corsider
and to decide. But remember, that you must abide by the determination you shall avow; and, that you will be aflowed no appeal from the altematives, which are now placed
before you.—If you reject the veil, you must accept the husband whe is offered you."

"It Is unnecessary,” said Ellena, with an air of dignified franquillity, "that | should withdraw for the purposes of considering and deciding. My resclufionis already taken, and |
reject each of the offered alternatives, | will neither condemn myself to a clofster, or to the degradation, with which 1 am threatened on the other hand. Having said this, lam
prepared to meet whatever suffening vou shall inflict upon me; but be assured, that my own voice never shall sanction the evils to which | may be subjected, and that the
immartal love of justice, which fills ali my haart, will sustain my courage no less powerfully than the sense of what is due to my own character. You are now acquainted with my
sentiments and my resolutions; | shall repeat them no more."

The abbess, whose surprise had thus long suffered Ellena to speak, still fixed upon her a stern regard. as she said, "Where is it that you have leamed these heroics, and
acquired the rashness which thus prompts you to avow them!—the boldness which enables you to insult your Superior, a priestess of your holy religion, even in her sanctuary”

"The sanctuary is prophaned,” said Eflena, mildly, but with digrity; "it is become a prison. & is only when the Superior ceases to respect the precepts of that holy religion, the
precepts which teach her justice and benevolence, that she herself is no longer respected. The very sentiment which bids us revere its mild and beneficent laws, bids us also
rejectthe viclators of them: when you command me to reverence my religion, you urge me to- condemn yourself”

“Withdraw!"” said the abbess, rising impatiently from her chair; "your admonition, 50 becomingly delivered; shail not be forgotten.”

Ellena willingly obeyed, and was led back to her cell, where she sat down pensively, and reviewed her conduct Her judgment approved of the frankness, with which she had
agserted her nights; and of the fimness. with which she had reproved a woman, who had dared to demand respect from the very victim of her cruelty and oppression, She was
the-more satisfied with hersell, because she had never, for an instant, forgotten her own dignity so far, as to degenerate info the vehemence of passion, or to faulter with the
weakness of fear. Her conviction of the abbess’s unworthy character was too clear io allow Ellena to feel abashed in her presence; for she regarded only the censure of the
good, to which she had ever been as tremblingly alive, as she was obdurately insensibie to that of the vicious,

Ellena. having now asserted her resolutions, determined to avoid, if possible, all repetition of scenes like the last, and to repel by silence only, whatever indignity might be
offered her. She knew that she must suffer, and she resolved to endure. Of the three evils, which were placed before her, that of confinement, with all its melanchoty
accompaniments, appeared considerablyless severe, than either the threatened marriage, or a formal renunciation of the world; either of which would devote her. dunng life. to
misery. and that by her own act. Her choice, therefore, had been easy, and the way was plain before her. If she could endure with calmness the hardships which she could not
avoid, half their weight would be unfelt; and she now most strenuously endeavoured to attain the strength of mind, which was necessary to support such equanimity.

Forseveral days after the late intenview with the abbess, she was kept a close prisoner; but on the fifth evening she was permitted to attend vespers. As she waked through the
garden fo the chapel, the ordinary freshness of the open air, and the verdure of the frees and shrubs were luxuries to her, who had se long been restricted from the commen
blessings of nature. She followed the nuns to a chapel where they usually performed their devotions, and was there seated among the novices. The solemnity of the sendce,
and particularly of those parts, which were accompanied by music, touched all her heart. and soothed and elevated her spirit

Amang the voices of the chair, was one whose expression immediately fixed her attention, it seemed to speak a lofier sentiment of devotion than the others, and to be
modulated by the melancholy of an heart, that had long since taken leave of this word. Whether it swelled with the high peal of the organ, or mingled in low and trembling
accenis with the sinking chorus, Ellena felt that she understood all the feelings of the breast from which it flowed; and she looked to the galiery where the nuns were assembled,
to discover a countenance, that might seem to accord with the sensibility expressed inthe voice, As no strangers were admitted to the chapel, some ofthe sisters had thrown
back their veils, and she saw little that interested her in their various faces; but the figure and attitude of 3 nun, kneeling in a remote part of the gallery, beneath a lamp, which
threw its rays-aslant her head, perfectly agreed with the idea she had formed of the: singer, and the sound seemed to approach immediately from that direction. Her face was
concealed bya black veil, whose transparency, however, permitted the faimess of her complexion to appear, bul the air of her head, and the singulanty of her attitude, for she
was the only person who remained kneeling, sufficiently indicated the superior degree of fervency and penitence, which the voice had expressed.

When the hymn had ceased, she rose from her knees, and Ellera, soon after, obsening her throw back her veil, discovered, by the lamp, which shed its full ight upon her
features, a countenance, that instantly confirmed her conjecture. it was touched with a melancholy kind of resignation; yet grief seemed still to occasion the paleness, and the
air of languor, that prevailed over i, and which disappeared only when the momentary energy of devotion seemed to lift her spirit above this world, and to impart to it somewhat
of a seraphic grandeur, At those moments her blue eyes were raised towards Heaven, with such meek, vet fervent love, such sublime enthusiasm as the heads of Guido
sometimes display, and which rengwed, with Ellena, all the enchanting effects of the voice she had just heard,

While she regarded the nun with a degree of interest which rendered her insensible to every other object In the chapel. she fancied she could perceive the calmness in her
courtenance to be that of despair, rather than of resignation; for, when her thoughts were not elevated in prayer, there was frequently a fixadness in her look, too energetic for
comman suffering, or for the temper of mind, which may lead to perfect resignation. It had, howewver, much that attached the sympathy of Eflena, and much that seemed fo
speak a similarity of feeling. Ellena was not only soothed, butin some degree comforted, while she gazed upon her, a selfishness which may, perhaps; be pardoned, whenitis
considered, that she thus knew there was one human being. at least, in the convent, who must be capable of feeling pity, and willing to administer consolation, Ellena
endeavoured to meet her eye, that she might inform her of the regard she had inspired, and express her own unhappiness; but the nun was so entirely engaged by devotion,
that she did not sticceed,

As they left the chapel, however, the nun passed close by Ellena, who threw back her veil and fixed upan her a ook so supplicating and expressive, that the nun paused, and in
her tum regarded the novice. not with surprize oniy, but with a mixture of curiosity and compassion. A faint blush crossed her cheek, her spints seemed to faulter, and she was
unwilling to withdraw her eyes from Ellena: but it was necessary that she should continue in the procession, and, bidding her farewel by a smile of ineffable pity, she passed on



to the court, while Ellena followed with attenfion still fixed upon the sister, who soon disappeared beyond the door-way ofthe Abbess's apariment, and Ellena had nearly
reached her own, before her thoughts were sufficiently disengaged to permit her to enguire the name of the stranger.

"It is sister Olivia whom youmean, perhaps,” said her conductress.
"She is very handsome," said Ellena.
“Many of the sisters are so,” replied Margaritone, with an air of pigue.

“Undoubtedly” said Eliena; "butshe, whom I mean._ has a mosttouching countenance, frank, noble, full of sensibility; and there is a gentle melancholy in her eye. which cannot
but interest all who observe her.”

Ellena was so fascinaled by this interesting nun, that she forgot she was descnbing her to-a person, whose callous hear, rendered her insensible to the influence of any
countenance, except, perhaps, the commanding cne of the lady abbess; and to whom, therefore, a description of the fine fraits, which Ellena fell. was as unintelligible as would
have been an Arabic inscription

"She is passed the bloom of youth,” continued Ellena, still arxious to be understood; "but she retains all its interesting graces, and adds to them the dignity of'—
“If you mean that she is of middle age” interrupted Marganitone, peevishly, “itis sister Olivia you mention, for we are all younger than she s

Ellena, raising hér eyes almost unconsciously, as the nun spoke this, fixed them upon a face sallow, meagre, seemingly near fifty years an inhabitant of this world; and she
could scarcely suppress the surprize she felt on perceiving such wretched vanity lingering among the chilled passions of so repulsive a frame, and within the sequestered
shade of a cloister. Margaritone, still jealous of the praise bestowed on Ofivia. repelled all further enquiry, and, having attended Eflena to her cell, locked her up for the night

On the following evening Ellena was again permitted to attend vespers, and, on the way to the chapel, the hope of seeing her interesting favourite reanimated her spirits. In the
same part of the gallery, as on the preceding right, she again appeared, and kneeling, as before, beneath the lamp, in private orison, for the senice was not begun,

Ellena endeavoured to subdue the impatience she felt to express her regard, and fo be noticed by the holy sisfer, fill she shoud have finished. When the nun rose, and
observed Eliena, she fifled her veil, and, fixing on her the same enquiring eye, her countenance brightened into a smile so full of compassion and inteligence, that Ellena,
forgetting the decorums of the place, Isft her seat to approach her; it seemed as if the soul, which beamed forth in that smile, had long been acquaintzd with hers. As she
advanced, the nun dropped her veil, a reproof which she immediately understood, and she withdrew to her seat; but her atfention remained fixed on the nun during the whole
sanvice.

At the conclusion, when they left the chapel and she saw Clivia pass without neticing her, Ellena could scarcely restrain her tears: she returned in deep dejection to her room.
The regard of this nun was not only delightful, but seemed necessaryto her heart, and she dwelt, with fond perseverance, on the smile that had expressed so much, and which
threw one gleam of comfort, even through the bars of her prison.

Her reverie was soon interrupted by a light step, that approached her cell, and inthe next moment the door was unlocked, and Olivia herself appeared. Ellena rose with
emotion to meet her, the nun heid forth her hand o receive hers.

"“You are unused to confinement.” said she, curtsying moumfully, and placing on the table a fite basket containing refreshment, "and our hard fare"—

“| understand you,” said Ellena, with a look expressive of her gratitude; “you have a heart that can pify, though you inhabit these walls'—you have suffered too, and know the
delicate generosity of softening the somows of others, by any attention that may tell them your sympathy. O if| could express how much the sense of this affects mel"

Tears interrupted her. Olivia pressed her hand, looked steadily upon her face, and was somewnhat agitated, but she soon recovered apparent franquillity, and said, with a
serious smile, "You judge nghtly, my sister, respecting my sentiments, however you may do conceming my sufferings. My heartis not insensibie to pity; nor to you, my child. You
were designed for happier days than you can hope to find within these cloisterst”

She checked herself as if she had allowed too much, and then added, "But youmay. perhaps, be peaceful, and since it consoles you o know that you have a friend near you,
befieve me that fiend—but beleve it in silence. | will visil you when | am permitied—but do not enquire for me; and if my visits are shorl, do nol press me lo lengthen them.”

"How good this is!" said Ellena, in a faultering voice. "How sweet too itist you willvisitme, and | am pitied by youl"
"Hush!" said the nun, expressively, "'no more; |may be observed. Good night. my sister; may your slumbiers be Tightt”

Ellena's heart sunk, She had not spirits to say, "Good nightl" but her eyes, covered with tears, said more. The nun tumed her own away suddenly, and, pressing her hand in
silence, left the cell. Ellena, firm and tranguil under the insults of the abbess, was now melted into tears by the kindness of a friend, These gentle tears were refreshing to her
long-oppressed spints, and she indulged them. Cf Vivaldi she thought with more composure than she had done since she left the villa Alier; and something like hope beganio
revive inher heart, though refiection offered nothing to support it

Cn the following moming, she perceived that the door of her cell had not been closed. She rose impatiently, and, notwithout a hope of liberty, immediately passed it. The cell,
opening upon a short passage, which communicated wath the main building, and which was shutup by a door, was secluded, and almost insulated from every other chamber,
and this door being now secured. Ellena was as truly a prisaner as before. It appeared then, that the nun had omitted to fasten the cell only for the purpose of allowing her more
space to walk in the passage, and she was gratefud for the attention. Still more she was so, when, having traversed it, she perceived one extremity terminate in a narrow stair-
case, that appeared to lead to other chambers.

She ascended the winding steps hastily, and found they led only to a door, opening into a small room, where nothing remarkable appeared, till she approached the windows,
and beheld thence an hofizon, and a landscape spread below, whose grandeuwr awakenad al her heart. The consciousness of her prison was lost while hereyes ranged over
the wide and freely-sublime scene without. She perceived that this chamber was within a small turret, projecting from an angle of the convent over the walls. and suspended, as
in air, above the vast precipices of granite, that formed part ofthe mountain. These precipices were broken into ¢liffs. which, in some places, impended far above their base.
and, in others, rose, in nearly-perpendicular lines, to the walls of the monastery, which they supported. Ellena, with a dreadful pleasure, looked down them, flagged as they were
with larch, and frequently darkened by lines of gigantic pine bending along the rocky ledges, till her eye rested on the thick chesnut woods that exended over their winding
base, and which, soflening 1o the plains. seemed to form a gradation between the variegated cultivation there, and the awful wildness ofthe rocks above. Round these
extensive plains were tumpbled the mountains, of various shape and attitude, which Ellena had admired on her approach to San Stefano; some shaded with forests of olive and
almond trees, but the greater pat abandoned fo the flocks, which, in summer, feed on their aromatic herbage, and on the approach of winter, descend to the sheitered plains of
the Tavogliere df Puglia.

Onthe left openad the dreadful pass which she had traversed, and the thunder of whose waters now murmured at a distance. The accumulation of overtopping points, which the
mountains of this dark perspective exhibited, presented animage of grandewr superior to any thing she had seen while within the pass itseif.

To Eflena, whose mind was capable of being highly elevated, or sweetly socthed, by scenes of nature. the discovery of this little turmet was animportant circumsiance. Hither
she could come, and her soul, refreshed by the views it afforded, would acquire strength 1o bear her, with equanimity, thro' the persecutions that might await her. Here, gazing
upon the stupendous imagery around her, looking, as it wene, beyond the awful veil which obscures the fealures of the Deity, and conceals Him from the eyes of his creatures,
dwelling as with a present God in the midst of his sublime works; with a mind thus elevated, how insignificant would appear to her the transactions, and the sufferings of this
world! How poor the boasted powerof man, when the fall of a single cBff from these mountains would with ease desiroy thousands of his race assembled onthe plains below!
How wouid it avail them, that they were accoutred for battle, amed with alf the instruments of destruction that human invention ever fashioned? Thus man, the giant who now
held her in captivity, would shrink to the diminutiveness of a fainy; and she would experience, that his utmost force was unable to enchain her soul, or compel her to fear him,
while he was destitute of virtue.

Ellzna's attention was recalled from the scene without by a sound fram within the gallery, and she then heard a key turning in the door of the passage. Fearing thatit was sister
Margaritone who approached, and whe, informed by her absence of the consolatory turret she had discovered, would perhaps debar her from ever returning fo it, Ellena
descended with a palpitating hear, and found that nunin the cell Surprize-and severily were in her countenance, when she enguired by what means Ellena had unclosed the
door, and whither she had been



Ellena answered without any prevancation, that she had found the door unfastened, and that she had visited the trret above; but she forbore to exprass a wish to retum thither,
judging that such an expression would cerfainly exciude her in future, Margaritone, after sharply rebuking her for prying beyond the passage. and sefling down the breakfast she
had brought, left the room, the door of which she did not forget to secure. Thus Ellena was atonce deprived of so innocent a means of consolation as her pleasant turret had
afforded.

During several days, she saw only the austera nun, except when she attended vespers: where, however, she was so vigilantly observed, that she feared to speak with Olivia,
even by her eyes, Olivia's were often fixed upon her face, and with a kind of expression which Ellena. when she did venture to ook at her, could not perfectly interpret. it was not
anly of pity, but of anxious curiosity, and of something also like fear. A biush wolkd sometimes wander over her cheek, which was succeeded by an extreme paleness, and by
an air of such universal languor as precedes a fainting fit but the exercises of devotion seemed frequently to recal her fieeting spinits, and to elevate them with hope and
courage

When she left the chapel, Ellena saw Olivia no more that night; but on the following moming she camia with breakfast to the cell. A character of peculiar sadness was on her
brow.

"0l how glad | am to see you!” said Ellena; "and how much | have regretted your long absence! | was obliged to remember constantly what you had enjoined, to forbear
enquiring after you."

The nun-replied with a melancholy smile, "l come in obedience to our lady abbess," said she, as she seated herself on Ellena's matiress.
“And did you not wish to come?” said Ellena, mournfully.

“| did wish it,” replied Olivia; "buf'— and she hesitated.

“Whence then this reluctance?" enguired Ellena.

Clivia was silenta moment.

"You are a messenger of el news!" said Eliena; "you are only reluctant to afflict me ™

“Itis as you'say," replied Olivia; "l am only refuctant to afflict you, and | fear you have too many attachments to the word, to allow you to receive, without sorrow, what | have to
communicate. |am ordered fo prepare you for the vows, and to say. that, since you have rejected the husband which was proposed fo you, you are to accept the veil, that many
of the customary forms are 1o be dispensed with, and that the ceremony of taking the black veil, will follow without delay that of receiving the white one

The nun paused; and Ellena said, "You are an unwiling bearer of this cruel message; and | reply only fo the lady abbess; when | declare, that | never will accept sither, that force
may $end me to the altar, but thatit never shall compel me to Utter vows which my heart abhors; and if | am constrained o appear there, it shall be only to protest against her
tyranny, and against the form intended to sanclionit”

Ta Olivia this answer was so far from being displeasing, that it appeared to give her satisfaction.

“| dare not applaud your resolution,” said she; "but will not condemn it. You have, no doubt connections.in the world which would rendera seclusion from it afficting. You have
relations, friends, from whom it would be dreadful to part?”

“| have neither,” said Ellena, sighing.

“Mol Can that be possible? and yet you are so unwilling to retirel”

“| have only one friiend,” replied Ellena, "and itis of him they would deprive me!"

“Pardon, my love. the abruptness of these enquinies,” said Olivia; “yet, while | entreat your forgiveness. | aminclined to offend again, and to ask your name "

“That is a question | will readily answer. My name is Ellena di Rosalba."

“How?" said Olivia, with an air of deliberation; "Ellena di"—

"Di Rosalba." repeated her companion; "and permit me o ask your motive for the enquiry. do you know any person of my name?"

“Mo." relied the nun, mournfully, "but your features have some resemblance to those of a friend lonce had."

As she said this, her agitation was apparent, and she rose to go. “| must not lengthen my visit, lest | should be forbidden to repeat it,” said she. "What answer shall | give to the
abbess? i you are determined o reject the veil, allow me 1o advise you to soften your refusal'as much as possible, |am, perhaps, betfer acquainted with her characier than you
are; and O, my sister! | would not see you pining away your existence in this solitary cell”

"How much | am obliged by the interest you express for my welfare." said Efiena, "and by the advice you offer! | will vield my judgment inthis instance to yours; you shall
modulate my refusal as you think proper. but remember that it must be absoiute: and beware, lest the abbess should mistake gentleness for iresolution”

“Trust me, [will be cautious in all that relates to you,” said Qlivia. "Farewell! [will visit you, if possible, in the evening, In the mean ime the door shall be left open, that you may
have more air and prospect than this cell affords. That staircase leads fo a pleasant chamber.”

"| have visited it already," replied Ellena, "and have to'thank you for the goodness, which permitted me to do so. Te go thither will greatly soothe my spirits; if Ihad some-book,
and my drawing-instrument, | could almaost forget my somows there

"Could you 507" said the nun, with an affectionate smile. "Adieu | willendeavour o see you in the evening. If sister Margantone retums. be careful not to enquire for me; nor
ance ask herfor the litte indulgence Fgive you."

Olivia withdrew, and Ellena retired to the chamber above. where she lost fora while all sense of sormow amidst the great scenery, whichits windows exhibited.

Atnoon, the step of Margaritone summoned Ellena from her refreat, and she was surprised that no reproof followed this second discovery of her absence. Margaritone only
said, that the abbess had the goodness to permit Ellena to dine with the novices. and that she came to conduct her to their table.

Eflena did not rejoice in this pemmission, prefemng to remain in her solitary turret, to the being exposed to the examining eyes of strangers; and she followed dejectedly, through
the silent passages to the apartment where they were assembled. She was not less supnised than embarrassed o obsenve, in the manners of young people residing ina
convent, an absence of that decorum, which includes beneath its modest shade every grace that ought to adom the female character, like the veil which gives dignity to their air
and softness to their features. When Ellena entered the room, the eyes of the whiole company were immediately fixed upon her; the young ladies began fo whisper and smile,
and shewed, by various means, that she was the subject of conversation, not otherwise than censcrious. Mo one advanced o meetand to encourage her, fo webcome her to the
table, or still less display one of those nameless graces, with which a generous and deficate mind delights to reanimate the modestand the unforfunate.

Ellenatook a chair in silence; and, though she had at first felt forlom and embarassed by the impertinent manners of her companions, a consclousnass of innocence gradually
revived her spirits, and enabled her to resume an air of dignity, which repressed this rude presumption.

Ellena retumed to her cell, for the first time, with eagerness. Margaritone did not fasten the door of it, but she was carefulfo secure that of the passage: and aven this small
indulgence she seemed fo aliow with a surly reluctance, as if compelled to obey the command of a supenor. The moment she was gone, Ellena withdrew fo her pleasant turret,
where, after having suffered from the coarse manners of the novices, her gratitude was the mare fively, when she perceived the delicate atiention of her beloved nun. i
appeared that she had visited the chamber in Ellena's absence, and had caused to be brought thither a chair and a table, on which were placed some books, and a knot of
fragrant flowers, Ellena did not repress the grateful tears, which the generous feelings of Olivia excited; and she forbore. for some moments, to examine the books, that the
pleasing emotions she experienced might not be interrupted.



On looking into these books, however, she perceived, that some of them treated of mystical subjecits, which she laid aside with disappointment; but in others she observed a
few of the best falian poets, and a volume or two of Guicciardini’s history. Shewas somewhatl surprised, that the poets should have Tound their way fo the library of a nun, but
was oo much pleased with the discovery to dwell on the enquiry.

Having aranged her books, and set her fittie room in order. she seated herself al a window, and, with a volume of Tasso, endeavoured to banish every painful remembrance
from her mind. She continued wandering in the imaginary scenes of the poet, till the fading light recalied her to those of reality. The sun was set, but the mountain-tops were stil
highted up by his beams, and a tint of glorious purple coleured all the west, and began to change the snowy points on the horizon The silence and repose of the vast scens,
promoted the tender melancholy that prevailed in her heart, she thought of Vivaldi, and wept—of Vivakli, whom she might, perhaps, never see again, though she doubted not
that he would be indefatigable in searching for her. Every particuiar of their last comversation, when he had so eamestly lamented the approaching separation, even while he
allowed of its propriety, came to her mind; and, while she wilnessed, in imagination, the griefand distraction, which her mysterious departure and absence must have
accasioned him, the fortitude, with which she had resisted her own sufferings, yvielded to the picture of his.

The vesper-bell, at length, summoned her to prepare for mass, and she descended to her cell to await the amval of her conductress. It was Margantone, who soon appeared,
but inthe chape! she, as usual, saw Ofivia, who, when the senice had concluded, imvited her info the garden of the convent. There, as she walked beneath the melancholy
cypresses, fhat, ranged on either side the long waiks, formed a majestic canopy, almost excluding the evening telight, Olivia conversed with her on serious, but general, topics,
carefully-avoiding any mention of the abbess, and of the affairs of Ellena. The falter, anxious to learn the effect of her repeated rejection of the veil, vertured to make some
enquiries, which the nun immediately discouraged, and as cautiously checked the grateful effusions of her young friend for the attentions she had received

Qlivia accompanied Ellena to her cell, and there no longer scrupled to relieve her from uncertainty. With a mixture of frankness and discretion, she related as much of the
conversation, that had passed between herseff and the abbess, as it appeared necessary for Ellena to know, from which it seemed that the former was as obsiinate, as the
latter was firm,

“Whatever may be your reselution,” added the nun, “| eamestly advise you, my sister, to aliow the Superor some hope of compliance, lest she proceed to extramities.”
"And what extremity can be more temible.” replied Ellena, "than either of those, to which she would now urge me? Why should | descend to practice dissimulation?”
"To save yourself from undeserved sufferings,” said Olivia mourmnfully.

"Yes, but | should then incur deserved ones,” obsenved Ellena; "and forfeit such peace of mind as my oppressors never could restore to me." As she said this, she looked at the
nun with an expression of gentle reproach and disappointment.

"| applaud the justness of your senfiment,” replied Ofivia, regarding her with ienderest compassion, "Alas! that a mind so noble should be subjected to the power of injustice
and depravit!”

"Mot subjected " said Ellena, "do not say subjected. | have accustomed myselfto contemplate those suffenngs; | have chosen the least of such as were given to my choice, and
| will endere them with fortifude; and can you then say that lam subjected?”

"Alas, mysister! you know not what you promise,” replied Olivia; "you do not comprehend the sufferings which may be preparing for you™

As she spoke, her eyes filed with tears, and she withdrew them from Ellena, who, surprised at the extreme concern on her countenance, entreated she would explain herself.
"| am not certain, myseif, as to this point " said Ofivia; "and if| were, | should not dare to expiain it”

"Not dare!” repeated Ellena, moumfully. “Can benevolence ke yours knaw fear, when colrage is necessary o pravent evii?"

"Enguire no further!” said Clivia; but no blush of conscious duplicity stained her cheek. "Itis sufficient that you understand the consequence of open resistance to be terrible,
and that you consent to avoid IL”

“But how avoid it, my beloved friend, without incurring a consequence which, in my apprehension, would be yet more dreadful? How avoid it, without either subjecting myself io
a hateful marriage, or accepting the vows? Either of these events would be more temible to.me, than any thing with which | may be menaced.”

“Perhaps not" said the nun, "Imagination cannot draw the homors of— But, my sister, let me repeat, that | wouid save youl O, how willingly save you from the evils preparing}
and that the onfy chance of doing s0 is, by prevailing with you to abandon at least the appearance of resistance ”

“Your kindness deeply affects me," said Elena; "and | am fearful of appearing insensible of it, when | reject your advice, yet lcannot adopt it The very dissimulation, which |
shoud employ in sel-defence, might be a means of imvalving me in destruction”

As Ellena concluded, and her eyes glanced upon the nun, unaccountable suspicion occurred to her, that Olivia might be insincere, and that, at this very moment, when she was
advising dissimulation, she was endeavouring to draw Ellena into some snare, which the abbess had laid. She sickened at this dreadful supposition, and dismissed it without
suffering hersell to examine its probability. That Olivia, from whom she had received so many aftentions, whose countenance and manners announced so fair a mind, and for
whaom she had conceived so much esteem and affection, should be cruel and freacherous, was a suspicion that gave her more pain, than the actual imprisonment in which she
suffered; and when she looked again upon her face, Ellena was conscled by a clear conviction, that she was ufterly incapable of perfidy.

“If it were possible that | could consent to practise deceit,” resumed Ellena, after a leng pause, "what could it avail me? | am entirely in the power of the abbess, who would soon
put my sincerity to the proof, when a discovery of my duplicity would only provoke her vengeance, and | shoud be punished even for having sought to avoid injustice.”

"If deceit is-at any time excusable," replied Olivia, reluctartly, "it is when we praciise it in sefi-defence, There are some rare situations, when it may be resoried to without our
incuming ignominy, and yours is one of those. But | will acknowledge, that all the good | expect is from the delay which temporizing may procure you, The Superior, when she
understands there is a probability of obtaining your consent to her wishes, may be willing to allow you the usualtime of preparation for the veil, and meanwhile something may
accur to rescue you from your present situation.”

“Ahl could I but believe sol” said Ellena; "bul. alas! what power can rescue me? And | have not one relative remaining even to attempt my defiverance. To what possibility do
you allude?”

“The Marchesa may relent”

"Does, then, your possibility of good restwith her, my dear friend? If 0, lam in despair again; for such a chance ofbenefit. there would cerainly be litte policy in forfeiting one's
integrity."
"There are also other possibilities, my sister” said Olivia; "but hark! what bell is that? R is the chime, which assembles the nuns in the apartment of the abbess, where she

dispenses her evening benediction. My absence wil be observed. Good night. my sister. Reflect on what | have advised; and remember, | conjure you, to consider, that the
consequence of your decision must be solemn, and may be fatal”

The nun spoke this'with a look and emphasis so extracrdinary, that Eflena at once wished and dreaded to know more; but before she had recovered from her surprize, Olivia
had left the room.



CHAPTERIX.
—"He, like the terant
Ofsome night-haunted nan, bore an aspect
Of harror, worn 1o habitude

Mysterious Mother.

The adventurous Vivaldi, and his servant Paulo, after passing the night of Ellena’s departure from villa Altier in one of the subterranecus chambers of the fort of Paluzal, and
vielding, atfength, to exhausted nature, awoke interor and utter darkness, for the flambeau had expired. When a recoliection of the occurrences of the preceding evening
refurned, they renewed their efforts for liberty with ardour. The grated window was again examined, and being found to overlook oniy a confined court of the fortress, no hope
appeared of escaping.

The words-of the monk returnad with Vivaldi's first recoliections, Lo torture him with apprehension, that Eliena was no more; and Paulo, unable either to console or to appease
his master, sat down dejectedly beside him. Pauo had no longer a hope to suggest. or a joke to throw away; and he could not forbear seriously remarking, that to-die of hunger
was one of the most horrible means of death, or lamenting the mshness which had made them Hable to 50 sad a probability

He was in the midst of a very pathetic oration, of which, however, his master did not hear a single word, 30 wholly was his attention engaged by his own melancholy thoughts,
wher on a sudden he became silent, and then, starting to his feet, exclaimed, "Signor, whatis yonder? Do you see nothing?”

Vivaldi looked round.
"Itis certainly a ray of light," continued Paulo; "and Iwill soon know where it comes from.”

As he-said this he sprung forward, and his surprize almost equalied his joy when he discovered that the fight issued through the door of the vault, which stood a littie open. He
could scarcely believe his senses, since the door had been strongly fastened on the preceding night, and he had not heard its ponderous bolts undrawn. He threw it widely
open, but recollecting himself, stopped to look into the adjoining vault before he ventured forth; when Vivaldi darted past him, and bidding him foliow instantly, ascended fo the
day. The courts of the foriress were silent and vacant, and Vivaldi reached the arch-way without having observed a single person, breathless with speed; and scarcely daring o
befieve that he had regained his liberty.

Beneath the arch he stopped io recover breath, and to consider whether he should take the road to Naples, or to the villa Altieri, for it was yet early morning, and at an hour
when it appeared improbable that Ellena’s family would be risen The apprehension of her death had vanished as Vivald's spirits revived, which the pause of hesitation
sufficiently announced: but even this was the pause only of an instant; a strong arxiety concerning her determined him to proceed to the villa Altieri, notwithstanding the
unsuitableness of the hour, since he could, at least, reconnoitre her residence, and await till some sign of the family having risen should appear.

"Pray, Signor,” said Paulp, while his master was deliberating, "do not let us stop here lestthe enemy should appear again; and do, Signor, take the road which is nearest to
some house where we may get breakfast, for the fear of standing has taken such hold upon me, that it has nearly anticipated the reality of it already.”

Vivaldi immediately departed for the villa, Paulo, as he danced joyfully along, expressed all the astonishment that filled his mind, as to the cause of their late imprisonment and
escape; but Vivaldi, who had now leizure to consider the subject, cousd not assist him in explaining it. The only certainty that appeared, was, that he had not been confined by
robbers; and what interest any person could have in imprisoning him for the night, and suffering him to escape inthe moming, did not appear.

On entering the garden at Altieri, he was surprized to observe that several of the lower laftices were open at this early hour, bt surprize changed to terror, when, on reaching
the portico, he heard a moaning of distress from the hall, and when, after loudly calling, he was answered by the piteous cnies of Beatrice. The hall door was fastened, and,
Beatrice being unable to open it, Vivaldi, followed by Paule, sprang through one of the unclosed lattices; when on reaching the hall, he found the house-keeper bound fo a pillar,
and learmed that Ellena had been carred off during the night by armed men

Fora moment he was almost stupified by the shock of this intelligence. and then asked Beatrice a thousand questions concerning the affair, without allowing her time o answer
one of them, When, however, he had patience to listen, he leamed that the ruffians were four in number, that they were masked; thal two of them had camied Ellena through the
garden, while the others, after binding Beatrice to a piliar, threatening her with death if she made any noise, and watching over her till their comrades had secured their pnze,
left her a prisoner. This was all the information she could give respecting Ellena.

Vivaldi, when he could think coally, befieved he had discoverad the instigators and the design of the whole affair and the cause, also, ofhis tate confinement. it appeared that
Ellena had been camied off by order of his family, to prevent the intended mamiage, and that he had been decoyed into the fort of Paluzzi, and kept a prisoner there, to prevent
him from intercepting the scheme, which his presence atthe villa Altieri would effectually have done. He had himself spoken of his former adventure at Paluzz; and it now
appeared, that his family had taken advantage of the curiosity he had eipressed, to fead him into the vaults. The event of this design was the more cerlain, since, as the fort lay
in the direct road to the vilila Altier, Vivaldi could not go thither without being observed by the creaturss of the Marchesa, who, by an artful mancsuvre, might make him their
prisoner, without employing violence:

As he considered these circumstances, it appeared certain, akso, that father Schadoni was in truth the monk who had so long haunted his steps: that he was the secret adviser
of his mother; and one of the authors of the predicted misfortunes, which, it seemed, he possessed a teo cerain means of fuffiling. Yet Vivaldi, while he admitted the probability
of all this, reflected with new astonishment on the conduct of Schedoni, during his interview with him in the Marchesa’s cabinet—the air of dignified innocence, with which he
had repressed accusation the apparent simplicity, with which he had poinied out circumstances respecting the stranger, that seemed to make against himself, and Vivaldi's
opinion of the confessor's duplicity began to waver. "Yet what other person,” said he, "could be so intimately acquainted with my concems, or have an interest sufficiently strong
for thus indefatigably thwarting me, except this confessor, who is, no doubt, well rewarded for his perseverance? The monk ¢an be no other than Schedoni, vet it is strange that
he should have forbomn to disguise his person, and should appear in his mysierious office in the very habit he usually wears!"

Whatever might be the truth as to Schedoni, it was evidentthat Ellena had been carmed away by order of Vivaldi's family, and he immediately returned towards Naples with an
intention of demanding her at their hands, not with any hope of their compliance, but believing that they might accidentally affard him some lights on the subject If, however, he
sholid fail to obtain-any hint that might assist him in tracing the route she had been carried, he detemmined to visit Schedoni, accuse him of perfidy, urge him o a full
explanation of his conduct. and, if possible, obtain from him a knowledge of Ellena’s place of confinement.

When, at length, he obtained an intendew with the Marchese, and, throwing himself at his feel, supplicated that Ellena might be restored 1o her home. the unaffected surprize of
his father averwhelmed him with astonishment and despair. The look and manner of the Marchese could not be doubted; Vivaldi was convinced that he was absolutely ignorant
of any step which had been taken against Ellena.

“However ungraciously you have conducted yourself " said the Marchese, “my honour has never yet been sullied by duplicity, however | may have wished to break the umworthy
conngclion you have formed. | should disdain to employ artifice as the means, If you really design to marry this person, 1shall make no other effort to prevent such a measure,
than by tefling you the consequence you are fo expect—from thenceforth [ will disown you for my son”

The Marchese quitted the apartment when he had said this, and Vivaldi made no attempt to detain him, His words expressed lithe more than they had formerly done, yet Vivaldi
was shocked by the absolute menace now delivered. The stronger passion of his heart. however, soon overcame their effect; and this moment, when he began to fear that he
had irecoverably lost the object of his dearest affections, was not the time, in which he could long feel remoter evils, or calcuiate the force of misfortunes which never might
arrive. The nearer interest pressed solely upon his mind, and he was conscious.only to the loss of Ellena

The interview, which followed with his mother, was of a different character from that, which had occured with the Marchese. The keen dart of suspicion. however, sharpened as
itwas by love and by despair, pierced beyond the veil of her duglicity, and Vivaldi as guickly detected her hypocrisy as he had yielded his conviction to the sincenty of the
Marchese. But his power rested here; he possessed no means of awakening her pily or actuating her justice, and could notobtain even a hint, that might guide him in his
search of Ellena. )

Schedoni, however, yet remained to be tied; Vivaldi-had no longer a doubt as to his having cabalied with the Marchesa, and that he had been an agsrt in removing Ellena.
Whether he was the person who haunted the ruins of Paluzzi, still remained to be proved, for, though several circumstances seemed to declare that he was. others, notless



plausible, asserted the contrary,

On leaving the Marchesa's apariment, Vivaldi repaired to the convent of the Spirito Santo, and enquired for father Schedoni. The lay-brother who opened the gate, informed
him that the father was in his cell, and Vivaldi stepped impatiently into the court requesting to be shewn thither.

*| dare not leave the gate, Signor." said the brother, “but if you cross the court, and ascend that stair-case which you see yonder beyond the door-way on your right. it will lead
you to a gafiery, and the third door you will come to is father Schedoni's.”

Vivaldi passed on without seeing another human bieing, and not a sound disturbed the silence of this sanctuary, till as he ascendad the stairs, a fecble nole of lamentation
proceeded from the galiery, and he concluded it was uttered by some penitent at confession.

He stopped, as he had been directed, atthe third door, when, as he gently knocked, the sound ceased, and the same profound silence returned. Vivaldi repeated his
summons, but, receiving no answer, he ventured 1o open the door. In the dusky cell within no personappeared, but he still looked round, expecting to discover some one in the
dubious gloom. The chamber contained little more than a matiress, a chair, a table, and a crucific some books of devation were upon the table, one or two of which were
written in unknown characters, severalinstruments of torture lay beside them. Vivaldi shuddered as he hastily examined these, though he did not comprehend the manner of
their application, and he left the chamber, without noticing any other object, and returned to the court. The porter said, that since father Schedoni was net in his cell, he was
probably either in the church or in the gardens, for that he had not passed the gates during the moming,

"Did he pass yester-evening?” said Vivaldi, eageriy.
"Yes, he returned to vespers," replied the brother with surprize.
"Are you certain as fo that my friend?” rejoined Vivaldi, "are you certain that he slept in the convent last night?"

"Who is it that asks the question?” said the lay-brother, with displeasure, "and what night has he to make it? You are ignorant of the nules of our house, Signor, or you would
percelve such questions to be unnecessary, any member of our community is liable te be severely punished if he sleep a night without these walls, and father Schedoni would
be the last among us so fo trespass. He is one of the most pious of the brotherhood; few indeed have courage to imitate his severe example. His voluntary sufferings are
sufficient for a saint. He pass the night abroad? Go, Signor, yonder is the church, you will find him there, perhaps.”

Vivaidi did not linger to reply. "The hypocrite!” said he to himselfas he crossed to the church, which formed one side of the quadrangle; "but | will unmask him."

The church, which he entered, was vacant and silent like the court "Whither can the inhabitanis of this place have withdrawn themselhves?" said he; "wherever [ go, I hear only
the echoes of my own footsteps; it seems as ifdeath reigned here over alll But, perhaps, itis one of the hours of general meditation, and the monks have oniy refired to their
celis.”

As e paced the long aisles, he suddenly stopped to calch the startling sound that mumiured thraugh the lofty roof, but it seemed 1o be only the closing of a distant door. Yet he
often looked forward into the sacred gloom, which the painted windows threw over the remote perspeciive, in the expectation of perceiving a monk. He was not long
disappointed; a person appeared, standing silently in an obscure part of the cloister, cloathed in the habit of this society, and he advanced towards him,

The monk did not aveid Vivaldi, or even turn to observe who was approaching, but remained in the same attitude, fixed like a stalue. This tall and gaunt figure had, ata
distance, reminded him of Schedonl, and Vivaldi, as he now looked under the cowl, discovered the ghastly countenance of the confessor.

"Have |found you at last?" said Vivaldi. " would speak with you_ father. in private. This is not a proper place for such discourse as we must hold."

Schedoni made no reply, and \Vivaldi, once again looking at him, observed that his features were fixed, and his eyes bent towards the ground. The words of Vivaldi seemed not
to have reached his understanding, nor even to have made any impression on his senses,

He repeated them in a fouder tone, but still not a single line of Schedoni's countenance acknowiedged theirinfluence. "What means this mummery?” said he, his patience
exhausted, and his indignation aroused; "This wretched subterfuge shall not protect you, you are delected, your stratagems are known! Restore Ellena di Resalba o her home,
or confess where you have concealed her."

Schedoni was still silent and unmoved. A respect for his age and profession withheld Vivaldi from seizing and compefling him to answer, but the agony of impatience and
indignation which he suffered, formed a stnking contrastto the death-ike apathy of the monk. "I now also know you” continued Vivaidi, "for my tormentor at Paluzzi, the prophet
of evils, which you too well practised the means of fulfiling, the predictor of the death of Signora Bianchi." Schedani frowned. "The forewamer of Eliena’s depariure; the
phantom who decoyed me into the dungeons of Paluzzi; the prophet and the artificer of all my misfortunes.”

The monk raised his eyes from the ground, and fixed them with terble expression upon Vivaldl, but was stilf silent.

"Yes, father," added Vivaldi, "I know and will preclaim you to the world. | will sirip you of the holy hypogrisy in which you shroud yourself; announce ta all your society the
despicable artifices you have employed, and the misery you have occasioned. Your character shall be announced aloud.”

While Vivaldi spoke, the monk had withdrawn his eyes, and fixed them again on the ground. His countenance had resumed its usual expression,

"Wretch! restore to me Ellena di Rosalba!” cried Vivaldi, with the sudden anguish of renewed despair. "Tell me at least, where she may be found, or you shall be compelied to
do so. Whiither, whither have you conveyed her?”

As he pronounced this in loud and passicnale accents, several ecclesiastics entered the cloisters, and were passing on to the bady of the church, when his voice arrested their
attention. They paused, and perceiving the singular attitude of Schedoni, and the frantic gesticulations of Vivaldi, hastily advanced towards them. "Forbear” said one of the
strangers, as he seized the cloak of Vivaldi, "do you not obsenve!”

"| abserve a hypocrite,” replied Vivaldi, stepping back and disengaging himsell, "l observe a destroyer of the peace, itwas his duty to protect I'—

"Forbear this desperate conduct,” said the priesl, "lest it provoke the just vengeance of Heaven! Do you not observe the holy office in which he is engaged?” pointing o the
monk, "Leave the church while you are permifted to do 5o insafely; you suspect not the punishment you may provoke.”

“| will not quit the spol fill you answer my enquines,” said Vivaldi to Schedani, without deigning even to look upon the priest, "Where, | repeat, is Ellena di Rosalba?

The confessor was still silent and unmoved. "This is beyond all patience, and all belief," continued Vivaldl. "Speak! Answer me, or dread what | may unfold. Yet silent! Do you
know the comvent def Pianto? Do you know the confessional of the Black Penitents?"

Vivaidi thought he perceived the countenance of the monk suffer some change. "Do you remember that temible night” he added, "when, onthe steps of that confessional, a tale
was told?"—

Schedoni raised his eves, and fixing them once more on Vivaldi, with a look that seemed intended to strike him o the dust, "Avauni!” cried he ina tremendous voice; "avaunt!
sacrilegious boyl Tremble for the consequence of thy desperate impieid”

As he concluded, he started from his position, and gliding with the silent swifiness of a shadow afong the cloister, vanished inan instant. Vivaidi, when attempting to pursue

him, was seized by the surrounding monks. Insensible to his sufferings, and exasperated by his assertions, they threatened, that if he did notimmediately leave the convent, he
should be confined, and undergo the severe punishment to which he had become liable; for having disturbed and even insulted-one of their holy order while performing an act of
penance.

“He has need of suchacts,” said Vivaldi; "but when can they restore the happiness his treachery has destroyed? Your order is disgraced by such a member, reverend fathers;
your'—

"Peace!" cried amonk, "he is the pride of our house; he is severe in his devolion, and in seff-punishment ternble beyond the reach of——EBut | am throwing away my



commendations, |am talking to one who is not permifted fo value or fo understand the sacred mysteries of our exercises.”
“Awaywith him to the Padre Abbatte!” cried an enraged priest "away with him to the dungeon!”

“Away! away!” repeated his companions, and they endeavoured to force Vivaldi through the cloisters. But with the hidden strength which pride and indignation lent him, he
burst from their united hold, and, quitting the church by another deor, escaped info the street

Vivaldi returned home ina state of mind that would have engaged the pity of any hear. which prejudice or self-interest had not hardened. He avoided his father, but sought the
Marchesa, who. friumphant in the success of her plan, was still insensible to the sufferings of her son.

When the Marchesa had been informed of his-approaching marriage, she had, as usual, consulted with her confessor on the means of preventing it, who had advised the
scheme she adopted, a scheme which was the more easily camied into effect, since the Marchesa had earlyinlife been acquainted with the abbess of San Stefano, and knew,
therefore, enough of her character and disposition fo confide, without hesitation, the management of this Important affair to her discretion. The answer of the abbess to her
proposal, was not merely acquiescent. but Zealous. and it appeared that she too faithfully justified the confidence reposed in her. After this plan had been so successfully
prosecuted, it was not to be hoped that the Marchesa would be prevailed upon fo relinquish it by the tears, the anguish, or all the varied sufferings of her son, Vivaldi now
reproved the easiness of his own confidence in having hoped it, and quitted her cabinet with a despondency that aimost reached despair.

The faithful Paulo obeyed the hasty summons of his master, but he had not succeeded Inobtaining Intelligence of Ellena; and Vivaldi, having dismissed him again on the same
enquiry, retired to his apartiment, where the excess of grief, and a feeble hope of devising some successfl mode of remedy, atternately agiated and detained him

In the evening, restiess and anwious for change, though scarcely knowing whither 1o bend his course, he left the palace, and stroied down to the sea-beach. A few fishermen
and Lazzaroni only were loitering along the strand, wailing for boats from St Lucia, Vivaldi, with folded arms, and his hat drawn over his face to shade his sormow from
observation, paced the edge of the waves, listening to their murmur, as they broke gently at his feet, and gazing upon their undutating beatty, while all corsciousness was lost
in mefancholy reverie concerning Etiena. Her late residence appeared at a distance, nsing over the shore. He remamberad how often from thence they had together iewed
this lovely scene! Is features had now lost their chamn, they were colourless and uninteresting, or impressed only moumful ideas. The sea fluctuating beneath the setting sun,
the long mole and its fight-house tipped with the last rays, ishermen reposing inthe shade, littie boats skimming over the smooth waters, which their cars scarcely dimpled;
these were images that brought to hés recoliection the affecting evening when he had last seen this picture from the villa Altier|, when, seated in the orangery with Ellena and
Bianchi, on the night preceding the death of the latter, Ellena herself had so solemnly been given to his care, and had so affectingly consented to the dying request of her
relative. The recollection of that scene came to Vivaldi with all the force of contrast, and renewed all the anguish of despair; he paced the beach with quicker steps, and long
greans burst from his heart. He accused himself of indifference and inactivity. for having been thus long unable to discover a single circumstance which might direct his search,
and though he knew not whither to go, he determined to leave Naples immediately, and retum no more to his father's mansion lillhe should have rescued Ellena.

Of some fishermen who were conversing together upon the beach, he enguired whether they could accommodate him with a boat, inwhich he meant to coast the bay; for it
appeared probable that Ellena had been conveyed from Altieri by water, to some fown or convent on the shore_the privacy and facility of such a mode of conveyance being
suitable to the designs of her enemies.

“| have but one boat, Signor” said a fisherman, “and that is busy encughin going to and fro between here and Santa Lucia; but my comrade, here, perhaps can senve you.
What Carlo, can you help the Signer to your little skiff? the other, | know, has enoughto do in the trade.”

His comrade, however, was toomuch engaged with a party of three or four men, who were listening in deep attention round him, to reply; Vivaldi advancing to urge the
question, was struck by the eagermess with which he delivered his narrabive, as well as the uncouthness of his gesticulation; and he paused a momert in attention. One of the
auditors seemed to doubt of something that had been asserted. "| tell you,” replied the narrator, "l used to camy fish there, two and three times a week, and very good sort of
people they were; they-have laid out many a ducat with me in their ime. But as |was saying, when | got there_ and knocked upon the door, | heard, all of a sudden, a huge
groaning, and presently | heard the voice of the old house-keeper herself, roanng out for help; but | could give her none, for the door was fastened; and, while | ran away for
assistance fo old Barioli, you know old Bartoll, he fives by the road side as you go to Maples; well, while Iran to him, comes a Signar, and jumps through the window and sets
herat liberty at orice. So then, Iheard the whole story."——

“What story?” said Vivaldi, "and of whom do you speak?”

“Allin good time, Maestro, you shall hear," said the fisherman, who looking at him for a moment. added. “Why, Signor, it showld be you | saw there, you should be the very
Signor that let Beatrice loose”

Vivaldi, who had scarcely doubted before, thatit was Alien ofwhich the man had spoken, now asked a thousand questions respecting the route the rufians had taken Ellena,
but obfained no relief to his anxiety.

“| should not wonder,” said a Lazzaro who had been listening to the relation; “| shoud not wonder ifthe carriage that passed Bracelli early on the same moming, with the blinds
drawn up, though it was so hot that people could scarcely breathe inthe apen air, should prove to be it which caried off the ladyt”

This hint was sufficient to reanimate Vivaldi, who collected all the information the Lazzaro could give. which was; however, litle more than that a camage, such as he described,
had been seen by him, driving furiously through Bracelii, eary on the moming mentioned as that of Signora di Resalba's departure. Vivaldi had now no doubt as 1o its being the
ane which conveyed her away, and he detemmined to set outimmediately for that place, where he hoped to obtain fromthe post-master further intelligence conceming the road

she had pursued.

With this intention he refumed once more to his father's mansion, not 1o acquaint him with his purpose, or to bid him farewel, but to await the return of his servant Paulo, who he
meant should accompany him in the search. Vivaldi's spints were now animated with hope, slender as were the circumstances that supported it; and, believing his design to be
wholty unsuspected by those who would be disposed to interrupt it, he did not guard sither against the measures, which might impede his departure from Naples, or those
which might overtake him onhis jouney,



CHAPTER X.
"What, would'st thou have a serpentsling thee twice?"
Shakespeare,

The Marchesa, alarmed at some hints dropped by Vivaldi in the late interview between em, and by some circumstances of his latter conduct, summoned her constant
adviser, Schedoni. Still suffering with the insuit he:had received in the church of the Spinfo Santfo, he obeyed with sullen refuctance, yet not without a malicious hope of
discovering some cpportunity for retaliation. Thatinsult, which had pointed forth his hypocrisy, and ridiculed the solemn abstraction he assumed, had sunk deep in his heart,
and, fermenting the direst passions of his nature, he meditated a terrble revenge. It had subjected him'to modifications of various kinds. Ambition, it has already appeared,
was one of his strongest motives of action, and he had long since assumed a character of severe sanctity, chiefly for the purposes oflifing him to promotion. He was not
beloved in the society of which he was a member; and many of the brotherhood, who had laboured to disappoint his views, and to detect his errors, who hated him for his pride,
and envied him for his reputed sanclity, now gloned in the mortification he had received, and endeavoured to tumn the circumstance to their own advantage. They had not
scrupled already to display by insinuation and pointed sneers, their friumph, and to menace his reputation; and Schedoni, though he deserved contempt, was not of a temper lo
endure it

But above all, some hints respecting his past life, which had fallen from Vivaidl, and which occagioned him so abruptly to leave the church, alarmed him. So much terror,
indeed, had they excited, that it is not improbable that he would have sealed his secretin death, deveting Vivaldi to the grave, had he not been restrained by the dreaded
vengeance of the Vivaldi famify. Since that hour he had known no peace, and had never slept he had laken scarcely any food, 2nd was almost continually on his knees upon
the steps ofthe high alfar. The devotees who beheld him, paused and admired; such of the brothers as disliked him, sneered and passed on. Schedoni appeared alike
insensible to each; lost to this word, and preparing for a higher.

The torments of his mind and the severe penance he had obsenved, had produced a surprising change in his appearance. so that he resembled a spectre rather than a human
being. His visage was wan and wasted, his eyes were sunk and become negarly motiordess, and his whole air and attitudes exhibited the wild energy of something—not of this
earth

When he was summoned by the Marchesa, his conscience whispered this to be the consequence of circumstances, which Vivaldi had revealed: and, at first, he had
determined not to attend her; but, considenng that if it was so, his refusal would confirm suspicion, he resolved to trust once more to the sublilty of his address for deliverance.

With these apprehensions. lempered by this hope, he entered the Marchesa's closel She almost starled on observing him. and could notimmediately withdraw her eyes from
his aitered visage, while Schedonl was unable whollyto conceal the perturbation which such earnest observation occasioned. "Peace rest with you, daughter!” said he, and he
seated himself, without lifting his eyes from the floor.

“| wished to speak with you, father, upon affairs of moment” said the Marchesa gravely, "which are probably not unknown to you." She paused, and Schedoni bowed his head,
awailing in amdous expectation what was to follow.

"You are sllent, father" resumed the Marchesa. "What am | to understand by this?”

“That you have been misinformed,” replied Schedoni, whose-apt confidence betrayed his discretion,

"Pardon me," said the Marchesa, "lam too well informed, and should not have requested your visit if any doubt had remained upon mymind.”
“Signoral be cautious of whal vou credit,” said the confessor imprudently, "you know not the consequence of a hasty credulity.”

"Would that mine were a rash credulit” replied the Marchesa; "but—we are betrayed.”

“We? repeated the mork, beginning fo revive: "What has happened?”

The Marchesa informed him of Vivaldi's absence, and inferred from its length, for it was now several days since his departwe, that he had certainly discovered the place of
Ellena's confinement, as wellas the authors of it

Schedoni differed from her, but hinted, that the obedience of youth was hopeless, unless severer measures were adopted.
"Severer” exclaimed the Marchesa; "good father, is it not severe enough 1o confine her for life?"

"| mean severer with respect to yolr son, lady,” replied Schedoni, "When a young man has so far overcome all reverenca for an holy ordinance as publicly fo insult its
professors, and yet more, when thal professor is in the very performance of his duties, itis ime he should be confrolled with a strong hand. lam not in the practice of advising
such measures. but the conduct of Signor Vivaidi is such as calls aloud for them. Public decency demands it. For myself, indeed, | should have endurad patiently the indignity
which has been offered me, receiving it as a salutary merfification, as one of those inflictions that purify the soul from the pride which even the holiest men may uncensciously
chensh. But lam no longer permitted to consider myself, the public good requires that an example should be made of the homible impiety of which your son, it grieves me,
daughter, to disclose itl—your son, unworthy of such a mother! has been guilty.”

Itis evident that in the styie, atleast, of this accusation, Schedoni suffered the force of his resentment to prevail over the usual sublity of his address, the deep and smaoth
insinuation of his policy.

“To what do you allude, righteous father?" enquired the astonished Marchesa; "what indignity, what impiety has my son'to answer for? | entreat you will speak explicitly, that |
may prove | can lose the mother in the sirict severity of the judge.”

“That is spoken with the grandeur of sentiment, which has always distinguished you, my daughter! Strong minds perceive thal justice is the highest of the moral atiributes,
mercy is only the favourite of weak ones.”

Schedoni had a view in this commendation beyond that of confimning the Marchesa's present resolulion against Vivaldi. He wished to prepare her for measures, which nright
hereafler be necessary to accomplish the revenge he meditated, and he Knew that by flattering her vanity, he was maost likely to succeed. He praised her, therefore, for qualiies
he wished her to possess, encouraged her to reject general opinions by admiring as the symptoms of a superior understanding, the comvenient morality upon which she had
occasionally acled; and, calling sternness justice, extolled that for strength of mind, which was only callous insensibility,

He then described to her Vivaldi's late conduct in the church of the Spinlo Santo, exaggerated some offensive circumstances of it, invenied others, and formed of the whole an
instance of monstrous impiety and unprovoked insuft

The Marchesa listened to the relation with no less indignation than surprize. and her readiness to adopt the confessor's advice allowed him to depart wath renovated spirits and
most iumphant hopes.

Meanwhile, the Marchese remained ignorant of the subject of the conference with Schedoni, His opinions had formeny been sounded, and having been found decidedly
against the dark policy itwas thought expedient to practise, he was never aflerwards consulted respecting Vivaldi. Parental anxiety and affection began to revive, as the
lengthened absence of his son was observed. Though jealous of his rank. he loved Vivaidi, and, though he had never positively believed that he designed to enter into a sacred
engagement with a person, whom the Marchese considered to be so much his inferior as Ellena, he had suffered doubts, which gave him considerable uneasiness. The
present extraordinary absence of Vivaldi renewed his alarm. He apprehended that if she was discovered at this moment, when the fear of losing her for ever, and the
exasperafion, which such compiicated opposition occasioned, had awakened all the passions of his son, this rash young man might be prevailed upon to secure herfor his
own by the indissoluble vow. On the other hand. he dreaded the effect of Vivaldi's despair, should he fail in the pursult; and thus, fearing at one moment that for which he wished
inthe next, the Marchese suffered a tumult of mind inferior only to his son's,

The instructions, which he delivered to the servants whom he sent in pursuit of Vivaldi, were given under such distraction of thought, that scarcely any person perfectly
understood his commission; and, as the Marchesa had been careful to conceal from him her knowledge of Ellena’s abode, he gave no direction conceming the route fo San



Stefano.

While the Marchese at Naples was thus employed, and while Schedoni was forming further plans against Ellena, Vivaldi was wandering from village to vilage, and from fown o
town, in pursuit of her, whom all his efforts had hitherto been unsuccessful to recover. From the people at the post-house al Bracell, he had obtained litlle information that could
direct him; they only knew that a camiage, such as had been already descrbed to Vivaldi, with the blinds drawn up, changed horses there on the morning, which he
rememberad fo be that of Ellena’s departure, and had proceeded on the road to Morgagni.

When\Vivaldi arived thither, all trace of Ellena was lost. the master of the post could not recoliect a single circumstance connected with the travellers and, even if he had
noticed them, it would have been insufficient for Vivaldi's purpose. unless he had alse observed the road they followed; for at this place several roads branched off into
opposite quarters of the country, Vivaldi, therefore, was reduced to chuse one of these, as chance or fancy directed, and, as it appeared probable that the Marchesa had
conveyed Ellena to a convent. he determined to make enquiries at everyone on his way.

He had now passed over some of the wildest tracts of the Apennine, among scenes, which seemed abandoned by civilized societyto the banditti who haunted their recesses.
Yet even here amidst wilds that were nearly inaccessible, corvents, with each its small dependent hamlet, were scattered, and, shrouded from the world by woods and
mountains, enjoyed unsuspectedly many of its lwwries, and displayed, unnoticed, some of its elegance. Vivaldi, who had visited several of these in search of Ellena, had been
surprized at the refined courtesy and hospitality with which he was received.

It was on the seventhvday of his journey, and near sun-set, that he was bewildered in the woods of Rugieri. He had received a direction for the road he was to take at a village
some leagues distant, and had obeyed it confidently till now, when the path was lost in several fracts that branched out among the trees. The day was closing. and Vivaldi's
spirits began io fail, but Paulo, light of heart and ever gay, commended the shade and pleasant freshness of the woods, and observed, that if nis master did lose his way, and
was obliged to remain here for the night, it could not be so very unlucky, for they could ciimb up among the branches of a chestnut, and find a more neat and airy lodging than
any inn had yet afforded them.

While Patilo was thus endeavouring to make the best of what might happen, and his master was sunk in reverie, they suddenly heard the sound of instruments and voices from
a distance. The gloom, which the trees threw around, prevented their distinguishing objects afar off, and not-a single human being was visible, nor any trace of his arf, beneath
the shadowy scene, Theylistened to ascerain from what direction the sounds approached, and heard a chorus of voices, accompanied by a few instruments, performing the
EVening senvice.

“We are near a convent. Signor,” said Paulo, “isten! they are at their devotions.”

"t is as you say," replied Vivaldi; "and we will make the best of our way towards it"

"Well, Signor | must say, if we find as good doings here as we had at the Capuchin's, we shall have no reason to regret our beds al-fresco among the chestnut branches.”
“Do you perceive any walls or spires beyond the rees?" said Vivaldi, as he led the way.

“None. Signor,” replied Paulo; "yet we draw nearer the sounds, Ah, Signor! do you hear that note? How it dies away! And those instruments just touched in symphany! This is
not the music of peasants; a comvent must be near, tlm!..lgh we do not seeit”

Still as they advanced, no walls appeared, and soon after the music ceased, but other sounds led Vivaidi forward to a pleasant part of the woods, where, the trees opening. he
perceived a party of pilgrims seated on the grass. They were laughing and corversing with much gaiely, as each spread before him the supper, which he drew from his scrip;
while he, who appeared to be the Father-directorof the pilgrimage, sal with a jovial countenance inthe midst of the company, dispensing jokes and mery slories, and

ri‘(;ei'.ﬁ ng inretum a fribute from every scrip, Wines of various serts were ranged before him, of which he drank abundantly, and seemed not lo refuse any dainty that was
offered.

Vivaldi, whose apprehensions were now quieted, stopped to observe the group, at the evening rays. glancing along the skirts of the wood, threw a gleam upon their various
countenances, shewing, however, in each a spirit of galety that might have characterized the individuals of a party of pleasure, rather than those of a pilgrimage. The Father-
director and his flock seemed perfectly to understand each other, the Supenor willingly resigned the soemn austerity of his office; and penmitted the company to make
themselves as happy as possible, in consideration of receiving plenty of the most delicate of their viands; yet somewhat of dignity was mingled with his condescensions, that
compelied them to receive even his jokes with a degree of deference, and perhaps they laughed at them less for their spirit than because they were favors:

Addressing the superior, Vivaldi requested to be directed how he might regain his way. The father examined him for a moment before he replied, but observing the elegance of
his dress, and a certain air of distinction; and perceiving, also, that Pauko was his servant, he promised his services, and invited him to take a seat at his right hand, and
partake of the supper.

Vivaldi, understanding that the party was going his road, accepted the imitation, when Paule, having fastened the horses {o a free, soon became busy with the supper. While
Vivaldi conversed with the father, Pauo engrossed all the attention of the pilgrims near him; they declared he was the cleverest and the memiest fellow they had ever seen. and
often expressed a wish that he was going as far with them as to the shrine in 2 convent of Carmelites, which terminated their pilgrimage. When Vivaldi understood that this
shrine was in the church of a convent, partly inhabited by nuns, and that it was litte more than a league and a half distant, he determined to accompany them, for it was as
possible that Ellena was confined there as in any other cloister; and of her being imprisoned in some comvent, he had less doubt, the more he considered the character and
views of his mother. He set farward, therefore, with the pilgrims, and on'foot, having resigned his horse fo the weary Father-director.

Darkness closed over them long before they reached the village where they designed to pass the night, but they beguiled the way with songs and slories, now and then, only,
stopping at command of the Father, to repeat some prayer or sing a hymn. But, as they drew near a village, at the base of the mountain an which the shrine stood, they halted to
arrange themseles in procession; and the Superior having stopped short in the midst of one of his best jokes, dismounted Vivaidi's horse, placed himselfat their head, and
beginning a loud strain they proceeded in full chorus-of melancholy music.

The peasants, hearing their sonorous voices, came forth to meet and conduct them o their cabins, The village was already crowded with devotees, but these poor peasanis,
looking up lo them with love and reverence, made every possible contrivance to accommodate all who came; natwithstanding which, when Paulo soon after turned into his bed
of straw, he had more reasons than one fo regret his chestnut matiress.

Vivaldi passed an andous night waiting impatiently for the dawning of that day, which might possibly restore to him Ellena, Considering that a pilgrim's habit would not only
conceal him from suspicion, but allow him opportunities for obsenation, which his own dress would not permit, he employed Paulo to provide him one. The address of the
senvant, assisted bya single ducal, easily procured it and at an early hour he set forward on his enquiry.



CHAPTER XI.

Bring roses, viclets -and the cold snow-drop,
Beautiful in tears, to sirew the path-way
Of our saintly sister.

A few devotess only had begun to ascend the mountain, and Vivaldi kept aloof even from these, pursuing a lonely track, for his thoughtful mind desired solitude. The early
breeze sighing among the foliage, that waved high over the path, and the hollow dashing of distant waters, he listened to with complacency, for these were sounds which
soothed yet promoted his melancholy mood; and he sometimes rested to gaze upon the scenery around him, for this foc was in harmony with the temper of his mind.
Disappoiniment had subdued the wilder energy of the passions, and produced a solemn and loRy state of feeling; he viewed with pleasing sadness the dark rocks and
precipices, the gloomy mouniains and vast solitudes, that spread around him; nor was the convent he was approaching a less sacred feature of the scene, as ils gray walks
and pinnacles appeared beyond the dusky groves. "An! if it should enclose herl" said Vivaldi, as he caught a first glimpse of its hall. "Vain hope! Iwill not invite your illusions
again, I will not expose myselfto the agonies of new disappointment; [will search, but not expact Yet, if she should be there!"

Having reached the gates-of the convent, he passed with hasty steps into the court; where his emolion encreased as he paused a moment and looked round its silent cloisters.
The porter only appeared, when Vivaldi, fearful lest he should perceive him not to be a pilgnm, drew his hood over his face, and, gathening up his gamments still closer in his
folded arms, passed on without speaking, though he knew not which of the avenues before him led to the shrine. He advanced, however, towards the church, a stately edifice,
detached, and at some liltle distance, from the other parts of the convent. Its highly vaulted aisles, extending in twifight perspective, where a monk, or a pilgrim oniy, now and
then crossed, whose dark figures, passing without sound, vanished like shadows. the universal stillness of the place, the gleam of tapers from the high aitar, and of lamps;
which gave a gloony pomp to every shiing inthe church'—all these crcumstances conspired o impress a sacred awe upon his heart.

He followed some devotees through a side aisle to a court, that was overhung by a tremendous rock, inwhich wasa cave, containing the shrine of our Lady of Mount Carmel,
This court was enclosed by the rock, and by the choir of the church, except that fo the south a small opening led the eye fo a gimpse of the landscape below, which, seen
beyond the dark jaws of the cliff, appeared freg, and light, and gaily coloured, melting away into the blue and distant mountains.

Vivaldi entered the cave, where, enclosed within a fillgree screen of gold, lay the image of the saint, decorated with flowers and lighted up by innumerable lamps and tapers.
The steps of the shrine were thronged with kneeling pilgrims, and Vivaldi, to avoid singuarity, kneeled aiso; fill a high peal of the organ, at a distance, and the deep voices of
chonsters announced that the first mass was begun. He left the cave, and, returning into the church, leitered at an extremity of the aisies, where he listened awhile 1o the solemn
harmony peaiing along the roofs, and softening away in distance, kwas such full and entrancing music as frequently swells in the high festivals of the Sicilian church, and is
adapted to inspire that sublime enthusiasm, which sometimes elevates its disciples. Vivaldi, unable to endure long the excess of feeling, which this hammony awakened, was
leaving the church, when suddenly it ceased, and the tolling of a bell sounded in its slead. This seemed to be the knell of death, and it occurred to him, that a dying person was
approaching fo receive the lastsacrament; when he heard remotely a warbling of female voices, mingling with the deeper tones of the monks, and with the holiow note of the
bell, as it struck at intervals. So sweetly, so plaintively, did the strain grow on the air, that those, who listened, as well as those, who sung, were touched with sorrow, and
seemed equally io moum for a departing fiend,

Vivaldi hastened to the choir, the pavement of which was strewn with palm-branches and fresh flowers. A pall of black velvet lay upon the steps ofthe altar, where several
priests were silently attending. Every where appeared the ensigns of solemn pomp and ceremony, and in every cauntenance the stillness and observance of expectation.
Meanwhile the sounds drew nearer, and Vivaldi perceived a procession of nuns approaching from a distant aisie.

As they advanced, he distinguished the lady abbess leading the train, dressed in her pontifical robes, with the mitre on her haad; and well he marked her stately step, moving in
time to the slow minstrelsy, and the air of proud yet graceful dignity, with which she charactenzed herself. Then followed the nuns, according to their several orders, and fast
came the novices, carrying ighted tapers, and surrounded by other nuns, who were distinguished by a particular habit.

Having reached a part of the church appropriated for their reception, they arranged themselves in order, Vivaidi with a palpitating heart enquired the occasion of this ceremany,
and was told that a nun was going to be professed.

“You are informed, no doubl, brother," added the prior who gave him this intelligence, “that on the moming of our high festival, our lady's day, itis usual for such as devote
themselves to heaven, to receive the veil. Stand bye awhile, and you will see the ceremony.”

"What is the name of the novice who is now fo receive it?" said Vivaldi, in a voice whose tremulous accents betrayed his emotion.

The friar glanced an eye of scrutiny upon him, as he replied, "l know not her name, but if you will step a liltle this way, | wili point her out to you "

Vivaldi, drawing his hood over his face, obeved in silence,

"It Is she on the right of the abbess " said the stranger, "who lears on the am of a nun, she is coverad with a white veil, and is taller than her companions.”

Vivaldi observed her with a fearful eye, and though he did not recognise the person of Ellena, yet, whether it was that his fancy was possessed with her image, or that there was
truth in his surmise, he thought he perceived a resemblance of her. He enquired how long the novice had resided in the convent, and many other parbiculars, to which the
siranger either could not or dared not reply.

With what amdous solicitude did Vivaldi endeavour to look through the veils of the several nuns in search of Ellena, whom he believed the barbarous policy of his mother might
already have devoted fo the cloister! Witha solicitude sfill stronger, he tried fo catch a glimpse of the features of the novices, but their faces were shaded by hoods, and their
white veils, though thrown half back, were disposed insuch artful folds that they concealed them from obsenvation, as effectually a3 did the pendant lawn the features of the
nuns,

The ceremony began with the exhortation of the Father-Abbof, delivered with solemn energy; then the novice kneeling befare him, made her profession, for which Vivaldi
listened withintense attention, but it was delivered in suchlow and trembling accents, that he-could not ascertain even the tone. But during the anthem that mingled with the
ensuing part of the service, he thought he distinguished the voice of Ellena, that touching and wel-known voice, which in the church of San Larenzo had first attracted his
attention, He fistened, scarcely daring to draw breath, lest he should lose a note; and again he fancied her voice spoke in a part of the plainiive response defivered by the nuns.

Vivaldi endeavoured to command his emotion, and to await with patience some further unfolding of the truth; but when the priest prepared to withdraw the white veil from the
face of the novice, and thirow the black one over her, a dreadful expectationthat she was Ellena seized him, and he with difficulty forbore stepping forward and discovering
himself on the instant

The veil was at length withdrawn, and a very lovely face appeared, but not Ellena’s. Vivaldi breathed again, and waited with tolerable composure for the conclusion of the
ceremony; till, in the solemn strain that followed the putiing on of the black veil, he heard again the woice, which he was now convinced was her's. ts accents were low, and
mowniul. and tremulous, yet his heart acknowledged instantaneously their magic influence.

When this ceremony had concluded. another began; and he was told it was that of a noviciation. A young woman, supported by two nuns, advanced to thealtar, and Vivaldi
thought he beheld Ellena. The priest was beginning the customary exhortation, when she lifted her half-veil, and, shewing a countenance where meek somow was mingled with
heavenly sweetness, raised her blue eyes, ali bathed intears, and waved her hand as if she would have spoken—Rwas Ellena herself

The priest attempted to proceed.
“| protest in the presence of this congregation," said she sclemnly, “that |am brought hither to pronounce vows which my heart disclaims. | protest'——

A confusion of voices interrupted her, and at the-same instant she percelved Vivaldi rushing towards the altar. Ellera gazed for a moment, and then, stretching forth her
supplicating hands towards him, closed her eyes, and surk info the ams of some persons round her, who vainly endeavoured to prevent him from approaching and assisting
her. The anguish, with which he bent over her lifeless form, and called upon her name, excited the commiseration even of the nuns, and especially of Clivia, who was most
assiduous in efforts to revive her young friend.



When Ellena unclosed her eyes, and looking up, once more beheid Vivaldi, the expression. with which she regarded him, toid that her heart was unchanged, and that she was
unconscious of the miseres of imprisonment white he was with her, She desired to withdraw, and, assisted by Vivaldi and Ofivia, was leaving the church, when the abbess

ordered that she should be attended by the nuns only” and, retiring from the altar, she gave directions thal the young stranger should be conducted to the parlour of the convent.

Vivaldi, though he refused to obey an imperious command, yielded to the entreaties of Ellena, and 1o the gentle remonstrances of Clivia; and, bidding Ellena farewel fora
whife, he repaired to the parour of the abbess. He was not without some hope of awakening her to a sense of justice, or of pity, but he found that her notions of right were
inexorably against him, and that pride and resentment usurped the influence of every other feeling. She began her lecture with expressing the wamm friendship she had so long
chenshed for the Marchesa, proceeded to lament that the son of a friend, whom she s0 highly esteemed, should have forgotten his duty to his parents, and the cbservance due
to the dignity of his house, 5o faras o seek connection with a person of Eliena di Rosalba's inferior station; and concluded with a severe reprimand for having disturbed the
tranquillity of her convent and the deconum ofthe church by his intrusion.

Vivakdi listened with submifting patience to this mention of marals and decorum from a person, who, with the most perfect selff-applause, was violating some of the plainest
obfigations of humanity and justice; who had conspired io tear an orphan from her home, and who designed fo deprive her for life of liberty, with all the blessings it inherifs. But,
when she proceeded fo speak of Eliena with the caustic of severe reprobation, and to hirt at the punishment. which her public rejection of the vows had incurred, the patience
of Vivaidi submitted no longer, indignation and contempt rose high against the Superior, and he exhibited a porirait of herself in the strong colours of truth, But the mind, which
compassion could not persuade, reason could not appal; seffishness had hardened it alike to the influence of each; her pride only was affected, and she retaliated the
martification she suffered by menace and denunciation

Vivaldi, on quiting her apariment, had no other resowce than an application to the Abate, whose influence, atleast if not his authority, mightassuage the severity of her power.
Inthis Abate, a mildness of temper, and a gentieness of manner were qualiies of less value than is usually and deservedly imputed to them; for, being connected with
feeblenass of mind, they were but the pleasing merits of easy times, which in an hour of difficulty never assumed the character of virtues, by inducing him to serve those, for
whom he might feel. And thus, with a temper and disposition direclly opposite to those of the severe and violent abbess, he was equally selfish, and almost equally culpable,
since by permitting evil, he was nearly as injurious in s conduct as those who planned it Indolence and timidity, a timidity the consequence of want of clear perception,
deprived him of all energy of character; he was prudent rather than wise, and so fearful of being thought to do wrong that he seldom did right.

To Vivaldi's temperate representations and eamest entreaties that he would exert some authonty towards lberating Ellena, he listened with patience; acknowledged the
hardships.of her situation; lamented the unhappy divisions between Vivaldi and his family, and then declined advancing a single step in so delficate an affair. Signora di
Rosalba, he said, was in the care of the abbess, over whom he had no right of control in matters relative to her domestic concerns. Vivaldi then supplicated, that, though he
possessed no authority, he would, at least, intercede or remonstrale against so unjust a procedurs as that of detaining Ellena a prisoner, and assist in restoring herto the
home. from which she had been forcibly carmed.

"And this, again” replled the Abate, "does not come within my jurisdiction; and | make it a rule never to encroach upon that of another person.”

"And can you endure, holy father," said Vivaldi, "o witness a flagrant act of injusticeé and not endeavour to counteract it? not even step forward fo rescue the victim when you
perceive the preparation for the sacrifice?"

“| repeat, that | never interfere with the authority of others " replied the Supenor, "having asserted my own, | yield to them in their sphere, the obedience which | require in mine.”

“Is power then,” said Vivaldi, "the infallible test of justice? Is it morality to obey where the command is criminal? The whole world have a claim upon the fortitude. the active
fortitude of those who are placed as you are, between the alternative of confirmiing a wrong by vour consent, or preventing it by your resistance. Would that your heart expanded
towards that workd, reverend father™

"Would that the whole world were wrong that you might have the glory of sefting it rightl” said the Abate, smiling. "Young man! you are an enthusiast, and | pardon you. Youare a
knight of chivalry, who would go about the earth fighting with every body by way of proving your right te do goed; it is unforiunate that you are bom somewhat tog late.”

"Enthusiasm in the cause of humanity"— said Vivaldi, but he checked himseif, and despairing of touching a heart so hardened by selfish prudence, and indignant at beholding
anapathy so viclous in its consegquence, he left the Abate without other effort. He perceived that he- must now have recourse to further stralagem, a recourse which his frank
and noble mind detested, but he had already tried, without success, every other possibility of rescuing the innocent victim of the Marchesa's prejudice and pride.

Ellena meanwhile had retired to her cell, agitated by a vanety of considerations, and contrary emotions, of which, however, those of joy and tenderness were long predominant.
Then came anxiety, apprehension, pride, and doubl, to divide and torture her heart R was true that Vivaldi had discovered her prison, but, if it were possible, that he could
release her, she must consent bo quit it with him; a step from which a mind so rembiingly jealous of propriety as hers, recoiled with alarm, though it would deliver her from
captivity. And how, when she considered the haughty character of the Marchese di Vivaldi, the imperious and vindictive nature of the Marchesa, and, still more, their united
repugnance to a connection with her, how could she endure to think, even for a moment, of intruding herself into such a family! Pride, delicacy, good sense seemed to warn her
against a conduct so humiliating and vexatious in its consequences, and to exhort her to presenve her own dignity by independence; but the esteem, the friendship, the tender
affection, which she had cherished for Vivaldi, made her pause, and shrink with emations, of iitthe less than horror, from the eternal renunciation, which so dignified a choice
required. Though the encouragement, which her deceased relative had given to this attachment. seemed to impar to it a sacred character, that considerably soothed the
alarmed delicacy of Ellena, the approbation thus implied, had no power to silence her own objections, and she would have regretted the mistaken zeal, which had confributed
to lead her into the present distressing situation, had she revered the memory of her-aunt, or loved Vivaidi, less. Still, however, the joy, which his presence had occasioned, and
which the consciousness thal he was still near her had prolonged, was not subdued, though it was frequently obscured, by such anxious considerations, With jealowus and
indiscreet solicitude, she now recoliected every look, and the accent of everyword, which had told that his affection was undiminished, thus seeking, with inconsistent zeal, fora
conviction of the very tendemess, which buta moment before she had thought it would be prudent to lament, and almost necessary 1o renounce.

She awaited with extreme amdety the appearance of Olivia, who might probably know theresult of Vivaldi's conference with the abbess. and whether he was yet in the convent.

in the evening Olivia came, a messenger of evil, and Ellena, infarmed of the conduct ofthe abbess, and the consequent departure of Vivaldi, perceived all her cowage. and all
the half-formed resolutions, which a consideration of his family had suggested, faulter and expire. Sensible only of grief and despondency, she ascertained, for the first ime,
the extent of her affection and the severity of her situation, She perceived, also, that the Injustice, which his family had exercised towards her, absolved her from all
consideration of their displeasure, otherwise than as it might affect herseff; but this was a comviction, which it were now probably useless to admit,

Clivia not only expressed the tenderestinterest in her welfare, but seemed deeply affected with her situation; and, whether it was that the nun's misforfunes bore some
resemblance 1o Ellena’s, or from whatever cause, itis remarkable that her eyes were often filled with tears, while she regarded her young friend, and she betrayed so much
emotion that Ellera noticed it with surprise. She was, however, too deficate to hint any curiosity on the subject and too much engaged by a nearer interest, to dwell long upon
the circumstance.

When Olivia withdrew, Ellena retired to her turret, to soothe her spirits with a view of serene and majestic nature, a recourse which seldom failed to elevate her mind-and soften
the asperities of affliction. & was to her like sweet and solemn music, breathing peace over the soul—like the oaten stop of Milion's Spirit,

"Who with his soft pipe, and smooth-dittied song,
Well knew to still the wild winds when they roar
And hush the waving woods "

\While she sat before a window, obsenving the evening light beaming up the valley, and touching all the distant mountains with misty purple, a reed as sweet. though notas
fancifu, sounded from amang the rocks below. The instrument and the character of the strain were such as she had been unaccustomed to hear within the walls of San Stefano,
and the tone diffused over her spirits a pleasing melancholy, that rapt all her attention. The liquid cadence, as it trembled and sunk away, seemed fo tell the dejection of no
vulgar feelings, and the exquisite taste, with which the complaining notes were again swelied, almost comvinced her, that the musician was Vivaldi,

On looking from the tattice, she percenved a person perched on a point of the cliff below, whither it appeared almost impracticable for any human step to have climbed. and
preserved from the precipice only by some dwarf shrubs that fringed the brow. The twilight did not permit her immediately to ascertaln whether it was Vivaldi, and the situation
was so dangenous that she hoped it was not he. Her doubts were removed, when, looking up. he perceived Ellena, and she heard his voice.

Vivaldi had learned from a lay-brother of the convent, whom Paulo had bribed, and who, when he worked in the garden, had sometimes seen Ellena at the window, that she
frequented this remote turret; and, at the hazard of his life, he had now ventured thither, with a hope of conversing with her



Ellena, alarmed at his tremendous situation, refused to fisten to him, but he would not leave the spot till he had communicated a plan concerted for her escape, and. entreating
that she would confide herseifto his care, assured her she would be conducted wherever she judged proper. it appeared that the brother had consented fo assist his views, in
consideration of anample reward, and to admit him within the walis on this evening, when, in his pllgrim's habit, he might have an opportunity of again seging Ellena. He
conjured herto aftend, if possible, in the convent parour dunng supper, explaining, in a few words, the motive for this requestand the substance of the following particuiars:

The Lady-abbess, inobservance of the custom upon high festivals, gave a collation to the Padre-abate, and such of the priests as had assisted at the vesper sendce. A few
strangers of distinction and pilgrims were also to partake ofthe entertainments of this night, among which was included a conceri to be performed by the nuns. At the coliation
was to be displayed a profusion of delicacies, aranged by the sisters, who had been busy in prepaning the pastry and confectionary during several days, and who excelied in
these articles no less than in embroidery and other ingenious arts, This supper was to be giveninthe abbess's outer parour, while she herself, altended by some nuns of high
rank, and a few favourites, was to have a table in the inner apartment, where, separated only by the grate, she could partake of the conversation of the holy fathers The tables
were to be ornamented with artificial lowers, and a variety of other fanciful devices upon which the ingenuity of the sisters had been long employed, who prepared for these
festivals with as much vanily, and expected them to dissipate the gloomy monotony of their usual fife, with as much eagemess of delight, as a young beauty anticipated a first
ball.

On this evening, therefore, every member of the comvent would be engaged either by amusement or business, and o Vivaidi, who had been careful to inform himself of these
circumstances, itwould be easy, with the assistance of the brother, to obtain admittance, and mingle himself among the spectators, disguised in his pilgrim's habit He
entreated, therefore, that Ellena would contrive to be in the abbess's apartment this evening, when he would endeavour to convey to her some further particulars of the plan of
escape; and would have mules in wailing at the foot of the mountain, to conduct her to the villa Altieri, or to the neighbouring corvent of the Santa della Pieta. Vivaldi secretly
hoped that she might be prevailed with to give himyher hand on quitting San Stefano, but he forbore to mention this hope, lest it should be mistaken for a condition, and that
Ellena might be either reluctant to accept his assistance, or, accepling it, might consider herself bound to grant a hasty consent.

To his mention of escape she listened with varying emotion: at one moment attending to it with hope and joy, as promising her only chance of liberation from animprisonment,
which was probably intended to last for her fife. and of restoring her to Vivaldi: and at another, recoiling from the thought of departing with him, while his family was so decidedly
averse to their mamiage. Thus, unable to form any instant resoltion on the subject, and enfreating that he would leave his dangerous station before the thickening twilight
shoud encrease the hazard of his descent, Ellena added, that she would endeavour to obtain admiftance fo the apartment of the abbess, and to acquaint him with her final
determination. Vivaldi understood all the delicacy of her scniples, and though they afficted him, he honoured the good sense and just pnde that suggestad them

He lingered on the rock till the last moments of departing light, and then, with a heart fluttering with hopes and fears, bade Ellena farewe|, and descended; while she watched
his progress through the silent gloom, faintly distinguishing him gliding along ledges of the precipice, and making his adventurous way from cliff fo cliff, till the winding thickeis
concealed him from her view. Still anxous, she remained at the lattice, but he appeared no more; no voice announced disaster; and, atlength, she retuned to hercell, to
deliberate on the subject of her departure.

Her considerations were interrupted by Olivia, whose manner indicated something extraordinany; the usual tranguility of her countenance was gone, and an air of gnefmingled
with apprehension appeared there. Before she spoke, she examined the passage and looked round the cell. "R is as | feared " said she abruptly, "my suspicions are justified,
and you, my child, are sacrificed, unless it were possible for you to quitthe convent this night"

“What is it that youmean?” said the alarmed Ellena.

“| have just learned," resumed the nun, “that your conduct this moming, which is understood to have thrown a premeditated insult upon the abbess, is to be punished with what
they call imprisonment; alas! why should | soften the truth—uwith what | believe is deathitself, for who ever retumed alive from that hideous chamber!”

“With death!” said Ellena, aghast, "Oh, heavens! how have | deserved death?"

“That is not the question, my daughter, but how you may avoid it. Within the deepest recesses of our convert, is a stone chamber, secured by doors of iron, to which such of the
sisterhood as have been guilty of any heinous offence have, from time to time. been consigned. This condemnation admits of no reprieve; the unfortunate captive is leftto
languish In chains and darkness, receiving only an allowance of bread and water just sufficient to prelong her sufferings, till nature, at length, sinking under their inlolerable
pressure. obtains refuge in death. Our records relate several instances of such horrible punishment, which has generally been inflicted upon nuns, who, weary of the life which
they have chosen under the first delusions of the imagination, ar which they have been compelied to accept by the rigour or avarice of parents, have been detected in escaping
from the convent”

The nun paused, but Ellena remaining wrapt in silent thowught, she resumed: "One miserable instance of this seventy has occurred within my memory. |saw the wretched victim
enter that aparment—never more to quitit aive! Isaw, also, her paor remains laid at rest in the convent garden! During nearly two years she languished upon a bed of straw,
denied even the poor consolation of conversing through the grate with such of the sisters as pitied her, and who of Us was there that did nof pity herl A severe punishmert was
threatened to those, who should approach with any compassionate intention; thank God! lincured it and lendured it, also, with secret triumph.”

A gleam of satisfaction passed over Olivia’s countenance as she spoke this; it was the sweetest that Ellena had ever observed there. With a sympathetic emotion, she threw
herself onthe bosom of the nun, and wept for some moments they were both silent. Clivia, at length said, "Do you not believe, my child, that the officious and offended abbess
will readily seize upon the circumstance of your disobedience, as a pretence for confining you in that fatal chamber? The wishes of the Marchesa will thus surely be
accomplished, without the difficulty of exacting your obedience o the vows. Alas! | have received proof too absolute of her intention, and that to-morrow is assigned as the day
of your sacrifice; you may, pernaps, be thankiul that the business of the festival nas obliged her to defer exacuting the sentence even till to-momow.”

Ellena replied anly with a groan, as her head still drooped upon the shoulder of the nun; she was not now hesitating whether to accept the assistance of Vivaldi, but desponding
lest his utmost efforts for her deliverance should be vain,

Qlivia, who mistook the cause of her silence, added, "Cther hints | could give, which are strong as they are dreadful, but | will forbear. Tell me how itis possible Imay assist you,
| amwilling to incur a second punishment, in endeavouring to relieve a second sufferer.”

Ellena’s tears flowed fast atthis new instance of the nun's generosity. "But if they should discover you in assisting me to leave the convent” she said, ina voice convuised by
her gratitude —"Ol if they should discover youl"—

"| can ascertain the punishment,” Olivia replied with firmness, "and do not fear to meeatit"
"How nably generous this ist” said the weeping Ellena; "l ought not 1o suffer you to be thus careless of yoursef”

"My cenduct is not wholly disinterested,” the nun modesdly replied; "for Ithink | could endure any punishment with more fortitude than the sickening anguish of beholding such
suffering as | have witnessed. What are bodily pains in companisen with the siblie, the exquisite tortures of the mind! Heaven knows Ican supportmy own afflictions, but not the
view of those of others when they are excessive. The instrumenits of forture | believe | could endure, if my spirit was invigorated with the consciousness of a generous purpose,
bt pity louches upon-a nerve that vibrates instantly to the heart, and subdues resistance. Yes, my chlld the agony of pity is keener than any other, except that of remorse, and
even in remorse, it is, perhaps, the mingling unavailing pity, that points the sting. But, while | am indigéging this egotism, | am, perhaps. Increasing your danger of the suffering |
deprecate.”

Ellena, thus encouraged by the generous sympathy of Olivia, mentioned Vivaidi's purposed visit of this evening; and consulted with her on the probability of procuring
admiftance for herselfto the abbess's parour. Reanimated by this inteligence, Olivia advised her fo repair not only o the supper-room, but fo attend the previous concert, to
which several strangers would be admitted, among whom might probably be Vivaldi. When to this, Ellena objected her dread ofthe abbess's observation, and of the
immediate seclusion that would follow, Olivia soothed her fears of discovery, by offering her the disguise of a nun's veil, and promising not only to conduct her to the apartment.
but to afford her every possible assistance towards her escape.

“Among the crowd of nuns, who will attend in that spacious apariment,” Clivia added, "it is improbable you would be distinguished, even if the sisters were less occupied by
amusement, and the abbess were at leisure to scrutinize. As itis, you will hazard lite danger of discovery; the Superior, if she thinks of you at all, will believe that you are stilla
prisoner in your cell, but this is an evening of too much imporiance to her vanity, for any cansideration, distinct from that emotion, to divide her attention. Let hope, therefore,
support you, my child, and do you prepare a few lines to acquaint Vivaldi with your consent to his proposal, and with the urgency of your circumstances; you may, perhaps, find
an opportunity of conveying them through the grate.”

They were siill conversing on this subject when a particular chime sounded. which Olivia said summoned the nuns to the concert-room; and she immediately hastened fora



black vell, while Ellena wrote the few ines that were necassary for Vivakdi.

END OF THE FIRST VOLUME.




VOLUME Il. CHAPTERIL

That lawn conceals her beauty

As the thin cloud, just silver'd by the rays,

The trembling moon think ye ‘s shrouded from
The curious eye?

Wrapt in Olivia's veil, Efena descended to the music-room, and mingled with the nuns, who were assembled within the grate. Among the monks and pligrims without it, were
some strangers in the usual dress of the country, but she did not perceive any person who resembled Vivaldi; and she considered, that, if he were present, he would not venture
to discover himself, while her nun's veil concealed her as effectualy from him as frem the lady Abbess. It woukd be necessary, therefore, 1o seek an apportunity of withdrawing it
for a moment at the grate, an expedient, which must cerfainly expose her to the nolice of strangers.

On the entrance of the lady Abbess, Ellena’s fear of observation rendered her insensibie to every other consideration; she fancied, that the eyes of the Superior were
particularly directed upon herself. The veil seemed an insufficient pratection from their penetrating glances, and she almost sunk with the terror of instant discovery.

The Abbess, however, passed on, and, having conversed for a few momenis wilh the pade Abate and some visitors of distinction, took her chair; and the performance
immediately opened with one of those solemn and impressive airs, which the ftalian nuns know how to give with so much taste and sweetness. i rescued even Ellena fora
moment from a sense of danger, and she resigned herselfto the surrounding scene, of which the coup-d'cail was striking and grand. In a vaulted apartment of considerable
extent lighted by innumerable tapers, and where even the ornaments, though pompous, partook of the solemn character of the institution, were assembled about fifty nuns,
who. in the interesting habit of their order, appeared with graceful plainness. The delicacy of their air, and their beauty, softened by the lawn that thinly veiled it, were contrasted
by the severe majesty of the lady Abbess, who, seated on an elevated chair, apart from the audience, seemed the Empress of the scene, and by the venerable figures of the
father Abale and his aftendant monks, who were arranged without that screen of wire-work, extending the whole breadth of the apariment, which is called the grate, Near the
haoly father were placed the strangers of distinction, dressed in the splendid Neapolitan habit, whose gay colowring and airy elegance opposed well with the dark drapery of the
ecclesiastics; their plumed hats loflily overtopping the half-cowled heads and grey locks of the monks. Nor was the confrast of countenances less striking; the grave, the
austere, the solemn, and the gloomy. intermingling with the light, the blooming, and the debonaine, expressed all the vanous tempers, that render life a blessing or a burden,
and, as with the spell of magic, transform this world into a transient paradise or purgatory. Inthe back ground of the picture stood some plignms. with looks less joyous and
mare demure than they had worn on the road the preceding day; and among them were seme inferior brothers and attendants of the convent. To this part of the chamber Ellena
frequently directed her attention, but did not distinguish Vivaldi; and, though she had taken a station near the grate, she had not courage indecorausly to withdraw her veil
before so many strangers. And thus, if he even were inthe apartment, it was not probable he would venture to come forward,

The concert concluded without his having been discovered by Ellena; and she withdrew to the aparment, where the collation was spread, and where the Abbess and her
guests soon afier appeared. Presently, she observed a siranger, in a pilgrim’s habit, sfation himself near the grate; his face was parily muffied in his cloak, and he seemed to
be a spectator rather than a partaker of the feast.

Ellena, who understood this to be Vivaldi, was watchfulfor an opportunity of approaching, unseen by the Abbess, the place where he had fixed himself. Engaged in
conversation with the ladies around her, the Superior soon favoured Ellena's wish, who, having reached the grate, ventured to lift her veil for one instant. The stranger, letling his
cloak fall, thanked her with his eyes for her condescension, and she perceived, that he was not Vivaldi! Shocked at the interpretation, which might be given fo a conduct
apparently so improper, as much as by the disappointmert, which Vivaldi's absence occasioned, she was hastily retiing, when another siranger approached with quick steps,
whom she instantly knew, by the grace and spirt of his air, to be Vivaldi; but, determined not to expose hersell a second time to the possibility of a mistake. she awaited for
some further signal of his identity, before she discovered hersell. His eyes were fixed upon herin earnést attention for some moments, before he drew aside the cloak from his
face. But he soon did so,—and itwas Vivaldi himself.

Ellena, perceiving that she was known, did not raise herveil, but advanced a few steps towards the grate. Vivaldi there deposited a small folded paper, and before she could
venture to deliver her own billet, he had retired among the crowd. As she stepped forward to secure his lefter, she observed a nun hastily approach the spot where he had laid
it, and she paused. The garment of the Recluse wafted it from the place where it had been partly concealed; and when Eliena perceived the nun's foot rest upon the paper, she
with difficuity disguised her apprehensions:

A friar, who from without the grate addressed the sister, seemed with much eamestness, yet with a certain air of secresy, communicating some important inteligence. The
fears of Ellara wggasted that he had observed the action of Vivaldi, and was malung Kriown his suspicions, and she expected, every instant. 1o sees the nun [t up the paper,
and defiver it fo the Abbess

From this immediate apprehension, however, she was released when the sister pushed it gently aside, without examination, a circumstance that not less surprized than
relieved her. But, when the conference broke up, and the friar, hastily retreating among the crowd, disappeared from the apariment, and the nun approached and whispered the
Supenor, all her terrors were renewed. She scarcely doubted, that Vivaldi was detected, and that his lefter was designedly left where it had been deposited, for the purpose of
alluring her o betray herself. Trembling, dismayed, and almost sinking with apprehension she watched the countenance of the Abbess, while the nun addressed her, and
thought she read her own fate in the frown that appeared there.

Whatever might be the intentions or the directions of the Superior, no active measure was at present employed; the Recluse, having received an answer, relired quietly among
the sisters, and the Abbess resumed her usual manner. Ellena, however, supposing she was now cbserved, did not dare to seize the paper, though she believed it contained
momentous information, and feared that the Ume was now escaping. which might facilitate her deliverance. Whenever she venlured to look round, the eyes of the Abbess
seemed pointed upon her, and she judged fromthe posifion of the nun, for the veil concealed her face, that she also was vigilantly regarding her.

Above an hour had elapsed in this state of anxious suspense, when the collation concluded, and the assembly broke up; during the general bustie of which, Elena veniured to
the grate, and secured the paper. As she concealed it In her robe, she scarcely dared to enguire by a hasty glance whether she had been observed, and would have withdrawn
immediately to examine the contents, had she not perceived, at the same instant, the Abbess quitting the apartment. On looking round for the nun, Ellena discovered thatshe
was gone,

Ellena followed distartly inthe Abbess's traim; and, as she drew nearer to Olivia, gave asignal, and passed on to her cell. There, once more aione, and having secured the
door, she sat down to read Vivaldi's biliet, ning to command her impatience, and to understand the lines, over which her sight rapidly moved, when in the eagemess ofturning
over the paper, the lamp dropt from her trembling hand and expired. Her distress now nearly reached despair. To go forth into the convent for a fight was utterly impracticable,
since it would befray that she was no longer a prisoner, and not only would Olivia suffer from a discovery of the indulgence she had granted. but she herself would be
immediately confined. Her only hope rested upon Olivia’s amivalbefore it might be too late to practice the instructions of Vivaldi, if, indeed, they were still practicable; and she
listeped with intense solicitude for an approaching footstep, while she yet held, ignorant of its contents, the billet, that probably would decide her fate_ A thousand times she
urned about the eventful paper, endeavowred to trace the tines with her fingers, and to guess their impon, thus enveloped in mystery, while she experienced all the various
torture that the consciousness of having in her very hand the information on a timely knowledge of which her life, perhaps, depended, without being able to understand it; could
inflict

Presently she heard advancing steps, and a light gleamed from the passage before she considered they might be some ofher than Olivia's; and that it was prudent to conceal
the- bifiet she held. The consideration, however, came too lale to be acted upon; for, before the rustiing paper was disposed of a person entered the cell, and Ellena beheid her
friend. Pale, trembling, and silent, she took the lamp.from the nun, and, eagerly running over Vivaidi's note, learned, that atthe time It was written, brother Jeronimo was in
waiting without the gate of the nun's garden, where Vivaldi designed o join him immediately, and conduct her by a private way beyond the walls. He added, that horses were
stationed at the foot of the mountain, fo convey her wherever she should judge proper, and conjured her to be expedifious, since other circumstances, besides the universal
engagement of the Recluses, were at that moment particutarly favourable to an escape.

Eliena, desponding and appalied, gave the paperto Olivia, requesting she would read it hastily, and advise her how 1o act. R was now an hour and a half since Vivaldi had said,
that success depended upon expadition. and that he had probably watched at the appointed place: insuch an interval, how many circumstances might have occurred to
destray every possibility of a retreat, which it was certain the engagement of the Abbess and the sisters no longer favoured!

The generous Clivia, having read the billet, partook of all her young fiend's distress; and was as wiling, as Ellena was amdous, to dare every danger for the chance of
obtaining deliverance.



Ellena could feel gratitude for such goodness even at this moment of agonizing apprehersion. After a pause of deep consideration, Qlivia, said, "In every avenue of the convent
we are now iiabie 1o meet'some ofthe nuns; but my veil, though thin, has hitherto protected you, and we must hope it may still assist your purpose. it will be necessary, however,
to pass through the refectory, where such of the sisters as did not partake of the collation, are assembled at supper, and will remain 5o, till the first mattin calls them fo the
chapel. ifwe wait oll then, | fear it will be to no purpose to go at all”

Ellena's fears perfectly agreed with those of Clivia; and entreating that another moment might not be lost in hesitation, and that she would lead the way to the nun's garden, they
quitted the cell together.

Several of the sisters passed them, as they descended 1o the refectory, but without particulary noticing Ellena; who, as she drew near that alarming apartment, wrapt her veil
closer, and leaned with heavier pressure upon the arm of her faithful fnend. At the door they were met by the Abbess, who had been overiooking the nuns assembled at supper,
and missing Olivia had enguired for her. Ellena shrunk back to elude cbservation, and to letthe Superior pass; but Clivia was obliged to answer to the summaons. Having,
howewver, unveiled herself, she was permitted to proceed; and Eliena, who had mingled with the crowd that surrounded the Abbess, and thus escaped detection, followed Olivia
with faltering steps, through the refectory. The nuns were luckily too much engaged by the entertainment. at this moment, to look round them. and the fugitive reached,
unsuspected. an opposite door.

In the hall, to which they descended, the adventurers were frequently crossed by servants bearing dishes from the refectory to the kitchen; and, at the very moment when they
were opening the door, that led into the garden, a sister, who had observed them, demanded whether they had yet heard the maltin-bell, since they were going towards the
chapel

Temified at this critical inferruption, Ellena pressed Olivia's amm, insignal of silence, and was hastering forward, when the latter, more prudent, paused, and calmly answering
the question, was hen suffered to proceed,

As they crossed the garden towards the gate, Ellena’s anxiety lest Vivaldi should have been compelied to leave i, encreased so much, that she had scarcely power to proceed.
" if my strength should fail before 1 reach itl” she said softly to Olivia, "or if | should reach it too late!”

Olivia tried to cheer her, and pointed outthe gate, on which the mooniight fell; "Atthe end of this walk oniy,” said Olivia, "seel—where the shadows of the frees apen, is our
goal”

Encouraged by the view of it, Eflena fled with lighter steps along the aliey, but the gate seemed to mock her approach, and to retreat before her. Fatigue overtook her inthis
long aliey, before she could overiake the spot so andously sought, and, breathiess and exhausted, she was once more compefled to stop -and once mare in the agony of terror
exclaimed—"0, if my strength should fail before | reach itI—Q. if | should drop even while it is within my \iew."

The pause of a moment enabled her to proceed, and she stopped not again till she arived at the gate: when Olivia suggested the prudence of ascertaining who was without,
and of receiving an answer to the signal, which Vivaldi had proposed, before they ventured 1o make themselves known. She then struck upon the wood, and, in the anxious
pause that followed, whispering voices were distinctly heard from without, but no signal spoke in reply to'the nun's.

“We are betrayed!” said Ellena softty, "but | will know the worst atonce.” and she repeated the signal, when, to her unspeakable joy, it was answered by three smart raps upon
the gate, Olivia, more distrustil, would have checked the sudden hope of her fiend, Ul some further proof had appeared, that it was Vivaldi who waited without, but her
precaution came oo lale; a key already grated in the lock; the door opened, and two persons muffied intheir garments appeared at it Ellena was hastily retreating, when a
well-known voice recafied her, and she perceived, by the rays of a halFhooded lamp, which Jeronimo held, Vivaldi,

"0 heavens!” he exclaimed  in a wice tremulous with joy, as he took ner hand, "is it possible that you are again my ownl If you could but know whal | have suffered during this
last hour”—Then obsening Olivia, he drew back, till Elena expressed her deep sense of obligation to the nun,

"We have no ime to lose,” said Jeronimo sulienly, "we have stayed too long already. as youwill find, perhaps.”
"Farewel dear Eliznal” said Olivia, "may the protection of heaven never leave you!”

The fears of Ellena now gave way ta affeclionate sorrow, as, weeping on the bosom of the nun, she said "farewell O farewel, my dear, my tender friend! | must never, never see
you more; but | shall always love you, and you have promised, that | shall hear from you; remember the convent della Pietal”

“You should have settied this matter within" said Jeronimo, "we have been here these two hours already.”
“Ah Ellenal” said Vivaldi, as he gently disengaged her from the nun, “do | then hold only the second place in your heat?”

Ellena, as she dismissed her tears. replied with 2 smile more eloguent than words; and when she had again and again bade adieutto Olhvia, she gave him her hand, and
quitted the gate.

"It is moonlight " observed Vivakli to Jeronimo, "your lamp is useless, and may bietray us.”

"t will be necessary inthe church” replied Jeronimo, "and in some circuitous avenues we must pass, for | dare not lead you out through the great gates, Signor, as you well
know."

“Lead on, then” replied Vivaldi, and they reached one of the cypress walks, that extended to the church; but, before they entered it, Ellena paused and looked back to the
garden gate, that she might see Clivia once again The nun was still there, and Ellena perceived her faintly in the moonlight, waving her hand in signal of a last adieu. Ellena's
heart was full, she wept, and lingered, and refurned the signal, till the gentle violence of Vivaidi withdrew her from the spot.

“| envy your fiend those tears ” said he, "and feel jealous of the tenderness that excites them: Weep no more, my Ellena.”

“If you knew her worth,” replied Eliena, “and the obligations | owe her"—Her voice was lost in sighs, and Vivaldi only pressed her hand in silence.

As they traversed the gloomy walk, that led to the church, Vivaldi said, "Are you certain, father, that not any of the brothers are doing penance atthe shrines in our way?”
"Doing penance on a festival, Signor they are more ltkely, by this time, to be faking down the ornaments.”

“That would be equally unfortunate for us,” said Vivaldi; “cannot we avoid the church, father?”

Jeronimo assured him, that this was impossible; and they immediately entered one of its lonely aisles, where he unhooded the lamp, for the tapers, which had given splendour,
at an earfier howr, 1o the numerous shrines, had expired, except those at the high altar, which were so remote, that their rays faded into twilight long before they reached the part
of the church where the fugitives passed. Here and there, indeed, a dying lamp shot a tremulous gleam upon the shrine below, and vanished again, senving to mark the
distances in the long perspective of arches, rather than o enlighten the gloomy solitude; but no sound, not even of a whisper, stole along the pavemant.

They crossed to a side door communicating with the court, and with the rock, which enshrined the image of our Lady of mount Canmel. There, the sudden glare of tapers
issuing from the cave, alamed the fugitives, who had begun to retreat, when Jeronimo, stepping forward to examine the place, assured them, there was no symptom of any
person being within, and that lights burned day and night around the shrine.

Revived by this explanation, they foliowed into the cave. where their conductor opened a part of the wire-work enclosing the saint, and led them to the extremity of the vaLit, sunk
deep within which appeared a small door. While Ellena trembled with apprehension, Jeronimo applied a key, and they perceived, beyond the door, a namow passage winding
away into the rock. The monk was leading on, but Vivaldi, who had the suspicions of Efiena, paused atthe entrance, and demanded whither he was conducting them,

"To the place of your destinafion,” replied the brather, in a hollow voice; an answer which alammed Ellena, and did not satisfy Vivaldi, "| have given myself to your guidance " he
said, "and have confided to you whal is dearer to me than existence. Your life," pointing to the short sword concealed benealh his pilgrim's vest, "your ife, you may rely upon my
word, shall answer for your treachery. If your purpose-is evil pause a moment, and repent, or you shall not quit this passage alive.”

“Do you menace me!” replied the brother, his countenance darkening. "Of what senvice would be my death to you? Do you not know that every brother in the convent would rise



to avenge It

“| know only that | will make sure of ene traitor, if there be one," said Vivaldi, “and defend this lady against your host of monks; and, since you also know this, proceed
accordingly.”

At this instant it occurming to Ellena, that the passage inguestion probably led to the prison-chamber, which Ofivia had described as situated within some deep recess of the
convent, and that Jeronimo had cenainly betrayed them, she refised 1o go further, "If your purpose is honesl" said she, "why do you not conduct us through some dirsct gate of
the convent, why are we brought into these sublerraneous labyrinths?"

“There is no direct gate but that of the portal " Jeronimo replied, "and this is the only other avenue leading beyond the walls." "And why can we not go out through the portal?”
Vivaldi asked.

"Because itis besel with pilgrims, and lay brothers,” replied Jeronimo, “and though you might pass them safely enough. what is to become of the lady? But all this you knew
before, Signor, and was willing enough to trust me. then, The passage we are entering opens upon the cliffs, at some distance. | have run hazard enough already and will waste
no more time: s0 if you do not chuse to go forward, | will leave you, and you may act as you please.”

He concluded with a laugh of derision, and was re-locking the door, when Vivaldi, alarmed for the probable consegquence of his resentment. and somewhat re-assured by the
indifflerence he discovered as to their pursuing the avenue or not, endeavoured to appease him, as well as to encowrage Ellena; and he succeeded in both.

As he followed in silence through the gloomy passage, his doubts were, however, notso wholly vanguished, but that he was prepared for attack, and while he supported Ellena
with one hand. he held his sword inthe other.

The avenue was of considerable length, and before they reached its exiremity, they heard music from a distance, winding along the rocks. "Hark!” cried Ellena, "Whence come
those sounds? Listen!”

“From the cave we have left” replied Jeronimo, "and it is midnight by that; itis the last chaunt of the pligrims at the shrine of our Lady. Make haste, Signor, Ishall be called for."

The fugitives now perceived, that all retreat was cut off .and that, ifthey had lingered only a few moments longer in the cave, they should have been surprized by those devolaes,
some one ofwhom, however, it appeared possible might wander info this avenue, and still interrupt their escape. When Vivaldi ftold his apprehensions, Jeronimo, with an arch
sneer, affirmed there was no danger of that, "for the passage,” he added, “is known only to the brothers of the convent”

Vivaldi's doubts vanished when he further undersiood, thatthe avenue led only from the cliffs without to the cave, and was used for the purpose of comveying secretly to the
shrine, such articles as were judged necessary fo excite the superstiious wonder of the devotees.

While he proceedad in thoughtful silence, a distant chime sounded hoiowly through the chambers of the rock. "The mattin-bell skikes!" said Jeronimo, in'seeming alam, "l am
sumimoned. Signora quicken your steps;” an unnecessary request, for Ellena already passed with her utmost speed; and she now rejoiced on perceiving a door in the remole
winding of the passage, whichvshe befieved would emancipate her from the convent. But. as she advanced, the avenue appeared extanding beyond it and the door, which
stood alitle open aliowed her a glimpse of a chamber in the ¢liff, duskily lighted.

Vivaidi, alammed by the light, enguired, when he had passed, whether any person was inthe chamber, and received an equivecal answer from Jeronimo, whe, however, soon
after pointed to an arched gate that, terminated the avenue. They proceeded with lighter steps; for hope-now cheared their hearts, and, on reaching the gate, all apprehension
vanished, Jeronimo gave the iamp to Vivaldi, while he began to unbar and unlock the door, and Vivaidi had prepared to reward the brother for his fidelity, before they perceived
that the door refused to yield. A dreadful imagination seized on Vivaldi. Jeronimo turning round, coolly said, “Ifear we are betrayed; the second lock is shot! | have only the key
of the first"

“We are befrayed " said Vivaldi, in a resolute tone, "but do not suppose, that your dissimulation cenceals you. |understand by whom we are betrayed. Recoliect my late
asserion, and consider once more, whether it is your interest to infercept us.” '

"My Signor," replied Jeronimo, "ldo not deceive you when | protest by our holy saint, that | have not caused this gate to be fastened, and that | would open it if | couid, The lock,
which holds it, was not shot an hour ago. | am the more surprized at what has happened. because this place is seldom passed, even by the holiest footstep; and | fear, whosver
has passed now, has been led hither by suspicion, and comes to intercept your fight.”

“Your wily explanation, brother, may serve you for an inferior occasion, but not on this,” replied Vivaldi, "either, therefore, unclose the gate, or prepare for the worst. Youare not
now to leam, that, however slightly Imay estimate my own life, | will never abandon this lady to the homors, which your community have already prepared for her.”

Ellena, summeoning her fleeting spirits; endeavoured to calm the indignation of Vivaldi, and to-prevent the consequence of his suspiciens, as well as o prevail with Jeronimo, to
unfasten the gate. Her efforts were, however, followed by a long altercation; bit, at length, the art or the innocence of the brother, appeased Vivaldi, who now endeavoured to
force the gate, while Jeronima in vain represented its strength, and the certain ruin, that must fall upon himself, ifitshould be discovered he had concured in destroying it.

The gate was immoveable; but, as no other chance of escaping appeared, Vivaldi was not easily prevailed with to desist, all possibility of retreating too was gone, since the
church and the cave were now crowded with devotees, attending the mattin senvice.

Jeronimo, however, seemingly did not despair of effecting their release, but he acknowledged that they would probably be compelled to remain concealed in this gloomy
avenue all night, and perhaps the next day. At length, it was agreed, that he should return to the church, to examine whether a possibility remained of the fugitives passing
unobserved tothe great portal; and. having conducted them back to the chamber, of which they had taken a passing glimpse. he proceeded to the shiine.

For a considerable time after his departure, they were not without hope; but, their confidence diminishing as his delay encreased, their uncertainty at length became temible;
and itwas only for the sake of Vivaldi, from whom she scrupulously concealed all knowledge of the particular fate. which she was aware must await her in the comvent, that
Ellena appeared to endure it with caimness. Notwithstanding the plausibility of Jeronimo, suspicion of his freachery returned upon her mind. The cold and earthy air of this
chamber was like that of a sepulchre. and when she looked round, it appeared exactiy to comespond with the description given by Clivia of the prison where the nun had
languished and expired, it was walled and vaulted with the rock, had only one small grated aperture in the roof to admit air, and contained no‘fumiture, except one table, a
bench, and the lamp; which dimly shewed the apartment That a lamp should be found burning ina piace so remote and solitary, amazed her still more when she recollected the:
assertion of Jeronimo.—that even holy steps seldom passed this way, and when she considered also, that he had expressed no surprize at a circumstance, according to his
own assertion, so unusual Againit appeared; that she had been befrayed into the very prison, designed for her by the Abbess: and the horor, occasioned by this supposition,
was so greal, thal she was on the point of disclosing it to Vivaldi, but an apprehension of the distraction, into which his desperate cowrage might precipitate him, restrained her.

While these congiderations occupied Ellena, and it appeared that any certainty would be less painful than this suspense, she frequently looked round the chamber in search of
some object, which might contradict or confinm her suspicion, that this was the death-room of the unforfunate nun, No such circumstance appeared, butas hereyes glanced,

with almost phrenzied eagerness, she perceived something shadowy ina remote comer of the floor, and on approaching, discovered what seemed a dreadful hieroglyphic, a
matlrass of straw, in which she thought she beheld the death-bed of the miserable recluse; nay more, that the impression it still refained, was that which her form had lefi there.

While Vivaldi was yet entreating her to explain the occasion of the horror she betrayed, the attention of each was withdrawn by a holiow sigh, that rose near them. Ellena caught
unconscioushy the arm of Vivaldi, and listened, aghast, for a retum of the sound, but all remained still.

"It surely was not fancied!” said Vivaldi, after 2 long pause, "you heard if also?"

"I did!” replied Ellena.

"t was asigh, was it not?" he added.

"0 yes, and such a sighl”

"Some person is concealed near us,” observed Vivaldi, looking round; “but be not alarmed, Ellena, | have a sword."

“A sword! alas! you know not——But hark! there, again!®



“That was very near us!” said Vivaldi. "This lamp burns so sicklyt"——and he held it high, endeavouring to penetrate the furthest gloom of the chamber. "Hah! who goes there?”
he cried, and stepped suddenly forward; but no person appeared, and a silence as of the tomb, refumed.

"if you are in sorrow, speak!” Vivaldi, at length, said; “from fellow-sufferers you will meet with sympathy. If your designs are evil—trembie, for you shall find | am desperate.”

Still no answer was returned, and he carred forward the lamp to the opposite end of the chamber, where he perceived a small door in the rock. At the same instant he heard
from within, a low tremulous sound, as of a person in prayer, or in agony. He pressed against the door, which, to his surprize, yielded immediately, and discovered a figure
kneeling before a crucifix, with an attention so wholly engaged, as notto obsernve the presence of a stranger, ill Vivaidi spoke. The persen then rose from his knees, and
turning, shewed the silvered temples and pale features of an aged mork. The mitd and sorrowful character ofthe countenance.and the lambent lustre of eyes, which seemed
still to regain somewhat of the fire of genius, interested Vivaldi, and encouraged Ellena, who had foliowed him.

An unaffected surprize appeared in the air of the monk; but Vivaldi, notwithstanding the interesting benignity of his countenance. feared o answer his enquiries, till the father
hinted to him, that an explanation was necessary, even fo his own safety. Encowraged by his manner, rather than inimidated by this hint, and perceiving, that his situation was
desperate, Vivaldi confided to the friar some partial knowledge of his embamassment.

While he spoke, the father listened with deep attention, looked with compassion alternately upon him and Ellena; and some harassing cbjection seemed to contend with the
pity, which urged him to assist the strangers. He enquired how long Jeronima had been abisent, and shook his head significantly when he learned that the gate ofthe avenue
was fastened by a double lock. "You are betrayed, my children,” laid he, "you have trusted with the simplicity of youth, and the cunning of age has deceived you"

The temible conviction affected Efiena to tears; and Vivald, scarcely able fo command the indignation which a view of such treachery excited, was unable to offer her any
consolation,

"You, my daughter, Iremember to have seen in the church this moming," observed the friar, "l remember too, that you protested against the vows you were brought thither to
seal. Alas! my child, was vou aware of the consequence of sucha proceeding?”

"I had oniy a choice of evils;” Eliena replied.

“Holy father,” said Vivaldi, “Iwill not befieve, that you are one of those who either assisted in or approved the persecution of innocence: if you were acquainted with the
misfortunes of this lady, you would pity, and save her; but there is-now no time for defail. and | can only conjure you, by everysacred consideration, to assist her to leave the
convent! If there were l2isure fo inform you of the unjustifiable means, which have been employed to bring her within these walls—ifyou knew that she was taken, an orphan,
from her home at midnight—that armed ruffians brought her hither—and at the command of strangers—that she has nota single relation suniving 1o assen her right of
independence, or reclaim her of her persecutors —O1 holy father, if you knew all thisl"——Vivaldi was unable to procaed.

The friar again regarded Ellena with compassion, but still in thoughtful silence. "All this may be very true,” at length he said, "bul"——and he hesitated.

“| understand you, father,” said Vivaldi—"you require proof, but how can proof be adduced here? You must rely upon the honour of my word. And, if you are inclined to assist us.
it must be immediateld—uwhile you hesitate, we are lost. Even now | think | hear the foolsteps of Jeronimo."

He stepped softly 1o the door of the chamber, but all was yet still. The friar, too, fistened, but he also deliberated; while Efena, with clasped hands and a look of eager
supplication and terrar, awaited his decision.

“No one is approaching,” said Vivaidi, "It is not vet too latel—Good father! if you would seive us, dispatch”
"Paor innecent!” said the friar, hatf to himself, “in this chamber—in this fatal placel”’—

"In this chamber!” exclaimed Efiena, anticipaiing his meaning. “f was in this chamber, then. that a nunwas suffered to pensht and |, no doubt, am conducted hither to undergo a
similar fatel”

“In this chamber!” re-echoed Vivaldi, in a woice of desperation. "Holy father, if you are indeed disposed to assist us, let us act this instant, the next. perhaps, may render your
best intentions unavailing!”

The friar, who had regarded Ellena while she mentioned the nun, with the utmost surprize, now withdrew his attention; a few tears fell on his.cheek, but he hastily dried them,
and seemed struggling to overcome some gnef, that was deep in his heart,

Vivaldi, finding that enfreaty had no power to hasten his decision, and expecting every moment fo hear the approach of Jeronimo, paced the chamber in agonizing
perturbation, now pausing at the door to listen, and then calling, though almost hopelessiy, upan the humanity ofthe friar. While Ellena, looking round the room in shuddering
harror, repeatedly exclaimed, “On this very spot! in this very chamber! O what sufferings have these walls witnessed! what are they vet to witness!”

Vivaldi now endeavoured to soothe the spinils of Ellena, and again urged the friar to employ this crifical moment in saving her, "0 heaven!” said he, "if she Is now discovered,
her fate is cerfain!” '

"| dara not say what that fate would be." inferrupted the father, "or what my.own, shiould | consent to assist you; but, though [ am oid. | have not quite forgotten to feel for otherst
They may opprass the few remaining years of my age, but the bloorming days of youth should flourish; and they shall flounsh; my children, if my power can‘aid you Follow me to
the gate; we will see whether my key cannot unfasten all the locks that hold it"

Vivaldi and Elizna immediately followed the feeble steps of the old man, who frequently stoppad to listen whether Jeronimo, or any of the brothers, 1o whom the lattar might
have betrayed EBena’s situation, were approaching; but not an echo wandered along the lonely avenue, till they reached the gate, when distant foolsteps beatupon the ground:

“They are approaching, father!” whispered Ellena. "0, if the key should not open these locks instantly, we are lost! Hark! now | hear their voices—they call upon my name!
Already they have discovered we have left the chamber”

While the friar. with trembling hands, applied the key, Vivaldi endeavoured at once to assist im, and to encourage Ellena.

The locks gave way, and the gate opened at once upon the moonlight mountains. Elfiena heard once more, with the joy of liberty, the midnight breeze passing among the
pensile branches of the palms, that foftily overshadowed a rude platform before the gate, and rustiing with fainter sound among the pendent shrubs of the surounding cliffs.

"There is no leisure for thanks, my chikiren " said the friar, obsening they were about to speak. "l will fasten the gate, and endeavour to delay your pursuers, that you may have
time 1o escape. My blessing go with you!”

Ellena and Vivaldi had scarcely a- moment to bid him "farewell” before he closed the door; and Vivaldi, taking her arm, was hastening towards the place where he had ordered
Paulo fo wait with the horses, when, on turing an angle of the convent wall, they perceived a long train of pilgrims issuing forth from the portal, ata little distance.

Vivaldi drew back; yet dreading every moment, that he lingered near the monastery, to hear the voice of Jeronimo, or other persons, from the avenue, he was sometimes
inclined to proceed at any hazard. The only practicable path leading to the base of the mountain, however, was now occupied by these devotees, and to mingle with them was
ittie less than certain destruction. A bright moonlight shewed distinctly every figure, that moved in the scene, and the fugitives kept within the shadow of the walls, till, wamed by
an approaching footstep, they crossed to the feet of the cliffs that rose beyond some palmy hillocks on the right, whose dusky recesses promised a temporary shelter. As they
passed with silent steps along the winding rocks, the tranquillity of the landscape below afforded an affecting contrast with the tumult and alamn of their minds.

Being now at some distance from the monastery, they resied under the shade of the cliffs, il the procession of devolees, which were fraced descending among the thickets
and hollows of the mountain, should be sufficiently remote. Often they locked back to the corment, expecting to see lights issue from the avenue, or the portal and atended in
mute anxiety for the suflen murmurs of pursuit, but none came on the breeze; nor did any gleaming lamp betray the steps of a spy.

Released, at length, from immediate apprehension, Eliena listened to the mattin-hymn of the pilgrims, as itcame upon the still air and ascended towards the cloudless
heavens. Mot a sound mingled with the holy strain and even in fhe measured pause of wices only the frembling of the foliage above was distinguished. The responses, as they
softened away in distance, and swelled again on the wafting breeze, appeared like the music of spirits, watching by night upon the summits of the mountains, and answering



each other in celestial airs, as they walk their high boundary, and overlock the sleeping world.

"How often, Ellena, at this howr," said Vivaldi, "have |lingered round your dweliing, consoled by the consciousness oTbeing near youl Within those walls, | have said, she
repases; they enclose my world, all without is to me a desart. Now, |am in your presence! O Ellena! now that you are once more restored te me, suffer not the caprice of
possibility againto separate us! Let me lead you to the first aftar that will confirm our vows.”

Vivaldi forget, in the anxiety of 2 stronger interest, the delicate silence he had resolved to impose upon himsel, till Ellena should be ina place of safety.
"This 15 not a moment," she replied, with hesitation, “for conversation; our situation is yet penlous, we tremble on the very brink of danger”

Vivaidi immediately rose; "Into what imminent danger,” said he, “had my seffish folly nearly precipitated you! We are lingering inthis alarming neighbourhood, when that feeble
sirain indicates the pilgrims fo be sufficiently remote to permit us to proceed!”

As he spoke, they descended cautiously among the cliffs, often looking back to the-convent, where, however, no light appeared, except what the moon shed over the spires and
tall windows of its cathedral. For a moment, Ellena fancied she saw a taper in her favourite turet, and a belief, thatthe nuns, perhaps the Abbess herself, were searching for
her there, renewed her terror and her speed. But the rays were only those of the moon, striking through opposite casements of the chamber; and the fugitives reached the base
of the mountain without further alarm, where Paulo appeared with horses. "Ah Signormio,” said the servant, "lam glad to see you alive and meny, Ibegan to fear, by the length
of your stay, that the monks had clapped you up 1o do penance for life, How glad I am to see you Maestro!”

"Mot more so than lam to see you, good Paulo. But where is the pilgrim’s cloak | bade you provide?"

Paulo displayed it and Vivaldi. having wrapt it round Eliena, and placed her on horseback, they took the road towards Maples, Eiena designing to take refuge in the comvent
della Pieta. Vivaldi, however, apprehending that their enemies would seek them on this road, proposed leaving it as soonas practicable, and reaching the neighbourhood of
Villa Altieri by a circuitous way.

They scon after amved at the tremendous pass, through which Eflena had approached the maonastery, and whose homors were considerably heightened at this dusky hour, for
the mooniight fell only partially upon the deep bamiers of the gorge, and frequently the precipice, with the road on its brow, was entirely shadowed by other ciiffs and woody
points that rose above it But Pauo, whose spirits seldom owned the influence of local scenery, jogged merrily along, frequently congratulating himself and his master on their
escape, and carolling briskly to the echoes of the rocks, till Vivaldi, apprehensive for the consequence of this loud gaiety, desired him to desist,

"AhSignomniol | must obey you," said he, "but my heart was never so full in my life; and | would fain sing, to unburden it of some of this joy. That scrape we gotinta inthe
dungeon there, at what's the name of the place? was bad enough, but it was nothing o this, because here | was left out ofit; and you, Maestro, might have been murdered
againand again, white |, thinking of nothing atall, was quistly airing myself on the mountain by moontight.

"Butwhat is that yonder in the sky, Signor? It looks for all the world like a bridge; only it is perched so high, that nobody would thirk of building one in such an cul-of-the-way
place, unless to cross from cloud to cloud, much less would take the trouble of clambening up after it, for the pleasure of going over.”

Vivaldi looked forward, and Ebena perceived the Alpine bridge, she had formerly crossed with so much alarm, in the moonfight perspective. airly suspended between
tremendous cliffs, with the rver far below, tumbling down the rocky chasm. One of the supporting cliffis, with part of the bridge, was in deep shade, but the other, feathered with
foliage, and the rising sueges at its foot, were strongly illumined; and many a thicket wet with the spray, sparkled in contrastto the dark rock it overhung. Beyond the arch, the
long-drawn prospect faded info misty ight.

"Well to be sure!” exclaimed Paub, "to see what curiosify will do! i there are not some people have found their way up to the bridge already.”

Vivaldi now perceived figures upon the slender arch and, as their indistinct forms glided in the moonshine, other emotions than those of wonder disturbed him, lest these might
be pilgrims going to the shrine of our Lady, and who would give information of his raute. No possibility, however, appeared of avaiding them, for the precipices that rose
immediately above, and fall below, forbade all excursion, and the road itself was so namow, as scarcely to admit of two horses passing each other,

“They are all off the bridge now, and without having broken their necks, perhaps!” said Paulo, "where, | wonder, will they go next! Why surely, Signor, this road does not fead to
the bridge yonder, we are not going fo pick our way in the airtoe? The roar of those waters has made my head dizzy already, and the rocks here are as dark as midnight, and
seem ready to tumble upon one, they are enough to make one despair to look at them; you need not have checked my mirth, Signor.”

"I would fain check your loquacity,” replied Vivaidi. "Do, good Paulo, be silent and circumspect, those people may be near us, though we do not yet see them.”

“The road does lead to the bridge, then Signor!™ said Pauo dolourously, "And see! there they are again, winding round that rock, and coming towards us.”

"Hush! they are pilgrims,” whispered Vivaidi, "we will inger under the shade of these rocks, while they pass. Remember, Paulo, that a singie indiscreet word may be fatal; and
that if they hail us, | alone am to answer”

"“You are obeyed, Signor."
The fugitives drew up close under the cliffs. and proceedead slowly, while the words of the devotees, as they advanced became audible.

“It gives one some comfort,” said Paulo, "to hear cheerful voices, insuch a place as this Bless their mesry hearts! theirs seems a pilgrimage of pleasure; but they will be
deinure enough, | warrant, by and bye. Iwish '—

"Paudo! have you so soon forgot?" said Vivaldi sharply.

The devotees, onperceiving the fravellers, became suddenly silent; il he who appeared to be the Fatherdirector, as they passed, said, "Haill in the name of Our Lady of
Mount Carmel™ and they repeated the salutation in chorus.

"Haill" replied Vivaldi, "the first mass is over,” and he passed on.

“Butif you make haste, you may come in for the second,” said Pauo, joking after.

“You have just left the shrine, then?” said one of the party, "and can tell us"—

"Poor pilgrims, like yourselves," replied Paulo, "and cantell as fittle. Goed mormow, fathers, yonder peeps the dawn!”

He came up with his master, who had hurried forward with Ellena, and who now severely reproved his indiscretion; while the voices of the Carmelites, singing the mattinhymn,
sunk away among the rocks, and the quieiness of solitude retumed.

"Thank heaven! we are quit of this adventure," said Vivaldi,
"And now we have only the bridge 1o getover,” rejoined Paulo, "and, | hope, we shall all be safe.”

They were now at the enfrance of it; as they passed the trembling planks, and looked up the glen, a party of people appeared advancing on the road the fugitives had left, and a
chorus of other volces than those of the Carmelites; were heard mingling with the hollow sound of the waters.

Ellena, again alarmed, hastened forward, and Vivaidi, though he endeavoured to appease her apprehension of pursuit, encouraged her speed.
“These are nothing but more pilgnms, Signora,” said Pauo, "or they would not send such loud shouts befare them; they must needs think we can hear.”
The travellers proceeded as fast as the broken road would permit; and were soon beyond the reach of the voices; but as Paulo turned to look whether the party was within

sight, he perceived two persons, wrapt in cloaks, advancing under the brow of the cliffs, and within a few paces of his horse’s heels. Before he could give nofice to his master,
they were at his side.



“Are you returning from the shrine of our Lady?" said one of them.
Vivaidi, startled by the voice, looked round, and demanded who asked the question?

" brother pilgrim," replied the man, “one who has toiled up these steep rocks, till his limbs will scarcety bear-him fuither. Would that you would take compassion on him, and
give him a ride.”

However compassionate Vivaldi might be to the sufferings of others, this was not a moment when he could indulge his disposition, withaut endangering the safety of Ellena;
and he even fancied the stranger spoke in a voice of dissimulation. His suspicions strengthened when the traveller, not repulsed by a refusal, enquired the way he was going,
and proposed to join his party, "For these mountains, theysay, are infested with banditti” he added, "and a large company is less likely to be attacked thana small one."

“If you are so very weary, my friend " said Vivaldi, "how is it possible you can keep pace with our horses? Though | ackrowledge you have done wonders in overtaking them.”

“The fear of these banditti " replied the stranger, "urged us on "

"“You have nothing to apprehend from robbers.” said Vivaidi, “if you will only moderate your pace; for a large company of pilgrims are on the road, who will soon overtake you."
He then put an end to the conversation, by clapping spurs to his horse, and the srangers were soon left far behind. The Inconsistency of their complainis with their ability, and

the whole of their manner, were serious subjects of alarm to the fugiives: but when they had lost sight of them, they lost also their apprehensions; and having, at length,
emerged from the pass, they quitted the high road to Naples, and struck into a solitary one that led weshward towards Aguita.



CHAPTERII.

"Thus sang th' untetter'd swain to th' oaks and rills,
While the stll mom went forth with sandals gray.
And now the sun had strelch'd out all the hilis,

And now was dropt into the westem bay."—

Mitton.

From the summit of a mountain, the moming ight shewed the traveliers the distant lake of Celano, gieaming at the feet of other Iofty mountains of the Apennire, far in the south.
Thither Vivaldi judged it prudent to direct his course, for the lake lay so remote from the immediate way to Naples and from the neighbourhood of San Stefano, that it's barks
promised a secure refreat. He considered, also, that among the convents scattered along those delightiul banks, might easily be found a priest, who would solemnize their
nuplials, should Ellena consent to an immediate marriage.

The travellers descended among olive woods. and soon after were directed by some peasants at work, infe a road that leads from Aquila to the town of Celano, ane of the very
few roads which intrudes among the wild mountains, that on every side sequester the lake, As they approached the low grounds, the scent of orange blossoms breathed upon
the morning air, and the spicy myrtle sent forth all its fragrance from among the clifis, which it thickly wfted. Bowers of lemon and orange spread along the valley, and among the
cabins of the peasants, who cultivated them, Vivaldi hoped to obtain repose and refreshment for Ellena.

The cottages, however, at which Paulo enquired were unoccupied, the owners being all gone forth to their labour; and the travellers, again ascending, found themselves soon
after among mountains inhabited by the flocks, where the scent of the orange was exchanged for the aromalic perfume of the pasturage.

"My Signorl” said Pauo, "is not that a shepherd’s horn sounding at a distance? If so, the Signora may yet oblain some refréshment”
While Vivaldi listened, a hautboy and a pastoral drum were heard considerably nearer.

They foliowed the sound over the furf, and came within view of a cabin, sheitered from the sun by a tuft of aimond frees. { was a dairy-cabin belonging to some shepherds. who
at a short distance were watching their flocks, and, strefched beneath the shade of chestnuts, were amusing themseives by playing upon these rral instruments; a scene of
Arcadian manners frequent at this day, upon the mountains of Abruzzo. The simplicity of their appearance, approaching fo wildness, was tempered by a hospitable spint A
venerable man, the chief shepherd, advanced to mest the sfrangers; and, leaming their wanis, conducted them into his cool cabin, where cream, cheese made of goat's milk,
honey extracted from the delicious herbage of the mourtains, and dried figs were quickly placed before them.

Ellena, overcome with the fatigue of anxiety, rather than that of traveliing, retired, when she had taken breakfast, for an hour's repose; while Vivaldi rested on the bench before
the cottage, and Paulo, keeping walch, discussed his breakfast together with the circumstances of the late alarm, under the shade of the almond frees.

When Ellena again appeared, Vivaldi proposed, that they should rest here during the intense heat of the day; and, since he now considerad her to be ina place of temporary
safety, he ventured to renew the subject nearest his heart, 1o represent the ewvils, that might overtake them, and to wrge an immediate solemnization of thelr mariage.

Thoughtful and dejected, Ellena attended for some time insilence fo the arguments and pleadings of Vivaldl. She secretly acknowledged the justness of his representations,
but she shrunk, more than ever, from the indelicacy, the degradation of intruding herself into his family; a family, teo, from whom she had not only received proofs of strong
dislike, but had suffered temible injustice, and been menaced with still severer cruelty. These latter circumstances, however, released her from all obligations of delicacy or
generosity, sofar as concemed only the authors of her suffering; and she had now but to consider the happiness of Vivaldi and herself. Yel she could not decide thus
precipitately on a subject, which so solemnly involved the Torfune of her whole life, nar forbear reminding Vivaldi, affectionately, gratefully, as she loved him, of the
circumstances which withheld her decision,

“Tell me yourselt" said she, "whether | ought to give my hand, while your family—your mother"——she paused, and blushed, and burst into tears.

“Spare me the view of those tears,” said Vivaldi, "and a recoliection of the circumstances that excite them. ©, let me not think of my mother, while | see you weep! Let me not
remember, that her injustice and cruelty destined you to perpetual sorrow!”

Vivaldi's features became slightly convuised, while he spoke; he rose, paced the room with quick steps, and then quitted it, and walked under the shade of the irees in front of
the cabin

In a few moment, however, he commanded his emolion and returned. Again he placed himself on the bench beside Ellena, and taking her hand, said solemnly, and ina voice
of extreme sensibility, "Ellena; you have long witnessed how dear you are {o me; you cannot doubt my love; you have long since promised—solemnly promised, in the presence
of her who is now no maore, but whose spifit may even atthis moment look down upon us—of her, who bequeathed you to my tendered care, io be mine for ever, By these
sacred tnuths, by these affecting recollections! | conjure you, abandon me not fo despair, nor in the energy of a just resentment, sacrifice the son to the cruel and mistaken policy
of the mother You, nor |, can conjecture the machinations, which may be spread for.us, when it shall be known that you have left San Stefano. If we delay to exchange our vows,
I know, and | feel—that you are lost to me for ever!”

Ellena was affected, and for some moments unable to reply. At langth drying her tears, she said tenderly, "Resentment can have no influence on my conduct towards you, |
think | feel none towards the Marchesa—for she is your mother. But pride. insulted pride; has a night fo dictale, and ought to be obeyed; and the time is now, perhaps, amived
when, if | would respect myself, | must renounce you"—

"Renounce me!” interrupted Vivaldi, "renounce me? And is it, then, possible you could renounce me?" he repeated, his eyes still fived upon her face with eagemess and
constemation. "Tel me at once, Ellena, is it possible?”

"[fearitis not" she replied.
"You fear alas! if you fear, it is too possible, and | have lost you aiready! say, 01 say but, that you hope it is not, and |, too, will hope again”

The anguish, with which he uttered this, awakened all her tendermess, and, forgefting the reserve she had imposed upon herself, and every half-formed resolution, she said, with
a smite of ineffable sweetness, "I will neither fear nor hope in this instance; Iwill obey the dictates of gratitude, of affection, and will believe that | never can renounce you, while
you are unchanged.”

"Befievel” repeated Vivaldi, "only believe! And why that mention of gratitude; and why that unnecessary reservation? Yet even this asswrance, feebly as it sustains my hopes, is
extorted; you see my misery. and from pity, from gratitude, not affection, would assuage it. Besides. you will neither fear, nor hope! Ah, Ellenal did love ever yet exist without
fear—and without hope? Q1 never, never! | fear and hope with such rapid transition; every assurance, every look of yours gives such force either to the one, or to the other, that |
suffer Unceasing anxiety. Why, oo, that cold, that heart-breaking mention of gratitude? No, Ellenal it is oo certain that you do not love mel—My mother's cruelty has estranged
your heart from me!”

“"How much you mistake!" said Eliena, "You have already received sacred testimonies of my regard; if you doubt their sincerity, pardon me, if | so far respect myself as to
forbear entreating you will befieve them.”

“How calm, how indifferent, how circumspect, how prudent!” exclaimed Vivaldi in tenes of moumful reproach “But | will not distress you: forgive me for renewing this subject at
this ime. t was my intenfion to be silent il you should have reached a place of more permanent security than this; but how was it possible, with such anxiety pressing upon my
heart to persevere in that design. And what have | gained by departing from it?—increase of aniety—of doubt—of fear!”

“Why will you persistin such seff-inflictions?" said Ellena, | cannot endure that you should doubt my affection, even for a moment And how can you suppose it possible, that |
ever can become insensible of your's; that | can ever forget the imminent danger you have valurtarly incurred for my release, or, remembering it, can cease to feel the warmest
gratitude?”

"That is the very word which tortures me beyond all others!” said Vivaldi; "is itthen, only a sense of obligation you own for me? Q! rather say you hate me, than suffer me fo



deceive my hopes with assurances of a sentiment 50 cold, so circumscribed, so dutiful as that of gratitude!”

"With me the word has a very difierent accepiafion” replied Ellena smiling, "l understand it fo imply all that is tender and generous in affection; and the sense of duty which you
say it includes is one of the sweetest and most sacred feelings of the human heart”

"Ah Ellenal | am too willing to be deceived, to examine your definition rigorously; yet | believe it is your smile, rather than the accuracy of your explanation, that persuades me to
a confidence in your affection; and | will frust, that the gratitude you feelis thus tender and comprehensive. But, | beseech you, name the word no morel s sound is like the
touch of the Torpedo, | perceive my confidence chilled even while | listen t my own pronunciation of it.”

The entrance of Paulo interrupted the conversation, who advancing with an air of mystery and alarm. said, in a low voice,

"Signorl as | kept walch under the alimond trees, whe should | see mourting up the road from the valley yonder, but the two bare-footed Carmelites, that overtook us inthe pass
of Chiari! |lost them again behingd the woods, but | dare say they are coming this way, for the moment they spy out this dairy-hut, they will guess something good is to be had
here; and the shepherds would believe their flocks would all die, If'—

"| see them at this moment emerging from the woods," said Vivaldi, "and now, they are leaving the road and crossing this way. Where is our host, Paulo?"

"He is without, at a ite distance, Signor, Shall | call him?"

"Yes " replied Vivaidi, "or, stay; | will call him mysaif. Yet, if they see me"——

“Aye. Signor, or, for that matter, if they see me. But we cannot help ourselves now: for if we call the host, we shall betray ourselves, and, if we do-not call him, he will betray us:
50 they must find us out, be it as it may.”

"Peace! peace! let me think a momert,” said Vivaldi. While Vivaldi undertook to think, Paulo was peeping about for a hiding place, if occasion shoud require one.
"Call our hostimmediately,” said Vivaldi, "| must speak with him."

"He passes the lattice at this instant” said Efiena.

Paulo obeyed, and the shepherd entered the cabin,

“My.good friend," said Vivaldi, I must entreat that you will not admit those friars. whom you see coming this way, nor suffer them to know what guests you hawve, They have been
very troublesome to us already, on the road; | will reward you for any loss their sudden departure may occasion you."

"May for that matter, friend," said Paulo, "it is their visit only that can occasion you loss, begging the Signor's pardan; their departure never occasioned loss to any body, And to
tell you the truth, for my master will not speak out, we were obliged to look prefty sharply about us, while they bore s company, or we have reason to think our pockets would
have been the lighter. They are designing people, friend, take my word for It banditti, perhaps, in disguise. The dress of a Carmelite would suit their purpose, at this time of the
pilgimage. So be prety blunt with them, if they want to come in here: and you will do weil, when they go, to send somebody to walch which way they take, and see them clear
off, or youmay lose a stray lamb, perhaps.”

The old shepherd liftied up his eyes and hands, "To see how the world goes!” said he. "But thank you, Maestro, for your wamning; they shall not come within my threshold, for all
their holy seeming, and it's the first time in my life 1 ever said nay to one of their garb, and mine has been a pretty long ong, as you may guess, perhaps, by my face, How old,
Signor, should you take me to be? | warrant you will guess short of the matter tho'; for on these high mountains"—

"| will guess when you have dismissed the traviliers " said Vivakdi, "after having given them some hasty refreshiment witholt; they must be almostat the doar, by this ime.
Dispatch, friend."

“If they should fall foul upon me, for refusing them enirance,” said the shepherd, “you will come out to help me, Signor? for my tads are at some distance "
Vivakii assured him that they would, and he leftthe cabin.

Paulo ventured to peep at the lattice, on what might be geing forward without. "They are gone round to the door, Signor, | fancy.” said he, “for | see nothing of them this way; if
there was but another window! What foolish people to build a cottage with no window near the door! But Imust fisten”

He stepped onfip-ioe to the door, and bent his head in aftention

"They are certainly spies from the monastery.” said Ellena to Vivaldi, "they follow us so closeld I they were pilgnms, itis improbable, too, that their way should ke through this
unfrequented region, and still more so, that they should nottravel in a larger party, When my absence was discovered, these paaple were sent, no doubt, in pursuit of me, and
having met the devotees whom we passed, they were enabled to follow our route.”

“We shall do well fo act upon this supposition,” replied Vivaldi, "but, though | am inclined fo believe them emissaries from San Stefano, itis not improbable that they are only
Carmefites refuming to some convent on the lake of Celano.”

“| cannothear a syllable. Signor,” said Paulo. "Pray do listen yourselfl and there is not a single chink in this door to afford one consolation. Welll if ever | build a cottage, there
shall be a window near——"

“Listen!" said Vivaldi,

"Not a single word, Signort” cried Paulo, after a pause, "l do not even hear a voice!—But now I hear steps, and they are coming 1o the door. too; they shall find it no easy matter
to openit; though.” he added, placing himself against it. "Ay, ay, you may knock, friend, till your arm aches, and kick and lay about you—no matter for that”

"Silence! let us know who it is," said Vivaldi, and the old shepherd's voice was heard without. "They are gone, Signors,” said he; "you may open the door”

"Which way did they go?" asked Vivaldi, when the man entered. "l cannot say, as fo that, Signor, because | did not happen to see thervat all; and | have been looking all about,
too.”

"Why, |saw them myself, crossing this way frem the wood yonder," said Paulo:
"And there is nothing to shelter them from our view between the wood, and this cottage, fiend " added Vivaldi; "What can they have done with themseives?"
"For thatmatter, gone into the wood again, perhaps,” said the shepherd.

Paulo gave his masler a significant look, and added, "It is ikely enough, friend; and you may depend upon it they are lurking there for no good purpose. You will do well to send
somebody to look after them; your flacks will suffer for it, else. Depend upon it, they design no good.”

"We are not used o such sort of folks in these paris” replied the shepherd, "but if they mean any harm, they shall find we can help ourseives.” As he conciuded, he took downa
horn from the roof and blew a shiill blast that made the mountains echo; when immediately the younger shepherds were seen unning from various guarters fowards the
cottage.

"Do not be alarmed, friend,” said Vivaldi, "these travellers mean you no ham, | daresay. whatever they may design against us. But, as | think them'suspicious persons, and
should not like to overtake them on the road, | will reward one of your lads if you will let him go a litle ways towards Celano, and examine whether they are lurking on that route.”

The old man consented, -and, whenthe shepherds came up, one of them received directions from Vivaldi.
“And be sure you do not return_ till you have found them," added Paulo.



“Mo master,” replied the lad, "and | will bring them safe here, you may trust me."
“Hf you do, friend, you will get your head broke for your trouble. Yourare anly to discover where theyare, and to watch where they go " safd Paulo,
Vivaldi, at length, made the lad comprehend what was required of him, and he departed; while the old shepherd weni out to keep guard.

The time of his absence was passed in various conjectures by the party inthe cabin, conceming the Camelites. Vivaldi still inclined to believe I}w,rv.eza honest people
returning from a pilgrimage, but Paulo was decidedly against this opinion, "They are waiting for us on the road, you may depend upon it, Signor.” said the latter. "You may be
certain they have some great design in hand, or they would never have turmed their steps from this dairy-house when once theyhad spied it, and that they did spy it, we are
sure”

"Butifthey have in hand the great design you speak of Paulo.” said Vivaldi, "it is probable that they have spied us also, by their taking this obscure road. Now it must have
occurred to them when they saw-a dairy-hut, in-so solitary a region, that we might probably be found within—yet they have not examined. It appears; therefore, they have no
design against us. What can you answer to this, Paulo? |trust the apprehensions of Signora di Rosalba are unfounded ”

"Why! do you suppose, Signor, they would attack us when we were safe housed, and had there good shepherds to lend us a helping hand? Ne, Signor, they would not even
have shewn themselves, if they could have helped it; and being once sure we were here, they would skulk back to the woods, and lurk for us in the road they knew we must go,
since, as it happens, there is only one.”

“How is it possible " said Ellena, “that they can have discovered us here, since they did not approach the cabin to enguire.”
"They came near enough for their purpase, Signora, | dare say; and, if the fruth were known, they spied my face logking at them through the lattice.”

"Come, come,” said Vivald, "you are an ingenious tormentor, indeed, Paulo. Do you suppose they saw enough of thy face last night by moonilight, in that dusky glen, to enable
tham fo recollect it again at a distance of forty yards? Revive, my Ellena. Ithink every appearance is in our favour.”

“Would | could think so too!” said she, witha sigh.
"0l for that matter, Signora,” rejoined Paulo, "There is nothing to be afraid of; they should find tough work of it, if they thought proper to attack us, lady.”
“Itis not an open attack that we have to fear,” replied Ellena, "but they may sumound us with their snanes, and defy resistance”

However Vivaldi might accede fo the truth of this remark, he would not appear to do so0; but tied 1o laugh away her apprehensions; and Paulo was silenced for a while. by a
significant look from his master,

The shepherd's boy returned much sooner than they had expected, and he probably saved his time, that he might spare his labour, for he brought no intelligence ofthe
Carmelites. " looked for them among the woods along the road side in the hollow, yonder, teo.” said the lad, "and then | mounted the hill further on, but | could see nothing of
them far or near, nor of a single sou, except our goats, and some of them do stray wide enough, sometimes; they lead me a fine dance often. They sometimes, Signor, have
wandered as far as Monte Nuvola, yonder, and got to the top of it up among the clouds, and the crags, where | should break my neck if | climbed, and the rogues seemed fo
know it, too, for when they have seen me coming, scrambling up, puffing and blowing, they have ceased their capering. and stood peeping over a crag so sly. and so quiet, it
seemed as if they were laughing at me; as much as to say, 'Catch us if you can.™

Vivaidi, who during the latter part of this speech had been consuiting with Ellena, whether they should proceed on their way immediately, asked the boy some further questions
concerning the Carmelites: and becoming convinced that they had either not taken the road to Celano, or, having taken it, were at a considerable distance, he proposed setting
out, and proceeding leisurely, "For | have now litle apprehension of these people,” he added, "and a great deal lest night should overtake us before we reach the place of our
desfination, since the road is mountainous and wild, and, further, we are not perfectly acquainted with it"

Ellena approving the plan, they took leave of the good shepherd, who could, with difficulty be prevailed with to accept any recompence for his frouble, and who gave them some
further directions as to the road; and their way was long cheered by the sound of the tabor and the sweelness of the hautboy, wafted over the witd.

When they descended into the woody hollow mentioned by the boy, Ellena sent forth many an ankous look beneath the deep shade, while Paulo, sometimes silent, and at
athers whistling and singing loudly, as if to overcome his fears, peeped under every bough that crossed the road, expecting to discover his friends the Carmetlites lurking within
its gioom,

Having emerged from this valley, the road lay over mountains covered with flocks. for it was now the season when they had quitied the plains of Apulia, to feed upon the
herbage for which this region is celebrated; and it was near sun-set, when, from a summit to which the travellers had long been ascending, the whole lake of Celano, withits
vast circle of mountains, burst at once-upon their view.

"Ah Signon” exclaimed Paulo, "whata prospectis herel It reminds me of home; itis aimast as pleasant as the bay of Naples! | should never love it ike that though, if it were an
hundrad times finer."

The travellers stopped to admire the scene, and to give their horses rest, afler ihe labour of the ascent. The evening sun, shooting athwart a clear expanse of water, between
eighteen and twenty leagues in circumference; lighted up all the towns and villages. and towered castles, and spiry corwents, that enriched the rising shores; brought out all the
varous tints of cultivation, and coloured with beamy purple the mountains which on every side formed the majestic background of the landscape. Vivaldi pointed out to Eflena
the gigantic Velino in the norih, a barrier mountain, between the territories of Rome and MNaples. its peaked head towered far above every neighbourning summit, and its white
precipices were opposed o the verdant points of the Majella, snow-crowned, and next in altitude, loved by the flocks. Westward, near woody hills, and rising immediately from
the lake, appeared Monte Salviano, covered with wild sage. as (18 name imports, and once pompous with forests of chestnut a branch from the Apennine extended to meet it
"See" said Vivaldi, "where Monte-Coma stands like a nuffian, huge, scamed, threatening, and hemidl—and inthe south, where the sullen mountain of San Micolo shoots up
barren-and rocky! From thence, mark how other overtopping ridges of the mighty Apennine darken the horizon far along the east, and circle to approach the Veking in the
northl”

"Mark too,” said Ellena, "how sweetly the banks and undulating plains repose atthe feet of the mountains; what an image of beauty and elegance they oppose to the awiul
grandewr that overlooks and guards them! Observe, too. how many a delightful valley, opening frem the lake, spreads its rice and corn fields, shaded with groves of the almend,
far amaong the winding hills; how gaily vineyards and olives altemately chequer the acclivities, and how gracefully the lofly paims bend over the higher cliffs.”

"Ay, Signoral” exclaimed Paulo, "and have the goodness to observe how like are the fishing boats, that sail towards the hamiet below, to those one sees upon the bay of
Maples. They are worth all the rest of the prospect, except indeed this fing sheet of water, which is aimost as good as the bay, and that mountain, with its shamp head, whichis
almost as good as Veswius—if it would but throw out fire!”

“We must despair of finding a mountain in this neighbourhood, so good as to do that, Paulo” said Vivaldi, smiling at this stroke of nationality, “though, perhaps. many that we
now see, have once been volcanic.”

“| hanour them for that, Signor, and look them with double satisfaction; buf our mountain is the only mountain in the world. O! to see It of a dark night! what a blazing it makes!
and what a height it will shoot to! and what a light it throws over the seal No other mountain can do so. It seems as if the waves were all on fire. | have seen the reflection as far
offas Capri, rembling all across the guif, and shewing every vessel as plain as at noon day; ay, and every sailoronthe deck. You never saw such a sight. Signer.”

"Why you do, indeed, seem ko have forgoftten that | ever did, Paulo, and also thata voicano can do any mischief. But let us return, Eflena, to the scene before us. Yonder, a mile
of two within the shore, is the town of Celano, whither we are going.”

The clearness of an falian atmosphere permitted him to discriminate the minute though very distant fealures ofthe landscape; and on an eminence rising from the plains of a
valley opening to the west, he pointed out the modem Alba, crowned with the ruins.of its ancient castie, still visible upon the splendor of the horzon, the prison and tomb of
many a Prince, who, "fallen from his high estate,” was sent from Impenal Rome to finish here the sad reverse of his days: to.gaze from the bars of his tower upon solitudes
where beauty or grandeur administered no assuaging feelings to him, whose life had passed amidst the intrigues ofthe warld, and the feverish contentions of disappointed
ambition; to him. with whom reflection brought onfy remorse, and anticipation despair, whom "no horizontal beam enlivened in the crimson evening of life's dusty day.”



"And to sucha scene as this." said Vivaldi, "a Roman Emperor came, only for the purpoese of witnessing the most barbarous exhibition; to indulge the most savage delighis!
Here, Claudius celebrated the accomplishment of his arduous work, an agueduct to camy the overflowing waters of the Celano to Reme, by a naval fight, in which hundreds of
wretched slaves perishad for his amusement! iis pure and polished surface was stained with human blood, and roughened by the plunging bodies of the slain, while the gilded
gallies of the Emperor floated gaily around, and these beautiful shores were made to echo with applauding yeils, worthy of the furies!”

"We scarcely dare to trust the truth of history, in some of its traits of human nature,” said Ellena.

"Signor,” cried Paulo, "I have been thinking that while we are taking the afr, so much atour ease, here, those Carmelites may be spying at us from some hole or comer that we
know nathing of, and may swoop upon us, all of a sudden, before we can help ourselves. Had we not befter go on, Signor?”

"Qur harses are, perhaps, sufficiently rested.” replied Vivaldi, "but, if | had not leng since dismissed all suspicion of the evil intention of those strangers, | should not willingly
have stopped for a moment.”

"But pray let us proceed.” said Ellena.

"Ay, Signora, it is best to be of the safe side,” observed Paulo. "Yonder, below, is Celano, and | hope we shall get safe housed there, before it is quite dark, for here we have
no mountain, that will fight us on our way! AR ifwe were but within twenty miles of Naples, now.—and it was an ifumination nightl"—

As they descended the mountain, Ellena, silent and dejected, abandoned herself to reflection. She was too sensible of the difficulties of her present situation, and too
apprehensive of the influence, which her determination must have on all her future fife, to be happy, though escaped from the prison of San Stefano_and in the presence of
Vivaldi, her beloved defiverer and protector. He observed her dejection with grief, and, not understanding alf the finer scruples that distressed her, interpreted her reserve into
indifference towards himself. But he forbore to disturb her again with a mention of his doubls, or fears; and he defermined not to urge the subject of his iale entreaties, tillhe
should have placed her in some secure asylum, where she might fael herself at perfect liberty to accept or fo reject his proposal. By acting with an honour so delicate, he
unconsciously adopled a certain means of increasing her esteem and gratitude, and deserved them the more, since he had to endure the apprehension of lesing her by the
deiay thus occasioned fo their nuptials.

They reached the town of Celano before the evening closed, when Vivaidi was requested by Ellena to enguire for a convent, where she might be lodged for the night. He left her
at the inn, with Paulo for her guard, and proceeded on his search. The first gate he knocked upon belonged to a convent of Carmelites. It appeared probable, that the pilgrims
of that order, who had occasioned him so much disguietude, were honest brothers of this house; but as it was probable also, that if they were emissaries of the Abbess of San
Stefana, and came to Celano, they would take up their lodging with a society of their own class, in preference to that of any other, Vivaldi thought it prudent to retire from their
gates without making himself known He passed on, therefore, and soon after armved at a convent of Dominicans, where he leamed, that there were only two houses of nurs in
Celano, and that these admitted no other boarders than permanent ones.

Vivaldi returned with this inteligence (o Ellena, who endeavoured 1o reconcile hersedf to the necessity of remaining where she was, but Paulo, ever active and zealous, brought
inteligence, that at a liftle fishing town, atsome distance, on the bank of the lake, was a convent of Ursalines; remarkable for their hospitality o strangers. The obscurity of so
remaote a place, was another reason for prefering |tto Celano, and Vivaldi proposing to remove thither, if Ellena was not too weary to proceed, she readily assented, and they
immediately set off.

“I happens to be a fine night” said Paulo, as they left Celano, "and so, Signor, we cannot well lose our way; besides, they say, there is but one. The fown we are going fo lies
yonder on the edge of the lake. about a mile and a half off. |think | can see a gray steeple or two, a little to the right of that wood where the water gleams so.”

“Mo, Paulo,” replied Vivaldi, after looking attentively | perceive what you mean; but those are not the poinis of steeples. they are only the tops of some tall cypresses.”
"Pardonme, Signor, they are too tapering for trees; that must surely be the town, This road, however, will lead us right, for there is no other to puzzle s, as they say.”

"This cool and baimy air revives me" said Elena; "and what a soothing shade prevails over the scene! How softened, yet how distinet, is every near object how sweetly
dubious- the more removed ones: while the mountains beyond character themselives sublimaly upon the still glowing horizon”

"Observe, too,” said Vivaldi, "how their broken summits, tipt with the beams that have set to our lower region, exhibit the portraiture of towers and casties, and embattled
ramparts, which seemed designed to guard them against the enemies, thal may come by the clouds.”

"Yes," replied Ellena, “the mountains themsehves displaya sublimity, that seems fo belong to a higher world; their besiegers ought not to be of this garth; they can be only spirits
of the air.”

"They can be nothing else, Signora,” said Paule, "for nothing of this earth can reach them, See! lady, they have some of the qualiies of your spirits, too; seel how they change
their shapes and colours, as the sun-beams sink. And now, how gray and dim they grow! See but how fast they vanishl”

"Every thing repeses.” said Vivaldi. "Who would wilingly travel in the day, when Raly has such nights as this!”

"Signer, that /s the town before us," said Paulo, “for now | can discern, piain enough, the spires of convenis, and there goes a light! Hah, hah! and ther is a bell, too, chiming
Trom one of the spires! The monks are going to mass; would we were going to supper. Signor!”

"That chime is nearer than the place you poirt to, Pauio, and | doubt whether it comes from the same quarter.”
"Hark! Signor, the air wafts the sound! and now itis gone again”
"Yes, | believe you are right, Paulo, and that we have notfar to go."

The travellers descended the gradual slopes, towards the shore; and Paulo, some time after, exclaimed, "See, Signor, where another light glides along! See! it is reflected on
the lake."

"| hear the faint dashing of waves, now," said Ellena, "and the sound of oars, too! But observe, Paulo, the light is notin the town, (Lis in the boat that moves yonder.”
"MNow it retreats; and trembles ina lengthening line uponthe waters," said Vivaldi. "We have been oo ready to believe what we wish and have yet far to go."

The shore they were approaching formed a spacious bay for the lake, immediatety below. Dark woods seemed to spread along the banks, and ascend among the cultivated
slopes towards the mountains; except where, here and there, cliffs, bending over the water, were distinguished through the twilight by the whiteness of their limestone
precipices. Within the bay, the town became gradually visible, lights twinkled between the trees, appearing and vanishing, like the stars of a cloudy night and, at length was
heard the melancholy song of boatmen, who were fishing near the shore,

Cther sounds soon after struck the ear. "0, what merry notes!” exclaimed Pauo, "they make my heart dance. See! Signora, there is a group, foofing it away so gaily on the
bank of the lake, yonder, by those trees. O, whata merry setl Would | were among them! thatis, Imean, if you, Maestro, and the Signora were not here "

“Well corrected, Paulo."
“tis a festival, | fancy.” observed Vivaldi. "These peasants of the lake can make the moments fly as gaily as the voluptuaries of the city, it seems.”

"0l what memy music!” repeated Paulo. "Anl how often | have footed it as joyously on the beach al Naples, afier sun-set of a fine night, like this; with such a pleasant fresh
breeze to cool one! Al there are none like the fishermen of Naples for a dance by moonlight how lightty they do frip itt O1 if | was but there now! That is. | mean, if you, Maestro,
and the Signora were there too, O! what merry notes!”

"We thank you, good Signor Pauo,” said Vivaldi, "and Itrust we shall all be there soon; when You shall trip itaway, with as joyous an heart as the best of them.”

The travellers now entered the town, which consisted of one street, straggling along the margin of the lake; and having enquired for the Ursaline corvent, were directed to it's
gates. The portress appeared immediately upon the finging of the bell and cared a message to the Abbess, who as guickly returned an invitation to Ellena. She alighted, and



foliowed the porfress to the parlour, while Vivaldi remained at the gate, till he shouid know whether she approved of her new lodging, A second invitation induced him, also, fo
alight, he was admitted to the grate, and offered refreshment, which, however, he declined staying to accept, as he had yeta lodging to seek for the night The Abbess, on
learning this circumstance, courteously recommended him to-a neighbouring society of Benedictines and desired him to mention her name to the Abbol

Vivaldi then took leave of Ellena, and, though it was only for a few hours; he left her with dejection. and with some degree of apprenersion for her safety, which, though
circumstances could not justify him in admiting, he could not entirely subdue. She shared his dejection, but not his fears, when the door closed after him, and she found herself
once more among strangers. The forlornness of her feelings could not be ertirely overcome by the attentions of the Abbess; and there was a degree of curiosity, and even of
scrutiny, expressed in the looks of some of the sisters, which seemed more than was due 1o a stranger. From such examination she eagerly escaped to the apanment aliotted
for her, and to the repose from which she had so long been withheid.

Vivaldi, meanwhile, had found an hospitable reception with the Benedictines, whose sequestered situation made the visit of a stranger a pleasurable novelty to them. In the
eagerness of comversation, and, yielding to the satisfaction which the mind receives from exercising ideas that have long sleptin dusky indolence, and to the pleasurs of
admitting new ones, the Abbotand a few of the brothers sat with Vivaldi to a late hour. When, at length, the ravelier was suffered fo refire. other subjects than those, which had
interested his host, engaged his thoughts; and he revolved the means of preventing the misery that threatened him, in a serious separation from Ellena. Now, that she was
received into a respectable asylum, every moftive for silence upon this topic was done away, He detemined, therefore, that on the following morning, he would urge all his
reasons-and enfreaties for animmediate mamage; and among the brothers of the Benedictine, he had litie doubt of prevailing with one to sclemnize the nuptials, which he
beligved would place his happiness and Ellena’s peace, beyond the influgnce of malignant possibilities.



CHAPTER il

"lunder fair pretence of fnendly ends;

And well-placed words of glozing courtesy,
Baited with reasons not unplausible,

Wind me into the easy-hearted man,

And hug him into snares.”

Miltan,

While Vivaldi and Eliena were on the way from San Stefano, the Marchese Vivaldi was suffering the utmost vexation, respecting his son; and the Marchesa felt not less
apprehension, that the abode of Ellena might be discovered; yet this fear did not withhald her from mingling inall the gaieties of Naples. Her assemblies were, as usual, among
the mast briliant of that voluptuous city, and she patronized, as zealously as before, the strains of her favounte composer. But, notwathstanding this perpetual dissipation, her
thoughts frequently withdrew themselves from the scene, and dwelton glnorrr:.rfnmbadmgs of disappointed pride.

A circumstance, which rendered her particularly susceptible to such disappointment at this time, was, that overtures of aliance had been lately made to the Marchese. by the
father ofa fady, who was held suitable, in every consideration, to become his daughter, and whose wealth rendered the union particularly desirable at a time, whenthe
expences of such an establishment as was necessary to the vanily of the Marchesa, considerably exceeded his income, large as itwas.

The Marchesa's temper had been thus irtated by the contemplation of hier son's conductin an affair, which so materially affected the fortune, and, as she believed, the honour
af his family, when a courier from the Abbess of San Stefano brought inteligence of the fight of Ellena with Vivaldi. She was ina disposition, which heightened disappointment
into fury; and she forfeited, by the transports to which she yielded, the degree of pity that otherwise was due to a mother, who believed her only son to have sacrificed his family
and himself to an unworthy passion She believed, that he was now married, and irrecoverably lost Scarcely able 1o endure the agony of {his conviction, she sent for her ancient
adviser Schedoni, that she might, at least, have the relief of expressing her emotions: and of examining whether there remained a possibility of dissohing these long-dreaded
nuplials. The phrenzy of passion, however, did not so far overcome her circumspection as to compel her to acquaint the Marchese with the contents of the Abbess's lelter,
before she had consulted with her Confessor. She knew that the principles of her husband were too just, upon the grand points of morality, to suffer him to adopt the measures
she might judge necessary, and she avoided informing him of the mamiage of his $on, until the means of counteracting it should have been suggested and accomplished,
howaver desperate such means might be.

Schedoni was not to be fourd, Trifling circumstances encrease the irtation of a mind in such a state as was her's. The delay of an opportunity for unburthening her heart to
Schedoni, was hardly to be endured; another and ancther messenger were dispatched to her Confessor.

“My mistress has commitied some great sin, truely!” said the servant. who had been twice to the convent within the last half hour, " must lie heavy on her conscience, in good
truth, since she cannot suppeort it for one half hour. Welll the rich have this comfort, however, that, let them be ever so guilty, they can buy themselves innocent again, in the
twinkling of a ducat. Now a poor man might be a month before he recovered his innocence, and that, too, not till afier many a bout of hard Rogging.”

Inthe evening Schedoni came, but itwas only to confirm her worst fear. He, too, had heard of the escape of Ellena, aswell as that she was on the lake of Celang; and was
married to Vivaldi. How he had cbtained this information he did not chuse to disclose, but he mentioned so many minute circumstances in confirmation of it's truth, and
appeared to'be so perfectly convinced of the facts he related, that the Marchesa believed them, as implicitly as himself, and her passion and despair transgressed all bounds
of decorum,

Schedoni observed, with dark and silent pleasure, the turbulent excess of her feelings; and perceived that the moment was now arived, when he might command them to his
purposs, so as to render his assistance mdrspensab!e to her repose; and probabily-s0 as to accomplish the revenge he had long meditated against Vivaldi, without hazarding
the favour of the Marchesa. Se far was he from attempting to seoth her sufferings, that he continued to imitate her resentment, and exasperate her pride; effecting this, atthe
same time, with such imperceptible art, that he appearad only to be paliiating the conduct of Vivaldi, and endeavouring to console his distracted mother.

“This is a rash step. certainly" said the Confessor, "but he is young, very young, and, therefore, does nof foresee the conseguence fo which it leads. He does not perceive how
seriously it will affect the dignify of his house;—how much it will depreciate his conseguence with the court, with the nobles of his own rank, and even with the plebeians, with
whom he has condescended to connect himseif. Infoxicated with the passions of youth, he does not weigh the value of those blessings, which wisdom and the expenence of

maturer age know how to estimate. He neglects them only because he does not perceive their influence In society, and that fightly to resign them, is to degrade himself in the
view of almost every mind. Unhappy young mant he is to be pitied fully as much as blamed "

"Your excuses, reverend father,” said the toriured Marchesa, "prove the goodness of your heart; but theyillustrate, also, the degeneracy of his mind, and detail the full extent of
the effects which he has brought upon his family. it affords me no consolation to know, that this degradation proceeds from his head, rather than his heart. it is sufficient that he
has incurred it, and that no possibility remains of throwing off the misfortune "

"Perhaps that is affirming too much," observed Schedoni,

"How, father” said the Marchesa,

"Perhaps a possibility does remain,” said he,

"Point it out to me, good father! | do not perceive it"

"Nay, my lady,” replied the subtie Schedoni, correcting himself, “lam by no means assured, that such possibility does exist. My solicitude for your tranquiliity, and for the honour
of your house, makes me so unwilling to refinquish hope, that, perhaps, | only imagine a possibility in your favour, Let me consider —Alas! the misforiuna, severe as it is,
must be endured —there remain no means of escaping from it."

" was cruel of you, father, to suggesta hope which you could not justify.” observed the Marchesa.

“Youmust excuse my extreme solicitude, then” replied the Confessor. "But how is it possible for me 1o see a family of your ancient estimation brought into such circumstances;
its honours blighted by the folly of a thoughtless boy, without feeling sorrow and indignation, and looking round for even some desperate means of delivering it from disgrace.”
He-paused.

"Disgrace!” exclaimed the Marchesa, "father, you—you—Disgracel—The word is a strong one, but——itis, alas! just And shall we submit to this?—Is it possible we can
submit to it?”

"There is no remedy," said Schedoni, coolly.
"Good God!" exclaimed the Marchesa, "that there shoud be no law to prevent, or, atleast, to punish such criminal mamages!”
"It is much to be lamented,” repiied Schedoni.

“The woman who obtrudes herself upon a family. to dishonour it.” continued the Marchesa, "deserves a punishment nearly equal to that of a state criminal, since she injures
those who best support the state. She ought to suffer’——

"Not nearly, but quite equal” inferrupted the Confessor, "she desenves——death!”

He paused, and there was a momant of profound silence, fill he added—"for death only can obliviate the degradation she has occasioned; her death alone can restore the
original spiendor of the line she would have sulied”

He paused again, but the Marchesa still remaining silent, he added, °I have often marvelled that our lawgivers should have failed to perceive the justness, nay the necessity, of
such punishment!”



“tis astonishing," said the Marchesa, thoughtfully, "that a regard for their own honour did not suggest it.”

"Justice does not the [ess exist, because her laws are neglected,” observed Schedonl "A sense of whatshe commands lives inour breasts; and when we fail fo abey that
sense, it is to weakness, not to virtue, that we yield.”

"Certainly,” replied the Marchesa, “that truth never yet was doubled”

"Pardon me, |am not so certain as to that" said the Confessor, “when justice happens to oppose prejudice, we are apt to believe it virtuous to disobey her. For instance,
though the law of justice demands the death of this gin, yetbecause the law of the land forbears to enforce it, you, my daughter, even you! though possessed of a man's spirit,
and his clear perceptions, woukd think that virlue bade her live, when it was only fearl”

"Hah!" exclaimed the Marchesa, in a fow voice, “What is that you mean? You shali find | have a man's courage also."

“| speak without disguise " replied Schedoni, “my meaning requires none.”

The Marchesa mused, and remained silent.

"| have done my duly," resumed Schedoni, at fiength. "l have peinted out the only way that remains for you to escape dishonowr. f my zeal is displeasing——but | have done.”

"Mo, good father, no.” said the Marchesa; "you mistake the cause of my emotion. New ideas, new prospects, openi—they confuse, they distract me! My mind has not yet
attained sufficient strength to encolnter them. some woman's weakness still lingers at my hear.”

"Pardon my inconsiderale zeal " said Schedon, with affected humility, "| have been to blame. If your's is a weakness, itis, at least, an amiable one, and, perhaps, deserves to
be-encouraged, rather than conquered.”

"How, fathert If it deserves encouragement, itis not 2 weaknass. but a virtue.”

"Beitso" said Schedoni, coolly, "the interest | have felt onthis subject, has, perhaps, misled my judgment, and has made me unjust. Think no more ofit, or, if you do, let it be
only ta pardon the zeal | have testified.”

"It does not deserve pardon, but thanks,” replied the Marchesa, "not thanks only, but rewand. Geod father, | hope itwill some time be in my power o prove the sincerity of my
words."

The Conféssor bowed his head,

"| trust that the services you have rendered me, shall be gratefully repaid—rewarded, | dare not hope, for what benefit could possibly reward a senvice so vast, as itmay,
perhiaps, be in your power to conder upon my family! What recompence could be balanced against the benefit of having rescued the honour of an ancient house!”

“Your goodness is beyond my thanks, or my desert " said Schedoni, and he was again silent.
The Marchesa wished him to lead her back to the peint, from which she herself had deviated, and he seemed determined, that she should lead him thither. She mused, and

hesitated. Her mind was not yet familiar with atrocious guilt, and the crime which Schedoni had suggested, somewhat alarmed her, She féared fo think, and still more to name
it; yet, so acutely susceptible was her pride, so stern her indignation, and so profound her desire of vengeance, that her mind was tossed as on a tempestuous ocean, and

these temible feelings threatened to overwhelm all the residue of humanity in her heart. Schedoni obsenved all ils progressive movements, and, like a gaunt tyger, lurked in
silence, ready to spring forward atthe mament of opportunity.

“Itis your advice, then, father " resumed the Marchesa, after a long pause,—"it is your opinion—that Ellena "——=5She hesitated, desirous that Schedonl should anficipate her
meaning; but he chose to spare his own delicacy rather than that of the Marchesa.

"You think, then, that this insidious girl deserves™—She paused again, but the Confessor, still silent, seemed to wait with submission for what the Marchesa should deliver.
“| repeat, father, that it is your opinion this girl deserves severe punishment "—

"Undoubledly.” replied Schedonl, "Is it not also your own?”

“That not any punishment can be too severe?” continued the Marchesa, "That justice, equally with necessity, demands——her life? ks not this your opinion too?"

"0l pardon me," said Schedoni, “Imay have emed; that only was my opinion; and when | formed it |was probably too much under the infiuence of zeal to be just. When the heart
is warm, how ig it possible that the judgment can be cool”

"kis not then, your opinion holy father,” said the Marchesa with displeasure.
"I do not absolutely say that” replied the Confessor —"But | leave it to your better judgment to decide upon ifs justness.”

As he said this, he rose to depart. The Marchesa was agitated and perplexed, and reguested he would stay; but he excused himse!f by alledging, that it was the hour when he
mist attend a particular mass. )

“Well then, holy father, [will occupy no more of your valuable moments at present, but you know how highly | estmate your advice, and will not refuse, when | shall at some future
time requestit”

“| cannot refuse to-accept an honour,” replied the Gonfessor, with an air of meekness, "but the subject you afiude to is delicate’——
"And therefore | must value, and require your opinion upon it," rejoined the Marchesa.

“| would wish you to value your own,” replied Schedoni; "you cannot have a better director.”

"You flatter, father "

“| ondy reply, my daughter

"On the evening of to-morrow, " said the Marchesa, gravely, "I shall be at vespers in the church of San Nicolo; if you should happen to be there, you will probably see me, when
the senice is over, and the congregation is departed, in the north cloister. We can there converse on the subject nearest my heart, and without observation——Farewell”

"Peace be with you, daughter! and wisdom council your thoughts!” sald Schedonl, "Iwill not fail to visit San Nicolo."
He folded his hands upon his breast, bowed his head, and left the apartment with the silent footstep, that indicates weanness and conscious duplicity.

The Marchesa remained in her closet, shaken by ever-varying passions, and ever-luctuating opinions; meditating misery for others, and inflicting it only upon herself.




CHAPTERIV.

Along the roofs sounds the: low peal of Death,

And Consclence trembles to the boding note;

She views his dim form floating o'er the aisles,
She hears mysterious murmurs in the air,

And voices, strange and potent, hint the crime
That dwelis in thought, within her secret sou,

The Marchesa repaired, according to her appointment, to the church of San Nicolo, and, ordering her servants to remain with the camrlage ata side-door, entered the chair,
atiended only by her woman

When vespers had concluded, she lingered till nearly every person had guitted the choir, and then walked through the solitary aisles o the north cloister. Her heart was as heawy
as her step; for when is it that peace and evil passions dwell together? As she slowly paced the cloisters, she perceived a monk passing between the pillars, who, as he
approached, lifted his cowl, and she knew him to be Schedoni.

Heirstantly observed the agitation of her spirits, and that her purpose was not yet detemminad, acoording to his hope. But. though his mind became clouded, his countenance
remained unaltered; it was grave and thoughtful. The sternness of his vulture-eye was, however, somewhat softenad, and its lids were contracted by subtlety.

The Marchesa bade hier woman walk apart, while she conferred with her Confessor,

"This unhappy boy," said she, when the attendant was at some distance. "How much suffering does his folly infict upan his family! My good father, [ have need of all your advice
and conselation. My mind is perpetually haunted by a sense of my misfortune; it has no respile; awake or in my dream, this ungrateful son alike pursues me! The only relief my
heart receives is when conversing with you—my only counselior, my only disinterested friend."

The Confessor bowed. "The Marchese is, no doubt, equally afflicted with yourself,” said he; "but he is, notwithstanding, much more competent to advise you on this delicate
subject than lam.”

“The Marchese has prejudices. father, as you well know: he is-a sensible man, but he is sometimes mistaken, and he is incormgible in emor. He has the faults of a mind that is
merely well disposed; he is destitute of the discernment and the enargy which wold make it great [ itis necessary to adopt a conduct. that departs in the smallest degree from
those common rules of morality which he has cherighed, without examining them, from his infancy, he is shocked, and shrinks from action. He cannot discriminate the
circumstances, that render the same action virtuous or vicious. How then, father, are we to suppose he would approve of the bold inflictions we meditate?”

"Muost true!” said the ariful Schedoni, with an air of admiration

"We, therefore, must not consult him " continued the Marchesa, "lest he should now, as formerly, advance and maintain objections, to which we cannol yield. What passes in
conversation with you, father, is sacred, it goes no farther”

"Sacred as a confession!” said Schedoni, crossing himself
“| know not,"—resumed the Marchesa, and hesitatad; "I know not"—she repeated in a yet lower voice; "how this girl may be disposed of, and this it is which distracis my mind.”

“I marvel muchat that" said Schedoni. "With opinions so singularly just, with a mind so-accurate; yet so bold as you have displayed, is it possible that you can hesitate as to
whatis to be done! You, my daughter, will not prove yourself one of those ineffectual declaimers, who can think vigorously, but cannot act so! One way, only, remains for you to
pursue, in the present instance; it is the same which your superior sagacity pointed out, and taught me to approve, Is it necessary for me to persuade her, by whom [am
comvinced! There is only one way.”

"And on that | have been long meditating " replied the Marchesa, "and, shall | own my weakness? | cannot yel decide.”

"My daughter! can Itbe possible that you should want cowrage to soar above vulgar prefudice, in action, though notin opinion?" said Schedoni, who, perceiving that his
assistance was necessaryto fix her fluctuating mind, gradually began to steal forth from the prudent resenve, in which he had taken shefier.

"If this person was condemned by the law " he continued, “you would pronounce her sentence to be just: yet you dare not, Fam humbled while | repeat it, you dare not dispense
justice yourselfi”

The Marchesa, after some hesitation, said, “| have not the shield of the law to protect me, father: and the boldest virtue may pause, when it reaches the Wimost verge of safety.”

"Mever!” replied the Confessor, warmly, "irue never frembles; itis her glory, and sublimest atinbute to be superor to danger; to despise it. The best principle is not virtue fill it
reéaches this elevation”

A philosopher might, perhaps, have been sirprized to hear two persons seriously defining the fimits of virtue, at the very moment in which they meditated the most atrocious
crime: a man of the world would have considered it to be mere hypocnisy; a supposition which might have disclozed his general knowledge of manners, but would certainly
have betrayed his ignorance of the human heart

The Marchesa was for some time silent and thoughtful, and then repeated deliberately, "I have not the shield of the law to protect me."

“But you have the shield of the church." replied Schedoni; "you should not only have protection, but absolution ™

“Absoltionl—Does wirtue—ijustice, require absolution, father?”

“When | mentioned absolution for the action which you perceive to be so just and necessary,” replied Schedon, "l accommodated myspeech to vuigar prejudice, and to wigar
weakness. And, forgive me, that since you, my daughter, descended from the lofliness of your spint fo regret the shield of the law, | endeavoured to console you, by offering a
shield to conscience. But enough of this; let us retum to argument. This gir is put out of the way of committing more mischief, of injuring the peace and dignity of a distinguished
family; sha is sentto an eternal sleep, before her time. —Whare is the crime, where (s the evil of this? On the contrary, you perceive, and you have comvinced me, thatitis only
sirict justice, only self-defence.”

The Marchesa was attenfive_and the Confessor added, "She is not immortal; and the few years more, that might have been allotied her, she deserves to forfeit, since she
would have empﬂuyed them in CEFﬂEEﬁI'IQ the honour of an illustrious house”

"Speak low, father " said the Marchesa, though he spoke almostin a whisper; "the cloister appears solitary, yet some person may lurk behind those pillars. Advise me how this
business may be managed: | amignarantof the particular means "

"Thereis some hazard in the accomplishment of it, |.grant,” replied Schedoni; "l know not whom you may confide in—The men who make a lrade of bipod"—
"Hushi" said the Marchesa, looking round through the twilight—"a step!”

"It is the Friar's, yonder, who crosses lo the choir,” replied Schedoni.

They were watchful for a few moments, and then he resumed the subject “Mercenaries ought not to be frusted,"—

"Yet who but mercenaries"—interrupted the Marchesa, and instantly checked herself. But the question thus implied, did not escape the Confessor.

"Pardon my astonishment," said he, "at the inconsistency. or, what shall | venture to call it? of your opinions! After the acutenass you have displayed on some points, is it
possible you can doubt, that principle may both prompt and perform the deed? Why should we hesitate to do what we judge to be right?®"



“Ah! reverend father,” said the Marchesa, with emation, "but where shall we find another ke ‘_.IZFHFB.E‘”—E nother. who nat onlycan pEfﬁEiW‘ with jLBl‘l‘IE’S‘S. but will act with
energy”

Schedoni was silent

“Such a friend is above all estimation; but where shall we seek him?"

"Daughter!” said the Monk, emphatically, "my zeal for your family is also above all calkulation”
"Good father,” replied the Marchesa, comprehending his full meaning, "l know nat how to thank you."
"Silence is sometimes eloquence,” said Schedoni, significanty.

The Marchesa mused: for her censcience also was eloguent She tried to overcome its voice, but it would be heard; and sometimes such starts of homrible conviction came
over her mind, that she felt as one who, amklng from & dream, opens his eyes only lo measure the depth of the precipics onwhich he fotters, In such moments she was
astonished, that she had paused for an instant upon a subject so ternble as that of murder. The sophistry of the Confessor, together with the inconsistencies which he had
betrayed, and which had not escaped the notice of the Marchesa evenatthe time they were uttered, thmg_h she had been unconscious of her own, then became more str:mgtr
apparent, and she almost determined to suffer the poor Elfena to live. But returning passion, ike a wave that has recoiled from the shore, afterwards came with recoliecied
energy, and swept from her feeble mind the bamiers, which reason and conscience had begunto rear.

"This confidence with which you have thought proper to honour me " said Schedoni, at length, and paused; "This affair, so momentous"—
"Ay, this affair” interrupted the Marchesa, in a huried manner —"but when, and where, good father? Being once convinced, lam anxious to have it setfled.”

“That must be as occasion offers,” replied the Monk, thoughtfully —"Cn the shore of the Adriatic, in the province of Apulia, not far from Manfredonia, is 2 house that might suit
the purpose. it is & lone dweling on the beach, and concealed from travellers. among the forests which spread for many miles along the coast”

“And the people?" said the Marchesa.

"Ay, daughter, or why travel so-far-as Apulia? It is inhabited by one poor man, who'sustaing a miserable existence by fishing. | know him, and could unfold the reasons of his
solitary ife;—but no matter, it is sufficient that | knowhim."

"And would trust kem, father?”

“Ay, lady, with the life of this gir——though scarcely with my own.”

"How! Is he s such a villain he may not be trusted! Think further, But naw, you objected to a mercenary, yet this manis ongl”

“Daughter, he may be trusted, when itis insuch a case; he is safe and swre. | have reason to know him.”

"MName your reasons, father”

The Confessor was silent, and his countenance assumed a very peculiar characler, it was more terible than usual, and overspread with a dark, cadaverous hue of mingled
anger and guilt The Marchesa started involuntarily as, passing by a window, the evening gleam that fell there, discovered it and for the first ime she wished, that she had not
committed herself so wholly to his power. Butthe die was now cast, it was too late to be prudent, and she again demanded his reasons.

"No matter.” said Schedoni, in a stifled voice—"she dies!"

“By his hands?" asked the Marchesa, with sirong emotion. "Think, once more, father.”

They werg both again silent and thoughtful. The Marchesa, at length, said, "Father, [ rely upon your Integrity and prudence;” and she laid a very fiattering emphasis upon the
word integrity. "But | conjure you to let this business be finished gquickly, suspense is to me the purgatory of this world, and not fo frust the accomplishment of it to a second
person” She paused, and then added, " would not willingly owe so vast a debt of obligation to any other than yourself.”

“Your request, daughter. that lwould not confide this business to a second person,” said Schedoni, with displeasure, "cannot be accorded to. Can you suppose. that |,
myseff"—

"Can | doubt that principte may both prompt and perform the deed,” interrupted the Marchesa with quickness, and anticipating his meaning, while she retorted upon him his
former words. "Why should we hesitate to do what we judge to be right?”

The silence of Schedoni alone indicated his displeasure, which the Marchesa immediately understood,

"Censider, good father," she added significantly, "how painful it must be to me, to owe so infinite an obligation to a stranger, or to any other than so highly valued a friend as
yourself"

Schedoni, while he detected her meaning. and persuaded himself that he despised the flattery, with which she so thinly veiled it, unconsciously suffered his self-love to be
soothed by the compliment. He bowed his head, in signal of consent to her wish.

“Avoid violence, If that be possible " she added, immediately comprehending him, "but let her die quickid The punishment is due to the cnme.”

The Marchesa happened, as she said this, to cast her eyes upon the inscription over a Confessional, where appeared, In black letiers, these awful words, "God hears thee!"
appeared an awiul warning. Her countenance changed:; it had struck upon her heart. Schedoni was too much engaged by his own thoughts to observe, or understand her
silence. She soon recovered hersell, and considering that this was a common inscription for Confessionals, disregarded what she had at first considered as a peculiar
admorition; yet some moments elapsed, before she could renew the subject.

"You was speaking of a place, father," resumed the Marchesa—"you menticned 2"—

“Ay." muttered the Confessor, stillmusing—"ina chamber of that house there is"—

"What noise is that?" said the Marchesa, inferrupting him. They listened. A few low and queruous notes of the organ scunded at'a dislance; and sfopped again.

"What moumful music is that?" said the Marchesa in a faultering voice. "It was touched by a fearful hand! Vespers were overlong ago!”

"Daughter,” said Schedoni, somewhatstemly, "you said you had a man's cowage. Alas! you have a woman's heart”

"Excuse me, father; | know not why [ feel this agitation, but | will command it Thatchamber?'—

"In that chamber," resumed the Confessor, "is a secret door, constructed long ago."—

"And for what purpose constructed?” said the fearful Marchesa.

"Pardon me, daughter; ‘ts sufficient that it is there, we will make a good use of it, Through that door—in the: night—when she sleeps™——

“| comprehend you," said the Marchesa, "I comprehend you. But why, you have your reasons, no doubt, but why the necessity of a secret door in a house which you say is so
lonely—inhabited by only one person?”



"A passage leads lo the sea.” confinued Schedoni, without replying to the question. "There, on the shore, when darkness covers it, there, plunged amidst the waves, no siain
shall hint of'—

"Hark!” interrupted the Marchesa, starting, "that note againl”

The argan sounded faintly from the choir, and paused, as before. Inthe next moment, a slow chaunting of voices was heard, mingling with the rising peal, in a strain particularly
melancholy and selemn.

"Wha is dead?" said the Marchesa, changing countenance; "It is a requiem|”
"Peace be with the departed!” exclaimed Schedoni, and crossed himself "Peace restwith his soull”
"Hark! to that chaund!” said the Marchesa. in & trembling voice; "itis a first requiem; the soul has but just quitted the body”

They listened insilence. The Marchasa was much affected; her complaxion varied at every instant; her breathings were shor and interrupted, and she even shed a few tears,
but they were those of despair, rather than of somrow. "That body is now cold, " said she to herseff, "which but an hour ago was warm and animated! Those fine senses are
closed in death! And to this condition would | reduce a being like myselfl Oh, wrelched, wrelched mother! to what has the folly of a son reduced theel”

She turned from the Confessor, and walked afone inthe cloister. Her agitation encreased, she wepl without restraint, for her veil and the evening gloom concealed her, and her
sighs were iost amidst the music of the chair,

Schedoni was scarcely less disturbed, bt his were emotions of apprehension and contempt. "Behold, what is woman!” said he——"The slave of her passions, the dupe of her
senses! When pride and revenge speak in her breast, she defies obstacies, and laughs at crimes! Assail but her senses, let music, for instance, touch some feeble chord of
her heart, and echo to her fancy, and lo! all her perceptions change ——she shrinks from the act she had but an instant before befieved meritorious, vields fo some new
emotion, and sinks—the victim of a sound! O, weak and contemptible being!”

The Marchesa, at least, seemed to justify his obsenations. The desperate passions. which had resisted every remonstrance of reason and humanity, were vanguished only by
other passions; and, her senses touched by the moumiul melody of music, and her superstitious fears awakened by the occurrence of a requiem for the dead, atthe very
moment when she was planning murder, she yielded, for a while, to the united influence of pity and terror. Her agitation did not subside; but she returned fo the Confessor.

"We willconverse on this business at some future ime " said she; "at present, my spirits-are disordered. Good night, father! Remember me in your orisons.”

"Peace be with you, lady!” said the Confessor, bowing gravely, "You shall not be forgotten. Be resolute, and yourself.”

The Marchesa beckoned her woman lo approach, when, drawing her veil closer, and leaning upon the attendant's arm, she left the cloister. Schedoni remained for a moment

on the spot, looking after her, till her figure was lost in the gloom of the long perspective; he then, with thoughtful steps, quitted the cloister by-another door. He was
disappointed, but he did not despair,




CHAPTERV.

"The lonely mountains o'er,

And the resounding shore,

A voice of weeping heard, and loud lament!

From haunted spring, and dale,

Edg'd with poplar pale,

The parting genius i with sighing sent;

With flower-inwoven fresses torn

The rymphs in twilkight shade of tangled thicket mourn."”

Mitton,

While the Marchesa and the Monk were thus meditating conspiracies against Eliena, she was still in the Ursaline convent on the lake of Celano. In this obscure sanchuary,
indisposition, the conseguence of the- long and severe anxiety she had suffered, compelied her io remain. A fever was on her spints, and an universal lassitude prevailed over
her frame; which became the more effectual, from her very solicitude to.conguer it. Every approaching day she hoped she should be able to pursue her journey homeward, yet
every day found her as incapable of traveling as the last, and the second week was already gone, before the fine air of Celano, and the tranquiliity of her asylum, began to
revive her. Vivaidi, who was her dally visitor at the grate of the convent; and who, walching over her with interse soficitude, had hitherto forbore to renew a subject, which, by
agitating her spirits, might affect her health, now, that her health strengthened, ventured gradually to mention his fears lest the place of her retreat should be discovered, and lest
he yet might imecoverably lose her, uniess she would approve of their speedy mamiage. At every visit he now urged the subject, represented the dangers that surrounded them,
and repeated his arguments and entreaties; for now, when he belleved that time was pressing forward fatal evils, he could no longer attend to the delicate scruples, that bade
him be sparing in entrealy. Ellena, had she obeyed the diclates of her heart, would have rewarded his atachment and his senvices, by a frank approbation of his proposal, but
the objections which reason exhibited against such a concession, she could neither overcome or disregard.

Vivaldi, after he had again represented their present dangers, and claimed the promise of her hand, received inthe presence of her deceased relative, Signora Bianchi, gently
ventured to remind her, that an event as sudden as lamentable, had first deferred their nuptials; and that if Blanchi had lived, Ellena would have bestowed, long since; the vows
he now solicited. Again he intreated her, by every sacred and tender recollection, to conclude the fearful uncertainty of their fate, and'to bestow upon him the right to protect her,
before they ventured forth from this lemporary asylum.

Ellena immediately admitted the sacredness of the promise, which she had formerly given, and assured Vivaldi that she considered herself as indissolubly bound to wed him
as ifithad been given at the altar, but she objected to a confirmation of it, il his family should seem willing to recelve her for their daughter; when, forgetting the injuries she had
received from them, she would no longer refuse their aliance. She added, that Vivaldi ought to be more jealous of the dignity of the woman, whom he honoured with his
esteem, than to permit her making a greater concession,

Vivaldi feit the full force of this appeal; he recollected, with-anguish, circumstances of which she was happily ignerant. but which served to strengthen with him the justness of her
reproof. And, as the aspersions which the Marchese had thrown upon her name. crowded to his memery, pride and indignation swelled his hearl. and so far overcame
apprehension of hazard, that he formed a momentary resolution to abandon every other consideration, to that of asserting the respect which was due to Ellena, and to forbear
ciaiming her for his wife, Hll his family should make acknowledgment of their eror, and wilingly admit her in the rank of their chikd. But this resolution was as transient as
plausible; other considerations, and former fears pressed upon him. He perceived the strong improbability, that they would ever make a voluntary sacrifice of their pride to his
love; or yield mistakes, nurtured by prejudice and by willing induigence, to truth and a sense of justice. Inthe mean time, the plans, which would be formed for separating him
from Eflena, might succeed, and he should lose her for ever. Above all, it appeared, that the best, the only method, which remained for confuting the daring aspersions that had
affected her name, was, by proving the high respect he himself felt for her, and presenting her to the world in the sacred character of his wife. These considerations quickly
determined him to persevere in his suit, but it was impossible to urge them to Ellena, since the circumstances they must unfold, would not only shock her deficacy and afflict her
heart, but would fumish the proper pride she cherished with new arguments against approaching a family, who had thus grossly insulted her.

While these considerations occupied him, the emotion they occasioned did not escape Ellena’s obsendation; it encreased, as he reflected on the-impossibility of urging them to
her, and on the hopelessness of prevailing with her, unless he oould produce new arguments in his favour. His unaffected distress awakened all her tendemess and gratitude,
she asked herself whether she ought any longer to assert her own rights, when by doing so, she sacrificed the peace of him, who had incured so much danger far her sake,
whao had rescued her from severe opprassion. and had so long and so well proved the strength of his affection.

As she applied these questions, she appeared to herself an unjust and selfish being, urwilling to make any sacrifice for the ranquiliity of him, who had given her liberty, even at
the risk of his life. Her very virfues, now that they were camied o excess, seemed fo her to border upon vices; her sense of dignity, appeared to be namow pride; her delicacy
weakness; her moderated affection cold ingratitude; and her circumspecton, litHe less than prudence degenerated into meanness.

Vivaldi, as aptin admitting hope as fear, immediately perceived her resolution beginning to yield, and he urged again every argument which was likely to prevail over it Butthe
subject was too important for Ellena, to be immediately decided upon; he departed with only a faint assurance of encouragement; and she farbade him to return il the following
day, when she would acquaint him with her final determination,

This interval was, pernaps, the most painful he had ever expenenced. Alone, and on the banks of the lake, he passed many houwrs in altemate hope and fear; in endeavouring to
anticipate the decision, on which seemed suspended all his future peace, and abruptly recoiling from it, as often as imagination represented it o be adverse.

Of the walis, that enclosed her, he scarcely ever lost sight the view of them seemed to cherish his. hopes, and, while he gazed upon their rugged surface, Ellena alone was
pictured on his fancy, ill his anxiety to learn her disposition towards him arase 1o agony, and he would abruptly leave the spot. But an invisible spell still seemed to attract him
backagain, and evening found him pacing slowly beneath the shade of those melancholy boundaries that concealed his Eflena.

Her day was not maore tranquil. Whenever prudence and decorous pride forbade her to become a member of the Vivaldi family, as constantly did gratitude, affection,
imesistible tendemess plead the cause of Vivaldi. The memory of past times retuned; and the very accents of the deceased seemed to murmur from the grave, and command
her to fulfil the engagement. which had soothed the dying mements of Bianchi.

Cn the following morning, Vivaldi was at the gates of the convent, long befare the appointed houwr, and he lingered indreadful impatience. till the clock struck the signal for his
entrance.

Ellena was already in the pariour; she was alone, and rose in disorder on his.approach, His steps faultered, his voice was lost, and his eyes only, which he fixed with a wild
eamastness on hers, had power to enquire her resolution. She observed the paleness of his countenance, and his emotion, with a mixiure of concern and approbation, At that

mament, he perceived her smile, and hold out her hand to hin: and fear, care, and doubt vanished at ance from his mind. He was incapable ofthanking her, butsighed deeply
as he pressed her hand. and, overcome with joy, supported himself against the grate that separated them.

"You are, then, indeed my own!" said Vivaldi, at length recovering his voice—"We shall be no mare parted—you are mine for ever! But your countenance changes! O heaven!
surely | have not mistaken! speak! | conjure you, Eflena; relieve me from these temible doubts!”

"l am yours, Vivaldi" replied Eliena faintly, "oppression can pan us no more.”
She wept and drew her veil over her eyes,

“What mean those tears 7" sald Vivaldi, with alarm. "Ahl Ellena " he added in.a softened voice, "should tears mingle with such moments as these! Should your tears fall upon
my heartnow! They tell me, that your consent is given with reluctance—with grief, that your love is feebie, your hean—yes Efienal that your whole hear is no longer ming!”

"They ought rather ta tefl you,” replied Ellena, “that itis all your own; that my affection never was more powerful than now, when it can overcome every cansideration with respect
to your family, and urge me to a step-which must degrade me in their eyes,—and, I fear, in my own."

"0 retract that cruel assertion!” interrupted Vivaldi, "Degrade you in your ownl—degrade youin their eyes!” He was much agitated: his countenance was flushed, and an air of
more than usual dignity dilated his figure,



"The time shall come, my Ellena,” he added with erargy, "when they shall understand your worth, and acknowledge your excellence. Of that | were an Emperar, that | might
shew to all the world how much | love and honour youl”

Ellena gave him her hand, and, withdrawing her veil, smiled on him through her tears; with gratitude and reviving courage.

Before Vivaldi retired to the convent, he obtained her consent lo consult with an aged Benedicting, whom he had engaged in his interest, as to the hour at which the mamiage
might be solemnized with least observation. The priest informed him, that at the conclusion of the vespersenvce, he should be disengaged for several hours; and that, as the
first hour after sun-set was more salitary than almaost any other, the brotherhood being then assembled in the refectory, he would meet Vivaldi and Elena atthat time, ina
chapel on the edge ofthe fake, a sher distance from the Benedictine convent, to which it belonged, and celebrate their nuptials.

With this proposal, Vivaldi immediately returned to Eliena; when it was agreed that the party should assemble atthe hour mentioned by the priest. Ellena, who had thought it
proper to mention her intention to the Abbess of the Ursalines, was, by her pemmission, o be attended by a lay-sister, and Vivaldi was to meet her without the walls, and
conduct her to the altar, When the ceremony was over, the fugitives were to embark in a vessel, hired for the purpose, and, crossing the lake, procesd towards Naples. Vivaldi
again withdrew to engage a boat, and Ellena to prepare far the continuance of her journey.

As the appointed hour drew near, her spints sunk, and she walched with melancholy foreboding, the sun retiring amidst stommy clouds, and his rays fading from the highest
points.of the mourtains, till the gloom of twilight prevailed over the scene. She then left her apartment took a grateful leave of the hospitable Abbess, and, aftended by the lay-
sister, quitted the convent,

Immediately without the gate she was met by Vivaldi, whose look, as he put her amm within his, gently reproached her for the dejection of her air,

They walked in silence towards the chapel of San Sebastian. The scene appeared 1o sympathize with the spints of Ellena. t was a gloomy evening, and the lake, which broke
in dark waves upon the shore, mingled its hollow sounds with those of the wind, that bowed the lofty pines, and swept in gusts among the rocks. She obsenved with alarm the
heawy thunder clouds, that rolled along the sides of the mountains, and the birds circling swiftly over the waters, and scudding away to their nests amang the ciiffs, and she
noticed to Vivaldi, that, as a storm seemed approaching, she wished to avoid crossing the lake. He immediately ordered Paulo to dismiss the boat, and to be in waiting with a
carriage, that, if the weather shoud become clear, they might nol be detained longer than was otherwise necessarny.

As they approached the chapel, Efena fixed her eyes on the moumiul cypresses which waved over it and sighed. "Those." she said, "are funereal mementos—not such as
should grace the altar of mamage! Vivaldi, | could be supersitious.—Think you not they are portentous of future misfortune? But forgive me; my spirits are weak."

Vivaldi endeavoured to soothe her mind, and tenderly reproached her for the sadness she induiged. Thus they entered the chapel Silence, and a kind of gloomy sepulchral
light, prevailed within. The venerable Benedictine, with a brother, who was to serve as guardian to the bride, were already there, but they were kneeling, and engaged in prayer.

Vivaidi led the rembling Eliena to the altar, where they waited till the Benedictines should have finished, and these were moments of great emotion. She often looked round the
dusky chapel, in fearful expectation of discovering some lurking observer, and, though she knew it to be very improbabie, that any parson in this neighbourhood could be
interested in interrupting the ceremeny, her mind involuntarily admitted the possibility of it Once, indeed, as her eyes glanced over a casement, Ellena fancied she
distinguished a human face laid close fo the glass, as if to walch what was passing within; but when she looked again, the appantion was gone. Notwithstanding this, she
listenad with amdety to the uncertain sounds without, and sometimes started as the surges of the lake dashed over the rock below, almost believing she heard the steps and
whispesning voices of men in the avenues of the chapel She tried, however, to subdue apprehension, by considering, that if this were true, an harmiess curiosity might have
altracted some inhabilants of the convent hither, and her spirits became more composed, till she observed a deor open a little way, and a dark countenance looking from
behind it In the nexd instant it retreated, and the door was closed.

Vivaidi, who perceived Ellena's complexion change, as she laid her hand on his arm, folowed her eyes to the door, but, no person appearing, he enquired the cause of her
alarm.

“We are observed ” said Ellena, "some person appeared at that doorl"

"And if we are observed, my love " replied Vivaldi, "who Is there in this neighbourhood whose observation we can have reason to fear? Good father, dispalch,” he added,
turning to the priest, "you forget that we are waiting.”

The officiating priest made a signal that he had nearly concluded his orisan: but the other brother rase immediately, and spoke with Vivaldi, who desired that the doors of the
chapel might be fastened to prevent intrusion.

“We dare not bar the gates of this holy temple " replied the Benedictine, "It is a sanctuary, and never may be closed.”
“But you will aliow me to repress idle curiosity,” said Vivaldi, "and to enquire who watches beyond that door? The tranquillity of this lady demands thus much.”

The brother assented, and Vivaldi stepped to the door; but perceiving no person in the obscure passage beyond it he returned with ighter steps to the altar, from which the
officiating priest now rose,

“My children,.” said be, "I have made you wait —but an old man's prayers are not less important than a young man's vows, though this is not a moment when you will admit that

“| will allow whatever you please, good father,” replied Vivaldi, "if you will administer those vows, without further delay——time presses.”

The venerabie priest took his station at the attar, and opened the book. Vivaldi placed himself on his nght hand, and with looks of anxious love, endeavowed to encourage
Eflena, who, with a dejected countenance, which her veil but ill concealed, and eyes fixed on the ground, leaned on her attendant sister. The figure and homely features of this
sister; the tall stature and harsh visage of the brother, clothed in the gray habit of his order, the silvered head and placid physiognomy of the officiating priest, enfightened by a
glearn from the lamp above, opposed 1o the youthful grace and spirt of Vivaldi, and the milder beauty and sweetness of Eliena, formed allogether a group worthy of the pencil,

Thee priest had bequn the ceremony, when a noise from without again alarmed Eliena, who observed the door once more cautiously opened, and a man bend forward his
gigartic figure from behind it. He carried a torch, and its glare, as the door gradually unclosed, discovered other persons in the passage beyond, looking forward over his
shouider into the chapel. The fierceness of their air, and the strange peculianity of their dress, instanily convinced Ellena that they were not inhabitants of the Benedictine
convent, but some terible messengers of evil. Her half-stified shriek alarmed Vivaldi, who caught her before she fell to the ground; but, as he had not faced the doar, he did not
understand the occasion of her temor, till the sidden rush of footsteps made him tum, when he ohserved several men armed, and very singularty habited, advancing towards the
altar.

“Who Is he that imrudes upon this sanctuany?" he demanded stemly, while he haif rose from the ground where Ellena had surk.

“What sacrilegious footsteps,” cned the priest, "thus rudely violate this holy place?”

Ellena was now ingensible; and the men continuing to advance, Vivaldi drew his sword to protect her.

The priest and Vivaldi now spoke together, but the words of neither could be distinguished, when a voice, tremendous from its loudness, like bursting thunder, dissipated the
cloud-of mystery.

"You Vincentio di Vivaldi, and of Maples,” it said, "and you Ellena di Rosalba, of \Villa Altien, we summon you to surender, in the name of the most holy inguisition!”
"The Inquisition” exclaimed Vivaldi, fiercely believing what he heard. "Here is some mistake!”
The official repealed the summons, without deigning to reply,

Vivaldi, yet more astonished, added, "Do notimagine you can so far impose upon my creduiity, as that | can believe myself to have fallenwithin the cognizance of the
Inquisition"



“Youmay believe what you please, Signor,” replied the chief officer, "but you and that lady are our prisoners.”
"Begone, imposter!” said Vivaldi, springing from the ground, where he had supported Ellena, "or my sword shall feach you to repent your audacity!”
“Do you insult an officer of the Inquisition!” exclaimed the nffian. "That holy Community will inform you what you incur by resisting it's mandate.”

The priest interrupted Vivaldi's' retort, "If you are really officers of that tremendous fribunal,” he said, "produce some proof of your office, Remember this place is sanctified, and
tremble for the conseguence of imposition. You do wrong to believe, that | will deliver up to you persons who have taken refuge here, without an unequivocal demand from that
dread power”

“Produce your form of summans,” demanded Vivaldi, with haughty impatience.
“Itis here." replied the official, drawing forth a black scroll, which he delivered to the priest, “Read, and be satisfied!”

The Benedictine started the instant he beheld the scroll, but he received and deliberately examined it. The kind of parchment, the impression of the seal, the particular form of
words, the private signals, understood only by the initiated—all announced this to be-a true instrument of arrestation from the Haly Office. The scroll dropped from his hand, and
he fixed his eyes, with surprize and unutterable compassion, upon Vivaldi, who stoeped to reach the parchment, when it was snalched by the official.

"Unhappy young man!” said the priest, "it is foo true; youare summoned by that awful power, to answer fo your crime, and | am spared from the commissien of a temible
offence!”

Vivaldi appeared thunderstruck. "For what cime, haly father, am | called upon to answer? This is some bold and artful imposture, since it can delude even youl What crime—
what offenca?”

"I did not think you had been thus hardened in guit!” replied the priest, "Forbear! add not the audacity of falsehood, to the headlong passions of youth. You understand too well
your crime.”

“Falsehood!” reforted Vivakdi, "But your vears, old man, and those sacred vestments, protect you. For these niffians, who have dared to implicate that innocent victim,” pointing
to Eflena, "in the charge, they shafl have justice from my vengeance.”

"Forbear! forbearl” said the priest, seizing his ams, "have pity on yourself and on her, Know you nat the punishment you incur from resistance?”

"I know nor care not” replied Vivaidi, "but | will defend Ellena di Rosalba to the last moment. Let them approach if they dare.”

"tis-on her, on her who lies senseless at your feet” said the priest, "that they will wreck their vengeance for these insults; on her—the pariner of your guilt.”
"The partner of my quiltl" exclaimed Vivaldi, with mingled astonishment and irdignation—"of my quill”

"Rash young man! does not the very vell she wears befray it? I marvel how it could pass my obsendationi”

“You have stolen a nun from her convent,” said the chief officer, "and must answer for the cime. When you have wearied yourself with these heroics, Signor, you must go with
us; our patience is wearied already.”

Vivaldi cbserved, for the first time, that Ellena was shrouded ina nun's veil, it was the ane which Olivia had lent. to conceal her from the notice of the Abbess. on the night of her
depariure from San Stefano, and which, in the hurry of that departure, she had forgoften to leave with the nun. During this interval, her mind had been too entirely occupied by
cares and apprehension to allow her once o notice, that the veil she wore was other than her usual one; butit had been too well obsened by some of the Ursaline sisters.

Though he knew not how to account for the circumstance ofthe veil, Vivaldi began to perceive others which gave colour to the charge brought against him, and to asceriain the
wide circumference of the snare that was spread around him. He fancied, too. that he perceived the hand of Schedoni employed uponit, and that his dark spirit was now
avenging itself for the expesure he had suffered in the church of the Spirito Santo, and for all the consequent mortificaions. As Vivaldi was ignorant of the ambitious hopes
which the Marchesa had encouraged in father Schedoni, he did not see the improbability, that the Confesser would have dared to hazard her favour by this arrest of her son;
much less could he suspect, that Schedoni, having done so0, had secrets in his possession which enabled him safely to defy her resentment, and bind ber in silence to his
decrea,

With the conviction, that Schedoni’s was the master-hand that directed the present manceuvre, Vivaldi stood aghast, and gazing in silent unutterable anguish on Ellena, who, as
she began to revive, stretched forth her helpless hands, and called upon him o save her, "Do not leave me," said she in accents the most supplicating, "lam safe while you are
withme."

Atthe sound of her voice, he started from his trance, and tuming fiercely upon the-ruffians; who stood in sullen watchfulness around, bade them depart, or prepare for his fury. At
the same instant they all drew their swords, and the shrieks of Ellena, and the supplications of the officialing priest, were lost amidst the tumult of the combatants.

Vivaldi, most unwilling to shed blood, stood merely on the defensive, till the violence of his antagonists compelied him to exert all g skill and strength. He then disabled one of
the ruffians; but his skill was insufficient to repel the other two, and he was nearly overcome, when steps were heard approaching, and Paulo rushed into the chapel. Perceiving

his master beset, he drew his sword, and came furiously to his aid. He fought with unconguerable audacity and fierceness, il nearfy at the moment when his adversary fell,
other rufians enfered the chapel, and Vivaldi with his failhful servant was wounded, and, at length, disamed.

Ellena, who had been withheld from throwing herself between the combatants, now, on obsenving that Vivaldi was wounded, renewed her efforts for iberty, accompanied by
suchagony of supplication and complairt, as almost moved to pity the hearis of the swrounding ruffians.

Disabled by his wounds, and also held by his enemies, Vivalkdi was compelled to witness her distress and danger, without a hope of rescuing her. In frantic accents he called
upon the old priest to protect her.

"| dare not oppose the orders of the Inquisition,” replied the Benedictine, "even if | had sufficient strength to defy it's officials. Know you not, unhappy young man, thatitis death
to resist them?"

"Deathl" exclaimed Ellena, "deatht”
"Ay lady, oo surely sol”

"Signor, it would have been wellfor you " said one of the ofiicers, "if you had taken my advice; you will pay deariy for what you have done." pointing to the ruffian, who lay
severely wounded on the ground.

"My master will not have that to pay for, friend,” said Paulo, "for if you must know, that is a piece of my work; and, if my arms were now at liberty, | would try if | could not match it
among one of you, though | am so siashed "

"Peace, good Paulo! the deed was mine " said Vivaldi then addressing the official, "For myselfi care not, | have done my duty—>but for hep—Can you look upon her, innocent
and helpless as she is, and not relent! Can you, will you, barbarians! drag her, also, to destruction, upon a charge too so daringly false?”

"Qur relenting would be of no sendce to her " replied the official, "we must do our duty, Whether the charge is true or false, she must answer to it before her judges.”
“What charge?" demanded Ellena,
“The charge of having broken your nun's vows.” replied the priest

Ellenaraised her eyes o heaven: "ls it even sol” she exclaimed.



“You hear she acknowledges the crime,” said one of the ruffians.

"Shﬁ acknowledges no crime” replied Vivaldi, "she only perceives the extent of the malice that persecutes her. O! Ellena, must | then abandon you to their power! leave you for
EFE _||

The agony of this thought re-animated him with momentary strength; he burst from the grasp of the officials, and once more dlasped Ellena to his bosom, who, unable to speak,
wept, with the anguish of a breaking heart, as her head sunk upon his shoulder. The ruffians around them so far respected their grief, that, for a moment, they did not interrupt it

Vivaldi's exertion was transient; faint from sorrow, and from loss of blood, he bacame unable to support himsel, and was compelied again to relinquish Ellena.
“Is there no help?” said she, with agony; "will you suffer him to expire on the ground?"

The priest directed, that he should be conveyed to the Benedictine corwvent. where his wounds might be examined, and medical aid administered. The disabled ruffians were
already carried thither, but Vivakdi refused to go, unless Ellena might accompany him. It was contrary to the rules of the place, that a woman shiould enter it and before the priest
could reply, his Benedictine brother eagerly said, that they dared not transgress the law of the convent.

Ellena's fears for \Vivaldi entirely overcame those for herself, and she entreated, that he would suffer himself to be conveyed to the Benedictines; but he could not be prevailed
with to leave her. The officials, however, prepared to separate them; Vivaldi invain wged the useless cruelty of dividing him from Ellena, if, as they had hinted, she also was to'
be carried lo the Inquisition; and as ineffectually demanded, whither they really designed to take her.

“We shall take good care ofher, Signor," said an officer, "that is sufficient for you. it signifies nothing whether you are going the same way, you must not go together.”

"Why, did you ever hear, Signor, of arrested persons being suffered to remain in.company?” said another ruffian, "Fine plots they would lay, | wamant they would not contradict
each other's evidence a littie"

"You shall not separate me from my master, though,” vociferated Paulo: "l demand to be sent to the Inquisition with fim, or to the devil, but all is one for that.”
“Fair and softly," replied the officer, "you shall be sent to the Inquisition first, and 1o the devil afterwards; you must be tried before you are condemned.”
"Butwaste ne more time," he added fo his followers, and pointing to Ellena, "away with her."

As he said this, they lifted Ellena in their arms. "Letme loosel” cried Paulo, when he saw they were camyng her from the place, "let me loose, | sayl” and the violence of his
struggles burst asunder the cords which held him; a vain release, for he was instantly seized again.

Vivaldi, already exhausted by the loss of blood and the anguish of his mind, made, however, a last effort to save her, he tried to raise himself from the ground; but a-sudden film
came over his sight, and his senses forsook him. while yetthe name of Eliena fautered on his lips.

Asg they bere her from the chapel, she continued o call upon Vivaldi, and altemately to supplicate that she might ence more behold him, and take one last adleu. The ruffians-
were inexorable, and she heard his voice no more. for he no longer heard—no longer was able to reply to her's.

"C once again!" she cried inagony, "One word, Vivaldi! Let me hear the sound of your voice yet once again!” But it was silent.

As she quitted the chapel, with eyes still bent towards the spot where he lay, she exclaimed, in the piercing accents of despair, "Farewel, Vivaldil—O! for ever—ever,
farewell”

The tone, in which she pronounced the last “farewell” was so touching, that even the cold heart of the priest could not resist it, but he impatiently wiped away the few lears, that
rushed into his eyes, before they were observed, Vivaldi heard it—it seemed to arouse him from death!—he heard her mournful voice for the last time, and, fuming his eyes,
saw her veil floating away through the portal of the chapel. All suffering. all effort, all resistance were vain; the nuffians bound him, bleeding as he was, and conveyed him to the
Benedictine convent, together with the wounded Paulo, who unceasingly vociferated on the way thither, | demand to be sent to the Inquisition! | demand o be sent to the
Inquisitiont”



CHAPTERVI.

"In earliest Greece to thee, with partial choice,
The grief-full Muse address'd her infant tongue;
The maids and matrons on her awful voice,
Silent and pale, inwild amazement hang.”

Collins's Ode lo Fear.

The wounds of Vivaldi, and of tis senvant, were pronounced, by the Benedictine who had examined and dressed them, 1o be not dangerous, bt those of one ofthe ruffians
were declared doubtful. Some few of the brathers displayed much compassion and kindness towards the prisoners; but the greater part seemed fearful of expressing any
degree of sympathy for persons who had fallen within the cognizance ofthe Holy Office, and even kept aloof from the chamber, in which they were confined. To this self-
restriction. however, they were not long subjected; for Vivaldi and Paulo were compelied to begin their journey as soon as some short rest had sufficiently revived them. They
were placed in the same camiage, butthe presence of two officers prevented all interchange of conjecture as to the destination of Ellena, and with respect to the immediate
occasion of their misfortune. Paulo, indeed, now and then hazarded a surmize, and did not scruple to affimn, that the Abbess of San Stefano was their chief enemy; that the
Garmelite fars, who had overtaken them on the road, were her agenis; and that, having fraced their route, they had given intelligence where Vivaldi and Ellena might be found.

"| guessed we never should escape the Abbess." said Paulo, "though | would not disturb you, Signor mio, nor the poor lady Ellena, by saying so. But your Abbesses are as
cunning as Inquisitors, and are so fond.of goveming, that they had rather, ike them, send a man to the dewil, than send him no where."

Vivaldi gave Paulo a significant loak, which was meant to repress his imprudent loguacity, and then sunk again inte silence and the absiractions of deep grief, The officers,
mean while, never spoke, but were observant of all that Paulo said, who perceived their watchfulness, but because he despised them as spies, he thoughtlessly despised them
also as enemies, and was so far from concealing opinions, which they might repeat to his prejudice, that nie had a pricle in exaggerating them, and in daring the worst, which
the exasperated tempers of these men, shut up in the same carniage with him, and compelled to hear whatever he chose to say against the institution fo which they belonged,
could effect. Whenever Vivaldi, recalled from his abstractions by some bold assertion, endeavoured to check his imprudence, Pauo was contented to solace his-conscience,
instead of protecting imself, by saying, "It is their own fault; they would thrust themselves into my company; let them have enough of it, and, if ever they take me before their
reverences, the inquisitors, they shall have enough for it too. Iwill play up such a tune in the Inguisition as is not heard there every day. | will jingle all the bells on their fool's caps,
and tell them a little honest truth, if thay make me smart for it ever so.”

Vivaidi, aroused once more, and seriousty alarmed for the consequences which hanest Paulo might be drawing upon himself, now insisted on his silence, and was obeyed.

They travelled during the whole night, stopping only to change horses. At every post house, Vivaldi looked for a cariiage that might inclose Ellena, but none appeared, nor any
sound of wheels told him that she followed.

With the moming light he perceived the dome of St. Pater, appearing faintly over the plains that surrounded Rome. and he understood, for the first imé, that he was going to the
prisons of the Inguisitien in that city. The travellers descended upen the Campania, and then rested for a few hours ata small fown on its berders.

When they again set forward. Vivaldi perceived thatthe guard was changed, the officer who had remainad with him in the apartment of the inn only appearing among the new
faces which surrounded him. The dress and manners of these men differed considerably from those of the other. Their conduct was more femperate, but their countenances
expressed a darker cruelty, mingled with a sly demureness, and a solemn self-impertance, that announced them at once as belonging to the Inquisition, They ware almost
invariably silent and when they did speak, it was only in a few sententious words, To the abounding questions of Paulo, and the few earnest entreaties of his master, to be
informed of the place of Ellena’s destination. they made not the least reply, and listened to all the flourishing speeches of the servant against Inguisitars and the Holy Office with
the most profound gravity.

Vivaldi was struck with the circumstance of the guard being changed, and still more with the appearance of the party, who now compaosed it VWhen he compared the manners
of the late, with those of the present guard, he thought he discovered in the first the mere ferocity of ruffians; but in the fatter, the principles of cunning and cruelty, which seemed
particularly to characterize Inquisitors; he was inclined to believe, that a stratagem had enthralled him, and that now, for the first ime, he was in the custody of the Haly Office.

it was near midnight when the prisoners entered the Porto def Popolo, and found themseives in the midst of the Camival at Rome. The Corso, through which they were obliged
to pass, was crowded with gay camlages and masks. with processions of musicians, monks, and mountebanks, was fighted up with innumerable flambeauwx, and resounded
with the heterogeneous rattling of wheels, the music of serenades, and the jokes and laughter of the reveliers, as they sportively threw about thelr sugar-plumbs. The heatof the
weather made it necessary to have the windows of the coach open, and the prisoners, therefore, saw all that passed without R was a scene, which contrasted cruelly with the
feelings and circumstances of Vivaldi, tom as he was from ber he most loved, in dreadful uncertainty as to her fate, and himself about 1o be braught before a tribunal, whose
mysterious and termble proceedings appalied even the bravest spints. Altogether, this was one of the most stiking examples, which the chequer-work of human life could shew,
ar human feefings endure, Vivaldi sickened as he looked upon the splendid crowd, while the cardage made its way slowly with it; but Paulo, as he gazed, was remirded ofthe
Corso of Naples, such as it appeared at the ime of Camival, and, comparing the present scene with his native one, he found fault with every thing he beheld, The dresses were
tasteless, the equipages withowt splendor, the peopie without spirit; yet, such was the propensity of his heart to sympathize with whatever was gay, that, for some moments, he
forgot that he was a prisoner on his way to the inquisition; almost forgot that he was a Neapolitan; and, while he extlaimead against the dullness of a Roman camnival, woldd have
sprung through the camiage window to partake of its spint, If his fefters and his wounds had not withheld him_ A deep sigh from Vivaldi recalied his wandering imagination; and.
when he noticed again the sorrow in his master's look, all his ightly joyous spinits fled.

"My maestro, my dear maestrol"—he said, and knew not how 1o finish what he wished to express.

At that moment they passed the theatre of San Carlo. the doors of which were thronged with equipages, where Roman ladies, in their gala habits, courtiers in their fantastic
dresses, and masks of all descripfions, were hastening fo the opera. In the midsi of this gay bustle, where the cariage was unable to proceed, the officials of the Inguisition
looked on in solemn silence, not a muscle of their features relaxing in sympathy, or yielding a single wrinkle of the self-importance that lifted their brows; and, while they
regarded with secret contempt those, who could be thus lightly pleased, the people, in retum, more wisely, perhaps, regarded with conternpt the proud moroseness, that
refused to partake of innocent pleaswes, because theyware frifing, and shrunk from countenances furowed with the stemness of cruelty. But, when their office was
distinguished, part of the crowd pressed back from the cariage in affright, while another part advanced with curiosity, though, as the majority retreated, space was left for the
carriage (o move on An_er quitting the Corso, it proceeded for some miles through dark and deserted streets, where only here and there a lamp, hung on high before the image
of a saint, shed its glimmering light, and where a melancholy and universal silence prevailed. At intervals, indeed, the moon, as the clouds passed away, shewed, fora
mament, some of those mighty monuments of Rome's elernal name, those sacred ruins, those gigantic skeletons, which once enclosed a soul, whose enargies govemed a
world! Even Vivaldi could not behold with indifference the grandeur of these reliques, as the rays fell upon the hoary walls and columns, or pass among these scenes of ancient
story, without feeling a melanchely awe, a sacred enthusiasm, that withdrew him from himself. But the illusion was transient; his own misfortunes pressed too heavily upen him
to be long unfelt, and his enthusiasm vanished like the mooniight.

A refurning gleam lighted up, soon after, the rude and extensive area, which the camiage was crossing. k appeared, fromit's desolation, and the runs scattered distantly along
its skirts, to be a part of the city entirely abandoned by the modern inhabitants to the reliques of its former grandeur. Not even the shadow of a human being crossed the waste,
nar any building appeared, which might be supposed to shelter one. The deep tong of a bell, however, roling on the silence of the night, announced the haunts of man to be not
far off; and Vivaldi perceived in the distance. to which he was approaching, an extent of lofty walls and towers, that, as far as the gloom would permit his eye to penetrate,
bounded the horizon. He judged these to be the prisons of the Inquisition. Paulo pointed themn out at the same moment. "An, Signor” said he despondingly, "that is the place!
what strength!. i, my Lord, the Marchese were but to see where we are going! Ahl"—

He concluded with a deep sigh, and sunk again into the state of apprehension and mufe expectation, which he had suffered from the moment that he quitied the Corso.

The cariage hawing reached the walls, followed their bendings to a considerable extent These walls, ofimmense height. and strengthened by innumerable massy bulwarks,
exhibited neither window or grate, buta vast and dreary blank; a small round tower oniy, perched here and there upon the summit, breaking their monotoiny.

The prisoners passed what seemed to be the principal entrance, from the grandewr of its portal, and the gigantic lofliness of the towers that rose over it, and soon after the
carriage stopped at an arch-way in the walls, strongly baricadoed. One of the escort alighted, and, having struck upon the bars, a folding door within was immediately opened,
and a man bearing a torch appeared behind the bamicado, whose countenance, as he looked through it, might have been copied for the



“Gnm-visaged comfortless Despair”
of the Poet

Mo words were exchanged between him and the guard; but on perceiving who were without. he opened the iron gate, and the prisoners, having alighted, passed with the two
officials beneath the arch, the guard following with a torch. They descended a flight of broad steps; at the foot of which ancther iron gate admitted them fo a kind of hall; such,
however, it at first appeared to Vivaldi, as his eyes glanced through its gloomy extent, imperfectly ascertaining it by the lamp, which hung from the centre of the roof, Mo person
appeared, and a death-like silence prevailed, for neither the officials nor the quard yet spoke; nor did any distant sound contradict the notion, that they were traversing the
chambers of the dead. To Vivaldi it ccoured, thatthis was one of the burial vaults of the victims, who suffered in the Inguisition, and his whele frame thrilled with herror. Several
avenues, opening from the apariment, seemed to lead to distant quarters of this immense fabric, but still no footstep whispering along the pavement, or voice murmuiring
through the arched roofs, indicated it to be the residence of the living.

Hawving entered one of the passages, Vivaldi perceived a person clothed inblack, and who bare a lighted taper, crossing silenlly in the remote perspective; and he understood
too well fram his habit, that he was a member of this dreadful tribunal,

The sound of footsteps seemed to reach the stranger, for he tumed, and then paused, while the officers advanced. They then made signs to each othar, and exchanged a few
words, which neither Vivaldi or his servant could understand, when the stranger, pointing with his taper along another avenue, passed away. Vivaldi followed him with his eyes,
til a door atthe exremity ofthe passage opened, and he saw the Inguisiter enter an apariment, whence a great light proceeded. and where several other figures, habited like
himself, appeared waiting to receive him. The door immediately closed; and, whether the imagination of Y ivaldi was affected, or that the sounds were real, he thought, as it
closed, he distinguished half-stifled groans, as of a personinagony.

The avenue, through which the prisoners passed, openad, at lenath, into an apartment gloamy like the first they had entered, but more extensive. The roof was supported by
arches, and long arcades branched off from every side of the chamber, as from a central point, and were lost in the gloom, which the rays of the small lamps. suspended in
each, but feebly peretrated,

They rested here, and a person scon after advanced, who appeared fo be the jailor, into whose hands Vivaldi and Paulo were delivered. A few mysterious wonds having been
exchanged, one of the officials crossed the hall, and ascended a wide stair-case, while the other, with the jailor and the guard, remained below, a5 if awaiting his retum.

A long interval elapsed, during which the stiliness of the place was sometimes interrupted by a closing door, and, at others, by indistinct sounds, which yel appeared to Vivaldi
like lamentations and extorted groans. inquisitors, in their long black robes, issued, from time to time from the passages, and crossed the hall to other avenues. They eyed the
prisoners with curiosity, but without pity, Their isages, with few exceplions, seemed stamped with the characters of demans. Vivaldi could not ook upon the grave cruelty, or
the ferocious impatience, their countenances severally expressed, without reading in them the fate of some feliow creature, the fate, which these men seemed going, even at
this moment, 1o confim; and, as they passed with soundless steps, he shrunk fom observation, as if their very looks possessed some supermnatural power, and could have
siruck death. But he followed their lesting figures, ag they proceeded on their work of horror, to where the tast glimmering ray faded into darkness, expecling to see other doors
af other chambers open to receive them. While meditating upon these homrors, Vivaldi lost every selfish consideration in astonishment and indignation of the suffenings, which
the frenzied wickedness of man prepares for man, who, even at the moment of infliction, insults his victim with assertions of the justice and necessily of such procedure. "is this
possiblel” said Vivaldi intemally, "Can this be in human naturel—Can such horrible perversion of right be permitted! Can man, who calls himself endowed with reason, and
immeasurably superior to every other created being, argue himself into the commission of such hornible folly, such inveterate cruelty, as exceeds all the acts of the mast
irational and ferocious brute. Brutes do not deliberately slaughter their species: it remains for man only, man, preud of his prerogative of reason, and boasting of nis sense of
justice, to unite the most terrble exiremes of folly and wickedness!”

Vivaidi had been no stranger to the existence of this tribunal; he had long understood the nature of the establishment, and had often received particular accounts of its customs
and laws but, though he had believed before, it was now only that comviction appeared to impress his understanding. A new view of human nature seemed to burst, at once,
uponhis mind, and he could not have experienced greater astonishment, if this had been the first moment, in which he had heard of the instituion. But, when he thought of
Ellena, considered that she was inthe power of this fribunal, and that it was probable she was at this moment within the same dreadful walls, grief, indignation and despair
imitated him almost lo frenzy, He seemed suddenty animated with supernatural strength, and ready to attempt impossibiliies for her deliverance. It was by a strong effort for seif
command, that he forbore bursting the bonds, which held him, and making a desperale attempt to seek her through the vast extent of these prisons. Reflection, however, had
not so ertirely forsaken him, but that he saw the impossibility of succeeding in'such an effort, the moment he had conceived it and he forbore to rush upon the certain
destruction, to which itmust have led. His passions, thus restrained, seemed to become virtues, and to display themselves in the energy of his cowrage and his fortitude. His
soul became sterm and vigorous In despair, and his manner and countenance assumed a calm digréty, which seemed to awe, in some degree, even his guards. The paln of his
wounds was no longer felt it appeared as if the strength of his infellectual self had subdued the Infirmities of the body, and, perhaps, in these moments of elevation, he could
have endured the torture without shrinking.

Paulo, meanwhile, mute and grave, was watchful of all that passed. he observed the revoluions in his master's mind, with grief first, and then with surprize, but he could not
imitate the noble fortitude, which now gave weight and steadiness to Vivaldi's thoughts. And when he locked on the power and gloom around him, and on the visages of the
passing Inquisitors, he began to repent, that he had so freely delivered his apinion of this tnbunal, in the presence of its agents, and 1o perceive, that if he played-up the kind of
tune he had threatened, it would probably be the last he should ever be permitted to perform in this world.

At length, the chief officer descended the stair-case, and immediately bade Vivaldi follow him. Paule was accompanying his master, but was withheld by the guard, and told he
was 1o be disposed of in a different way. This was the moment of his severest trial, he declared he would not be separated from his master.

“What did | demand to be brought here for,” he cried, "if it was not that | might go shares with the Signor in all his troubles? This i not a place to come to for pleasure, | warrant
and | canpromise ye, gentiemen, | would not have come within an hundred miles of you, if it had not been for my masters sake”

The guards roughly inlerupted him, and were camying him away, when Yivaldi's commanding voice amested them. He returned to speak a few words of consolation to his
faithful servant, and. since they were to be separated, fo take leave of him.

Paulo embraced his knees, and, while he wept, and his words were almost stified by sobs, declared no force should drag him from his master, while he had life; and repeatedly
appealed to the guards, with—"What did | demand to be brought here for? Did ever any body come here to seek pleasure? What right have you to prevent my going shares
with mvy master in his troubles?"

“We do notintend to deny you that pleasure, friend." replied one of the guards:

“Don't you? Then heaven bless you!" cried Paulo, springing from his knees, and shaking the man by the hand with a violence, that would nearly have dislocated the shoulder of
a person less robust

"So come with us." added the guard, drawing him away from Vivaidi. Paulo now became outrageous, and, struggling with the guards, burst from them, and again fall at the fest
of his master, who raised and embraced him, endeavouring to prevail with him to submit quietly to what was inevitable and to encourage him with hope,

“| trust that our separalion will be short ™ said Vivaldi, "and that we shall meet in happier circumstances. My innocence miust soon appear.”

"We shall never, never meet again, Signommio, in this world," said Paulo, sobbing violently, "so don't make me hope so. That old Abbess knows what she is about too weli to let
us escape, or she would not have catched us up s0 cunningly as she did; so what signifies innocence! O! ifmy old lord, the Marchese, did but know where we are!”

Vivaldi interrupted him, and turning to the guards said, "I recommend my faithful servant to your compassion; he is innocent. it will some time, perhaps, be inmy power to
recompence you for any indugence you may aliow him_and | shall value it a thousand times more highly, than any you could shew to myselft Farewell, Paulo ——farewell
Officer, lam ready."

"0 stayl Signor, for one moment—stay!" said Paulo.

"We can wait no longer," said the guard, and again drew Paulo away, who looking pitecusly after Vivaldi, altemately repeated, “Farewel, dear maestro! farewe| dear, dear
maestrol" and "What did | demand to be brought here for? What did | demand to be brought here for?—what was it for, ifnot to go shares with my maestro?" till Vivaldi was
beyond the reach of sight and of heanng.



Vivaldi, having followed the officer up the stair-case, passed through a gallery o an anti-chamber, where, being delivered info the custody of some persons in waiting, his
conductor disappeared beyond afolding door, that led fo aninner apartment. Over this door was aninscription in Hebrew characlers, traced in blood-colour, Dante's
inscription on the entrance of the infernal regions, would have been suitable to a place, where every circumstance and feature seemed to say, "Hope, that comes to all, comes
not here!"

Vivaldi conjectured, that in this chamber they were preparning for him the instruments, which were to extort a confession; and though he knew little of the regular proceedings of
this tribunal, he had always understood, that the torture was inflicted upon the accused person, till he made confession of the crime, of which he was suspected. By sucha
mode of proceeding, the innocent were certain of suffening longer than the guilty; for, as they had nothing to confess, the Inquisitor, mistaking innocence for obstinacy,
persevered in his inflictions, and it frequently happened that he competlied the innocent to become criminal, and assert a falsehood, that they might be released from anguish,
which they could no longer sustain. Vivaldi considered this circumstance undauntedly; every faculty of his soul was bent up to firmness and endurance. He believed that he
understood the extent of the charge, which woldd be brought against him, a charge as false; as a specious confirmation of it, would be ternble Init's consequence both to
Ellenaand himself. Yet everyart would be practised to bring him to an acknowledgment of having carried off a nun, and he knew aiso, that, since the prosecutor and the
witnesses are never confronted with the prisoner in cases of severe accusation, and since their very names are concealed from him, it would be scarcely possible for him to
prove his innocence. Bul he did not hesitate an instant whether to sacrifice himself for Ellena, determining rather to expire beneath the merciless infictions of the Inquisitors,
than to assert a falsehood, which must involve her in destruction

The officer, at length,-appeared, .and, having beckoned Vivaldi to advance, uncovered his head, and bared his arms. He thenled him forward through the fokding door into the
chamber, having done which, he immediately withdrew, and the door, which shut out Hope, closed after him.

Vivaldi found himself in a spacious apartment, where only two persons were visible, who were seated at a large table, that occupied the centre of the room. They were bath
habited in black, the one, who seemed by his piercing eye, and extraordinary physiegnomy, to be an Inquisitor, wore on his head a kind of black turban, which heightened the
natural ferocity of his visage; the other was uncovered, and his arms bared fo the elbows. A book, with some instruments of singularappearance, lay before hm. Round the
table were several unoccupied chairs. onthe backs of which appeared figurative signs; at the upper end of the apartment, a gigantic crucifixstretched neary to the vaulted roof,
and, at the lower end, suspended from an arch in the wall, was a dark curiain, but whether it vailed a window, or shrawded some object or parson, necessary to the designs of
the Inquisitor, there were litle means of judging. It was. however, suspended from an arch such as sometimes contains a casement, or leads o a deep recess.

The Inguisitor called on Vivaldi to advance, and, when he had reached the table, put-a book into his hands, and bade him swear to reveal the truth, and keep for ever secret
whatever he might see or hear inthe apartment.

Vivaldi hesitated to obey so unquaiified 2 command. The Inquisiter reminded him, by a look, not to be mistaken, that be was absolute here: but Vivaldi still hesitated, "Shall |
consent to my own condemnation?” said he to himself, “The malice of demons like these may convert the most innocent circumstances into matter of accusation, for my
destruction, and | must answer whatever questions théy choose to ask. And shall | swear, also, to conceal whatever | may witness in this chamber, when | know that the most
diabolical crueities are hourly practised here?"

The Inquisiter, in a voice which would have made a hear less fortified than was Vivaldi's tremble, again commanded him to swear, at the same time, he made a signai to the
person, who sat at the opposite end of the table; and who appeared to be aninferior officer.

Vivaldi was still sitert, but he began to consider thal unconscious as he was of crime, it was scarcely possible for his words to be tofured Into a sel-accusation; and thal
whatever he might witness, no refribution wouid be prevented, no evil withheld by the cath, which bound him to secresy, since his most severa denunciation could avail nothing
against the supreme power of this tibunal. As he did not perceive any good, which could arise from refusing the oath; and saw much immediate evil from resistance, he
consented o receive it. Notwithstanding this, when he put the book to his lips, and uttered the tremendous vow prescribed to him, hesitation and reluctance returned upon his
mind, and an icy coldness struck to his heart. He was so much affected, that circumstances, apparently the most frivial, had at this moment influence upon his imagination. As

he accidentally threw his eyes upon the curtain, which he had obsenved before without emaotion, and now thought it moved, he almost stafted in expectation of seeing some
person, an inguisitor pernaps, as temific as the one before him, oran Accuser as malicious as Schedoni, steal from behind it

The Inquisitor having administered the oath, and the atiendant having noted it in his book, the examination began, After demanding. as is usual, the names and tities of Vivaldi
and his family, and his place of residence. to which he fully replied, the Inquisitor asked, whether he understood the nature of the accusation on which he had been amested.

“The order for my arrestation informed me.” replied Vivaldi.
“Look to your words!” said the Inguisitor, “and remember your oath. What was the ground of accusation?”
"| understond " said Vivaldi, "that | was accused of having stolen a nun from her sanctuany.”

A faint degree of surprise appeared on the brow of the Inquisitor. "You confess it, then?” he said, after the pause of a moment, and making a signal fo the Secrefary, who
immediately noted Vivaldi's words,

“| salemnly denyit” replied Vivaldi, "the accusation is false and malicious."

"Remember the oath you have takenl" repeated the Inquisitor, "leam also, that mercy is shewn to such as make full confession but that the torture is applied to those, who have
the folty and the obstinacy to withhold the truth."

"If you torture me till | acknowledge the justness of this accusation,” said Vivaidi, "I must expire under your inflictions, for suffering never shall compe! me to assert a falsehood. £
is not the truth, which you seek; itis not the guilty, whom you punish; the innocent, having no crimes to confess, are the victims of your cruelty, or, to escape from i, become
criminal,-and proclaim a lie.”

"Recobect yourself” said the Ingusitor, sterfy. "You are not brought hither to accuse, but to answer accusation. You say you are innocent yet acknowledge yourself to be
acquainted with the subject of the charge which is to be urged against youl How could you know this, but from the woice of conscience?”

“From the words of your own sumimons,” replied Vivaldi, "and from thosi of your officials who amested me”

"How!" exclaimed the Inguisitor, "note that” pointing to the Secretary; “he says by the words of our summons; now we know, that you never read that summons. He says aiso by
the words of our officials,—it appears, then, he is-ignerant, that death would follow such a breach of confidence.”

"Itis true, I never did read the summons,” replied Vivaldi, "and as true, that | never asserted | did; the friar, who read it, told of what it accused me, and your officials confirmed
the testimony.”

"Mo more ofthis equivocation!” said the Inquisitor, "Speak only to the guestion.”

"I wilt not suffer my asserions to be misrepresented " replied Vivaldi, "or my words to be pervered against myself. Ihave swom to speak the truth only, since you believe |
violate my oath, and doubt my direct and simple words, | will speak no more."

The Inquisitor half rase from his chair, and his countenance grew paler. "Audacious herefic” he said, "will you dispute, insult, and disobey, the commands of our most holy
tribunall You will be taught the consequence of your desperate impiety—To the torture with him!”

A stern smile was on the features of Vivaldi; his eyes were calmiy fixed on the Inquisitor, and his atfitude was undaunted and firm. His courage, and the cool contempt, which his
loaks expressed, seemed to touch his examiner, who perceived that he had not a commaon mind to operate upon. He abandoned, therefore, for the present, terific measures,
and, resuming his usual manner, proceeded in the examination.

"Where were you arested?”
"At the chapel of San Sebastian, on the lake of Celano,”

"You are certain as lo this?" asked the Inquisitor, "you are sure it was not at the village of Legano. on the high road betwean Celano and Rome?"



Vivaldi, white he confirmed his assertion, recolliected with some surprise that Legano was the place where the guard had been changed, and he mentioned the circumstance
The Inquisitor, however, proceeded inhis questions, withou appearing to notice it. "Was any person arrested with you?”

"You cannot be ignorant,” replied Vivaldi, "that Signora di Rosalba, was seized atthe same ime, upon the false charge of being a nun, who had broken her vows, and eloped
from her convent, nor that Paulo Mendrico, my faithful servantl was also made a prisoner, though upon whal pretence he was arrested |am utterly ignorant”

The Inquisitor remained for some moments in thoughtful silence. and then enquired stightly conceming the family of Eliena, and her usual place of residence. Vivaldi, fearful of
making seme assertion ihat might be prejudicial to her, referred him to herself, but the inquiry was repeated.

"8he is now within these walls,” replied Vivaldi, hoping to leam from the manner of his examiner, whether his fears were just. "and can answer these questions better than
myself”

The Inquisitor merely bade the Notary write down her name;, and then remained for a few moments meditating. At length, he said, "Do you know where you now are?"
Vivaldi, smiling at the question, replied, "| understand that | amin the prisons of the Inquisition, at Rome.”

"Do you know what are the crimes that subject persons to the cognizance of the Holy Office?"

Vivaldi was silent.

"Your conscience informs you, and your silence confirms me. Let me admonish you, ence more, to make a full confessionof your guilt, remember that this is a merciful tribunal,
and shews favour to such as acknowledge their crimes?”

Vivakdi smiled; but the Inquisitor proceeded

"It does not resemble some severs, yel just courts, where immediate execution follows the confession of a criminal. Nol itis merciful, and though it punishes quilt, it never
applies the torfure butin cases of necessity, when the obstinate silence of the prisoner requires such a measure. You see, therefore, what you may avoid, and what expect.”

“Butifthe prisoner has nothing fo confess?” said Vivaldi —"Can your torturés make him guiity? They may force a weak mind to be guilty of falsehood; to escape present
anguish, a man may unwarly condemn himseif to the death! You will find that | am not such-an one.”

"“Young man," replied the Inquisitor, "you will understand too soon, that we never act, but upon sure authority, and will wish, too late, that you had made an honest confession.
Your silence cannot keep from us a Knowledge of your offences; we are in possession of facts; and your obstinacy can neither wrest from us the truth, or pervert it. Your most
secret offences are already written on the tablets of the Holy Office; your conscience cannot reflect them more justly — Tramble, therefore, and revere. But understand, that,
though we have sufficient proof of your guilt, we require you to confess; and that the punishment of obstinacy is as certain, as that of any other offence.”

Vivakii made no reply, and the Inguisitor, after a momentary silence, added, "Was you ever in the church of the Spinto Sanfo, at Naples?”
“Before | answer the question.” said Vivaldi, "I require the name ofmy accuser.”

"You are o recallect that you have no right to demand any thing in this plaice," observed the Inquisitor, "nor can you be ignorant that the name of the Informer is atways kept
sacred from the knowledge of the Accused. Who would venture to do his duty, if his name was arbitranly fo be exposed to the vengeance of the criminal against whom he
informs? tis only in a particuar process that the Accuser is brought forward.”

"The names of the Wilnesses?" demanded Vivaldi.
"The same jistice conceals them also from the knowledge of the Accised.” replied the Inquisitor.
"And s no justice left for the Accused?” said Vivaldi. "ls heto be tned and condemnad witholt being confronted with either his Prosecutor, or the Witnessest”

"Your questions are oo many," said the Ingquisitor, "and youwr answers o0 few. The Infarmer is not also the Prosecutor; the Holy Office, before which the information is laid, is the
Prosecutor, and the dispenser of justice; its Public Accuser lays the circumstances, and the testimonies of the Witnesses, before the Court. But too much of this.”

“How!" exclaimed Vivaldi, “is the tribunal at once the Prosecutor, Witness, and Judge! What can private malice wish for more, than such a court of justice, at which to araign
its enemy? The stifetto of the Assassinis notso sure, or so fatalto innocence. | now perceive, that it avails me nothing to be guiltiess; a single enemy is sufficient to accomplish
my destruction.”

“You have an enemy then?" observed the inquisitor,

Vivaldi was foo well convinced that he had one, but there was not sufficient proof as to the person of this enemy, to justify him in asserting that it was Schedoni. The
circumstance of Ellena having been arrested, would have compelied him to suspect another persen as being at least accessary to the designs of the Confessor, had not
credulity started in horror from the supposition, that a mother's resentment could possibly betray her son into the prisons of the Inguisition, though this mother had exhibited a
temper of remaorseless cruelty towards a stranger, who had interrupted her views for that son.

“You have an enemy then?” repeated the Ingquisitor.
"That lam here sufficiently proves it" replied Vivaldi, "But | am so lifle any man's enemy, that | know not who to call mine.”

"Iis evident, then, that you have no enemy,” observed the subtie Inquisitor, “and that this accusation is brought against you by a respecter of truth, and a faithful servant of the
Roman interest”

Vivaldi was shocked to perceive the insidious art, by which he had been betrayed into a declaration apparently so hanmiess, and the cruel dexterity with which it had been
turned against him, A lofty and contempluois silence was all that he opposed 1o the treachery of his examiner, on whose countenance appeared a smile of riumph and self-
congratuiation, the life of a fellow creatwe being, in his estimation, of no comparative importance with the self-applauses of successful art; the art, foo, upon which he most
valued himseif—that of his profession.

The Inquisitor proceeded, "You persist, then, in withholding the truth?" He paused, but Vivaldi making no reply, he resumed.

"Since it is evident, from youw own declaration, that you have no enemy, whom private resentment might have instigated to accuse you; and, from other circumstances which
have occumed in your conduct, that you are conscious of more than you have confessed —itappears, that the accusafion which has been wrged against you, is not a malicious
stander. | exhort you, therefore, and once more conjure you, by our holy faith, to make an ingenuous confession of your offences, and to save yourseff from the means, which
must of necessity be enforced fo obtain a confession before your trial commences. ladjure you, also, to consider, that by such open conduct only, can mercy be won to soften
the justice of this mosi righteous tribunafl”

Vivaldi, perceiving that it was now necessary for him to reply, once mere solemnly asserted his innecence of the crime alledged against him in the summons, and of the
consciousness of any act, which might lawfully subject him to the notice of the Holy Office.

The Inquisitor again demanded what was the cime alledged, and, Vivaldi having repeated the accusation, he again bade the secretary note it, as he did which, Vivaldi thought
he perceived upon his features something of a malignant satisfaction, forwhich he kKnew not how to account. When the secretary had finished, Vivaldi was ordered to subscnbe
his name and quality to the depositions, and he obeyed.

The Inquisitor then bade him consider of the admonition he had received, and prepare either to confess onthe morrow, or o undergo the question. As he concluded, he gave a
signal, and the officer, who had conducted Vivaldi inio the chamber, immediately appeared.

"You know your orders " said the Inquisitor, "receive your prisoner, and see that they are obeyed”



The official bowed, and Vivaldi followed him from the apariment in melanchaly silence.




CHAPTERVIL

Cafll up the spirit of the ocean, bid

Him raise the storm! The waves begin to heave,
To curl, to foam; the white surges run far
Uponthe darkening waters, and mighty

Sounds of strife are heard. Wraptin the midright
Of the clouds, sits Temror, meditating

Woe. Her doubtful form appears and fades,
Like the shadow of Death, when he mingkes
With the gloom of the sepulchre, and broods

In lonely silence. Her spirits are abroad!

They do her bidding! Hark, to that shriek!

The echoes of the shore have heard!

Ellena, meanwhile, when she had been carried from the chapel of San Sebastian, was placed upon a horse in waiting, and, guarded by the two men who had seized her,
commenced a journey, which continued with litthe intemuption during two nights and days. She had no means of judging whither she was going, and listened invain expectation,
for the feet of horses, and the voice of Vivaldi, who, she had been told, was following on the same road.

The steps of traveliers seldom broke upon e silence of these regions, and, during the journey, she was met only by some markel-people passing to a neighbauring town, or
now and then by the vine-dressers or labourers in the olive grounds; and she descended upon the vast plains of Apulia, still ignorant of her situation, An encampment, nol of
warrors, but of shepherds, who were leading their flocks to the mountains of Abruzzo, enlivened a small tract of these levels, which were shadowed on the north and east by the
mountainous ridge of the Garganus, stretching from the Apennine far into the Adratic.

The appearance of the shepherds was nearly as wild and savage as that of the men who conducted Ellena; buttheir pastoral instruments of flageclets and tabors spoke of
more civilized feelings, as they sounded sweetly over the desert. Her guards rested, and refreshed themselves with goats milk, barley cakes, and almonds. and the manners of
these shepherds, like those she had formerly met with on the mountains, proved to be more hospitable than thair air had indicated.

Afier Ellena had quitted this pastoral camp, no vestige of a human residence appeared for several leagues; except here and there the towers of a decayed fortress, perched
upon the lofty acclivities she was approaching, and half concealed in the woods. The evening of the second daywas drawing on, when her guards drew near the forest, which
she had long observed inthe distance, spreading over the many-nising steeps of the Garganus. They entered by a track, a road it couid not be called, which led among oaks
and gigantic chestnuts, apparently the growth of centuries: and so thickly inflerwoven, that their branches formed a canopy which seldom admitted the sky. The gloom which they
threw around, and the thickets of cystus, juniper, and lerticus, which flourished beneath the shade, gave a character of fearful wildnass to the scene.

Having reached an eminence, where the rees were mare thinly scatered, Ellena perceived the forests spreading on all sides among hills and valies, and descending towards
the Adriatic, which bounded the distance in front The coast bending into a bay, was rocky and bold. Lofty pinnacles, wooded to their summits, rose over the shores, and cliffs
of naked marble of such gigantic proportions, that they were awful even at a distance, oblruded themsebes far into the waves, breasting their etemal fury, Beyond the margin of
the coast, as faras the eye could reach, appeared pointed mountains, darkenad with forests, rising ridge over ridge in many successions. Ellena; as she surveyed this wild
scenery, felt as if she was going into etemal banishment from society. She was tranquil, but it was with the quisiness of exhausted gnef, not of resignation; and she looked back
upon the past, and awaited the future, with a kind of out-breathed despair,

She had travelled for seme miles through the forest, her guards only now and then uttering to each other a question, or an observation concerning the changes which had taken
place in the bordering scenery. since they last passed it, when night began to close in upon them.

Ellena perceived her approach to the sea, only by the murmurs of its surge upon the rocky coast, ill, having reached an eminence, which was, however, no more than the base
of two woody mountains that towered closely over it, she saw dimly it's gray surface spreading in the bay below. She now ventured to ask how much further she was to go, and
whether she was to be taken on board one of the iitie vessels, apparently fishing smacks. that she coud just discern at anchor,

“Yau have not far to go now " replied one of the guards, surlity, "you will soon be at the end of your joumey, and af rest”

They descended to the shore, and presently came to a lonely dwelling, which stood so near the margin of the sea, as aimost to be washed by the waves. Mo light appeared at
any of the lattices; and, from the silence that reigned within, it seemed to be uninhabited. The guard had probably reason to know otherwise, for they halted at the door, and
shouted with all their strength. No voice, however, answered to their call, and, while they persevered in efforts to rouse the inhabitants, Ellena anxiously examined the building,
as exactly as the twilight would permit. It was of an antient and peculiar structure, and, though scarcely important enough for a mansion, had evidently never been designed for
the. residence of peasants,

The walis, of unhewn marble, were high, and strengthened by bastions; and the edifice had turretted cormers, which, with the porch in front, and the sloping roof, were faling fast
into numerous symptoms of decay. The whole building, with it's dark windows and soundless avenues. had an air strikingly forlorn and solitary, A high wall surrounded the small
court inwhich it stood, and probably had once served as a defence to the dwelling; butthe gates, which should have closed againstintruders, could no longer perform their
office; one of the folds had dropped from it's fastenings, and lay on the ground almost concealed in a deep bed of weeds, and, the other creaked on its hinges to every biast at
eachswing seeming ready to follow the fate of it's companion.

The repeated calls of the guard, were; al length, answered by a rough voice fram within; when the door of the porch was fazily unbarred, and opened by a man, whoe visage
was s0 misery-struck, that Ellena could not look upon it with indifference, though wrapt in misery of her own. The lamp he held threw a gleam athwari it, and shewed the gaunt
ferocity of famine, to which the shadow of his holiow eves added a temific wildness. Ellena shrunk while she gazed, She had never before seenvillainy and suffering so strongly
pictured on the same face, and she observed him with a degree of thiilling curiosity, which for a moment éxcitided from her mind all consciousness of the evils 1o be
apprenended from him.

It was evident that this house had not been built for his reception; and she conjectured, that he was the servant of some cruel agent of the Marchesa di Vivaldi.

From the parch, she foliowed into an old hall, ruinous, and destitute of any Kind of furniture. it was not extensive, but lofty, for it seemed fo ascend to the roof of the edifice, and
the chambers above opened around it into a comidor,

Some haif-sullen salutations were exchanged between the guard and the siranger. whom they called Spalatro, as they passed into a chamber, where, it appeared that he had
been sleeping on a maltress lajd ina corner, All the other furnifure of the place, were two or three broken chairs and a table. He eyed Eliena with a shrewd contracted brow,
and then looked significantly at the guard, but was silent, till he desired them all to sit down, adding, that he would dress some fish for supper. Eliena discovered that this man
was the master of the place; it appeared also that he was the only inhabitant; and, when the guard soon after informed her their journey concluded here, her worst
apprehensions were confirmed. The efforts she made to sustain her spirits, werg no longer successful. It seemed that she was brought hither by rufians to a lenely house on the
sea-shore, inhabited by a man, who had "villain" engraved In every line of his face, lo be the viclim of inexorable pride and an Insatiable desire of revenge. After considering
these circumstances, and the words, which had just told her, she was to go no further. conviction struck fike lightning upen her heant; and. belisving she was brought hither to be
assassinated, horror chified all her frame, and her senses forsook her,

On recovering, she sound herself surounded by the guard and the stranger. and she would have supplicated for their pity, but that she feared to exasperate them by betraying
her suspicions. She complained of fatigue, and requested to be shewn to her room. The men looked upon one another, hesitated, and then asked her lo partake of the fish that
was preparing. But Ellena having declined the invitation with as good a grace as she could assume, they consented that shie should withdraw. Spalatro, taking the lamp. lighted
her across the hall, to the corridor above, where he opened the door ofa chamber, inwhich he said she was to sleep.

“Where is mybead?" said the afficted Ellens, fearfully as she looked round.

"It is there—on the fioor,” replied Spalatro, poinfing fo a miserable mattress, over which hung the tattered curtains of what had once been a canopy. "I you want the lamp,” he
added, "I will leave it and come for it ina minute or twe.”



“Will you not let me have a lamp for the night?" she said in a supplicating and timid voice

"Forthe night!™ said the man gruffly, "What! to set fire to the house?”

Ellena still entreated that he would allow her the comfort of a light.

"Ay, ay,” replied Spatatro, with-a look she could not comprehend, "it would be a great comfort to you, trulyl You do not know what you ask."

"What is it that you mean?” said Eliena, eagery; "l conjure you, in the name of our haly charch, to tell me!l”

Spalatro stepped suddenly back, and looked upon her with surprise, but without speaking,

"Have mercy on mel” said Ellena, greatly alarmed by his manner,; *| am friendless, and without help!”

“What do you fear?" said the man, recovenng himself. and then, without waiting her reply, added—"1s it such an unmerciful deed to take away a lamp?"

Eflena. who again feared to betray the extent of her suspicions, only replied, that it would be merciful to leave it, for that her spirits were low, and she required light to cheer them
ina new abode.

"We do not stand upon such conceits here,” replied Spalatro, "we have other matters lo mind. Besides, it's the onlylamp in the house, and the company below are in darkness
while | am losing time here. | will leave it for two minutes, and no more.” Ellena made a sign for him to put down the lamg; and, when he leftthe room, she heard the door barred
upon her.

She employed these bwo minutes in examining the chamber, and the possibility it might afford of an escape. It was a large apartment. unfurnished and unswept of the cobwebs
of many years. The only door she discovered was the one, by which she had entered, and the only window a lattice, which was grated. Such preparation for preventing escape
seemed lo hint how much there might be to escape from.

Having examined the chamber, without finding a single circumstance to encourage hope, tried the strength of the bars, which she couid not shake, and fought in vain for an
inside fastening to her door, she placed the lamp beside it, and awaited the refumof Spalatro. Ina few moments he came, and offered her a cup of sour wine with a slice of
hread; which, being somewhat soothed by this altention, she did not think proper to reject.

Spalatro then quitted the room, and the door was again barred. Lef once more alone, she Iried to overcome apprehension by prayer, and after offenng up her vespers with-a
fervent hear, she became more confiding and composed

Butitwas impossible that she could so far forget the dangers of her situation, as 1o seek sleep, however weaned she might be, while the door of her room remained unsecured:
against the intrusion of the ruffians below; and, as she had no means of fastening it, she determined to watch during the whole night. Thus left to solitude and darkness, she
seated herself upon the mattress to await the return of moming, and was.soon lestin sad reflection; every minute occumence of the past day, and of the conduct of her guards,
moved in review before her judgment, and, combining these with the circumstances of her present situation. scarcely a doubt as to the fate designed for her remained. f
seemed highly improbable, that the Marchesa di Vivaidi had sert her hither merely for imprisonment, since she might have confined her in a comvent, with much less trouble;
and still more so, when Ellena considered the character of the Marchesa, such as she had already experienced it. The appearance of this house, and of the man who inhabited
it, with the circumstance of no woman being found residing here, each and all of these signified, that she was brought hither, not for long imprisonment. but for death. Her
uimost efforts for fortifude or resignation could not overcome the cold tremblings, the sickness of hear, the faintness and universal horror, that assailed her. How often, with
tears of mingled terror and grief, did she call upon Vivaldi—Vivaldi, alas! far distant—!o save her. how often exclaim in agony. that she should never, never see him more!

She was spared, however, the horor of believing that he was an inhabitant of the hquisition, Having detecied the imposition, which had been practised towards herself, and
that she was neither onthe way to the Holy Office; ner conducted by persons belonging to it, she concluded, that the whole affair of Vivaldi's arrest, had been planned by the
Marchesa, merely as a pretence for confining him, till she should be placed beyond the reach of his assistance. She hoped, therefore, that he had only been sent to some
private residence belonging fo his family, and that, when her fate was decided. he would be released, and she be the only victim. This was the sole consideration, that afforded
any degree of assuagement to her sufferings,

The people below sat il a late hour. She listened often to their distant voices, as they were distinguishable in the pauses of the surge, that broke loud and hollow on the shore;
and every ime the creaking hinges of their room door moved, apprehended they were coming to her. Atlength, it appeared they had leftthe apanment, or had fallen asleep
there, for a profound stilness reigned whenever the murmur of the waves sunk. Doubt did not leng deceive her, for, while she yel fistened, she distinguished foolsteps
ascending to the corridor, She heard them approach her chamber, and stop atthe door, she heard, also, the low whisperings of their voices, as they seemed consulting on
what was 1o be done, and she scarcely ventured to draw breath, while she intensely altended to them. Not a word, however, distinctly reached her, till, as one of them was
depariing, another called out in a half-whisper, "It is below on the table, in my girdle; make haste” The man came back, and said something in a lower voice, to which the other
replied, "she sleeps.” or Ellena was deceived by the hissing consonants of some other words. He then descended the stairs; and ina few minutes she perceived his comrade
also pass away from the door, she listeped to his refreating steps, till the roaring of the sea was alone heard in their stead.

Ellena's terrors were relleved only for a mement. Considering the import of the words, [t appeared thaf the man who had descended, was gone for the stiletto of the other, such
animstrument being usually worn in the girdle, and from the assurance, "she sleeps " he seemed 1o fear that his words had been overheard; and she listened again for their
steps; but they came no more.

Happily for Ellena’s peace, she knew not that her chamber had a door, 50 contived as to open without sound, by which assassins might enter unsuspectedly at any hour of the
night. Betieving that the inhabitants of this house had now refired to rest, her hopes and her spirits began to revive; but she was yetsieepless and watchful. She measured the
chamber with unequal steps, often starting as the old boards shoek-and groaned where she passed; and often pausing to isten whether all was yet still in the corridor. The
gleam, which a rising moon threw between the bars of her window, now began io shew many shadowy objects in the chamber, which she did not recollect to have observed
while the lamp was there. Mare than once, she fancied she saw something giide along towards the place where the matiress was laid, and, aimost congealed with terror, she
stood still to watch it but the illusion, if such it was, disappeared where the moonlight faded, and even her fears coutd not give shape to it beyond. Had she not known that her
chamber-door remained strongly bamed, she would have believed this was an assassin slealing to the bed where it might be supposed she slept. Even now the thought
accurred o her, and vague as it was, had power 10 strike an anguish, almos! deadly, twough her heart, while she considered that her immediate situation was nearly as
perlous as the one she had imaged. Again she listened, and scarcely dared to breathe; but not the lightest sound occurred in the pauses of the waves, and she believed
hersell convinced that no person except hersell was in the room. That she was deceived in this balief, appeared from her unwilingness to approach the mattress, while it was
yetinvolved in shade. Unable to overcome her reluctance. she took her station.at the window, till the strengthening rays should allow a clearer view of the chamber, and in some
degree restore her confidence; and she walched the scene without as it gradually became visible, The moon, rising over the ocean, shewed it's restiess surface spreading to
the wide horizon; and the waves, which broke in foam upon the rocky beach below, refiring in long white fines far upon the waters. She listened to their measured and salemn
sound, and, somewhat soothed by the solitary grandeur of the view, remained at the lattice till the moon had risen high into the heavens, and even fill morning began to dawn
upon the sea, and purple the eastem clouds.

Re-assured, by the light that now pervaded her room, she returned 1o the maltress; where anxiety at length vielded to her weariness, and she obtained a short repose.



CHAPTERVIII.

"And yet | fear you; for 1.-ﬂu are fatal then,
When your eyes roll so. ;

Ajasl. wru_.rgnaw yau so your nether lip?

Some bloody passion shakes your very frame:
These are portenis; but vet | hope, | hope,
They do not pointan me.”

Shakspeare.

Ellena was awakened from profound sleep, by a loud noise at the door of her chamber, when, starting from her matiress, she looked around her with surprise and dismay, as
imperfect recollections ofthe past began to gather on her mind. She distinguished the undrawing of iron bars, and then the countenance of Spalatro at her door, before she had
a-clear remembrance of her situation—that she was a prisoner in & house on-a lonely shore, and that this man was her jailor. Such sickness of the heart retumed with these
comvictions, such fainness and terror, that unable to support her trembling frame, she surk again upon the matiress, without demanding the reason of this abnupt intrusion.

“I'have brought you some breakfast” said Spalatro, "if you are awake to take it; but you seem to be-asieep yet Surely you have had sleep sufficient for one night; youwentto
rest soon enough.”

Ellena made no reply, but, deeply affected wath a sense of her situation, looked with beseeching eyes atthe man, who advanced, holding forth an oaten cake and a bason of
milk. "Where shall | set them?” said he, "you must needs be glad of them, since you had no supper.”

Ellena thanked him, and desired he would place them on the floor, for there was neither table nor chair in the room, As he did this, she was struck with the expression of his
countenance, which exhibited a strange mixiure of archness and malignity. He seemed congratulating himself upon his ingenuity, and anticipating some occasion of triumph;
and she was so much interested, that her observation never quitted him while he remained inthe room. As his eyes accidentally met her's, he tumed them away, with the
abruptness of a person who is conscious of evil intentions, and fears lest they should be detected; noronce Iooked up till he hastily left the chamber, when she heard the door
secured as formery

The impression, which his look had left on her mind, so wholly engaged her inconjecture, that a considerable time elapsed before she remembered that he had brought the
refreshment she so much required, but, as she now lifed it to her lips, a homible suspicion arrested her hand; it was not, however, before she had swallowed a small quanfity of
the milk. The look of Spalatro, which octasioned her surprise, had accompanied the satting down of the breakfast, and it occurred to her, that poison was infused in this liquid.
She was thus compelied to refuse the sustenance, which was become necessary to her, for she feared to taste even of the oaten cake, since Spalatro had offered it, but the
lithe mitk she had umwvarily taken, was so very small that she had no apprehension conceming it

Thie day, however, was passed interror, and aimost in despondency; she could nieither doubt the purpose, for which she had bieen brought hither, nor discover any pogsibility of
escaping from her persecutors; yet that propensity to hope, which buoys up the human heart, even in the severest howrs of frial, sustained, in some degree, her fainting spirits.

Dwring these miserable hours of sofitude and suspense, the only alleviation to her suffering arose from a belief, that Vivaldi was safe, al least from danger, though not from
grief, but she now understood too much of the dexerous contrivances of the Marchesa, his mother, to think it was practicable for him to escape from her designs, and again
restore her to libery.

All day Eflena either leaned againstthe bars of her window, tost in reverie, while her unconscious eyes were fixed upon the ocean, whose murmurs she no longer heard, or she
listened for some sound from within the house, that might assist her conjectures, as to the number of persons below, or what might be passing there, The house, however, was
profoundty still, except when now and then a foolstep saurtered along a distant passage, or a door was heard to ¢lose; but not the hum of a single wice arose from the lower
rooms, nor any symptom of there being more than one person, beside herself, in the dweling. Though she had not heard her former guards depart, it appeared certain that they
were gone. and that she was left alone in this place with Spalatro. What coud be the purpor of such a proceeding, Ellena could notimagine; if her death was designed, it
seemed strange that one person only should be left to the hazard of the deed, when three must have rendered the compietion of it certain. But this surpnse vanished, when her
suspicion of poison returned; for it was probable, that these men had believed their scheme to be already nearly accomplished, and had abandoned her to die alone, in a
chamber from whence escape was impracticable, leaving Spalatro to dispose of her remains. All the incongruities she had separately obsenved in their conduct, seemed now
to hammonize and unite in one plan; and her death, designed by poison, and that poison to be conveyed in the disguise of nourishment. appeared to have been the objectof it.
Whether it was that the strength of this conviction affected her fancy, or that the cause was real, Ellena, remembering at this moment that she had tasted the milk, was seized
with an universal shuddering, and thought she felt that the poison had been sufficiently potent to affect her, even inthe inconsiderable quantity she might have taken,

While she was thus agitated, she distinguished footsteps loitering near her doar, and attentively istening, became comvincad, that some person was in the corridor, The sleps
moved softly, sometimes stopping for an instant. as if to allow time for listening, and soon after passed away.

“tis Spalatro!” said Ellena; "he believes that | have taken the poison, and he comes to listen for my dying groans! Alas! he is only come somewhat too soon, perhaps!”

As this horrible supposition occurred, the shuddering returned with encreased viclence, and she sunk, aimost fainting, on the matiress: but the fit was not of long continuance.
When it gradually left her, and recollection revived, she perceived, however, the prudence of suffering Spalatro to suppose she had faken the beverage he brought her, since
such belief would at least procure some delay of further schemes, and every delay afforded some possibility for hope to rest upon: Ellena, therefore, poured through the bars of
herwindow, the milk, which-she believed Spafalro had designed should be fatalinils consequence.

It was evening, whenshe again fancied footsteps were ingening near her door, and the suspicion was confirmed. when, on tuming her eyes, she perceived a shade onthe
floor, undemeath it, as of some person stationed without. Presently the shadow glided away, and at the same time she distinguished departing steps treading cautiously.

"It is he!” said Ellena; "he still istens for my moans!”

This further confirmation of his designs affected her nearly as much as the first, when anxiously tuming her looks towards the corridor, the shadow again appeared beneath the
door, but she heard no step. Ellena now walched it with intense solicitude and expectation fearing every instant that Spalatro would conclude her doubts by entering the room.
"And Ol whan he discovers that |live,” thought she, "what may | not expect during the first moments of his disappointment! What less than immediate deaihl”

The shadow, after remaining a few minutes stationary, moved a itle, and then glided away as before. But it quickly retumed, and a low sound followed, as of some person
endeavouring to unfasten bolts without noise. Ellena heard one bar gently undrawn, and then another, she observed the door begin to move, and then to give way, till it gradually
unclosed, and the face of Spalatro presented itself from behind [t Without immediately entering, he threw a glance round the chamber, as if he wished to ascertain some
circumstance before he ventured further. His look was more than usually haggard as it rested upen Ellena; who-apparently reposed on her mafiress.

Having gazed at her for an instant. he ventured towards the bed with quick and unegual steps; his countenance expressed al once impalience, alam, and the consciousness of
guitt. When he was within a few paces. Ellena raised herself, and he started back as if a sudden spectre had crossed him. The more than usual wildness and wanness of his
looks, with the whole of his conduct, seemed to confirm all her former terrors; and, when he roughly asked her how she did, Eliena had not suficient presence of mind to answer
that she was ill. For some moments, he regarded her with an eamest and sullen attention, and then a sly glance of scrutiny, which he threw round the chamber, told her that he
was enguiring whether she had taken the poison. On perceiving that the bason was emply, he lifted it from thie fleor, and Eliena fancied a gleam of salisfaction passed over his
visage.

"You have had no dinner,” said he, "| forgot you; but supperwillsoon be ready, and you may wak up the beach till then, if you will."

Ellena, extremely surprised and perplexed by this offer of a seeming indulgence, knew not whether to accept or rejectit She suspected that some freachery lurked within it. The
invitation appeared to be only a stratagem to lure her to destruction, and she determined to decline accepling it, when again she considered, that to accomplish this, it was not
necessary to withdraw her from the chamber, where she was already sufficiently in the power of her persecutors. Her situation could not be more desperate than it was at
present, and almost any change might make it less so.



As she descended from the comidor, and passed through the lower part of the house. no person appeared but her conductor; and she ventured to enquire, whether the men
whao had brought her hither were departed, Spalatro did not return an answer, but led the way in silence to the court, and, having passed the gates, he pointed toward the west,
and said she might walk that way.

Ellena bent her course towards e “many-sounding waves," followed at a short distance by Spatatro, and, wrapt in thought, pursued the windings of the shore, scarcely noticing
the: objects arcund her, 1ill, on passing the foot of a rock, she lifted her eyes to the scene that unfolded beyond, and observed some huts scattered at a considerable distance,
apparently the residence of fishermen, She could just distinguish the dark sails of some skiffs turning the chffs, and entering the litle bay, where the hamlet margined the beach;
but, though she saw the sajis lowered, as the boats approached the shore, they were too far off to aliow the figures of the men to appear. To Ellena, who had believed that no
human habitation; excepl her prison, interrupted the vast solitudes of these forests and shores; the view of the hits, remote as they were, imparted a feebie hope, and even
somewhat of joy. She looked back, to observe whether Spalatro was near, he was already within a few paces; and, casting a wistiul glance forward to the ramole coftages. her
heart surk again,

It was a lowenng evening, and the sea was dark and sweling; the screams of the sea-birds loo, as they wheeled among the clouds. and sought their high nests in the recks,
seemed to indicate an approaching storm. Ellena was not so whally engaged by selfish sufferings, but that she could sympathise with those of others, and she rejoiced that the
fishermen, whole boats she had observed, had escaped the threatening tempest, and were safely shettered in their fittie homes, where, as they heard the loud waves break
along the coast, they could look with keener pleaswre upon the social circle, and the warm comforts around them. From such considerations however, she retumed againto a
sense of her own forlorn and friendless situation

“Alas!” said she, "I have no longer a home, a circle to smile welcomes upon me! | have no longer even one friend to support, fo rescue me! —a miserable wanderer ona
distant shore! tracked, perhaps, by the footsieps of the assassin, who at this instant eyes his victim with silentwatchfuiness, and awaits the moment of opportunity fo sacrifice
herl”

Ellena shuddered as she said this, and tumed again to observe whether Spalatro was near. He was not within view, and, while she wondered, and congratulated herselfona
possibility of escaping, she perceived a Monk walking silently beneath the dark rocks that overbrowed the beach. His black garments were folded round him; his face was
inchined towards the ground, and he had the air of 3 man in deep meditation.

“His, no doubt, are worthy musings!” said Ellena, as she observed him, with mingled hope and surprise. "Imayaddress myself, without fear, to one of his order. It is probably
as much his wish, as it is his duty, to succour the unfortunate. Who could have hoped to find on this sequestered shore so sacred a protectort his convent cannot be fair off”

He approached, his face sill bent towards the ground, and Ellena advanced skowly, and with trembling steps, to meet him. As he drew near, he viewed her askance, without
lifing his head; but she perceived his large eyes looking from under the shade of his cowl and the upper part of his peculiar countenance. Her confidence in his protection
began to fail, and-she faultered, unable to speak. and scarcely daring to meet his-eyes. The Monk stalked past her in silence; the lower part of his visage still muffied in hs
drapery, and as he passed her locked neither with cunosity, nor surprise.

Ellena paused, and defermined, when he should be at some distance, to endeavour to make her way fo the hamlet, and throw herself upon the humarity ofits inhabitants,
rather than solicit the pity of this forbidding stranger. Bul in the next mement she heard a step behind her, and, on tuming, saw the Monk again approaching. He sialked by as
before, surveying her, however, with a sly and scrutinizing glance from the corners of his eyes. His air and countenance were equally repulsive, and still Ellena could not
summon courage encugh to attempt engaging his compassion; but shrunk as from an enemy. There was something also temific in the silent stak of so gigantic a farm; it
announced both power and reachery, He passed slowly on to some distance, and disappeared amang the rocks,

Ellena turned once more with an intention of hastening towards the distant hamlet, before Spalatro should observe her, whose strange absence she had scarcely time to
wonder at, but she had not proceeded far, when suddenly she percejved the Monk again at her shoulder. She started. and almost shrieked. while he regarded her with more
attention than before. He paused a moment, and seemed to hesitate, after which he again passed on in silence. The distress of Ellena encreased; he was gone the way she
had designed to run, and she feared almost equally to follow him, and to-return to herprison. Presently he tumed, and passed her again, and Ellena hastened forward. But,
when fearful of being pursued, she again looked back, she observed him conversing with Spalatro. They appeared to be in consultation, while they slowly advanced, til,
probably obsening her rapid progress, Spalatro called on her to stop, in a woice that echoed among all the rocks. It was a voice, which would not be disobeyed. She looked
hopelessly at the still distant cottages, and slackened her steps. Presentty the Monk again passed before her, and Spalairo had again disappeared. The frown, with which the
former now regarded Ellens, was so termific, thatshe shrunk trembling back, though she knew him not for her persecutor, since she had never consciously seen Schedoni. He
was agitated, and his look became darker.

“Whither go you?" said he in 2 woice that was stified by emotion.

"Who is it, father, that asks the question?” said Ellena, endeavouring o appear composed.

"Whither go you, and who are you?" repeated the Monk mere sterniy.

“| am an unhappy orphan,” repled Ellena, sighing deeply, "If you are, as your habit denotes, a friend to the charities, youwill regard me with compassion.”
Schedoni was silent, and then said—"Who; and what is it that you fear?"

"| fear—even for my life," replied Eflena, with hesitation. She observed a darker shade pass over his countenance. "For your fel” said he, with apparent surpnise, "who is there
that would think it worth the taking "

Ellena was struck with these wards:
"Poor insect!" added Schedoni, "who wouid crush thee?”

Ellena made no reply; she remained with her eyes fixed in amazement upon his face. There was something in his manner of pranouncing this, yet more extraordinary than in the
words themseives. Alarmed by his manner, and awed by the encreasing gloom, and swelling surge, that broke in thunder on the beach, she at length turned away, and again
walked towards the hamlet which was yel very remote.

He soon overtook her, when rudely selzing her arm, and gazing earnestly on her face, "Who is it that you fear?” said he, "say whol"
"That is more than | dare say." rephed Eliena. scarcely able to sustain herself

“Hahl is it even so!l” said the Monk, with encreasing emotion. His visage now became so temible, that Ellena struggled to liberate her arm, and supplicated that he would not
detain her, He was silent, and still gazed upon her, but his eyes, when she had ceased to struggle, assumed the fixt and vacant glare of a man, whose thoughts have retired
within themselves, and who is no longer conscious to surounding objects.

"| beseech you to release mel” repeated Eflena, "itis late, and | am far from home”

"That is true,” muttered Schedoni, still grasping her amm, and seeming to reply to his own thoughts rather than to her words —"that is very true "
“The evening is closing fast" continued Ellena. “and | shall be overtaken by the storm

Schedoni still mused, and then muttered—"The storm, say you? Why ay, letit come.”

As he spake, he suffered her amm to drop, but still held it, and walked slowly towards the house. Ellena, thus compelled to accompany him, and yet more alarmed both by his
looks, his incoherent answers, and his approach to her prison, renewed her supplications and her efforts for ibery, ina voice of piercing distress, adding, "l am far from home,
father; night is coming on, See how the rocks darken! | am far from home, and shall be waited for.”

"That is false!” said Schedoni, with emphasis; "and you know itto be 50"

"Alas! |do," replied Eltena, with mingled shame and grief. "I have no friends to wait for me!"



"What do those deserve, who deliberately utter falsehoods,” continued the Monk, “who deceive, and flatter young men to their destruction?”
"Fathert” exclaimed the astonished Ellena.
"Who disturb the peace of families—who trepan, with wanlon ars, the heirs of noble houses—who—hah! what do such desenve?”

Overcome with astonishment and terror, Ellena remained silent. She now understood that Schedoni, so far from being fikely to prove a protector, was an-agent of her worst,
and as she had believed, her only enemy; and an apprehension of the immediate and temible vengeance. which such an agent seemed willing to accomplish, subdued her
senses, she tottered, and sunk upon the beach. The weight, which strained the arm Schedoni held, called his attention o her situation,

As he gazed upon her helpless and faded form, he became agitated. He quitted it, and traversed the beach in short turns, and with hasty steps; came back again, and bent
over it—his heart seemed sensible to some touch of pity. At one moment, he stepped towards the sea, and taking water in the hollows of his hands. threw it upon her face; at
another, seeming o regret that he had done so, he would stamp with sudden fury upon the shore, and walk abruptly to a distance. The conflict between his designand his
conscience was strong, or, perhaps, it was only between his passions. He, who had hitherio been insensible 10 every tender fesling, who, governed by ambition and
resentment had contributed, by his artful instigations, to fix the baleful resolution of the Marchesa di Vivaldi, and who was come to execite her purpose.—even he could not now
look upon the innocent, the wretched Ellena, without yielding to the momentary weakness, as he termed it, of compassion

While he was yet unable to baffle the new emotion by evil passions, he despised that which conquered him, "And shall the weakness of a gin," said he, "subdue the resolution
of a man! Shall the view of her fransient sufferings unnerve my firm heart, and compel me to renounce the lofty plans | have soardertly, so laboriowsly imagined, at the very
instant when they are changing into realities! Am | awake! fs one spark of the fire, which has so long smouldered within my bosom, and consumed my peace, alivel Oram |
tame and abject as my fortunes? hah! as my fortunes! Shall the spirit of my family yield for ever to circumstances? The question rouses it, and | feel ifs energy revive within me.”

He stalked with hasty steps towards Ellena; as if he feared fo trust his resolution with a second pause. He had a dagger concealed beneath his Monk's habit; as he had also an
assassin's heant shrouded by his gaments. He had a dagger—Dbut he hesitated to use it. the blood which it might spill, wouid be observed by the peasants of the neighbouring
hamiet, and might lead to a discovery. It would be safer, he considered, and easier to lay Ellena, senseless as she was, in the waves, their coldness would recai her to life, oniy
at the moment before they would suffocate her.

As he stooped to fift her, his resolution faultered again on beholding her innocent face. and in that moment she moved. He started back, as if she could have known his
purpose, and, knowing it, could have avenged herself. The water, which he had thrown upon her face, had gradually revived her; she unclosed her eyes, and, on perceiving him,
shrieked, and attempled to rise. His resolufion was subdued, so tremblingly fearful is guilt in the moment when it would execute it's atrocities. Overcamne with apprehensions,
yelagitated with shame and indignation against himself for being so, he gazed at her for aninstantin silence, and then abruptly turned away his eyes and left her. Ellena
listened to his departing steps, and, raising herself, observed him retiring among the rocks that led towards the house. Astonished at his conduct, and surprised 1o find that she
was alone, Eliena renewed all her efforts 1o sustain herself, till she should reach the hamiet 5o long the object of her hopes; but she had proceeded only a few paces, when
Spalafro again appeared swiftly approaching. Her utmost exertion availed her nothing; her feeble steps were soon overtaken, and Ellena perceived herself again his prisoner.
The ook with which she resigned herself, awakened no pily in Spalatro, who uttered some taunting jest upon the swifiness of her fight, as he led her back to her prison, and
proceeded in sullen watchfulness. Once again, then, she entered the gloomy walls of that fatal mansion, never more, she now believed, to quit them with life, a belief, which was
strengthened when she remembered that the Monk, onleaving her, had taken the way hither, for, though she knew not how to account for his late forbearance, she could not
suppose that he would fong be merciful. He appeared no more, however, as she passed fo her chamber, where Spalatro left her again to solitude and terror, and she heard
that fateful door again bamred upon her. When his retreating steps had ceased to sound, a stiness, as of the grave, prevailed in the house,; ike the dead calm, which
sometimes precedes the homors of a tempest



CHAPTERIX.

"lam settlied, and bend up
Each corporalagent to this terrible feat”

Shakspeare.

Schedoni had returned from the beach lo the house, ina state of periwbation, that defied the confroul of even his own stem will. On the way thither he met Spalatro, whom, as
he dispatched him to Ellena, he stnctly commanded nol to approach his chamber till he should be summoned

Having reached his apariment, he secured the door, though not any person, except himself, was in the house, nor anyone expected, but those who he knew would not dare to
intrude upon him, Had it been possible to have shut out all consciousness of imself, also, how wilingly would he have done sol He threw himself inta a chair, and remained for
a considerabie time motionless and lost in thought, yet the emations of his mind were violent and confradictory. Atthe veryinstant when his heart reproached him with the crime
he had meditated, he regretted the ambitious views he must relinguish if he failed to perpetrate it. and regarded himself with some degree of contempt for having hitherlo
hesitated on the subject. He considered the character of his own mind with astenishment, for circumetances had drawn forth traits; of which, till now, he had no suspicion. He
knew not by what doctrine to explain the inconsislencies, the contradictions, he experienced, and, perhaps, it was not one of the least thal in these moments of direful and
conflicting passions, his reason could still look down upon their operations, and lead him to a cool, though brief examination of his own nature. But the subliety of self-love still
eluded his enquiries. and he did nol detect that pride was even at this instant of selff-examination, and of crtical import, the master-spring of his mind. In the earliest dawn of his
character this passion had displayed its predominancy. whenever occasion pemitted, and it's influgnce had led to some of the chief events of his life.

The Count di Marinelia, for such had formerly been the titie of the Confessor, was the younger son of an ancient family, who resided in the duchy of Milan, and near the feet of
the Tyrolean Alps, on such estates of their ancestors, as the ftalian wars of a former century had lefi them. The portion, which he had received at the death of his father, was not
large, and Schedoni was not of a disposition to improve his patrimony by slow diligence, or to submit to the restraint and humiliation, which his narmow finances would have
imposed. He disdained to acknowledge an inferiornity of fortune to those, with whom he considered himself equal in rank; and, as he was destitute of generous feeling, and of
sound judgment, he had not that loftiness of soul, which is ambitious of true grandeur. On the contrary, he was satisfied with an ostentatious display of pleasures and of power,
and, thoughtless r._:ll the consequence of dissipation, was contented with the pleasures of the moment. till his exhausted resources compelled him 1o pause, and to reflect He
perceived, too fate for his advantage, that it was necessary for him to dispose of part of his estate, and to confine himself o the income of the remainder, Incapable of
submitting with grace to the reduction, which his folly had rendered expedient, he endgavoured to obtain by sunning, the lxries that his prudence had failed to keep, and which
neither his genius or his integnity could command. He withdrew, however, from the eves of his neighbours, unwiling to submit his altered circumstances to their obsenvation.

Conceming several years of his life, from this peried, nothing was generally known; and, when he was next discovered; itwas in the Spirito Santo convent at Naples, inthe habit
of a Monk, and under the assumed name of Schedenl, His air and countenance were as much altered as his way of life; his looks had become gloomy and severe, and the
pride, which had mingled with the gaiety of their former expression, occasionally discovered itself under the disguise of humility, but more frequently in the austerity of silence,
and in the barbanty of penance.

The person who discovered Schedoni, would not have recoliected him, had not his remarkabie eyes first fixed his attention, and then revived remembrance. As he examined
his features, he traced the faint resemblance of what Maringlla had been, to whom he made himsel known,

The Confessor affected fo have forgotten his former acquaintance, and assured him, that he was mistaken respecting himseff, till the stranger so closely urged some
circumstances, that the former was no longer permitted to dissemble. He retired, in some emotion, with the stranger, and, whatever might be the subject of their conference, he
drew from him, before he quitted the comvent a tremendous vow, to keep secret from the brotherhood his knowledge of Schedani's family, and never to reveal without those
walis, that he had seen him. These reguests he had wged in a manner, that at once sirprised and awed the siranger, and which at the same time that it manifested the weight
of Schedoni's fears, bade the former tremble for the consequence of disobedience; and he shuddered even while he promised to obey. Of the first partof the promise he was
probably strictly observant, whether he was equally so of the second, does not appear; itis cerain, that afler this period, he was never more seen or heard of at Naples.

Schedoni, ever ambitious of distinction, adapted his manneérs to the views and prejudices of the society with whom he resided, and became one of the most exact observers of
their outward forms, and almost a prodigy for seli-denialand severe discipline. He was pointed out by the fathers of the convent to the juniors as a great example, who was,
however, rather to be looked up to with reverential admiration, than with an hope of emulating his sublime virtues. But with such panegynics their friendship for Schedoni
conciuded, They found it convenient to applaud the austenties, which they declined to practise; it procured them a character for sanciity, and saved them the necessity of
eaming it by mortifications of their own; butthey both feared and hated Schedaoni for his pride and his gloomy austenties, too much, to grafify his ambition by any thing further
than empty praise. He had been several years in the society, without obtaining any considerable advancement, and with the morification of seeing persons, who had never
emuiated his severity, ralsed to high offices in the church. Semewhat oo late he discovered, that he was not to expect any substantial favolr from the brotherhood, and then it
was that his restiess and disappointed spirit first sought preferment by other avenues. He had been some vears Confessor to the Marchesa di Vivaldi, when the conduct of her
son awakened his hopes, by showing him, that he might render himself not onfy useful but necessary te her, by his councils. k was his cusfom to study the characters ofthose
around him, with a view of adapting them to his purpeses. and, having ascertained that of the Marchesa, these hopes were encouraged. He perceived that her passions were
strang. her judgment weak; and he understoad, that, if circumstances should ever enable him to be serviceable in promoting the end at which any one of those passions might
aim, his fortune would be established.

At length, he so completely insinuated himself into her confidence, and became so necessary to her views, that he could demand his own terms, and this he had not failed to
do, though with all the affected delicacy and finesse that his siluation seemed to reguire. An office of high dignity in the church, which had long vainly excited his ambition, was
promised him by the Marchesa, who had sufficient influence o obtain it; her condition was that of his-presenving the honour of her family, as she delicately termed it, which she
was careful to make him understand could be secured only by the death of Ellena. He acknowledged, with the Marchesa, that the death of this fascinating young woman was
the only means of presenving that honour, since, if she lived, they had every evil to expect from the attachment and character of Vivaldi, who would discover and extricate her
from any place of confinement, however obscure or difficult of access, to which she might be conveyed. How long and how arduousiy the Confessor had aimed o oblige the
Marchesa, has already appeared. The last scene was now arrived, and he was on the eve of committing that atrocious act, which was to secure the pride of her house, and to
satisfyat once his ambition and his desire of vengeance; when an emotion new and surprising o him, had arrested his arm, and compelled his resolution to falter. But this
emotion was transient, itdisappearad aimost with the abject that had awakened it and now, inthe silence and retirement of his chamber, he had leisure to recollect his
thoughts. to review his schemes, to re-animate his resoluion and to wonder again at the pity, which had almost wan him from his purpose. The ruling passion of his nature ance
mare resumed its authority, and he determined to earn the honour, which the Marchesa had in store for him

After same cool, and more of tumultuous, consideration, he resohved that Elieria should be assassinated that night, while she slept, and afterwards corweyed through a
passage of the house communicating with the sea, into which the body might bie thrown and buried, with her sad story, beneath the waves. Fer his own sake, he-would have
avoided the danger of shedding blood, had this appeared easy; but he had too much reason to know she had suspicions of poison, o frust to a second attempt by such
means; and again his indignation rose against himsedlf, since by yielding to a momentary compassion, he had lost the opportunity afforded him ofthrowing her unresistingly into

the surge.

Spalatro, as has aiready been hinted, was a former confident of the Confessor, who knew foo truly, from experience, that he could be trusted, and had, therefore, engaged him
to assist on this occasion. To the hands of this man he consigned the fate of the unhappy Ellena, himself recoifing from the horrible act he had willed, and intending by such a
step to involve Spalatro more deeply inthe guilt, and thus more effectually o secure his secret.

The night was far advanced before Schedoni's final resolution was taken, when he summoned Spalatro to his chamber to instruct him in his office. He bolted the door, by which
the: man had entered, forgetting that themsehes were the only persons in the house, except the poor Ellena, who, unsuspicious of what was conspiring, and her spirits worn out
by the late scene, was sleeping peacefully on her maftress above. Schedoni moved sofily from the door he had secured, and, beckeoning Spalatro to approach, spoke ina low

voice, as if he feared lo be overheard, "Have you perceived any sound from her chamber lately?" said he. "Dioes she sleep, think you?"

"No one has moved there for this hour past, at least” replied Spalatro, "I have been waiching in the corridor, till you called, and should have heard if she had stirred, the old fioor
shakes so with every step.”

“Then hear me, Spalatro,” said the Confessor. "l have Iried, and found thee faithful, or | should not trust thee in a business of confidence like this. Recollect all | said to thee in
the morning, and be resolute and dexterous, as | have ever found thee "



Spalatro listened in gloomy attention, and the Monk proceeded, "Itis late; go, therefore, ta her chamber; be certain that she sleeps, Take this,” he added, "and this" giving him
adagger and a large cloak—"You know how you are to use them.”

He paused, and fixed his penefrating eyes on Spalatro, who held up the dagger in silence, examined the blade, and continued fo gaze upon it with a vacant stare. as'ifhe was
unconscious of what he did.

"You know your business,” repeated Schedoni, authontatively, "dispatch! time wears; and | must set off eary”

Thie man made no reply.

“The moming dawns already,” said the Confessor, still more wgently. “Do you faulter? do you tremble? Do | not know you?”

Spalatro put up the poniard in his bosom without speaking, threw the cloak over his arm, and moved with a loitering step towards the door.
"Dispatch!” repeated the Confessor, "why do you linger?”

“| cannot say | Bke this business, Signor,” said Spalatro surify. “I know not why | should always do the most. and be paid the least”

"Sordid vilainl" exclaimed Schedoni, "you are not satisfied then!”

“No more a villain than yourself, Signor,” retorted the man, throwing down the cloak, "l only do your business; and 'tis you that are sordid, for you would take all the reward, and |
would onlfy have a poor man have his dues. Do the work yourseff, or give me the greater profit.”

"Peace!" sald Schedoni, "dare no more to insult me with the mention of reward. Do you imagine | have sold myselfl 'Tis my will that she dies: this is sufficient; and for you—the
price you have asked has been granted.”

"It Is too little," replied Spalatro, "and besides, | do not like the work —What harm has she done me?"

"Since when is it. that you have taken upon you to moralize?" said the Confessor, "and how long are these cowardly scruples to last? This is not the first time you have been
employed; what harm had others done you! You forget that | know you, you forget the past”

“No, Signer, Iremember ittoo well, | wish | could forget: | remember it too well—| have never been at peace since. The bloody hand is always before me! and often of a night,
when the sea roars, and stoms shake ihe house, they have come, all gashed as | left them, and stood before my bed! | have got up, and ran ouf upon the shore for safetyl”

"Peacel" repeated the Confessar, "where is this frenzy of fear to end? To what are these visions, painted inbloed, to lead? | thought | was talking with a man. but find | am
speaking only to a baby. possessed with his nurse's dreams! Yet | understand you —you shall be satisfied

Schedoni, however, had for once misunderstood this man, when he could not believe it possible that he was really averse to execule what he had undertaken. Whether the
innocence and beauty of Ellena had softiened his hearf, or that his conscience did torture him for his past deeds, he persisted in refusing to murder her. His conscience, or his
pity, was of a very peculiar kind however, for, though he refused to execite the deed himself, he consented to wait at the foot of a back stair-case, that communicated with
Ellena's chamber, while Schedoni accomplished it. and afterward fo assist in camying the body to the shore. "This is a compromise between conscience and guilt, worthy of a
demon,” muitered Schedonl, who appeared to be insensible that he had made the same compromise with himself not an hour before; and whose extreme reluctance atthis
moment, to perpetrate with his own hand, what he had wilingly designed for another, ought to have reminded him of that compromise.

Spalatro, released from the immediate office of an executioner, endured silently the abusive, yet half-stified, indignation of the Confessor, who also bade him remember, that,
though he now shrunk from the most active part of this ransaction, he had not always been restrained. in offices of the same rature, by equal compunction; and that nat only his
means of subsistence, but his very life itself, was at his mercy. Spalatro readily acknowledged that it was so, and Schedoni knaw, oo well, the truth of what he had urged, to be
restrained from his purpose, by any apprehension of the consequence of a discovery from this ruffian,

"Give me the dagger, then," said the Confessor, after a long pause, "take up the cloak, and follow o the stair-case. Let me see, whether your valour will carry you thus far.”

Spalatro resigned the stiletto, and threw the cloak again over his arm, The Confessor stepped to the door, and, trying to openit, "R is fastened!” said he in alamm, "some person
has got into the house —itis fasteneal”

“That well may be, Signor” replied Spalatro, calmiy, “for | saw you bolt it yourself, after | came into the room *
“True," said Schedoni, recovering himself, "that is true.”

He opened it, and proceeded along the silent passages. towards the privale stair-case, often pausing to listen. and then stepping more lightly—the temific Schedoni, in this
moment of meditative guilt, feared even the feeble Ellena. Atthe foot of the stair-case, he again stopped to listen. "Do you hear any thing 7" said he in a whisper.

"I hear only the sea,” replied the man.

“Hush! it is something more!” said Schedoni; "that is the murmur of voices!”

They were silent. After a pause of some length, "itis, perhaps, the woice of the spectres | told you of, Signor,” said Spalatro, with a sneer. "Give me the dagger,” said Schedoni,
Spalatro, instead of obeying, now grasped the arm of the Confessor, who, looking at him for an explanation of this extracrdinary action, was still more surprised to observe the
paleness and horror of his countenance. His starting eyes seemed to follow some object along the passage, and Schedoni, who began to partake of his feelings, looked
forward to discover what occasioned this dismay, but could not percelve any thing that justified it "Whatis it you fear?" said he at length.

Spalatra’s eyes were still moving in horror, "Do you see nothing!” said he pointing. Schedoni looked again, but did not distinguish any object in the remote gloom of the
passage, whither Spalafro's sight was now fixed

"Come, come,” said he, ashamed of his own weaknass, “this 15 not a moment for such fancies. Awake from this idle dream”

Spalatro withdrew fis eyes. but they retained all their wildness. "It was no dream,” said he, (i the voice of a manwho is exhausted by pain, and begins to breathe somewhat
more freely again. "l saw it as plainly as | now see you."

“Dotard! what did you seel” enquired the Confessor.

"t came before my eyes in a moment, and shewed itself distinctly and outspread.”

"What shewed itself?" repeated Schedoni.

"And then it beckoned—yes, it beckoned me, with that blood-stained fingen and glided away down the passage, still beckoning—Ltill it was lost in the darkness.”

“This 15 very frenzyl" said Schedoni, excessively agitated. "Arouse yourself and be a man!”

“Frenzyl would it were, Signor. | saw that dreadful hand—I1see it now—it is there againl—therel”

Schedoni, shocked, embamassed, and once more infecled with the strange emotions of Spalalra, looked forward expecting to discover some temific objed!, but still nothing
was visible to him, and he soon recoverad himself sufficiently o endeavour to appease the fancy of this conscience-struck rufiian, But Spalatro was insensible to all he couid
urge, and the Confessor, feaning that his voice. though weak and stified, would awaken Ellena, tried fo withdraw him from the spot, to the apartment they had quitted.

"The wealth of San Loretio should not make me go that way, Signor," replied he, shuddering—"that was the way it beckoned, it vanished that way!"



Every emotion now yielded with Schedoni, to that of apprehension lest Ellena, being awakened, should make his task more horrid by a struggle, and his embamrassment
encreased al each instant. for neither command, menace, or entreaty could prevail with Spalatro o retire till the Monk luckily remembered a door, which opened beyond the
stair-case, and would conduct them by another way to the opposite side of the house. The man consented so to depart, when, Schedoni uniocking a suit of rooms, of which he
had always kept the keys, they passed in silence through an extent of desclate chambers, till they reached the one, which they had lately left

Here, relieved from apprehension respecting Ellena, the Confessor exposthulated more freely with Spalatro, but neither angument or menace could prevail, and the man
persisted in refusing to retum to the stair-case, though protesting, at the same time, that he would not remain alone inany part of the house; till the wing, with which the
Confessor abundantly supphied him, began to overcome the terrors of his imagination. At length, his courage was so much re-animated, that he consented to resume his
station, and await at the foot of the stairs the accomplishment of Schedoni's dreadful errand, with which agreement they returned thither by the way they had fately passed. The
wing with which Schedoni also had found it necessary to strengthen his own resolution, did not secure him from severe emofion, when he found himself again near Ellena; but
he made a strenuous effort for self-subjection, as he demanded the dagger of Spalatro.

"You have it already, Signor,” replied the man.
"True," said the Monk; "ascend softly, or our steps may awaken her”
"You said | was to wait at the foot of the stairs, Signor, while you'——

“True, true, frue!" muttered the Confessor, and had begun to ascend, when his attendant desired him to stop. "You are going in darkness, Signor, you have forgotten the lamp. |
have anather here.”

Schedoni took it angrily, without speaking, and was again ascending, when he hesitaled, and once more paused. "The glare will disturb her,” thought he, "itis better to'go in
darkness —Yet——" He considered, that he could not strike with certainty without light to direct his hand, and he kept the lamp, but returned once more to charge Spalatro not
to stir from the foot of the stairs till he called, and to ascend to the chamber, upon the first signal,

“| wili obey, Signor, if you, on your part, will promise not to give the signal til all is over.”
“| do promise,” replied Schedonl. "No more!"

Again he ascended, nor stopped till he reached Elliena’s door, where he listened for a sound; but all was as silent as if death already reigned in the chamber. This door was,
from long disuse, difficult to be opened; formeriy it would have yiided without sound, but now Schedoni was fearful of noise from every effort he made fo move it, After some
difficulty, Iwweuer itgave way, and he perceived, by the stilness within the apaftment, that he had not disturbed Eilena. He shaded the lamp with the door for a moment, while
he threw anenquiring glance forward, and when he did venture farther, held part of his dark drapery before the light. to. prevent the rays from spreading through the room:

As he approached the bed, her gentie breathings informed him that she still siept, and the nexd momert he was at her side. She lay in deep and peaceful slumber, and seemed
to have thrown herself upon the mattress, afer having been wearied by her griefs; for, though sleep pressed heavily on her eyes, their lids were yel wet with tears.

While Schedoni gazed for a moment upon her innocent countenance, a faint smile stole over it, He stepped back, "She smiles in her murderer's face!” said he, shuddering, "|
must be speedy”

He searched for the dagger, and itwas some time before his frembling hand could disengage it from the folds of his garment, but, having done 50, he again drew near, and
prepared to strike. Her dress perplexed him; it would interrupt the blow, and he stooped to examine whether he could tum her robe aside, without waking her. As the light
passed over her face, he perceived that the smile had vanished—the visions of her sleep were changed, for tears stole from beneath her eye-lids, and her features suffered a
shight convulsion. She spoke! Schedoni, apprehending that the light had disturbed her, suddenly drew back, and. again iresclute, shaded the Iamp and concealed himself
behind the curtain, while he listenad, But her words were inward and indistingt, and comvinced him that she still slumbered.

His agitation and repugnance 1o strike encreased with every momen! of delay, and, as often as he prepared o plunge the pontard in her bosom, a shuddering harror restrained
him. Astonished at his own feelings, and indignant at what he termed a dastardly weakness, he found it necessary to argue with himself, and his rapid thoughts said, "Do I nat
feel the necessity of this act! Does not what is dearer fo me than resilience—does not my consequence depend on the execution of it? ks she not also beloved by the young
Vivaldi?—have | already forgotten the church of the Spinto Santo?” This consideration re-animated him; vengeance nerved his arm, and drawing aside the lawn from her
bosom, he once more raised it to strike; when, after gazing for an instant. some new cause of nomor seemed to seize ali his frame, and he stood for some moments aghast
and motionless like a statue. His respiration was shorl and laborious, chilly drops stood on his forehead. and all his faculties-of mind seemed suspended. When he recovered.
he stooped to examine again the miniature, which had occasioned this revolution, and which had lain concealed beneath the lawn that he withdrew. The temible certainty was
almost confirmed, and forgetting, in his impatience to know the truth, the imprudence of suddenly discovering himself to Ellena at this hour ofthe night, and with a dagger at his
feet, he called loudly, "Awake! awake! Say, whatis your rame? Speak! speak quicki!”

Ellena, aroused by a man's voice, started from her matiress, when, perceiving Schedoni, and by the pale glare of the lamp, his haggard countenance, she shrieked, and sunk
back on the pillow. She had not fainted, and believing that he came to murder her, she now exerted herselfto plead for mercy, The energy of her feelings enabled her to rise
and throw herself at his feet, "Be merciful. © father! be mercifull” said she, ina trembling voice.

“Father!” interrupted Schedoni, with earnestness; and then, seeming to restrain himself, he added, with unaffected surpnse, "Why are you thus terrified?" for he had lost, in new
interests and emotions, all consciousness of evil infention, and of the singularity of his situation. “What do you fear?” he repeated.

"Have pity, holy father!” exclaimed Ellena inagony.

"Why do you not say whose portrait that is?" demanded he, forgetting that he had not asked the question before.
"Whose portrait?" repeated the Confessor in a loud voice.

"Whose portraitl” said Ellena, with extreme surprise.

“Ay, how came you by it? Be quick—whose resemblance is it?”

"Why should you wish to Know?” said Ellena.

“Answer my question " repeated Schedoni with encreasing stemness.

“| cannot part with it, holy father " replied Ellena, préssing it to her bosom, "you do not wish me to part with itl”

“Is itimpossible to make you answer my question!” said he, in extreme perturbation, and turning away from her, "has fear utterly confounded youl” Then, again stepping
towards her, and seizing her wrist, he repeated the demand in a tone of desperation

"Alas! he is dead! or | should not now want a protector,” replied Ellena, shrinking from his grasp, and weeping.

“Youtnfle.” said Schedoni, with a temible look, "l once more demand an answer—whose picture?"—

Ellena lified it, gazed upon it for a moment, and then pressing itto her ips said, "This was myfather”

“Your father!” he repeated in an inward voice, "your father" and shuddering, tumed away.

Ellena locked at him with surprise. "I never knew a father's care," she said, "nor till lately did | perceive the want ofit—But now."—
"His name?" interrupted the Confessor.

"Butnow," continued Ellena—"if you are not as a father to me—to whem can llook for protection?”



"His name?" repeated Schedonl, with sterner emphasis.
"It is sacred,” replied Elfena, "for he was unfortunatel”
"His name?” demanded the Confessor, furiously.

“| have promised to conceal it, father”

"On your fife, | charge you tell it, remember, an your ifel"

Eliena trembled, was silent, and with supplicaling looks implored him to desist from enguiry. but he urged the question more imesistibly. "His name then," said she, "was
Marinelia.”

Schedoni groaned and turned away; but in a few seconds, struggling to command the agitation that shattered his whole frame, he retumed to Ellena, and raised her from her
knees, on which she had thrown herself to implore mercy,

"Tne place of his residence?” said the Monk.
"It was far from hence,” she replied; but he demanded an uneguivocal answer, and she reluclantly gave one.

Schedoni tumed away as before, groanad heavly, and paced the chamber-without speaking; while Ellena, in her tum, enguired the motive of his questions, and the occasion of
his-agitation But he seemed not to notice any thing she sald, and, wholly given up to his feelings, was inflexibly silent, while he stalked, with measured sleps, along the room,
and his face, haifhid by his cowl, was bent towards the ground.

Ellena's terror began to yield to astonishment, and this emofion encreased, when, Schedoni approaching her, she perceived tears swell in his eyes, which were fixton her's,
and his countenance soften from the wild disorder that had marked it. Stillhe could not speak. Atlength he yielded to the fulness of his heart, and Schedoni, the stem Schedani,
wept and sighed! He seated himself on the mattress beside Ellena, ook her hand, which she affrighted attempled to withdraw, and when he could command his voice, said,
“Unhappy chikll—behold your more unhappy fathert” As he concluded, his voice was overcome by groans; and he drew the cowi entirely over his face

"My fathert” exclaimed the astonished and doubling Ellena—"my fathed" and fixed her eyes upon him. He gave no reply, but when, a moment after, he lifted his head, "Why do
you reproach me with those looks!” said the conscious Schedoni,

"Reproach you!l—reproach my father” repeated Ellena, in accents softening into tendemess, "Why should | reproach my fathert”
"Why! exclaimed Schedoni, starting from his seat, "Great God!”

As he moved, he stumbled over the dagger at his foot; at that momant it might be said to strike into his heart. He pushed it hastily from sight. Ellena had not observed it but she
cbserved his labouring breast, his distracted looks, and quick steps, as he walked to-and fro in the chamber, and she asked, with the most soothing accents of compassion,
and looks of anvious gentlensss, what made him so unhappy, and tried to assuage his sufferings. They seemed to encrease with every wish she expressed to dispel them, at
ong moment he would pause to gaze upon her, and in the next would quit her with a frerzied start

"Why de you look so piteously upon me, father?” Eliena said, "why are you so unhappy? Tell me, that | may comfort you"

This appeal renewed all the violence of remorse and grief, and he pressed her to his bosom, and wetted her cheek with his fears. Ellena wept to see him weep, till her doubis
began to take alarm. Whatever might be the proofs, that had convinced Schedoni of the relationship between them,_ he had not explained these to her, and, however strong was
the eloguence of nature which she witnessed, itwas not sufficient to justify an entire confidence in the assertion he had made, or to aliow her to permit his caresses without
trembling. She shrunk, and endeavoured to disengage herself, when, immediately understanding her, he said, "Can you doubt the cause of these emotions? these signs of
parental affection?

"Have |not reason 1o doubt,” replied Ellena, timidly, "since | never witnessed them before?”

He withdrew his arms, and, fixing his eyes earmnestly on hers, regarded her for some moments in expressive silence. "Poor Innocent” said he, atlength, “you know not how
much your words convey!—It is too true. you never have known a father's tenderness till now!”

His counfenance darkened while he spoke, and he rase again from his seat Ellena, meanwhile, astonished, terrified and oppressed by a variety of emotions, had no power fo
demand his reasons for the beliefthat s0 much agitated him, or any explanation of his conduct; but she appealed 1o the portrait, and endeavoured, by tracing some
resemblance between it and Schedoni, to decide her doubts. The countenance of each was as different in character as in years. The miniature displayed a young man rather
handsome. of a gay and smiling countenance; yet the smile expressed tiumph, rather than sweeiness, and his whole air and features were distinguished by a consclousness
of superiority that rose even fo haughtiness.

Schedoni, on the contrary, advanced in years, exhibited a severe physiognomy, fumowed by thought, no less than bytime, and darkened by the habitual indulgence of morose
passions. He looked as if he had never smiled since the portrait was drawn; and it seemed as if the painter, prophetic of Schedoni's future disposition, had amested and
embodied that smile, to prove hereafter that cheerfulness had once played upon his features.

Though the expression was so different between the countenance, which Schedaoni formery owned, and that he now wore, the same character of halghty pride was visible in
bothc-and Ellena did trace a resemblance in the bold outfine of the features, but not sufficient to comvince her, without farther evidence, that each befonged to the same person,
and that the Confessor had-ever been the young cavalier in the portrait. In the first tumuit of her thoughts, she had not had leisure to dwell upon the singularity of Schedoni's
visiting her at this deep hour of the night, or fo Urge any questions, except vague ones, concerning the truth of her relationship to him, But now, that her mind was somewhat
recollected, and that his looks were less terrific, she ventured to ask a fuller explanation of these circumstances, and his reasons for the late exdraordinary assertion. "It is past
midnight, father" safd Ellena, "you may judge then how arxious |am to learn, what motive led you to my chamber at this lonely hour?”

Schedoni made no reply.

"Did you come to warn me of danger?” she continuad, "had you discoverad the cruel designs of Spalatro? Anl when | supplicated for your compassion on the shore this
evering, you fitte thought what perils surrounded me!or you would—"

"You say true!l” intemupted he, in a hurried manner, "but name the subject no moare. Why will you persist in refurning fo it?"

His words surprized Ellena, who had not even alluded to the subject till now; but the retuming wildness of his countenance, made her fearful of dwelling upon the topic, evenso
far as to point out his error.

Another deep pause succeeded, during which Schedoni continued to pace the room, sometimes stopping for aninstant, to fix his eyes on Ellena, and regarding her with an
eamestness that seemed to partake offrenzy, and then gloomily withdrawing his regards, and sighing heawily, as he tumnad away to a distant part of the room. She, meanwhile,
agitated with astonishment at his conduct. as well as at her own circumstances, and with the fear of offending him by further questions, endeavoured o summon cowrage to
solicit the explanation which was so important to her tranguillity. At length she asked, how she might venture to believe a circumstance so surprising. as that of which he had just
assured her, and to remind him that he had not yet disclosed his reason for admitting the belief.

The Confessor's feelings were eloguent in reply and, when at length they were sufficiently subdued, to permit him to talk, coherently, he mentioned some circumstances
concerning Elera's family, that proved him at lzast to have been intimately acquainted with it; and others, which she believed were known only to Bianchi and hersell, that
removed every doubt of his identity,

This, however, was a period of his fife too big with remorse, horror, and the first pangs of parental affection, to-alfow him to converse long; deep solitude was necessary for his
soul. He wished to piunge where no eye might restrain his emotions, or observe the overlowing anguish of his heart. Having obtained sufficient proof lo convince him that
Ellena was indeed his child, and assured her that she should be removed from this house on the following day, and be restored to her home, he abruptly ieft the chamber.



As he descended the slair-case, Spalatro stepped forward to meet him, with the cloak which had been designed to wrap the mangled form of Ellena, when it should bz camied
to the shore, "k it done?" said the ruffian, in a stified voice, "l am ready;” and he spread forth the cloak, and began o ascend.

"Hold! viltain, fiold!" said Schedoni, fting up his head for the first time, "Dare to enter that chamber, and your life shall answer for it"
"What!" exclaimed the man, shrirking back astonished—"will not her's satisfy youl”

He trembled for the consequence of what he had said, when he observed the changing countenance of the Confessor. But Schedoni spoke not: the tumult in his breast was toa
great for utterance, and he pressed hastily forward. Spalatro followed. "Be pleased to tell me what |am to do,” said he, again holding forth the cloak.

"Avauntl” exclaimed the other, tuming fiercely upon him; "leave me."

"How!" said the man, whose spirit was now aroused, "has yourcourage failed too, Signor? Ifso, | will prove myself no dastard, though you calied me one; [l do the business
myself”

"Villain! fiend!” cried Schedon, seizing the ruffian by the throat, with a grasp thatseemed intended to anninilate him; when, recoliecting that the fellow was only wiling o cbey
the very instructions he had himself but lately delivered to him, other emotions succeeded to that of rage; he slowly liberated him, and in accents broken, and softening from
sternness, bade him retire to rest. "Tomormow," he added, "I will speak further with you. As for this night—I have changed my purpose. Begone!"

Spalatro was about to express the indignation, which astonishment and fear had hitherto overcome, but his employer repeated his command in a voice of thunder, and closed
the door of his apartment with violence, as he shut out a man, whase presence was become hateful 1o him, He felt relieved by his absence, and began to breathe mare freely,
til, remembering that this accomplice had just boasted that he was no dastard, he dreaded lest, by way of proving the asserfion, he should attempt to commit the crime, from
which he had lately shrunk. Terrified at the possibility, and even apprehending that it might already have become a reality, he rushed from the room, and found Spalatro inthe
passage leading to the private stair-case; but, whatever might have been his purpose, the situation and leoks of the latter were sufficiently alaming, At the approachof
Schedoni, he turned his sullen and malignant countenance towards him, without answering the call, or the demand, as lo his business there; and with slow steps obeyed the
order of his master, that he shouid withdraw to his room. Thither Schedoni foliowed  and, having locked him in it for the night, he repaired to the apariment of Ellena; which he
secured from the possibility ofintrusion. He then returned to his own, not to sleep, bit to abandon himself to the agenies-of remerse-and horror; and he yet shuddered ke a
man, wha has just recoiled fram the brink of a precipice, but who still measures the guif with his eye.



CHAPTER X.

——But their way

Lies through the perplexed paths of this drear wood,
The nadding horror of whose shady brows

Threats the forlom and wandering passenger.

Mitton.

Efllena, when Schedoni had left her, recollected all the particulars, which he had thought proper to reveal concerning her family, and, comparing them with such circumstances
as the fate Bianchi had related on the same subject, she perceived nothing that was confradictory between the two accounts. But she knew not even yet enough of her own
story, to understand why Bianchi had been silent as to some pariculars, which had just been disclosed, From Bianchi she had always understood, that her mother had married
a nobleman of the duchy of Milan, and of the house of Marinelia; that the marriage had been unforfunate; and that she herself, even before the death ofthe Countess, had been
committed to the care of Bianchi, the only sister of that lady. Of this event, or of her mother, Ellena had no remembrance; for the kindness of Bianchi had obliterated from her
mind the loss and the griefs of her eary infancy; and she recollected only the accident which had discovered to her, in Bianchi's cabinet, after the death of the latter, the
miniature and the name of her father. When she had enquired the reason of this injunction, Bianchi replied, that the degraded fortune of her house rendered privacy desirable;
and answered her further questions concerning her father, by relating, that he had died while she was an infant. The picture, which Ellera had discovered, Bianchi had found
among the trinkets of the departed Countess, and designed lo present it at some fulure period fo Ellena, when her discretion might be frusted with a knowledge of her family.
Thiswas the whole of what Signora Bianchi had judged it necessary to explain, thoughin her last hours it appeared that she wished to reveal more; but it was then too late.

Though Ellena perceived that many circumstances of the refations given by Schedoni, and by Signora Bianchi, coincided, and that none were contradictory, except that of his
death, she could not ye! subdue her amazement at this discovery, or even the doubfs which occasionally recurmed to her as to it's truth, Schedoni, on the contrary, had not even
appeared surprised, when she assured him, that she atways understood her father had been dead many years, though when she asked if her mother too was living, both his
distress and his assurances confirmed the relation made by Bianchi

When Ellena's mind became more tranquil, she noticed again the singularity of Schedoni’s visit to her apartment at so sacred an hour; and her thoughts glanced back
invefuntarily o the-scene of the preceding evening on the sea-shore, and the image of her father appeared in each, inthe ternfic character of an agent of the Marchesa di
Vivaldi. The suspicions, however, which she had formerly admitted, respecting his designs, were now impatienty rejected, for she was less anxious to discover truth, than to
release herself from homble suppositions; and she willingly believed that Schedoni, having misunderstood her character, had only designed to assist in remeving her beyond
the: reach of Vivaldi. The ingenuity of hope suggested also, that, having just heard from her conductors or from Spalatro, some circumstances of her story, he had beenled o a
suspicion of the relationship between them, and that in the first impatience of parental anxiety, he had disregarded the hour, and come, though at midnight, to her apartment to
ascertain the truth.

While she soothed herself with this expianation of a circumstance, which had occasioned her considerable surprise, she perceived on the floor the point of a dagger peeping
Trom beneath the curtains! Emotions aimost too homible to be sustained, followed this discovery, she took the instrument, and gazed upon it aghastand rembling, fora
suspicion of the real motive of Schedoni's visit glanced upon her mind. But it was only for a moment; such a supposition was too terrible to be willingly endured; she again
believed that Spalatro alone had meditated her destruction, and she thanked the Confessor as her deliverer, inslead of shrinking from him as an assassin. She now
understood that Schedoni, having discovered the ruffian's design, had rushed info the chamber to save a siranger from his murderous poniard, and had unconsciously rescued
his own daughter, when the portrait at her bosom informed him of the truth. With this conviction Ellena's eyes-overflowed with gratitude. and her heart was hushed to peace.

Schedoni, meanwhile, shit up in his chamber, was agitated by feelings of a very opposite nature. When their first excess was exhausted, and his mind was calm encughlo
refiect, the images that appeared on it struck him with solemn wonder, In pursuing Ellena at the cnminal instigafion of the Marchesa di Vivaldi, it appeared thathe had been
persecuting his own child; and in thus consenting to conspire against the innocent, he had in the event been only punishing the guilty, and preparing mortification for himself on
the exactsubject to which he had sa_-::riﬂceu his conscience. Every step that he had taken with a view ufgrautyipg his ambition was retrograde, and while he had been wickedly
infert fo serve the Marchesa and himself, by preventing the marriage of Vivaldi and Ellena, he had been laboriously counteracting his own fortune. An aliance with the illustrious
house of Vivaldi, was above his lofiest hope of advancement, and this event he had himself nearly prevented by the very means which had beenadopted, at the expence of
every vituous consideration, to obltain an infenor promotion, Thus by a singular retribution, his own crimes had recoiled upon himself.

Schedoni perceived the many obstacles, which lay between him and his newly-awakened hopes, and that much was to be overcome before those nuptials could be publicly
solemnized, which he was now still more anxious to promote, than he had lately been to prevent The approbation of the Marchesa was, atleast desirable, for she had much at
her disposal, and without it, though his daughter might be the wife of Vivaidi, he himself would be no otherwise benefited at present than by the honour of the connection. He
had some peculiar reasons for believing, that her censent might be obtained. and, though there was hazard in delaying the nuptials till such an experiment had been made, he
resolved to encounter it, rather than farbear to solicit her concurrence. Big, If the Marchesa should prove inexorable, he detemmined to bestow the hand of Ellena, without her
knowledge, and in doing 5o ha well Knew that he incumed fttle danger from her resentment, since he had secrets in his possession the consciousness of which must awe her
into a speedy neutrality. The consent of the Marchese, as he despaired of obtaining it, he did not mean to solicit, and the Influence of the Marchesa was such, that Schedoni did
not regard that as essential

The: first steps, however. to be taken, were those that might release Vivaldi from the Inquisition, the tremendous prison into which Schedoni himself, itfle foreseeing that he
sheuld so soon wish for his liberation, had caused him to be thrown. He had always undersiood, indeed, that if the Informer forbore to-appear against the Accused inthis Court,
the latter would of course be liberated; and he also believed, that Vivaldi's freedom could be abtained whenever he should think proper to apply to a person at Maples, whom
he knew lo be connected with the Holy Office of Rome, How much the Confessor had suffered his wishes lo deceive him, may appear hereafter. His motives for having thus
confined Vivaldi, were partly those of seff-defence. He dreaded the discovery and the vengeance, which might foliow the loss of Ellena, should Vivaidi be at liberty immediately
to pursue his enguines. But he believed that all race of her must be lost after a few weeks had elapsed, and that Vivaidi's sufferings from confinement in the Inquisition would
have given interests to his mind, which must weaken the one he felt for Ellena. Yel, though in this instance self-defence had been a principal motive with Schedoni, a desire of
revenging the insult he had received in the church of the Spirito Santo, and all the consequent mortifications he experienced, had been a second; and, stuch was the blackness
of his halred, and the avarice of his revenge, that he had not consideread the suffering, which the Joss of Ellena would accasion Vivaldi, as sufficient retaliation

Inadopting a mode of punishment so extraordinary as that of imprisonment in the inquisition, It appears, therefore, that Schedoni was influenced, partly by the difficuity of
otherwise confining Vivaldi, during the period for which confinement was absolutely necessary o the success of his own schemes, and partly by a desire of inflicing the toriures
of terror. He had also been encouraged by his discovery of this opportunity for conferring new obligations on the Marchesa. The very conduct, that must have appeared to the
first glance of an honest mind fatal to his interests, he thought might be rendered beneficial to them, and that his dexierity could so command the business, as that the
Marchesa should eventually thank him as the deliverer of her son, instead of discovering and execrating him as his Accuser; a scheme savoured by the unjust and cruel rule
enacted by the tribunal he approached, which permitted anonymous Informers.

To procure the amestation of Vivaldl, it had been only necessaryto send a writien accusation, without a name, to the Holy Offce withra menfion of the place where the accused
person might be seized; but the suffenng in consequence of this did not atways proceed further than the question; since, if the Informer failed to discover himself to the
Inquisitors, the prisoner, after many examinations, was released, unless he happened unwarly to criminate himself. Schedoni, as he did not intend to prosecute, believed.
therefore, that Vivaldi would of course be discharged after a certain period. and supposing it also utterly Impossible that he could ever discover his Accuser, the Confessor
determined to appear anxious and active in effecting his release. This characler of a delfiverer, he knew he should be the better enabled to suppor by means of a person
officially connected with the Haly Office, who had already unconsciously assisted his views. In the apartment of this man, Schedoni had accidentally seen a formula of
arrestation against a person suspected of Heresy, the view of which had not only suggested to him the plan he had since adopted, but had in some degree assisted him o
carry it into effect. He had seen the scroll only for a short time, bt his cbservations were so minute, and his memory so clear, that he was able to copy itwith at least sufficlent
exactness fo impose upon the Benedictine priest, wha had, perhaps, seldom or never seen a real instrument of this kind. Schedoni had employed this artifice for the purpose
of immediately securing Vivaldi, apprehending that, while the Inguisitars were slowly deliberating upon his arrest he might quit Celano, and elude discovery. i the deception
succeeded, it would enable him also to seize Ellena, and to mislead Vivaldi respecting her destination. The charge of having carmed off a nun might appear to be corroborated
by many circumstances, and Schedoni would probably have made these the subject of real derunciation, had he not foreseen the danger and the frouble in which it might
implicate himself; and that, as the charge could not be substantiated, Ellena would finally escape. As far as his plan now went, it had been successful; some ofthe bravoes
whom he hired to personate officials, had comveyed Vivaldi to the town, where the real officers of the Inquisition were appointed Lo receive him, while the others carried Ellena
to the shore of the Adriatic. Schedoni had much applauded his own ingenuty. in thus contriving, by the matter of the forged accusation, to throw an impenetrable veil over the
fate of Eliena, and 1o secure himself from the suspicions or vengéance of Vivaldi who, it appeared, would always befieve that she had died. or was still confined in the



unsearchable prisons of the Inguisition.

Thus he had betrayed himselfin endeavouring to betray Vivaldi, whose release, however, he yei supposed could be easily oblained; but how much his policy had, in this
instance, oufrun his sagacity, now remained to be proved.

The subject of Schedoni's immediate perplexity was, the difficulty of conveying Ellena back to Naples, since, notchusing to appear at present in the character of her father, he
could not decorousty accompany her thither himself, nor could he prudently entrust her to the conduct of any person, whom he Knew in this neighbourhiood, fwas, however,
nacessary lo form a speedy detenmination, for he could neither endure fo pass another day ina scene, which must confinually impress him with the harrors of the preceding
night. nor that Ellena should remain in it and the morming kght already gleamed upon his casements.

After some further deliberation, he resolved to be himself her conductor, as far at least as through the forests of the Garganus, and at the first town where conveniencies could
be procured, to throw aside his Monk's habit, and, assuming the dress of a layman, accompany her in this disguise-towards Naples, till he shouid either discover some secure
means of sending her forward to that city, or a temporary asylum for her ina convent on the way.

His mind was scarcaly more tranquil, after having formed this determination, than before, and he did not attempt to repose himself even for a moment The circumstances of the
late discovery were almost perpetually recurring o his affrighted conscience, accompanied by a fear that Elflena might suspect the real purpose of iis midnight visit; and he
altemiately formed and rejected plausible falsehoods, that might assuage her curiosity, and delude her apprehension.

The hour amived, however, when it was necessary fo prepare for depariure, and found him still undecided as to the explanation he should form.

Having released Spalatro from his chamber, and given him directions to procure horses and a guide immediately from the neighbouring hamilet, he repaired to Ellena's room,
to prepare her for this hasty removal, On approaching it, a remembrance of the purpose, with which he had last passed through these same passages and stair-case,
appealed so powerfully to his feelings, that he was unable to proceed, and he wmed back to his own apariment to recover some command over imself, & few moments
restored to him his-usual address, though not his tranquillity, and he again approached the chamber; it was now, however, by way of the corndor. As he unbarred the door, his
hand trembled; but, when he entered the room, his countenance and manner had resumed their usual solemnity, and his voice only would have betrayed, to an attentive
observer, the agitation of his mind.

Ellena was considerably affected on seeing him again, and he examined with a jealous eye the emotions he witnessed. The smile with which she met him was tender, but he
perceived it pass away from her features, like the aénal colouring that illumines a mountain's brow; and the gioom of doubt and apprehension again overspread them. As he
advanced, he held forth his hand for her's, when, suddenly perceiving the dagger he had lefl in the chamber, he involuntarily withdrew his proffered courtesy, and his
countenance changed. Ellena, whose eyes followed his to the object that attracted them, pointed to the instrument, took it up, and appreaching him said, "This dagger | found
last night in my chamber! O my fatherl"—

“That dagger” said Schedoni, with afecled surpnze,

"Examine it " continued Ellena, while she held it up. "Do you know to whom it belongs? and who brought it hither?”
"What is it you mean?" asked Schedoni, betrayed by his feelings.

"Dio you know, too, for what purpose it was brought? said Ellena moumfully.

The Confessor made no reply, but imesolutely attempfed to seize the instrument

"0 yes, | perceive you know, too well" continued Ellena, "here, my father, while | slept”™—

"Give me the dagger,” inferrupted Schedoni. in a frightful voice,

"Yes, my father, | will give it as an offering of my gratitude " replied Ellena, but as =he raised her eyes, filled with tears, his look and fixed attitude temified her, and she added
with a still more persuasive tendemess. "Will you not accept the offering of your child, for having preserved her from the poniard of an-assassin?”

Schedoni's looks became yetdarker, he look the dagger in silence, and threw it with viclence to the furthest end of the chamber, while his-eyes remained fixed onher's, The
ferce of the action alamed her, "Yes, itis invain that you would conceal the truth” she added, weeping unrestrainedly, “your goodness cannot avail; | know the whole "—

The last words aroused Schedoni again from his trance, his features became comvulsed, and his look furious. "What do you know?" he demanded in a subdued voice, that
seemed ready to burstin thunder.

“All that | owe you." replied Ellena, "that last night, while Islept upon this mattress, unsuspicious of what was designed against me; an assassin entered the chamber with that
instrument in his hand, and——"

A stified groan from Schedoni checked Ellena; she observed his rolling eyes, and trembled; till, befieving that his agitation was occasioned by indignation agatnst the assassin
she resumed, "Why should you think it necessary to cenceal the danger which has threatened me; since it is to you that lowe my deliverance from it? Q! my father, do not deny
me the pleasure of shedding these tears of gratitude, do nol refuse the thanks, whichare due to youl While | slept upon that couch, while a ruffian stole upon my slumber—it
was you, yes! can | ever forget that it was my father, who saved me from his poniand!”

Schedoni's passions were changed, but they were not less violent, he could scarcely controul them while he said in atremulous tone—"1t is enough, say no more." and he
raised Ellena, but umed away without embracing her.

His strong emotion, as he paced in silence the furthest end of the apariment. excited her surprize. but she then atfributed it fo a remembrance of the perilous moment, from
which he had rescued her.

Schedoni, meanwhile, to whom her thanks were daggers, was trying to subdue the feelings of remorse that tore his hear, and was so enveloped ina world of his own, as to be
for some time unconscious of allaround him. He continued to stalk in gloomy silence along the chamber, till the voice of Eliena, entreating him rather to rejoice thal he had been
permitted to save her, than so deeply to consider dangers which were past. again touched the chord that vibrated to his conscience, and recalied him to a sense of his
situation. He then bade her prepare for immediate depariure, and abruptly quitied the room.

Vainly hoping that in fiying from the scene of his meditated crime, he should leave with it the acuteness of remembrance, and the agonizing stings of remorse, he was now
mare anxious than ever to leave this place. Yet he shouid still be accompanied by Ellena, and her innocent looks, her affectionate thanks, inflicted an anguish, which was
scarcely endurable. Sometimes, thinking that her hatred, or what to him would be still severer, her confempt, must be more ftolerable than this gratitude, he almost resoived to
undeceive her respecting his conduct, but as constantly and impatiently repelled the thought with horror, and finally determined to suffer her to account for his late extraordinary
visit in the way she had chosen.

Spalatro, at length, returned from the hamiet with horses, but without having procured a guide to conduct the travellers through a tract of the long-devalving forests of the
Garganus, which it was necessary for them to pass. Mo person had been willing to undertake so arduous a task; and Spalatro, who was well acquainted with all the labyrinihs of
the way, now offered his senices,

Schedoni, though he could scarcely endure the presence of this man, had no alternative but to accept him, since he had dismissed the guide who had conducted him hither. Of
personal violence Schedoni had no apprehension, though he too well understood the villainy of nis proposed companion; for he considered that he himself should be well
armed, and he determined to ascertain that Spalatro was without weapons; e knew also, that in case of a contest. his own superior stature would easily enable him to
ovencome such an antagonist,

Every thing being now ready for departure, Ellena was summoned, and the Confessor led her fo s own apariment, where a slight breakfast was prepared.

Her spirits being revived bythe speed of this depariure, she would again have expressed her thanks, but he peremplorily interrupted her, and forbade any further mention of
gratitude:



On entering the court where the horses were in waiting, and perceiving Spalatro, Ellena shrunk and put her amm within Schedoni's for proteciion. "What recoliections does the
presence of that man revive!" said she, "l can scarcely venture to believe myself safe, even with you, whenhe is here.”

Schedoni made no reply, till the remark was repeated. "You have nothing to fear from him," muttered the Confessor, while he hastened her forward, "and we have no time fo
lose in vague apprehension”

"How!" exclaimed Ellena, "is not he the assassin from whom you saved mel | cannot doubt, that you know him to be such, though you would spare me the pain of believing s0.”
“Well well, be it so." replied the Confessor, "Spalatro, lead the horses this way.”

The party were soon mounted, when, quitiing this eventful mansion, and the shore of the Adriatic, as Ellena hoped for ever, they entered upon the gioomy wikdemess ofthe
Garganus. She often turned her eyes back upon the house with emotions of inexpressible awe, astonishment, and thankfuiness, and gazed while a glimpse of its turretted walis
could be caught beyond the dark branches, which, closing over it, at length shut it from her view. The joy of this deparure, however, was considerably abated by the présence of
Spalatro, and her fearful countenance enquired of Schedoni the meaning of his being suffered to accompany them, The Confessor was reluctant to speak concermning a man, of
whose very existence he would willingly have ceased to think, Ellena guided her horse still closer to Schedoni's, but, forbearing to urge the enquiry otherwise than by looks, she
received no reply. and endeavoured to quiet her apprehensions, by considering that he would not have permitted this man to be their guide, urless he had believed he might be
usted. This consideration, though it relieved her fears, encreased her pefplexity respecting the late designs of Spalatro, and her surprise that Schedoni, if he had really
understood them o be evil, should endure his presence. Every time she stole a glance at the dark countenance ofthis man, rendered still darker by the shade of the trees, she
thought "assassin™ was written in each line of it, and could scarcely doubt that he, and nol the people who had conducted her to the mansion, had dropped the dagger in her
chamber. Whenever she looked round through the deep glades, and on the forest-mountains that on every side closed the scene, and seemed to ex¢lude afl cheerful haunt of
man, and then regarded her companions, her heart sunk, notwithstanding the reasons she had for believing herselfin the protection of a father. Nay, the very looks of Schedoni
himself, more than once reminding her of his appearance on the sea-shore, renewed the impressions of alam and even of dismay, which she had there experienced, At such
moments it was scarcely possible for her to consider him as her parent, and, in splte of every late appearance, strange and unaccountable doubts began to gather on her mind.

Schedoni, meanwhile, lost in thought, broke not, by a single word, the deep silence of the salitudes through which they passed. Spalatro was equally mute, and equally
engaged by his refiections on the sudden change in Schedoni's purpose, and by wonder as o the motive, which could have induced him to lead Ellena in safety, from the very
spot whither she was brought by his express command to be destroyed. He, however, was not 50 wholly occupied, as o be unmindful of his situafion, or unwatchful of an
opportunity of sening his own interests, and retaliating upon Schedoni for the trealment he had received onthe preceding night.

Among the various subjects that distracted the Confessor, the difficulty of disposing of Ellena, without betraying at Naples that she was his relative, was not the least
distressing. Whatever might be the reason which could justify such feelings. his fears of a premature discovery of the circumstance 1o the society with whom he lived, were so
sirong. as often to produce the most vclent effect upon his countenance, and it was, perhaps, when he was occupied by this subject, that it's temific expression revived with
Ellena the late scene upon the shore. His embarrassment was not less, as fo the excuse to be offered the Marchesa, for having failed to fuffil his engagement, and respeciing
the means by which he might interest her infavour of Ellera, and even dJQPUS'E her to approve the marriage, before she should be informed of the family of this unfortunate
young woman. Perceiing all the necessity for ascertaining the probabilities of such consent, before he ventred to make anavowat of her origin, he determingd not to reveal
himself till he should be perfectly sure that the discovery would be acceptable to the Marchesa. Inthe mean time, as it would be necessary to say something of Ellena’s birth, he
meart to declare, that he had discovered itto be noble, and her family worthy, in every respect, of a connection with that of the Vivaldi,

Aninterview with the Marchesa, was almost equally wished for and dreaded by the Confessor. He shuddered at the expectation of meeting a woman, who had instigated him
to the murder of his own child, which, though he had been happily prevented from commitiing it, was an act that would sfill be wished for by the Marchesa. How could he endure
her reproaches, when she should discover that he had failed to accomplish her will How congeal the indignation of a father, and dissimuiate all a father's various feelings,
when, in reply to such reproaches, he must form excuses, and act humility, from which his whole soul would revoll Never could his arts of dissimilation have been so severely
tried, not even in the late scenes with Eliena, never have retumed upon himself in punishment so severe, as in that which awaited him with the Marchesa. And from ifs
approach, the cool and pelitic Schedoni often shrunk in such homor, that he almost determined to avoid it at any hazard, and secretly to unite Vivaldi and Ellena, without even
soliciting the consent of the Marchesa.

A desire, however, of the immediate preferment, so necessaryto his pride, constantly checked this scheme, and, finally made him willing to subject every honest feeling, and
submit to any meanness, however vicious, rather than forego the favourite object of his erroneous ambition. Never, perhaps, was the paradoxical union of pride and abjectness,
maore strongly exhibited than on this cccasion

While thus the fravellers silently proceeded, Eflena’s thoughts often turned to Vivaldi and she considered, with trembling anxsty, the effect which the late discover was likely to
have upon their fulure ives. R appeared to her, that Schedoni mustapprove of a connection thus flattering to the pride of a father, though he would probably refuse his consent
to a private mamiage. And, when she further considered the revolution, which a knowledge of her family might occasion towards herselfin the minds of the Vivaidi, her
prospects seemed to brighten, and her cares began fo dissipate. Judging that Schadoni must be acquainted with the present situation of Vivaldl, she was continually on the
poirt of mentioning him, but was as canstantly restrained by timidity, though, had she suspacted him to be aninhabitant of the Inquisition. her scruples would have vanished
before aninesisfible interest, As itwas, believing that he, like herself, had been imposed upon by the Marchesa's agenls, in the disguise of officials, she concluded, as has
before appeared, that he now suffered a temporaryimprisenment by order of his mother, atone of the family villas, When, however, Schedoni, awaking from his reverie,
abruptly mentioned Vivaldi, her spirits fittlered with impatience to learn his exact situation, and she enquired respecting it

“| am no stranger to your attachment,” said Schedoni, evading the question, "but Iwish to be informed of some circumstances relative to I's commencement.”
Ellena. confused, and not krowing what to reply, was for a moment silent. and then repeated her enguiry.

“Where did you first mee{?" said the Confessor, still disregarding her question. Ellena related, that she had first seen Vivaldi, when attending her aunt from the church of San
Lorenzo. For the present she was spared the embamassment of further explanation by Spalatro, who, riding up to Schedoni, informed him they were approaching the town of
Zan, %n;;oking I‘m:ard, IEllen.a perceived houses peeping from ameng the forest-rees, at a short distance, and presently heard the cheerful bark of a dog, that sure herald
and faithful servant of manl

Soon after the raveliers entered Zanti, a small town surrounded by the forest, where, however, the poverty of the inhabitants seemed to forbid a longer stay than was absolutely
necessary for repose, and a slight refreshment. Spalatro led the way to a cabin, in which the few persons, that joumied this road were usually entertained. The appearance of
the people. who owned it, was as wild as their courtry, and the interior of the dweling was so dirty and comfortiess, that Schedoni, preferning to lake his repast inthe openair,
a table was spread under the |Lxuriant shade of the forest-trees, at a little distance. Here, when the host had withdrawn, and Spalatre had been dispatched to examine the post-
horses, and to procure a lay-habit for the Confessor, the latter, once more alone with Ellena, began to experience again somewhat of the embamassmenis of conscience; and
Ellena, whenever her eyes glanced upon him, suffered a solemnity of fear that rose almost to terror. He, at length, terminated this emphatic silence, by renewing his mention of
Vivaldi, and his command that Ellena shoutd relate the history oftheir affection. Not daring to refuse, she cbeyed, but with as much brevity as pessible, and Schedoni did not
interupt her by a single cbsenvation, However eligible their nuptials now appeared to him, he forbore to give any hint of approbation, till he should have extricated the object of
her regards from his penlous situation. But, with Ellena, this very silence implied the opinion it was meant to conceal, and, encouraged by the hope it imparted, she veniured
once more to ask, by whose order Vivaldi had been amested; whither he had been conveyed, and the circumstances of his present situation,

Too politic to intrust her with & knowledge of his actual condition, the Confessor spared her the anguish of leaming that he was a prisoner in the Inquisition. He affected
ignorance of the late transaction at Celano, but venlured to believe, that both Vivaldi and herself had been arrested by order of the Marchesa, who, he conjecturad, had thrown
him into temperary confinement, a measure which she, no doubt, had meant to enforce also towards Ellena.

“And you_ my father.” observed Ellena, “what brought you to my prison,—you who was not informed with the Marchesa's designs? What accident conducted youto that remote
solitude, just at the moment when you could save your child!”

"Infarmed of the Marchesa's designs!" sald Schedoni, with embarassment and displeasure: "Have you ever imagined that| could be accessary—that| could consent to assist,
| mean could consent to be a confidant of such atrocious"——Schedoni, bewildered, confounded, and half betrayed, checked himsell.

"Yet you have said, the Marchesa meant only to confine me," observed Ellena; "was that design so atrocious? Alas, my father! | know too well that her plan was mare afrocious,
and since you had too much reasan to know this, why do you say that impriscnment onfy was intended for me? But your solicitude for my tranquillity leads you to"—

“What means,” interrupted the suspicious Schedoni, “can | particularly have of understanding the Marchesa’s schemes? | repeat, that | am not her confidant how thenis itfo be
supposed Ishould know that they extended further than to imprisonment?”



“Did you not save me from the am of the assassinl” said Effena tenderty, “did not you wrench the very dagger from his graspl”
"I had forgotien, [ had forgotten” said the Confessor, yet more embarrassed,

"Yes, good minds are ever thus apt to forget the benefits they confier,” replied Ellena, “But you shall find, my father, that a grateful heart is equally tenacious to remember them;
itis the indefible register of every act that is dismissed from the memory of the benefactor”

"Mention no more of benefits,” said Schedoni, impatiently; et silence on this subject henceforth indicate your wish to obfige me."

He rose, and joined the host. who was atthe door of his cabin, Schedoni wished to dismiss Spalatro as soonas possible, and he enquired for a guide to conduct him through
that part of the forest, which remained to be fraversed. In this poor town, a person willing fo undertake that office was easily to be found, but the host wentinguestofa
neighbour whom he had recommended.

Meanwhile Spalatro returned, without having succeeded in his commission. Not any lay-habit could be procured, upon 5o short a notice, that suited Schedoni. He was obliged,
therefore, to continue his joumey 1o the nexttown at least, in his own dress, but the necessity was nol very serious to him; since it was improbable that he should be known in
this obscure region.

Presantly the host appeared with his neighbour, when Schedoni, having received satisfactory answers to his gquestions, engaged him for the remainder of the forest-road, and
dismissed Spalatro. The ruffian departed with suflen reluctance and evidentill-will, circumstances which the Confessor scarcely noticed, while. occupied by the satisfaction of
escaping from the presence of the atrocious partner of his conscience. But Ellena, as he passed her, observed the malignant disappointment of his look, and it served only fo
heighten the thankfulness his departure occasioned her.

it was afternoon before the travellers proceeded. Schedoni had calculated that they could easily reach the town, at which they designed fo pass the night. before the close of
evening, and he had been in no haste to depart during the heat of the day. Their frack now lay through a country less savage. though scarcely less wild than that they had
passed in the morning. It emerged from the interior towards the border of the forest, they were no longerenciosed by impending mountains,; the withdrawing shades were no
longer impenetrable to the eye, but now and then opened to gleams of sunshine-landscape, and blue distances; and inthe immediate scene, many a green glade spread it's
bosom to the sun. The grandeur of the trees, however, did not decling, the plang, the oak, and the chestnut still threw a pomp of faliage round these smiling spols, and seemed
to consecrate the mountain streams, that descended beneath their solemn shade.

To the harassed spirits of Ellena the changing scenery was refreshing, and she frequently yieided her cares to the infiuence of majestic nature. Cver the gloom of Schedoni. no
scenery had, at any moment, power, the shape and paint of external imagery gave neither impression or colour to his fancy. He contemned the sweet illusions, to which other
spirits are liable, and which often confer a delight more exquisite, and notless innocent, than any, which deliberabive reason can bestow.

The same thoughtful silence, that had wrapt him at the beginning of the joumey, he still preserved, except when eccasionally he asked a question of the guide concaming the
way, and received answers too Joquacious for his humour. This loquacity, however, was not easily repressed, and the peasant had already bequn to relate some temble stories
of murder, committed in these forests upon people, who had been hardy enough to venture into them without a guide, before the again abstracted Schedoni even noticed that
he spoke. Though Ellena did not give much creditto fhese namatives, they had some effect upon her fears, when soon after she entered the deep shades of a part of the forest,
that lay along a namow defile, whence every giimpse of cheerful landscape was again excluded by precipices, which towered on either side. The stiness was not less effectual
than the gloom, for no sounds were heard, exceptsuch as seemed to characterize solitude, and impress it's awful power more deeply on the heart ——the hollow dashing of
torents descending distantly, and the deep sighings of the wind, as it passed among trees, which threw their broad arms over the cliffs, and crowned the highest summits.
Crward, through the narrowing windings of the defile, no living object appeared; but. as Ellena looked fearfully back, she thought she distinguished a human figure advancing
beneath the dusky umbrage that closed the view. She communicated her suspicion to Schedoni, though not her fears, and they stopped for a moment, to observe further. The
abject advanced slowly, and they perceived the stature of a man, who, having continued o approach, suddenly paused, and then glided away behind the foliage that crossed
the perspective, but not before Ellena fancied she discriminated the figure of Spalatro. None buta purpose the most desperate, she believed. could have urged him to follow
into this pass, instead of returning, as he had pretended, to his home. Yetit appeared improbable, that he alone should be willing to atiack two armed persens, for both
Schedoni and the guide had weapons of defence. This consideration afforded her only a momentary respite from apprehension, since it was possible thal he might not be
alone, though only one person had yet been seen among the shrouding branches of the woods. "Did you not think he resembled Spalatro?” said Ellena to the Confessor, "was
hie not of the same stature and air? You are well armed, or | should fear for you, as well as for myself”

“| did not observe a resemblance,” replied Schedani, throwing a glance back, "but whoever he is, you have nothing to apprehend from him, for he has disappeared.”

"Yes, Signor, 50 much the worse” observed the guide, "so much the worse, if he means us any ham, for he can steal along the rocks behind these thickets, and strike out upon
us before we are aware of him. Or, if he knows the path that runs among those old oaks yonder. on the left, where the ground rises, he has us swre at the turning of the next cliff”

"Speak lower,” said Schedoni, "unless you mean that he shoud benefit by your instructions.”

Though the Confessor said this without any suspicion of evil intention from the guide, the man immediately began to justify msel, and added. "Ml give him a hint of what he
may expect, however, if he attacks us." As he spoke, he fired his rombone in the air, when every rock reverberated the sound, and the faint and fainter thunder retired in
murmurs through all the windings of the defile. The eagemess. with which the guide had justified himself, produced an effect upon Schedoni contrary to what he designed, and
the Confessor, as he walched him suspiciously, obsenved, thatafter he had fired, he did not load his piece again. "Since you have given the enemy sufficient intimation where
to find us,” said Schedoni, "you will do well to prepare for his reception; load again. friend. | have arms too. and they are ready.”

While the man sulienly obeyed, Eliena, again alarmed, looked back in searchof the stranger, but not any person appeared beneath the gloom, and no footstep broke upon the
sfilness. When, however, she suddenly heard a rusting noise, she looked to the bordening thickets, almost expecting to see Spalatro break from among them, before she
perceived that itwas only the sounding pinions of birds, which, startled by the report of the trombone from their nigh nests in the cliffs, winged their way from danger.

The suspicions of the Confessor had, probably, been slight, for they were ransient; and when Efiena next addressed him, he had again retired within himself. He was
ruminafing uponan excuse o be offered the Marchesa, which might be sufficient both to assuage her disappointment and baffie her curiosity, and he could not, at present,
fabricate one that might soothe her resentment, without risk of betraying his secret.

Twilight had added its gioom to that of the rocks, before the travellers distinguished the town, at which they meant to pass the night. It terminated the defile, and its grey houses
could scarcely be discerned from the precipice upon which they hung, or from the trees that embosomed them. A rapid stream rolied below, and over it a bridge conducted the
wanderers to the little inn, at which they were to take up their abode. Here, quietly lodged, Ellena dismissed all present apprehension of Spalatro, but she still believed she had
seen him, and her susplcions, as to the motive of his extracrdinary journey, were not appeased.

As this was a town of ampler accommeodation than the one they had left, Schedoni easily procured a lay-habit, that would disguise him for the remainder of the journey; and
Ellena was parmitied to fay aside the nun's veil, for one of a more general fashion; but, in dismissing.it, she did not forget that it had been the veil of Olivia, and she presenved it
as a sacred relique of her favournite recluse.

The distance between this town and Maples was still that of several days journey, accarding to the usual mode of traveling: but the most dangerous part of the way was now
overcome, the road having emerged from the forests; and when Schedoni, on the following morning, was departing, he would have discharged the guide, had not the host
assured him, he would find one still necessary in the open, but wild, country through which he must pass. Schedoni's distrust of this guide had never been very senous, and, as
the result of the preceding evening proved favourable, he had restored him so entirely to his confidence, as willingly to engage him for the present day. In this confidence,
howsver, Ellena did not perfectly coincide; she had observed the man while he loaded the rombone, on Schedoni's order, and his evident reluctance had aimost persuaded
her, that he was in lzague with some person who designed 1o attack them; a conjecture, perhaps, the more readily admitted while her mind was suffering from the impression
of having seen Spalatro. She now ventured to hint her distrust to the Confessor, who paid little attention to it and reminded hisr, that sufficient proof of the man's honesty had
appeared, in their having been pemitted to pass insafety, a defile so convenient for the purpose of rapine as that of yesterday. To a reply apparently so reasonable, Ellena
could oppose nothing, had she even dared to press the topic: and she re-commenced the joumey with gayer hopes

END OF THE SECOND VOLUME.
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VOLUME IIl. CHAPTER L

Mark where yon ruin frowns upon the steep,

The giant-specire of departed power

Within those shadowy wals and silent chambers
Have stalied the erimes of days long past!

Cn this day, Schedoni was mare communicative than on the preceding one. While they rode apart from the guide, he conversed with Eliena on various topics refative to herself,
but without once alluding to Vivaldi; and even condescended to mention his design of disposing of her in a convent at some distance from Naples, till it should be convenient for
him to acknowledge her for his daughter. But the difficulty of finding a suitable situation embarrassed him. and he was.disconceried by the aukwardness of introducing her
himself fo strangers, whose curosity would be heightened by a sense of their interest

These circumstances induced him the more easily to-attend to the distress of Ellena, on her leaming that she was again to be placed ata distance from her home, and among
sirangers: and the more willingly to sten fo the account she gave of the convent of Santa Mana delia Pieta, and to her request of retuming thither. But in whatever degree he
might be inclined fo approve, he listened without cansenting, and Eliena had only the consolation of perceiving that he was not absolutely determined o adopt his first plan.

Her thoughts were too deeply engaged upon her future prospects to permit lgisure for present fears, or probably she woud have suffered some return of those of yesterday, in
traversing the lonely plains and rude vaflies, through which the road lay. Schedoni was thankful to the landlord, whe had advised him to keep the guide, the road being frequently
obscured amongst the wild heaths that stretched around, and the eye often sweeping over long tracts of courntry, without perceiving a village, or any human dweling, During the
whole morning, they had not met one traveller, and they continued to proceed beneath the heat of noon, because Schedoni had beenunable ta discover even a coltage, in
which shelter and repose might be obtained.

It was late in the day when the guide peinted out the grey walls of an edifice, which crowned the acclivity they were-approaching. But this was so shrouded among woods, that
no feafure of it could be distinctly seen, and it did but siightly awaken their hopes of approaching a convent, which might receive them with haspitafity.

The high banks overshadowed with thickets, between which the road ascended, s0on excluded even a glimpse of the walls: but, as the travellers turned the next projection, they
perceived a person on the summit of the road, crossing as if towards some place of residence, and concluded that the edifice they had seen was behind the frees, among
which he had disappeared.

A few moments brought them to the spot, where, refired at a short distance among the woods that browed the hill, they discovered the extensive remains of what seemed to
have beenawilia, and which, from the air of desolation it exhibited, Schedoni would have judged to be wholly deserted, had he not already seena person enter. Wearied and
exhausted, he determined to ascertain whether any refreshment could be procured from the inhabitants within, and the party alighted before the porial of a deep and broad
avenue of arched stone, which seemed to have been the grand approach to the 'illa. The entrance was obstructed by fallen fragments of columns, and by the underwood that
had taken root amongst them. The fravellers. however, easily overcame these interruptions: bul as the avenue was of considerabie extent, and as its oniy light proceeded from
the poral, except what a few nammow loops in the walls admitted, they soon found themselves involved in an obscurity that rendered the way difficult, and Schedoni endeavoured
to make himself heard by the person he had seen. The effort was unsuccessful, but, as they proceeded, a bend in the passage shewed a distant glimmering of hight, which
senved to guide them 1o the opposite entrance, where an arch opened immediately into a court of the villa, Schedoni paused here in disappointment, for every object seemed
to bear evidence of abandonment and desclation; and he looked, almost hopelessly, round the iight colonnade which ran along three sides of the court, and to the trees that
waved over Ihe fourth, in search of the person, who had been seen from the road. No human figure stole upon the vacancy, yet the apt fears of Eliena almost imagined the form
of Spalafro gliding behind the columns, and she started as the air shook over the wild plants that wreathed them, before she discovered that it was nol the sound of steps. At
the extravagance of her suspicions, howewer, and the weakness of her terrors, she blushed, and endeavoured to resist that propensity to fear, which nenves long pressed upon
had occasioned in her mind.

Schedoni, meanwhile, stood in the court, like the ewil spirit of the place, examining its desolation, and endeavouring to ascertain whether any person lurked in the interior of the
building. Several doonways in the colonnade appeared tolead to chambers ofthe villa. and, after a short hesitation Schedoni, having determined to pursue his inquiry, entered
one of them, and passed through a marble hall to a suite of rooms, whose condition told how long it was since they had beeninhabited. The roofs had entirely vanished, and
even portions of the walls had fallen, and lay in masses amongst the woods without

Perceiving that it was as useless as difficut to proceed, the Confessor returned 1o the court, where the shade of the paimetos, at least, offered an hospitable shelter to the
wearied travellers. They reposed themselves beneath the branches, onsome fragments of a marble fountain whence the court opened to the extensive landscape, now
meliowed by the evening beams, and partook of the remains of a repast, which had been deposited in the wallet of the guide.

“This place appears to have suffered from an earthquake. rather than from time.” said Schedoni, “for the walls, though shattered, do not seem to have decayed, and much that
has been strong lies in ruin, while what is comparatively slight remains uninjured; these are cerfainly symptoms of partial shocks of the earh. Do you know any thing of the
hestory of this place, friend?"

“Yes, Signor,” replied the guide,
"Relate it, then."

“Ishall never forget the earthquake that destroyed it Signor, for it was felt all through the Garganus. |was then about sixteen, and | remember it was near an hour before
midnight that the great shock was felt The weather had been almost stifling for several days, scarcely a breath of air had stirred, and slight tremblings of the ground were
noticed by many people. | had been out all day, cutting wood in the forest with my father, and tired enough we were, when——"

“This is the history of yourself.” said Schedoni, interrupling him, “Who did this place belong to?”

“Did any person suffer here?" said Ellena,

“The Bardne di Cambrusca lived here,” replied the guide.

“Hahl the Barone!” repeated Schedoni, and sunk into one of his customary fits of absiraction.

“He was a Signor iitlle loved inthe counlry,” continued the guide, "and some people said itwas a judgment upon him for—"

“Was it not rather a judgment upon the country,” interrupted the Cenfessor, lifing up his head, and then sinking again into silence,

“Iknow not for that, Signor, but he had committed crimes enough to make one's hair stand on end. It was here that he——

‘Fools are always wondenng atthe actions of those above them,” said Schedoni, testily; “Where Is the Bardne now?”

“leannot tell, Signor, but most likely where he deserves to be, for he has never been heard of since the night of the eathguake, and it is believed he was buried under the runs”
“Did any other person suffer?” repeated Ellena.

“You shall hear, Signora,” replied the peasart, | happen to know something about the matter, becausé a cousin of ours lived in the family at the time. and my father has often
told me ail abowtit, as well as ofthe late lord's goings-on. It was near midnight when the great shock came, and the family, thinking of nothing at all, had supped, and bean
asleep some time. Now it happened, thal the Baréne's chamber was in a tower of the old building, at which people often wondered, because, said they, why should he chuse to
sleep inthe old part when there are so many fine rooms in the new villa? but so it was,”

*Come, dispatch your meal,” said Schedoni, awaking from his deep musing, the sunissefting, and we have yet farto.go.”



“| will finish the: meal and the story together, Signor, with your leave,” replied the guide. Schedoni did not notice what he said, and, as the man was not forbidden, he proceeded
with his relation.

“Now it happened, that the Barone's chamber was in that old tower,—if you will look this way, Signera, you may see what is leftaf it.”

Ellena turned her attention to where the guide pointed, and perceived the shattered remains of a tower nsing beyond the arch, through which she had entered the court
“You see that corner of a window case, leftin the highest partof the wall, Signora.” continued the guide, “just by that tuft of ash that grows out of the stone.”

“lobserve,” said Ellena.

“Well, that was one of the windows of the very chamber, Signora, and you see scarcely any thing else isleft of it Yes, there is the door-case, [oo, but the door itself is gone; that
litie staircase, which you see beyond it, led up to another story, which nobody now would guess had ever been; for roof, and flooring, and ail are fallen. | wonder how that littie
staircase inthe corner happened to hold so fastl”

*Have you almost done?” inquired Schedoni, who had not apparently attended to any thing the man said. and now alluded to the refreshment he was taking.

“Yes, Signor, | have not 3 great deal more to tell, or to eat either, for that matter,” replied the guide; “but you shall hear. Well, yonder was the very chamber, Signora; at that door-
case, which is still in the wall, the Bardne came in-ahl he litle thought, Iwarrant, that he should never more go out atit! How long he had been inthe room | do not know, nor
whether he was asleep, or awake. for there is nobody that can tell; but when the great shock came, it spht the old tower at once, before any other part of the buildings. You see
that heap of ruins, yonder, on the ground. Signora, there lie the remains of the chamber, the Bardne, they say, was buried under them!”

Ellena shuddered while she gazed upon this destructive mass. A groan from Schedoni startled her, and she tumed towards him, but, as be appeared shrobded in meditation,
she again directed her attention to this awful memarial. As her eye passed upon the neighbouring arch, she was struck with the grandeur of its proportions, and with its singular
appearance, now that the evening rays glanced upon the overhanging shrubs, and darted a line of partial light athwart the avenue beyond. But what was her emotion, whenshe
perceived a person gliding away in ine perspective of the avenue, and, as he crossed where the gleam fell, distinguished the figure and countenance of Spalatro! She had
scarcely power faintly to exclaim, “Steps go therel” before he had disappeared; and, when Schedoni looked round, the vacuity and silence of solitude every where prevailed.

Ellena now did not scruple pasitively to affirm that she had seen Spalatro, and Schedoni_ fully sensible that, if her imagination had not detuded her, the purpose of his thus
tracing their route must be desperate, immediately rose, and, followed by the peasant passed into the avenue o ascertain the truth, leaving Ellena alone in the court. He had
scarcely disappeared before the danger of his adventuring info that obscure passage, where an assassin might strike unseen, forcibly occuered fo Ellena, and she loudly
conjured him to return. She fistened for his voice, but heard only his refreating steps; when, loc anxous o remain where she was, she hastened lo the enfrance of the avenue.
Butall was now hushed: neither voice, nor steps were distinguished, Awed by the gloom of the place, she feared to veniure further, vet aimost equally dreaded to remain alone
in any part of the ruin, while a man so desperate as Spalatro was hovering about it.

As she yet listened at the enfrance of the avenus, a faint cry, which seemed to issue from the interior of the villa, reached her. The first dreadful surmise that struck Ellena was,
that they were muedering her father, who had probably been decoyed, by another passage, back into- some chamber of the nuin; when, instantly forgetting every fear for herself,
she hastened towands the spot whence she judged the sound to have issued. She entered the hall, which Schedeoni had noliced, and passed on through a suite of apariments
beyond. Every thing here, however, was silent, and the place apparently deserted. The suite terminated in a passage, that seemed to lead to a distant part of the villa, and
Ellena, after a momentary hesitation, determined to follow it

She made her way with difficulty between the half-demolished walls, and was obliged to attend so much to her steps, that she scarcely noliced whither she was going, till, the
deepening shade of the place recalling her attention, she perceived herself amang the ruins of the tower, whose history had been refated by the gude; and, on looking up,
observed she was atthe foot of the staircase, which still wound up the wall, that had led to the chamber of the Bardne.

Atamoment less arwious, the circumstance would have affecied her; but now, she could only repeat her calis upon the name of Schedoni, and listen for some signal that he
was near. Still receiving no answer, nor hearing any further sound of distress, she began to hope that her fears had deceived her, and having ascerained that the passage
lerminated here, she guitted the spot

On regaining the first chamber, Ellena rested for a moment to recover breath; and, while she leaned upon what had once been a windgw, opening to the court, she heard a
distant report of fire-amms. The sound swelled, and seemed fo revolve along the avenue through which Schedoni had disappeared —Supposing that the combatants were
engaged al the farthest entrance, Ellena was preparing to go thither, when a sudden slep moved near her. and, on turning. she discovered, with a degree of horror that aimost
deprived her of recaollection, Spalatro himself stealing along the very chamber in which she was,

That part of the room which she stood in, fell into-a kind of recess; and whether it was this circumstance that prevented him from immediately parceiving her, or that, his chief
purpose being dirécted against another object, he did not chuse to pause here, he passed onwith skulking steps; and, before Ellena had determined whither to go, she
abserved him cross the court before her, and enter the avenue. As he had passed, he looked up atthe window: and it was certain he thensaw her, for he instantly fautered, but
inthe next moment proceeded swiftly, and disappeared in the gloom.

It seemed that he had not yet encountered Schedoni, butit alsooccurred to Ellena, that he was gone inlo the avenus for the purpose of waiting to assassinate him inthe
darkness. While she was meditating some means of ghang the Confessor a timely alarm of his danger, she once more distinguished his voice. It approached from the avenue,
and Ellena immediately calling aloud that Spalatro was there, enlreated him 1o be on his guard. Inthe next instant a pistol was fired there.

Amaong the voices that succeeded the report; Ellena thought she distinguished groans. Schedoni's voice was in the next moment heard again, but it seemed faint and low. The
courage which she had before exerted was now exhausted; she remained fixed to the spot, unable to encounter the dreadful spectacle that probably awaited her in the avenue,
and almost sinking beneath the expectation of it

Allwas now hushed. she listened for Schedoni's voice, and even for a foolstep—in vain To endure this state of uncerainty much longer was scarcely possible, and Ellena was
endeavouring to collect fortitude to meet a knowledge the worst, when suddeniy a feeble groaning was again heard. It seemed near, and to be approaching still nearer. At that
moment, Efena, on looking towards the avenue, parceived a figure covered with blood, pass into the court. A film, which drew over her eyes, prevented her noticing farther, She
tottered a few paces back, and caughtat the fragment of a pillar, by which she supported herself. The weakness was transient, immediate assistance appeared necessary o
the wounded person, and pity soon predominating over horror, she recalled her spirits, and hastened to the cour.

When, on reaching it, she looked round in search of Schedonl, he was no where to be seen; the court was again solitary and silent till she awakened all its echoes with the
name of father. While she repeated her calls, she hastily examined the colonnade, the separated chamber which opened immediately from it, and the shadowy ground beneath
the palmetos, but without discovering any person,

As she tumed towards the avenue, however, a frack of blood onthe ground told her too ceriainly where the wounded person had passed. it guided her fo the enfrance of a
narrow passage, that seemingly led to the foot of the tower, but here she hesitated, fearing to trust the obscurity beyond. For the firsttime, Elflena conjectured, that not
Schedoni, but Spalatro might be the person she had seen, and that, though he was wounded, vengeance might give him strength fo strike his stiletto at the heart of
whomsoever approached him, while the duskiness of the place would favour the deed.

She was yet atthe entrance of the passage, fearful to enter, and reluctant to leave it listening for a sound, and still hearing at intervals, swelling though feeble groans: when
quick steps were suddenly heard advancing up the grand avenue, and presently her own name was repeated loudly in the voice of Schedoni. His manner was humied as he
advanced to meet her, and he threw an eager glance round the court "We must be gone.” said he, ina low tone, and taking her amm within his. *Have you seenany one pass?”

“Ihave seen a wounded man enter the court,” replied Ellena, "and feared he was yourself”
“Where?—— Which way did he go!” inguired Schedoni, eagerly, while his eyes glowed, and his countenance became fefl.

Ellena. instantly comprehending his motive for the question. would not acknowledge that she knew whither Spalatro had withdrawn: and, reminding him of the danger of their
situation, she entreated that they might quit the villa immediately.

“The sun is already set” she added. Il remble at what may be the penils ofthis place at suchan ebscure hour, and even at what may be those of our road at a later!”



“You are sure he was wounded?” said the Confessor.

“Too sure,” replied Ellena, faintly,

“Too sure!” stermly exclaimed Schedoni.

“Let us depart, my father; O let us go this instanil” repeated Ellena

“Whatis the meaning of all this!” asked Schedoni, with anger. “You cannot, surely, have the weakness {o pity this feliowl”

‘R is terrible to see any one suffer” said Ellena. “Do nat, by remaining here, leave me a possibility of grieving for you. What anguish it would occasion you, 1o see me bleed:
judge. then, what mustbe mine, if you are wounded by the dagger of an assassinl”

Schedoni stifled the groan which swelied from his heart, and abruptiy turned away.

“You Irifle with me,” he said, in the nexd moment: "you do not know that the villain is wounded. | fired at him, it is true, atthe instant | saw him-enter the avenue, but he has
escaped me. What reason have you for your supposition?”

Ellena was going to point to the track of blood on the ground, at a litie distance, but checked herself, considering that this might quide him on to Spalatro, and again she
entreated they might depart, adding, “O! spare yourself. and him!”

“What! spare an assassinl” said Schedoni, impatiently
“An assassin! He has, then, attempted your life?” exclaimed Ellena:
“Whyno, not absolutely that,” said Schedoni, recollecting himself, *but—whal does the feliow do here? Let me pass, | will find him.”

Ellena stifl hung upon his gament, while, with persuasive tendemess, she endeavowred to awaken his humanity. "O! if youhad ever known what it was o expect instant death,”
she continued, “you would pity this man now, as he, perhaps, has sometimes pitied others! I have known such suffering, my father, and can, therefore, feel even for him!”

“Do you know for whom you are pleading?” said the distracted Schedoni, while every word she had uttered seemed to have penetrated his heart The surprize which this
question awakensd in Ellena’s countenance, recailed him to-a consciousness of his imprudence; he recolizcted that Ellena did not certainly know the office, with which Spalatro
had been commissioned against her: and when he considered that this very Spalatro, whom Ellena had with such simplicity supposed fo have, at some time, spared a life
through pity, had in truth spared herown, and, et mere, had been eventually a means of preventing him from destroying his own child, the Confessor turned in horrer from his
design; ail his passions changed, and he abruptly quitted the court, nor paused till he reached the farthest extremity of the avenue, where the guide was in waiting with the
horses.

A recoliection of the conduct of Spalatro respecting Eliena had thus induced Schedoni to spare him; but this was all, it did not prevail with him to inguire into the condition of this
man, or to mitigate his punishment; and, without remorse, he now left him to his fate.

With Eflena it was otherwise: though she was ignorant of the obligation she-owed him, she could not know that any human being was left under such circumstances of suffering
and solitude, without experiencing very painful emotion; but. considenng how expeditiously Spalatro had been able to remove himself, she endeavoured to hope that his wound
was not mortal

The travellers, mounting their horses in silence, lefi the ruin, and were for some time too much engaged by the impression of the late ocourrences, to converse together, When,
at length, Ellena inquired the pariculars of what had passed in the avenue, she understood thal Schedoni, on pursuing Spatatro, had seen him there only for a moment.
Spalatro had escaped by some way unknown fo the Confessor, and had regained the interior of the ruin; while his pursuers were vet following the avenue. The cry, which Eliena
had imagined to proceed from the interior, was ultered, as it now appeared, by the guide, whe, in his hasle, had fallen over some fragments of the wall that lay scattered in the
avenue; the first report of arms had been from the trombone, which Schedoni had discharged on reaching the portal; and the-last, when he fired a pistol, on perceiving Spalafro
passing from the court

“We have had trouble enough in running after this fellow,” said the guide, "and could not catch him at last. It is strange that. if he came to look for us, he should run awayso when
he had found us! Ido not think he meant us any harm after all, else he might have done it easily enough in the dark passage; instead whergof he only took to his heels!”

“Silence!” said Schedani, “fewer words, fiend.”

“Well, Signor, he's peppered now, however; so we need not be afraid; his wings are clipped for one while, 0 he cannot overtake us. We need not be insucha hurry, Signor,
we shall get to the innin good time yet. It is upon a mountain yonder, whose top you may see upon that red streak inthe west He cannot come after us; |myself saw his am
was wounded.”

“Did you 507" said Schedoni, sharply, “and pray where was you when you saw so much? & was more than lsaw,”
“lwas close at your heels, Signor, when you fired the pistol.”

“lde not remember to have heard you there,” observed the Confessor: “and why did you not come forward, instead of retreating? And where, also, did you hide yoursel! while |
was searching for the fellow, instead of assisting me in the pursut?”

The guide gave no answer, and Ellena, who had been attenfively cbsening him during the whole of this conversation, perceived that he was now corsiderably embarrassed; so
that her former suspicions as to his integrity began to revive, notwithstanding the several circumstances, which had occured to render them imprebable. There was however, at
presert, no opportunity for farther observation, Schedaoni having, contrary to the advice of the guide, immediately quickened his pace, and the horses confinuing on the full
galiop, till a steep ascent compelied them to relaxtheirspeed.

Contrary to his usual habit, Schedoni now, while they slowly ascended, appeared desirous of conversing with this man, and asked him several questions relative lo the \illa they
had left, and, whether itwas that he really felt an interest on the subject, or that he wished to discover if the man had deceived him in the circumstances he had already narrated,
from which he might form a judgment as o his general character, he pressed his inguiries with a patient minuteness, that somewnhat surprized Eliena. During this conversation,
the deep twilight would no longer permit her to notice the countenances of either Schedoni, or the guide. but she gave much attention 1o the changing tones of their voices, as
different circumstances and emotions seemed to affect them. Ris lo be observed, that during the whole of this discourse the guide rode at the side of Schedoni,

While the Confessor appeared to be musing upon something, which the peasant had relzted respecting the Barane di Cambrusca, Ellena inguired as to the fate of the other
infiabitants of the villa.

“The falling of the old tower was enough for them,” replied the guide; “the crash waked them all directly, and they had time to get out ofthe new buildings, before the second and
third shocks laid them also in ruins. They ran out into the woods for safety, and found it too, for they happened o take a different road from the earthquake. Mot a soul suffered,
except the Bardne, and he deserved it well enough. O! I could tell such things that | have heard of himl—"

“What became of the rest of the family?” interrupted Schedoni.

“Why, Signor, they were scattered here and there, and every where; and they none afthem ever refurned to the old spot. Not nol they had suffered enough there already, and
might have sufferad to this day, if the earthquake had not happened.”

‘i it had not happened?” repeated Eliena.

*Aye, Signara, for that put an end to the BarGne. ifthose walls could but speak, they could tell strange things, for they have looked upon sad doings: and that chamber, which |
shewed you, Signora, nobody ever went info it but himself except the servant, to keep it in order, and that he would scarcely suffer, and always staid in the room the while



“He had probably treasure secreted there,” said Ellena.
“No, Signora. no treasure! He had always a lamp buming there, and somefimes in the night he has been heard—OCnce, indeed, his valei happened fo—"
“Come on," said Schedoni, internupting him; “keep pace with me. What idle dream are you relating now?"

“R-is about the Bardne di Cambrusca, Signor, him that you was asking me so much about just now. [was saying what strange ways he had, and how that, on one stormy night in
December, as my cousin Francisco told my father, who told me, and he lived in the family at the time it happened—>"

“What happened?” said Schedoni, hasfily.

“What1am going o tell, Signor. My cousin lived there atthe time; so, however unbelievable it may seem, youmay depend upon it, it is all true. My father knows | would not
befieve it myselftil—"

*Enough of this,” said Schedoni; *no mare. What family had this Bardne—had he a wife at the ime of this destructive shock?”
“Yes, tnily, Signor, he had, as | was going.to tell, if you would but condescend to have patience.”

“The Barane had mare need of that, fiend: | have no wife,'—The Bardne's wife had most need of it, Signar, as you shall hear, A good soul, they say, was the Baronessa! but
luckily she died many years before. He had a daughter, also, and, young as she was, she had lived too long, but for the earthquake which set herfree.”

“How far is it to the inn?" said the Confessor, roughly.

“When we getto the top of this hill. Signor, you will see iton the next. if any light is stirring, for there will only be the hollow between us. But do not be alarmed, Signor, the fellow
we left cannot overtake us. Do you know much about him, Signor?”

Schedoni inquired whether the trombone was charged; and, discovering that it was not, ordered the man to load immediatzly,

“Why, Signor, if you knew as much of him as | do, you could not be more afraid!” said the peasant, while he stopped to obey the order.
“lunderstood that he was a stranger to youl” obsenved the Confessor, with surprize.

“Why, Signor, he is, and he is not; | know more about him than he thirks for”

“You seem to know a vast deal too much of other persons' affairs,” said Schedoni, in a tone that was meant to silence him.

“Why, that is just what he would say, Signor, but bad deeds will out, whether people fike them to be known or not. This man comes to our town sometimes to market, and
nebiody knew where he came from for a long while; so they set themselves fo work and found it out at fast.”

“We shall never reach the summit of this hill " said Schedoni, festily.
“And they found out, too, a great many strange things about him.” continued the guide.

Ellena, who had attended to this discourse with a degree of cueiosity that was painful, now listened impatiently for what might be farther mentioned conceming Spalatro, but
without daning to invite, by a single question, any discovery on a subject which appeared (o be so intimalely connected with Schedoni.

‘B was many years ago,” rejeined the guede, “that this man came fo live inthat strange house on the sea shore. it had been shut up ever since——

"What are you talking of now?®” interrupted the Confessor.

“Why, Signor, you never will lst me tell you You always snap me up so short at the beginning, and then ask—what am | talking about! | was going to begin the stery, and itis a
pretty long one. But first of all, Signor, who do you suppose this man belonged to! And what do you think the people detemnined to-do. when the repor was first set a-going?
only they could not be sure it was true, and any body would be unwilling enough to believe such a shocking—

“Ihave no curiosity on the subject,” replied the Confessor, sternly interrupting him; “and desire lo hear no more conceming it”

“‘Imeant no hamm, Signor,” said the man; “Idid not know it concemed youw”

"And who says that it does concernma!”

“Nobody, Signor, only you seemed to be ina bitof a passion, and so | thought—— But | meant no harm, Signor, only as he happened to be your guide part of the way, |
guessed you might iike to know something of him.”

“All that I desire to know of my guide is, that he does his duty,” replied Schedoni, “that he conducts me safely, and understands when o be silent”
To this the man replied nothing, but slackened his pace, and slunk behind his reprover.

The travellers reaching, soon after, the summit of this long hill, looked out for the inn of which thiey had been told; but darkness now confounded every object, and no domestic
light twinkling, however distantly, through the gloom, gave signal of security and comfort. They descended dejectedly into the hollow of the mountains, and found themselves
once more immerged in woods. Schedoni again calied the peasant to his side, and bade him keep abreast of him, but he did not discourse; and Ellena was too thoughtful to
atiempt corversation. The hints, which the guide had thrown out respecting Spalatro, had increased her curiosity on that subject; but the conduct of Schedoni, his impatience,
his embarrassment, and the decisive manner in which he had put an end to the talk of the guide, excited a degree of srprize, that bordered onastonishment. As she had,
however. no clue to lead her coniectures to any point. she was wtterly bewildered in surmise, understanding only that Schedoni had been much more deeply connected with
Spalatra than she had hitherto believed.

The travellers having descended into the heliow, and commenced the ascent of the opposite height, without discovering any symptom of a neighbouring town, began again to
fear that their conductor had deceived them. It was now so dark that the road, though the soil was a limestone, could scarcely be discemed, the woods on either side forming a
“close dungeon of innumérous boughs,” that totally exciuded the bwilight of the stars.

\While the Confessor was questioning the man, with some severity, a faint shouting was heard from a distance, and he stopped the horses to fisten from what quarter it came.
“Thatcomes the way we are going, Signor.” said the guide.

“Hark!” exclaimed Schedoni, “those are strains of revelnd”

A confused sound of voices, laughter, and musical instruments, was heard, and, as the air blew stronger, tamborines and fiutes were distinguished.

“Oh! Ot we are ngar the end of our journey!” said the peasant. “all this comes from the town we are going to. But what makes them all so memy, |wonder!”

Eillena, revived by this inteligence, followed with alacrity the sudden speed of the Confessor; and presently reaching a point of the mountain, where the woods opened, a cluster
of lights on another summit, a litlle higher, mare cenainly announced the town

They soon after arved at the ruinous gates, which had formeriy led to a place of some strengih, and passed at once from darkness and desolated walls, into'a market place,
blazing with light and resounding with the multtude. Booths, fantastically hung with lamps, and filled with merchandize of every kind, disposed in the gayest order, were spread
on all sides, and peasants in their holiday cloaths, and parties of masks crowded every avenue. Here was a band of musicians, and there a group of dancers; on one spot the
outré humour of a zannl proveked the never-failing laugh of an falian rabble, in another the improvisatore, by the pathos of his story, and the persuasive sensibility of his strains,
was holding the attention of his auditors, as inthe hands of magic. Farther on was a stage raised for a display of fireworks, and near this a theatre, where a mimic opera, the



“shadow of a shade,” was exhibiting, whence the roar of laughter, exgited by the principal buffo within, mingled with the heterogenecus voices of the vendors of ice, maccaroni,
sherbet, and diaveloni, without.

The Confessor looked upon this scene with disappointment and ill-humour, and bade the guide go before him, and shew the way to the best inn; an office which the latter
undertook with great glee, though he made his way with difficulty. "To think | should not know it was the time ofthe fairl” said he, “though, to say truth, I never was at it butonce in
my life, so itis not so surprizing, Signor.”

“Make way through the crowd,” said Schedoni.

"Afer jogging on 5o long In the dark, Signor, with nothing at all to be seen” continued the man, without attending to the direction, 'then to come, all of a sudden, to such a place
as this, why it is like coming out of purgatory into paradise! Welll Signar, you have forgot all your quandaries now; you think nothing now about that old ruinous place where we
had such a race after the man, that would not murderus; but that shot | fired did his business.”

“You fired!” said Schedoni, aroused by the asserdion:
"Yes, Sigrior, as | was looking over your shoulder; 1 should have thought you must have heard itl”
‘I shouid have thought so, too, friend.”

“Aye. Signor, this fine place has put all that out of your head, |warrant, as well as what | said about that same fellow; but, indeed, Signor, ldid not know he was related to you,
when |talked so of him. But, perhaps, for all that, you may not know the piece of his story | was going to tell you, when you cut me off so short, though you are better acquainted
with one anotherthan | guessed for, so, when | come in from the fair, Signor, if you please; | will tell it you, and it is a pretty long history, for Ihappen to know the whole of it
though, where you cut me short, when you wasin one of those quandaries, was only just at the beginning, but no matter for that, | can beginitagain, for—"

“Whatis all this!" said Schedoni, again recalled from one of the thoughtful moods in which hie had so habitually indulged, that even the bustle around him had failed to interrupt
the course of his mind. He now bade the peasant be sitent but the man was too happy to be tractable. and proceeded to express all he felt, as they advanced slowly through
the crowd, Every object here was to him new and delightful, and, nothing doubting. thatl it must be equally so to every other person, he was confinually pointing outto the proud
and gloomy Confessor the trivial subjects of his own admiration. "Seel Signor, there is Punchinello, see! how he eats, the hot maccaroni! And look there; Signord there is a
juggler! O! good Signor, slop one minite, fo look at his ricks. Seel ke has umed a monk into a devil already, in the twirkling of an eye!”

“Silence! and proceed " said Schedoni.

“Thatis what | say, Signor—silence! for the people make such a noise that 1 can not hear a word you speak —Silence, there!”
“Considering that you could not hear, you have answered wonderfully to the purpese,” said Ellena.

“Ahl Signoral is not this better than those dark woods and hills? But what have we here? Look, Signor, here is a fine fight!”

The crowd, which was assembled round a stage on which some persons grotesquely dressed, were performing, now intemupting afl farther progress, the travellers were
compelled to stop atthe foot of the platiorm. The people above were acting what seemed to have been intended for a tragedy, but what their strange gestures, uncouth
recitation, and incongruous countenances, had transformed into a comedy.

Schedoni, thus obliged to pause, withdrew his attention from the scene; Ellena consented to endure it, and the peasant, with gaping mouth and stanng-eyes, stood like-a
statue, yet notknowing whether he ought to faugh or cry, il suddenly turning round ta the Confessor, whose horse was of necessity close to his, he seized his arm, and pointing
1o the stage, called out, “Look! Signor, see! Signor, what a scoundrel! whal a villain! See! he has murdered his own daughter”

At these terrible words, the indignation of Schedoni was done away by other emotions; he turned his eves upon the stage, and perceived that the actors were performing the
story of Virginia. It was the moment when she was dying in the ams of her father, who was hoiding up the poniard, with which he had stabbed her. The feelings of Schedoni, at
this instant, instilled-a punishment almost worthy of the crime he had meditated.

Ellena, struck with the action, and with the contrast which it seemed to offer to what she had believed to have been the late conduct of Schedoni toward herself, looked at him
with mostexpressive tendemess. and as his.glance met hers, she perceived, with surprize._ the changing emolons of his soul, and the inexplicable character of his
courtenance. Stung to the heart, the Confessor furiously spurred his horse, that he might escape from the scene, but the poor animal was too spiritiess and jaded. to force its
way through the crowd; and the peasant, vexed at being hurried from a place where, almost for the first time in his life, he was suffering under the strange delights of adificial
grief, and half angry, to observe an animal, of which he had the care, ill reated, loudly remanstrated, and seized the bridle of Schedoni, who, still more incensed, was applying
the whip lo the shoulders of the guide, when the crowd suddenly fell back and opened a way, through which the travellers passed. and arrived, with litthe further interruption, at
the door of the inn.

Schedoni was not in a humour which rendered him fit to encounter difficulties, and still less the vulgar squabbles of a place already crowded with guests; yet it was not without
much opposition that he at length obtained a lodging for the night The peasant was not less andous for the accommodation of his horses: and, when Ellena heard him declare,
that the animal, which the Confessor had so cruelly spurred, should have a double feed, and a bed of straw as high as his head, if he himself went without one, she gave him,
unnoticed by Schedoni, the only ducat she had left



CHAPTER .

“But, ifyou be afraid to hear the warst,
Then et the worst, unheard, fall on your head.”
Shakespeare.

Schedoni passed the nigh! without sleep. The incidert of the preceding evening.had not only renewed the agonies of remorse, but excited those of pride and apprehension.
There-was something in the conduct of the peasant towards him, which he could not cleary understand, though his suspicions were sufficient to throw his mind into a state of
the utmost perturbation, Under an.air of extreme simplicity, this man had talked of Spalatro, had discovered that he was acquainted with much of his history, and had hinted that
he knew by whom he had been empiloyed; yet at the same time appeared unconscious, that Schedoni’'s was the master-hand, which had directed the principal actions of the:
ruffian Atother times, his behaviour had seemed 1o contradict the suppaosition of his ignorance on this point; from some circumstances he had mentioned, it appeared
impossible but that he must have known who Schedoni really was, and even his own conduct had occasionally seemead to acknowledge this, paricularly when, being
interrupted in his history of Spalatro, he attempted an apology, by saying, he did not know it concemed Schedoni: nor could the conscious Schedoni believe that the very
pointed manner, in which the peasant had addressed him at the representation of Virginia, was merely accidental. He wished lo dismiss the man immediately, but it was first
necessary lo ascartain what he knew concerning him, and then to decide on the measures to be taken. Rwas, however, a difficult matter to.obtain this information, without
marifesting ananxety, which might betray him, if the guide had, at present, only a general suspicion of the truth; and no less difficult to determine how to proceed towards him,
ifit shoud be evident that his suspicions rested on Spalatro. To take him forward to Naples, was to bring an informer to his home; to suffer him to return with his discovery, now
that he probably knew the place of Schedaoni’s residence was litle less hazardous. His death only could secure the secret.

After a night passed in the tumult of such considerations, the Caonfessor summaoned the peasant o his chamber, and, with some short preface, told him he had no further
occasion for his services, adding, carelessly, that he advised him to be on his guard as he re-passed the villa, lest Spalatro, who might yet lurk there, shiould revenge upon hirm
the injury he had received. *According o your account of him, he is a very dangerous fellow,” said Schedoni; “but your information is, pernaps, eroneous,”

The guide began, lestily, to justfy himseif for his assertions, and the Confessor then endeavoured 1o draw from him whal he knew onthe subject. But, whether the man was
pigqued by the treatment he had lately received. or had other reasons for reserve, he did not; at firsl, appear so willing to communicate as formerly,

“What you hinted of this man,” said Schedoni, *has. in some degree, excited my curiosity. | have now a few moments of leisure and you may refate, if you will, something of the
wonderful history youtalked of "

“Itis a long story, Signar, and you would be tired before 1 got to the end of it,” replied the peasant, “and, craving your parden, Signor, | don't muchfike to be snapped up sol”
“Where did this man ive?" said the Confessor. “You mentioned something of a house at the sea side”

“Aye, Signor, there is a strange history belonging to that house, too; but this man, as | was saying, came there all of a sudden, nobody knew how! and the place had been shut
up ever since the Marchese—"

“The Marchese!” said Schedoni; coldly, “what Marchese, friend™—"Why, | mean the Bardne di Cambrusca, Signor, to be sure, as | was going to have told you, of my own
accord, if you would only have let me. Shut up ever since the Barbne—— | left off there, | think "

“lundersiood that the Bardne was dead!” observed the Confessor
“Yes, Signor,” replied the peasant, fixing his eyes on Schedoni; "hut what has his death to do with what | was telling? This happened before he died.”

Schedoni, somewhat disconcerted by this unexpected remark, forgot to resent the Tamiliarity of it “This man. then, this Spalatro, was connected with the Bardne di
Cambrusca?” said he.

“k was pretty well guessed so, Signor.”
“How! no more than guessed?”

“No, Signor, and that was more than enough for the B8arone’s liking, | warrant He took too much care for any thing certain to appear against him, and he was wise so fo do, for
ifit had—it would have been worse for him. But I'was going te tell you the stary, Signor.”

“What reasons were there for believing this was an agent of the Bardne di Cambrusca, fiend?”

“Ithought you wished to hear the story, Signor.”

“Ingood time; but first whal were your reasons?”

“One of themis enough, Signor, and if you would only have let me gone straight on with the story, you would have found it out by this time, Signor.”

Schedoni frowned, bt did not otherwise reprove the impertinence of the speech.

“It was reason enaugh, Signor, to my mind,” confinued the peasant, “that it was such a crima ‘as nobody but the Bardne di Cambrusca could have commifted; there was nobody
wicked enough, inour parts, to have done it but him. Why is not this reason enough, Signor? What makes you look at me s0? why the Bardne himself could hardly have looked
worse, if I had told him as much!®

‘Be less prolix.” said the Confessor, ina restrained voloe.

“Well then, Signor, to begin atthe beginning. i is a good many years ago that Marco came first to our fown. Now the story goes, that one stomy might—"

“You may spare yourself the trouble of relating the story.” said Schedoni, abruptly, "Did you ever see the Bardne you was speaking of, friend?”

“Why did you bid me tellit, Signor, since you know it already! | have been here all this while. just a-going to beginit, and all for nothing!”

“Ris very surprising,” resumed the antful Schedoni, without having noticed what had been said, “that if this Spalatro was known to be the villain you say he is, notany step shoud
have been taken fo bring him 1o justice! how happened that® But, perhaps, all this story was nothing more than a report”

“Why, Signor, it was every body's business, and nobody's, as one may say; then, besides, nobody could prove what they had heard, and though every body believed the story
Jjustihe same as if they had seen the whole, yet that, theysaid, would not doin law, but they should be made to prove it Now, it is not ong time in ten that any thing ¢an be
proved, Signor, as you well know, yet we none of us befieve it the less for that!”

“So, then, you would have had this man punished for a murder, which, probably, he never committed!” said the Confessor.
“A murderl” repeated the peasant

Schedoni was silent, but. inthe next instant. said, "Did you not say it was a murder?”

“I have not told you so; Signor!”

“What was the crime, then?” resumed Schedoni, after another momentary pause, “you said it was atrocious, and what more so than—murder?” His lip quivered as he
pronounced the last word.



The peasant made no reply, but remained with his eves fixed upon the Confessor, and, al length, repeated, "Did | say it was murder, Signor?”
“If it was not that, say what it was.” demanded the Confessor, haughtily, “but letit be-in two words.”

*As If a story could be told in two words, Signort”

“Well, well, be brief”

“How can |, Signor, when the story is 5o long!”

“Iwill waste no more ime.” said Schedoni, going

“Well, Signor, will do my bestto make it short. it was one stormy night in December, that Marco Terma had been out fishing. Marco, Signor, was an old man that lived in our
town when | was a boy, |can but just remember him, but my father knew him well, and loved old Marco, and used often to say—"

“To the story!” said Schedoni.

“Why | am teliing it, Signor, as fastas | can. This old Marco did not live in-our town at the time it happened, but in some place, | have forgot the name of it near the sea shore.
What can the name bel it is something ike—"

“Well, what happened to this old dotard?”

“You are out there, Signor, he was no old dotard; but you shall hear. At that time. Signar, Marco lived inthis place that | have forgaot the name of, and was a fisherman, but better
times turned up afterwards, but that is neither here nor there. Old Marco had been-out fishing; it was a stormy night, and he was glad enough fo get onshare, | wamant It was
quite dark, as dark, Signor, | suppose. as it was last night, and he was making the best of his way, Signor, with some fish along the shore, but it being so dark, he lost it
notwithstanding. The rain beat, and the wind blew, and he wandered about a long while, and could see no light, nor hear any thing, but the surge near him, which sometimes
seemed as if it was coming o wash him away. He got as far off it as he could, buthe knew thera were high rocks over the beach and he was afraid he should run his head
against them, if he went too far, | suppose. However, at last, he went up close to them, and as he got a littie shefter, he resolved 1o try no futher for the present. [tell it you,
Signar, just as my father told itme, and he had it from the ald man himseif”

“You need not be so particular,” replied the Confesser; “speak to the point.”

“Well, Signor, as old Marco lay snug under the rocks, he thought he heard somebody coming. and he fifted up his head, |wamant, poor old soul-as if he could have seen who it
was. however, he could hear, though it was so dark, and he heard the steps coming on; but he said nothing yet. meaning to let them come close up to him, before he
discovered himself. Presently he sees a it moving light, and itcomes nearer and nearer, till it was just opposite to him, and then he saw the shadow of a man on the ground,
and then spied the man himself, with a dark fanthorn, passing along the beach.”

“Well, well, to the purpose,” said Schedoni.

“Cld Marco, Signor, my father says, was never stout-hearted, and he took it info his head this might be a robbery because he had the lanthorn, though, for that matter, he would
have been glad enough of a lanthorn himself,. and so he lay quiel. But. presently, he was fna rare fright, for the man stopped to rest the load he had upon his back, on a piece of
rock near him, and old Marco saw him throw off a heawvy sack, and heard him breathe hard, as if he was hugelytired. i fell It Signar, justas my father does.”

“What was in the sack?" said Schedonl, coolly.

“Allin good time, Signor: perhaps old Marco never found out, but you shall hear. He was afraid, when he saw the sack, to stir a limb for he thought it held booty. But, presently,
the man, without saying a word, heaved it on his shoukders again, and staggered away with it along the beach, and Marco saw no more of him.”

“Well what has he to do with your story, then?” said the Confessor, "Was this Spalatro?”

“Allin good time, Signor; you put me ouf. When the storm was down a litle, Marco crept out, and, thinking there must be a village, or a hamlet, or a cottage, at no great
distance, since this man had passed, he thought he would trya little further. He had better have staid where he was. for he wandered about a long while, and could see nothing,
and what was worse, the storm came on louder than befere, and he had no rocks to shetter him now. While he was in this quandary, he sees a light at a distance, and it came

into his head this might be the lantern again, but he determined to go on notwithstanding, for if it was, he could stop short, and if it was not, he should get shelter, perhaps; so on
he went, and | suppose | should have done the same, Signor.”

“Welll this history never will have anend!l” said Schedoni.

“Welll Signor, he had not gone far when he found out that it was no lantem, but a light at a window. When he came up to the house he knocked softfy at the door, but nobody
came.”

“What house?” inquired the Confessor, sharply

“The rain beat hard, Signor, and |wamrant poor old Marco waited a long time before he knocked again, for he was main patient. Signor. O! how | have seen him Fsten o a story,
let it be ever so long!”

‘| have need of his patience!” said Schedoni.
“When he knocked again, Signor, the door gave way a lite, and he found it was open, and so, as nobody came, he thought fit to walk in of his own accord,”
“The dotard! what business had he to be 50 crious?” exclaimed Schedoni.

“Cunous! Signor, he only sought shetted He stumbled about in the dark, for a good white. and could find nobody, nor make nobedy hear, but, at last, he came fo a room where
there was some fire not quite out, upon the hearth, and he went to It to warm himsaif, till somebody should come.”

“What! was there nobody in the house?” said the Confessor.

“You shal hear, Signor. He had not been there, he said, no, he was sure, not above two minutes; when he heard a strange son of a noise in the very room where he was, bit the
fire gave such a poor light. he could not see whether any body was there ™

“What was the noise?”

“You put me out, ‘Signor. He said he did not much like it, but what could he do! So he stired up the fire, and tried to make it blaze aittie, butit was as dusky as ever; he could
see nothing. Presently, however, he heard somebody coming, and saw a light, and then a man coming towards the room where he was, 50 he went up to him 1o ask shalter.”

“Who was this man?"said Schedoni.

"Ask shelter. He says the man, when he came to the door of the room, tumed as white as a sheet, as well he might, to see a stranger, to find a stranger there, al that time of the
night. | suppose | should have done the same myself. The man did not seem very willing to fet him stay, but asked what he did there, and such like; but the storm was very loud,
and so Marco did not let a litte matter daunt him, and, when he shewed the man what fine fish he had in his baskel, and said he was welcome fo it, he seemead mone willing.”
“Incredible!” exclaimed Schedoni, ‘the blockhead!”

“He had wit enough for that matter, Signor; Marco says he appeared to be main hungry—"

“&s that any proofof his wit?” said the Confessor, peevishly.



“You never will let me finish, Signar, main hungry, for he put more wood on the fire directly. to dress some of the fish. While he was doing this, Marco says his hearl, somehow,
misgave him, that this was the man he saw on the beach, and he looked at him pretty hard, fill the other asked him, crossly, what he stared athim so for; but Marco took care
not o tell. While he was busy making ready the fish, however, Marce had an opportunity of eying him the more, and every lime the man kecked round the room, which happened
to be pretty often, he had a notion it was the same.”

“Well, and if it was the same.” said Schedoni,

“‘But when Marco happened to spy the sack, lying ina comer, he had no doubt about the matter. He says, his heart then misgave him sadly, and he wished himsell safe out of
the house, and determinad, in his own mind, to get away as soon as he could, without lefting the man suspect what he thought of him. He soon guessed, foo, what made the

man b?: round the room 0 often, and, though Marco thought before it was 1o find ot if he had brought any body with him, he now believed it was 1o see whether his treasure
was safe.”

“Aye, likely enough.” observed Schedoni.

“Well, old Marco sat not much at his ease, while the fish was preparing, and thought it was "out of the frying pan into the fire’ with him; but what could he do?”
“Why get up and walk away, fo be sure,” said theé Confessor, “as | shall do, If your story lasts much longer”

“You shall hear, Signor; he would have done so, if he had thought this man would have let him, but——"

“Well, this man was Spalatro, | suppose,” said Schedoni, impatienty, *and this was the house on the shore you formerly mentioned.”

*How well you have guessed it Signor! though to say truth, | have been expecting you to find it out for this half hour.”

Schedoni did not like the significant look, which the peasant assumed while he said this, but he bade him proceed.

“Atfirst, Signor, Spalatro hardly spoke a word, but he came to by degrees, and by the fime the fish was nearly ready, he was talkative enough”

Here the Confessor rose, with some emetion, and paced the room.

“Poor old Marco, Signor, began to think better of him, and when he haard the rain at the casements, he was loath to think of stirring. Presently Spalatro went out of the room for
a plate to eat the fishon——"

“0Out of the room?” said Schedoni, and checked his steps.
“Yes; Signor, but he toak care to carry the light with him. However, Marco, who had a deal of curiosity to——"
“Yes, he appears to have had a great deal, indeed!” said the Confessor, and turning away, renewed his pace.

“Nay, Signor, | am not come to that yet, he has shewn none yet—a great deal of curiosity to know what was in the sack, before he consented to let himself stay much longer,
thought this a good opportunity for Ioﬂkin%ﬂarﬂ as the fire was now preity bright, he determined to see. He wentup to the sack, therefore, Signor, and tried to ift it, but it was
too heavy for him though it did not seem fuil”

Schedoni again checked his steps, and stood fixed before the peasant.

“He raised it, however, a little, Signor, but it fell from his hands, and with such a heavy welght upon the floor, that he was sure it held no comman booty. Just then, he says, he
thought hie heard Spalatro coming, and the sound of the sack was enolgh to have frightened him, and so Marco guitted it but be was mistaken, and he went to it again, But you
don't seem to hear me, Signor, for you look as you do when you are in those quandaries, so busy athinking, and —

‘Proceed.” said Schedoni, sternly. and renewed his steps, *| hear you."

“Went to it again."—resumed the peasant, cautiously taking up the story at the last words he had dropped. "He untied the string, Signor, that held the sack, and opened the cloth
g-tiub way, but think, Signor, what he must have thought, when he fell—coid flesh! O, Signor! and when he saw by the light of the fire, the face of a corpse within! O,
ignof®— '

The peasant, in the eagermess with which he related this circumstance, had followed Schedoni o the other end of the chamber, and he now took hold of his garment, as if o
secure his attention to the remainder of the story. The Confessor, however, continued his steps, and the peasant kept pace with him, still loosely holding his gamment.

“Marco,” he resurmed, “was so terified, as my father says. that he hardly knew where he was, and | wamrant, if one could have seen him, he looked as white, Signor, as you do
now.”

The Confessor abruptly withdrew his ganment from the peasarnt's grasp, and said, in an inward voice, “If lam shocked at the mere mention of such a spectacle, no wonder he
was, who beheld it!" After the pause of a moment, he added —'But what followed?”

*Marco says he had no power to tie up the cloth again, Signor, and when he came to his thoughts, his only fear was, lest Spalatro should retum. though he had hardly been gone
a minute, before he could get out of the house, for he cared nothing-about the starm now. And sure enough he heard him coming, but he managed to get out of the room, into.a
passage another way from that Spalatro was in. And luckily, too, it was the same passage he had come inby, and itled him out of the house. He made no more ado, butran
straight off, without stopping to chuse which way, and many perils and dangers he gotinto among the woods, that night, and——"

“How happened it, that this Spalairo was not faken up, after this discovery? said Schedoni. "What was the consequence of it?”

“Why, Signor, old Marco had like to have caught his death that night, what with the wet, and what with the fright, he was laid up with a fever, and was light-headed, and raved of
siich strange things. that people would not believe any thing he said when he came fo his senses.”

*Aye” said Schedoni, “the narrative resembles a delious dream, more than a reality, I perfectly accord with them in thair opinion of this faverish old man”

“But you shall hear, Signar, after a while they began to think better of it .and there was some stir made about it; but what could poor folks do, for nothing could be proved! The
house was searched, but the man was gone, and nothing could be found! From that time the place was shut up; ll many years after, this Spalatro appeared, and old Marco
then said he was pretty stire he was the man, but he could not swear it, and so nothing could be done "

“Then it appears, after all, that you are not certain that this long history belongs to this Spalafro!” said the Confessor; “nay, not even that the history itself is-any thing mare than
the vision of a distempered brain!”

*Ida not know. Signor, what you may call certain; but | know what we all believe. But the strangest part of the story is to come vet, and that which nobody would believe, hardly, if

“I'have heard enough,” said Schedoni, *| will hear no mare!”
“Wel but, Signor, | have not told you half yet, and | am sure when | heard itmyself it so ferrfied me”
“Ihave listened too long fo this idle history.” said the Confessor, “there seems to be no rational foundation for it Here is what lowe your you may depart ”

“Well, Signar, 'tis plain you know the rest already, or you never would go without it. But you don't know, perhaps, Signor, what an unaccountable—lam sure it made my hair
stand on end to hear of it, what an unaccountable—"

“lwill hear no more-of this absurdity,” interrupted Schedoni, with sternness. *| reproach myself for having kstened so long to such a gossip's tale, and have no further curiosity



concerning it. You may withdraw; and bid the host attend me.”
“Well, Signor, if you are so easily satisfied " replied the peasant, with disappointment, “there, is no more to be said, but—"
“You may stay, however, while | caution you," said Schedeoni, “how you pass the villa, where this Spalatro may yet linger, for, though | can only smile at the story you have related

“Related, Signorl why | have not told it half; and if you would only please o be patent—"
“Though | can only smile at that simple narrative,"—repeated Schedoni in a louder tone.
“Nay. Signor, for that matter, you can frown atittoo. as | can testify,” muttered the guide.

“Listento me!” said the Confessor, ina yet more ingisting voice. “ say, that though | give no credit to your curious history, | think this same Spalafro appears to be a desperate
feliow, and, therefore, | would have you be on your guard. fyou see him, you may depend upon it, that he will attempt your fife in revenge of the injury | have done him. | give you,
therefore. in addition fo your trombone, this stiletto to defend you”

Schedoni, while he speke, took an instrument from his bosom, but it was not the one he usually wore, or, al least, that he was seen to wear. He delivered it to the peasani, who
received it with-a kind of stupid sumprise, and then gave him some directions as to the way in which it should be managed.

“Why, Signor,” said the man, who had listened with much attention, *1am kindly obliged to you for thinking about me, but is there any thing in this stiletto different from others,
thatitis to be used 507"

Schedoni looked gravely at the peasant for an instant, and then replied, "Cerainly not, friend, | would only instruct you to use itto the best advantage —farawelll”.
“Thank you kindly. Signor, but—but | think | have no need-of it my rombaone is enough for me”

“This wil defend you more adroitly,” replied Schedoni, refusing to take back the stiletto, “and moreover, while you were loading the trombone, your adversary might use his
poniard to advantage. Keep it, therefore, friend; it will protect you better than a dozen trombones. Putitup.”

Perhaps it was Schedoni's particular look, more than his argument, that convinced the guide of the value of his gift; he réceived it submissively, though with a stare of stupid
surprise; probably it had been better, if it had been suspicious surprise. He thanked Schedoni again, and was leaving the room, when the Confessor called out, “Send the
landiord to me immediately, | shall set off for Rome without delayl®

“Yes; Signor,” replied the peasant, “you are at the right place, the road parts here; but | thought you was going for Maples!®
“For Rome," said Schedoni.
*For Rome, Signort Well, | hope you will get safe, Signor, with all my heart!” said the guide, and guitted the chamber.

While this dialogue had been passing betwean Schedoni and the peasant, Eliena, in solitude, was considering on fhe means of prevailing with the Confessor to aliow her to
return either to Altieri, or to the neighbouring cloister of "Our Lady of Pity,” instead of placing her at a distance from Naples, till he should think proper to acknowledge her. The
plan, which he had menticned, seemed to her long-hamassed mind to exile her forever from happiness, and all that was dear to her affecticns; it appeared like a second
banishment to San Stefano, and every abbess, except thatof the Santa della Pieta, came to her imagination in the portraiture of an inexorabile jailor. While this subject
angaged her, she was summoned to attend Schedoni, whom she found impatient to enter the camiage, which at this town they had been able to procure. Ellena, on looking out
for the guide, was informed that he had already set off for his home, a circumstance, for the suddenness of which she knew not how o account.

The traveliers immediately proceeded on their journey; Schedoni, reflecting on the late conversation, said littie, and Ellena read not in his countenance any thing that might
encowage her to introduce the subject of her own intended solicitation Thus separately occupied, they advanced, during some hours, on the road to MNaples, for thither
Schedoni had designed to go, notwithstanding his late assertion to the guide, whom it appears, for whatever reason, he was anxious fo deceive, as torthe place of his actual
residence.

They stopped to dine at a fown of some consideration, and, when Ellena heand the Confessor inquire conceming the numerous convents it contained, she perceived thatit was
necessary for her no longer to defer her petition; She therefore represented immediately what must be the forlomness of her state, and the anxiety of her mind, if she were
placed at a distance from the scenes and the people, which affection and early habit seemed to have consecrated: especially at this ime, when her spints had scarcely
recovered from the severe pressurfe of long-suffening. and when o soothe and renavate them, not anly quiet, but the consciousness of security, were necessary, a
consciousness which it was impossible; and especially so after her late experience, that she could acquire among strangers, till they should cease to be such.

To these pleadings Schedoni thoughtfully attended, but the darkness of his aspect did notindicate that hés compassion was touched; and Eliena proceeded to represent,
secondly, that which, had she been more artful. or less disdainful of cunning, she weuld have urged the first. As it was, she had begun with the mention of circumstances, which,
though the least likely to prevail with Schedoni, she feltto be most important to herself and she concluded with representing that, which was most interesting to him. Ellena
suggested, that her residence in the mugmnmmad of Altieri might be so managed, as that his secret would be as effectually preserved, as if she were at an hundred miles
from Maples:

It may appear extraordinary, that a man of Schedoni's habilual coclness, and exalt calculation, should have suffered fear, on this occasion, to obscure his perceplions; and this
instance strongly proved the magnitude of the cause, which could produce so powerful an effect. While he now fistened to Ellena, he began to perceive cifcumstances that had
eluded his own observation; and he, at length, acknowledged, that it might be safer to permit her to return to the Villa Altieri and that she shoud from thence go, as she had
formery intended, to the Santa della Pieta, than to place her in any comvent, however remote, where it would be necessary for imselfto introduce her. His only remaining
objection to the neighbourhood of Naples, now rested on the chance it would offer the Marchesa di Vivaidi of discovienng Ellena’s abode, before he shoud judge it convenient
to disclose to her his family; and his knowledge of the Marchesa justified his most horble suspicion, as o the consequence of such a premature discovery,

Something, however, it appeared, must be risked in any situation he might chuse for Ellena; and her residence at the Santa delia Pieta, a large corvent, well secured, and
where, as she had been known 1o them from her infancy, the abbess and the sisters might be supposed to be not indifferent conceming her welfare, seemed to promise
security against any actual viclence from the malice of the Marchesa; against her antful duphcity every place would be almost equally insufficient, Here, as Efena would appear
in the character she had always been known in, no curiosity could be excited, or suspicion awakened, as to her family, and here, therefore, Schedoni's secret would more
probably be presenved, than elsewhere. As this was, after all, the predominant subject of his aniety, to which, however unnatural it may seem, even the safety of Ellena was
secondary, he finally determined, that she shoud return to the Santa della Pieta; and she thanked him almost with tears, for a consent which she received as a generous
indulgence, but which was inreality fithe more than an effect of selfish apprehension.

The remainder of the journay, which was of some days, passed without any remarkable occurrence: Schedoni, with only short intervals; was still enveloped in gloom and
silence; and Elfiena, with thoughts engaged by the one subject of her interest, the present situation and circumstances of Vivaldi, wilingly submitted fo this prolonged stiliness.

As; at length, she drew near Naples, her emotions became more vanows and powerful and, when she distinguished the top of Vesuvius peernng over every infervening summit,
she wepl as her imagination charactered all the well-known country it overlooked. But when, having reached an eminence. that scenery was exhibited to her senses, when the
Bay of Naples, stretching info remotest distance, was spread out before her; when every mountain of that magnificent horizon, which enclosed her native landscape, that
country which she believed Vivaldi to inhabit, stood unfolded; how affecting, how overwhelming were her sensations! Every object seemed to speak of her home, of Vivaidi,
and of happiness that was passed! and so exquisitely did regret mingle with hope, the tender gnefof remembrance with the interest of expectation. that it were difficult to say
which prevailed.

Her expressive countenance disclosed to the Confesser the course of her thoughts and of her feelings, feelings which, while he contemned, he believed he perectly
comprehended, but of which, having never in any degree experienced them, he really understood nothing. The callous Schedoni, by a mistake not uncommon, especiallyto a
mind of his character, substituted words for truths; notonly confounding the imits of neighbouring qualities, but mistaking their very principles. Incapable of perceiving their nice
distinctions. he called the persons who saw them. merely fanciful; thus making his very incapacity an argument for his superior wisdom. And, while he confounded delicacy of
feeling with fatuity of mind, taste with caprice, and imagination with error, he vielded, when he most congratulated himself on his sagacity, 1o illusions not less egregious,



because they were less briffiant, than those which are incident to sentiment and feeling.

The better to escape obsenation, Schedoni had conirived not to reach Napies fill the close of evening, and it was entirely dark before the camiage stopped at the gate of the
Villa Atieri. Eflena, with a mixure of melancholy and satisfaction, viewed, once more, her long-deserted homie, and while she waited tll a servant should open the gate,
remembered how often she had thus waited when there was a beloved friend within, to welcome her with smiles, which were now gone for ever. Bealrice, the old housekeeper,
at length, however, appeared. and received her with an affection as sincere, if not as strong, as that of the relative for whom she moumed.

Here Schedoni alighted, and, having dismissed the carriage, entered the house, for the purpose of relinquishing also his disguise, and resuming his monk's habit Before he
departed, Ellena venhured to mention Vivaldi, and to express her wish to hear of his exact situation: but, though Schedon was teo well enabled to inform her of it, the policy
which had rimennflcept him sitent on this subject still influenced him; and he replied only, thatis he should happen to learn the circumstances of his condition, she should not
remain ignorant ofthem.

This assurance revived Ellena, for two reasons; it afforded her a hope of relief from her present uncertainty. and it also seemed to express an approbation of the object of her
affection, suchas the Confessor had never yet disclosed. Schedoni added. that he should see hier no more, fill he thought proper to acknowiedge her for his daughter, but that,
ifcircumstances made it necessary, he should, inthe mean time, write to her; and he now gave her a direction by which to address him under a fictitious name, and at a place
remote from his comvent E_IIEM. though assured of the necessity for this Cl‘.'H"l_ﬂl.l:t, could not yield to such disguise. without an aversion that was strongly expressed in her
manner, but of which Schedani took no nofice. He bade her, as she valued her existence, watchfully to preserve the secret of her birth, and to waste not a single day at Villa
Altien, but to refire to the Santa delia Pleta; and these injunctions were delivered in a manner 50 solemn and energetic, as not only deeply to impress upon her mind the
nacessity of fulfilling them, butto excite some degree of amazement.

After a short and general direction respecting her further conduct, Schedoni bade her farewell, and, privately quitting the villa, in his ecclesiastical dress, repaired to the
Deminican convent which he entered as a brother returned from a distant pilgimage. He was received as usual by the society, and found himself. once more, the austere
father Schedoni of the Spirilo Sanlo.

The cause of his first andety was the necessity for justifing himselfto the Marchesa di Vivaldi, for asceraining how much he might venture to reveal of the truth, and for
estimating what would be her decision, were she informad of the whole. His second step would be ta eblain the release of Vivaldi; and, as his conduct inhis instance would be
regulated, in a gréat degree, by the result of his conference with the Marchesa, it would be only the second. However painiul it must be to Schedoni to meet her, now that he
had dizcovered the depth of the guilt, in which ghe would have involved him, he determined to seek this eveniful conference on the following morning: and he passed this night
partly in LUneasy expectation of the approaching day, but chiefly in inventing circumstances and arranging arguments, that might bear him triumphantly towards the
accomplishment of his grand design.



CHAPTER L.

"Beneath the silent gloom of Solitude,

Tho' Peace can sit and smile_ tho' meek Content
Cankeep the cheerful tenor of her soul,

Evnin the loneliest shades, yel let not Wrath
Approach, ket black Revenge keep far aloof,

Or soon they flame to madness.”

Elfrida.

Schedoni, on his way to the Vivaldi palace, again reviewsd and arranged every argument, orrather specious circumstance, which might induce the Marchesa's consent to fhe
nuplials he so much desired. His family was noble, though no longer weaithy, and he believed that as the seeming want of descent had hitherto been the chief cbjection to
Ellena, the Marchesa might be prevailed with to overiook the wreck of his fortune.

Althe palace he was lold, that the Marchesa was atone of her villas on the bay, and he was loo amdous notto feliow her thither immediately, This delightful residence was
situated on an airy promontory, that overhung the water, and was nearly emhosomad among the woods, that spread far along the heights, and descended, with great pomp of
foliage and colouring, to the very margin of the waves. i seemed scarcely possible that misery could inhabit so enchanting an abode; yet the Marchesa was wretched amidst all
these hewries of nature and art, which would have perfecied the happiness of an innocent mind. Her heart was possessed by evil passions, and all her perceptions were
distorted and discolowred by them, which, like a dark magician had power to change the fairest scenes info those of gloom and desolation.

The servants had orders to admit father Schedoni al all tmes, and he was shewn intoe a saloon, inwhich the Marchesa was alone. Every object in this apartment announced
taste, and even magnificence, The hangings were of purple and gold, the vaulted ceiling was designed by one of the first painters of the Venetian school, the marble statues
that adorned the recesses were not less exquisife, and the whole symmelry and architecture, airy, yet nich; gay, yet chastened; resembied the palace of a fairy, and seemed to
possess almost equal fascinations. The lattices were thrown open, to.admit the prospect, as well as the air loaded with fragrance from an orangery, that spread before them,
Lofty palms and plantains threw their green and refreshing tint over the windows, and on the lawn that sloped to the edge of the precipice, a shadowy perspective, beyond
which appeared the ample waters of the guif, where the light sails of feluccas, and the spreading canvas of larger vessels, glided upon the scene and passed away, asina
camera abscura. Vesuvius and the city of Naples were seen on the coast beyond, with many a bay and lofty cape of that long tract of boid and gaily-coloured scenery, which
extends toward Cape Campanelia, crowned by fading ranges of meuntains, lighted up with all the magic of kalian sunshine. The Marchesa reclined on a sofa before anopen
latlice; her eyes were fixed upon the prospect without but her attertion was wholly occupied by the visions that evil passions painted to her imagination. Cn her still beautiful
features was the |languor of discontent and indisposition; and, though her manners, like her dress, displayed the elegant negligence of the graces, they concealed the
movements of a.careful, and even a tortured heart. On perceiving Schedoni, a faint smile lighiened upon her countenance. and she held forth her hand to him; at the touch of
which he shuddered.

“My good father, | rejoice to see you,” said the Marchesa; *| have felt the want of your conversation much, and at this moment of indisposition espedially”

She waved the attendant to withdraw; while Schedoni, stalking fo a window, could with difficulty conceal the perturbation with which he now, for the first ime, consciously beheld
the wiling destroyer of his child. Some farther compliment from the Marchesa recalled him; he soon recovered all his address, and approaching her, said,

“‘Daughtert you always send me away a worse Dominican than | come; | approach you with humility, but depant elated with pride, and am obliged to suffer much from seif-
infliction before | can descend to my proper level.”

After some other flalteries had been exchanged, a silence of several moments followed, dunng which neither of the parties seemed 1o have sufficient courage to introduce the
subjects that engaged their thoughis, subjects upon which their interests were now so directiyand unexpectediy opposite. Had Schedoni been less occupied by his own
feelings, he might have perceived the extreme agitation of the Marchesa, the tremor of her nerves, the faint flush that cressed her cheek, the wanness that succeeded, the
languid movement of her eyes, and the laborious sighs that interrupted her breathing; while she wished, vet dared nof ask, whether Ellena was no more, and avered her
regards from him; whom she almost believed to be a murderer.

Schedoni, not less affected, though apparently tranguil, as sedulously avoided the face of the Marchesa, whom he considered with a degree of contempt aimost equal to his
indignation: his feelings had reversed, for the présent, all his opinions on the subject of their former arguments, and had taught him, for once, to think justly. Every moment of
silence now increased his embarrassment, and his reluctance even to name Ellena. He feared o tell that she lived, yet despised himselffor suffering such fear, and shuddered
at a recollection of the conduct, which had made any assurance concerming her ife necessary. The insinuations, that he had discovered her family to be such as would not
degrade that of the Marcheza, he knew not how to introduce with such delicacy of gradation as might win upon the jealousy of her pride, and soothe her disappointment, and he
was still meditating how he might lead to this subject, when the Marchesa herself broke the silence.

“Father.” she said, with a sigh, *| always look to you for consolation, and am seldom disappointed. You are too well acquainted with the anxiety which has long oppressed me;
may | understand that the cause of it is removed?" She paused, and then added, “May | hope that my son will no longer be led from the obsenvance of his duty?”

Schedoni, with his eyes fixed on the ground, remained silent, but, at length, said, “The chiefoccasion of your anxiety is cerainly removed, —and he was again silent.
“How!” exclaimed the Marchesa, with the quick-sightedness of suspicion, while all her dissimulation yielded to the urgency of her fear, “Have you failed? ks she not dead?”

In the eamesiness of he question, she fixed her eyes on Schedon's face, and, perceiving there symptoms of extraordinary emotion, added, “Relieve me from my
apprehensions, good father, | entreat; tell me that you have succeeded. and that she has paid the debt of justice

Schedoni raised his eyes to the Marchesa, but instantly averted them; indignation had lifted them_ and disgust and stified homor turned them away. Though very litie of these
feelings appeared, the Marchesa percelved such expression as she had never been accustomed to observe |n his countenance; and, her surprize and impatience increasing,
she once more repealed the question, and with a yet more decisive air than before.

“I have not failed in the grand object” replied Schedoni: “your son is no konger in danger of forming a disgraceful aliance”

“In what, then; have you failed?” asked the Marchesa; “for | perceive that you have not been completely successiul”

“lought not to say that | have failed in any respect” rephied Schedoni, with emofien, “since the honour of your house is preserved, and—a life is spared.”

His voice faultered as he pronounced the last words, and he seemed to experience again the homor of that moment, when, with-an uplifted poniard in his grasp, he had
discovered Ellena for his daughter.

“Spared!” repeated the Marchesa, doubtingly; “explain yourself, good father”
“She lives,” replied Schedoni; “but you have nothing, therefore, to apprehend.”

The Marchesa, surprized no less by the tone in which he spoke, than shocked at the purport of his words, changed countenance, while she said, impatienty—"You spéak in
enigmas, father”

“Lady! | speak plain rith—she fives *
“lunderstand that sufficiently,” said the Marchesa; “butwhen you tell me, | have nothing to apprehend—"



“Itell you truth, also,” rejoined the Confessor, “and the benevolence of your nature may be permitted to rejoice, for justice na longer has forbade the exercise of mercy.”

“This is all very weltinits place,” said the Marchesa, befrayed by the vexation she suffered; "such sentiments and such compliments are like gala suifs, to be put onin fine:
weather. My day is cloudy; let me have a little plain strong sense: inform me of the circumstances which have occasioned this change in the course of your observations, and,
good father! be brief”

Schedoni then unfolded, with his usual art, such circumstances relative to the family of Ellena as he hoped would soften the aversion of the Marchesa 1o the connection, and
incline her, inconsideration of her son's happiness, finally o approve it; with which disclosure he mingled a plausible relation of the way, in which the discovery had been made.

The Marchesa's patience would scarcely await the conclusion of his narrative, or her disappointment submit to the curb of discretion. When, at length, he had finished his
hestory, *Is it possible,” said she, with fretful displeasure, that you have suffered yourself to be deceived by the plausibility of a girl, who might have been expected fo uiter any
falshood, which should appear likely to protect her! Has a man of your discernment given faith to the idle and improbable tale! Say, rather, father, that your resolution failed in
the critical moment, and that you are now anxious o form excuses to yourself for a conduct so pusilianimous.”

“lam not apt to give an easy faith to appearances,” replied Schedoni, gravely, “and still less, to shrink from the performance of any act, which | judge to be necessary and just
To the last intimation, | make no reply, it does not become my character to vindicate myself from an implication of falshood.”

The Marchesa, perceiving that her passion had betrayed her into imprudence, condescended to apologize for that which she termed an effect of her extreme anxiety, as to
what might follow from an act of such indiscreetindulgence; and Schedoni as willingly accepted the apology, each believing the assistance of the other necessary to success,

Schedoni then informed her, that he had befter authority for what he had advanced than the asserlion of Efiena; and he mentioned some circumstances, which proved him to be
mare anwious for the reputation than for the truth of his word. Believing that his crigin was entirely unknown to the Marchesa, he ventured to disclose some particuars of Ellena's
family, without apprehending that it could lead fo a suspicion of his own.

The Marchesa, though neither appeased or convinced, commianded her feelings so far as to appear franguil, while the Confessor representad. with the most delicate address,
the unhappiness of her son, and the satisfaction, which must finally result to herself from an acquiescence with his choice, since the object of it was known to be worthy of his
aliance. He added, that, while he had believed the confrary, he had proved himself as strenuous to prevent, as he was now sincere in approving their mamiage, and concluded
with gentiy blaming her for suffering prejudice and some remains of resentment to obscire her excellent understanding. “Trusting to the natural clearness of your perceptions.”
he added, “| doubt not that when you have maturely considered the subject, every abjection will yield to a consideration of your son's happiness.”

The eamestness, with which Schedoni pleaded for Vivaldi, excited some surprize; but the Marchesa, without condescending to reply either to his argument or remonstrance,
inquired whether Ellena had a suspicion of the design, with which she -had been carried into the foresis Of the Garganus, or conceming the identity of her persecuior. Schedoni,
immediately perceiving to what these questions tended, replied, with the facility with which he usually accommodated his conscience 10 his interest; that Ellena was totally
ignorant as to who were her immediate persecutors, and equally unsuspicious of any other vl having been intended her, than that of a temporary confinement.

The last assertion was admifted by the Marchesa to be probable, till the boldress of the first made her doubt the fruth of each, and occasioned her new surprize and conjecture
as to the motive, which could induce Schedoni to venture these untruths. She then inguired where Ellena was now disposed of, but he had too much prudence fo disclose the
place of her retreat, however plausible might be the air with which the inquiry was wrged; and he endeavoured o call off her attention to Vivaldi, The Confessor did not,
however, venture, at present, to give a hintas to the pretended discovery of his situation in the Inquisition, bt resenved to a more favourable opportunity such mention, together
with the zealous offer of his senices to exlricate the prisoner. The Marchasa, beljeuing that her son was still engaged in pursuit of Elena, made many inquines conceming hirm,
but without expressing any solicitude for his welfare; resentment appearing to be the only emotion she retained towards him. While Schedoni replied with circumspection to her
questions, he urged inquiries of his own, as to the manner in which the Marchesa endured the long absence of Vivaldi, thus endeavouring to ascertain how far he might
hereafter veniure fo appear in any efforts for liberating him, and how shape his conduct respecting Ellena. il seemed thatthe Marchese was not indifferent as to his son's
absence; and, though he had at first believed the search for Ellena fo have occasioned it, other apprehensions now disturbed him, and taught him the feelings of a father. His
numeraus avocations and interests, however, seemed to prevent such anxiety from preying upon his mind; and, having dismissed persons in search of Vivaldi, he passed his
time inthe usual routine of company and the court. Of the actual situation of his son it was evident that neither he, nor the Marchesa, had the least apprehension, and this was a
circumstance, which the Confessor was very careful to ascertain.

Before he ook leave, he venlured to renew the mention of Vivaldi's attachment. and gently to plead for him. The Marchesa, however, seemed inattentive to what he
represented, till, at lengths awaking from her reverie, she said—"Father, you have judged il—" and, before she concluded the sentence, she relapsed again into thoughtful
silence. Believing that he anticipated her meaning, Schedoni began lo repeat his own justification respecting his conduct towards Ellena.

“You have judged erroneously, father.” resumed the Marchesa, with the same considering air, “in placing the girl in such a situation: my son cannot fail to discover her there ”
“Cr wherever she may be,” replied the Confessor, believing that he understood the Marchesa's aim. “It may not be possible to conceal her long from his search”

“The neighbourhood of Maples ought at least to have been avoided.” sbserved the Marchesa.

Schedoni was silent, and she added, “So near, also, to his own residence! How far is the Santa delia Pieta from the Vivaldi palace?”

Though Schedoni had thought that the Marchesa, while displaying a pretended knowledge of Ellena’s retreat, was only endeavouring fo obtain a real one, this mention of the
place of her actual residence shocked him; but he replied almestimmediately, “lam ignorant of the distance, for, till now, | was unacquainted that there is a convent of the name
you mention. it appears, however, that this Santa della Pieta is the place, of all other, which ought to have been aveided. How could you suspect me, lady, of imprudence thus
extravagantl”

While Schedoni spoke, the Marchesa regarded him attentively, and then replied, °| may be allowed, good father, to suspect your prudence in this instance, since you have just
given me so unequivecal a proof of it in another.”

She would then have changed the subject, but Schedoni, belisving this inclination to be the consequence of her having assured harseilf, that she had actually discovered
Ellena's asylum, and too reasonably suspecting the dreadful use she designed to make of the discovery, endeavowred to unsettle her opinion, and mislead her as fo the place
of Ellena’s abede. He not only contradicted the fact of her present residence at the Santa della Pieta, but, without scruple, made a positive assertion, that she was at a distance
from Maples, naming, at the same time, a fictitious place, whose obscurity, he added, would be the best protection from the pursuit of Vivaldi.

“Very true, father,” observed the Marchesa; | believe that my son will not readily discover the girl in the place you have named "

Whether the Marchesa believed Schedoni’s assertion or not, she expressed no farther curiosity on the subject. and appeared considerably more tranguil than before. She now
chatted with ease on general topics, while the Confessor dared no mare fo urge the subject of his secret wishes; and, having supported, for some time, a conversation most
uncongenial with his temper, he took his leave, and retumed to Naples. On the way thither, he reviewed, with exactness, the late behaviowr of the Marchesa, and the resut of
this examination was a resolulion—never to renew the subject of their conversation, but to solemnize, without her consent. the nuptials of Vivaldi and Ellena.

The Marchesa, meanwhile, on the departure of Schedonl, remained in the attitude inwhich he had left her, and absorbed by the interest, which his visit excited, The sudden
change in his conduct no less astonished and pemiexed, than disappointed her. She could notexpiain it by the supposition of any principle, or motive. Sometimes it occurred
to her, that Vivaldi had bribed him with rich promises, to promote the marmage, which he contributed to thwart but, when she considered the high expectations she had herseif
encowaged him to cherish, the improbability of the conjecture was apparent. That Schedoni, from whatever cause, was no longer fo be trusted in this business, was sufficiently
clear, but she endeavoured fo console herself with a hope that a more confidential person might yet be discovered. A partof Schedoni's resolution she also adopted, which
was, never again lo introduce the subject of their late conversation. But whike she should silently pursue her own plans; she determined to conduct herself towards Schedoni in
every other respect, as usual, not suffering him to suspect that she had withdrawn her confidence, but inducing him o believe that she rad relinquished all farther design
against Ellena.



CHAPTER IV,

“We
Would kearn the private virtues: how to glide

Through shades and piaing, along the smoothest stream
Of rural life; or, snatch'd away by hope,

Through the dim spaces of futunity,

With earnest eye anticipate those scenes

Of happiness and wonder, where the mind.

nendless growth and infinite ascent,

Rises from state to state, and world to world.”

Thomson,

Eflena, obedient to the command of Schedoni, withdrew from her home on the day that followed her arrival there, to the Santa della Pieta, The Superior, who had known her
from her infancy, and, from the acgquaintance which such long obsenation afforded. had both esteemed and loved her, received Ellena with a degree of satisfaction
proportionate to the congem she had suffered when informed of her disastrous removal from the Villa Altieri.

Among the quiet groves of this convent, however, Ellena vainly endeavoured 1o moderate her solicitude respecting the situation of Vivaldi; for, now that she had a respite from
immediate calamity, she thought with more intense amxiety as to what might be his sufferings, and her fears and impatience increased, as each day disappointed her
expectationof inelligence from Schedoni.

Is the soothings of sympathy and the delicate arts of benevolence could have restored the serenity of her mind, Ellena would now have been peaceful, for all these were offered
her by the abbess and the sisters of the Santa della Pieta. They were not acquainted with the cause of her somow, but they perceived that she was unhappy, and wished her to
be otherwise. The society of Qur Lady of Pity, was such as a convent does not often shroud: to the wisdom and virtue of the Superior, the sisterhood was principally indebted
for the hammony and happiness which distinguished them. This ladywas a shining example to governesses of religious houses, and a siriking instance of the influence, whicha
virluous mind may acquire over others, as well as of the extensive good that it may thus diffuse. She was dignified without haughtiness, refigious without bigotry, and mild,
though decisive and firm. She possessed penetration o discover what was just, resolution to adhere to it, and temper to practise it with gentleness and grace: so that even
correction from her, assumed the winning air of courtesy, the person, whom she admonished, wept insorrow for the offence, instead of being secretly imtated by the reproof,
and loved her as a mother, rather than feared her as a judge. Whatever might be her failings, they were eflectually concealed by the general benevolence of her heart, and the
harmony of her mind; a harmony, not the effect of torpid feelings, but the accomplishment of correct and vigilank judgment. Her religion was neither gloomy. nor bigoted; it was
the sentiment of a grateful heart offering itself up to a Deity, who delights in the happiness of his creatures; and she conformed to the customs of the Roman chureh, without
supposing a faith in all of them to be necessary to salvation. This opinion, however, she was obliged to conceal, lest her very virtue should draw upon her the punishment of a
crime, from some fierce ecclesiastics, who confradicted in their practice the very essertial principles, which the Christianity they professed would have taught them:

In her leciures to the nuns she seidom touched upon points of faith, but explained and enforced the maral duies, particulary such as were most practicable in the society to
which she belonged; such as tended to soften and harmonize the affections, to impart that repose of mind, which persuades to the practice of sisterly kindness, universal
chanty, and the most pure and elevated devotion When she spoke of religion, it appeared so interesting, so beautifil, that her atfentive auditors revered and loved itas a
friend, a refiner of the heart, a sublime consoler; and experienced somewhat of the meek and holy ardour, which may belong to angelic nafures.

The society appeared like a large family, of which the lady abbess was the mother, rather than an assemblage of strangers; and particularly when gathered around her, they
listened to the EVENING SEMON, which she delivered with such affectionate interest, such persuasive ehquenca, and sometimes with such pathetic eng rgy. as few hears could
resist,

She encouraged in her corvent every innocent and liberal pursuit, which might sweeten the austentfies of confinement, and which were generally rendered instrumental to
charity, The Daughters of Pity panticularly excelled in music, notin those difficutties of the art, which display fiorid graces, and intricate execidion, but in such eloguence of sound
as steals upon the heart, and-awakens its sweetest and best affections. t was probably the well-regulated sensibility of their own minds, that enabled these sisters to diffuse
through their strains a character of such fineh-tempered taste, as drew crowds of visitors, on every festival, to the church of the Santa della Pieta.

The local circumstances of this convent were scarcely less agreeable than the hammony of its sociely was interesting. These extensive domains included olive-grounds,
vineyards, and some com-and, a considerable tract was devoted to the pleasures of the garden, whose groves supplied walnuts, almonds, oranges, and citrons, in
abundance, and almost every kind of fruit and fiower, which this luxurious climate nurured. These gardens hing upon the slope of a hill, about a mile within the shore, and
afforded exensive views of the country round Maples, and of the guif. But from the terraces, which extended along a semicircular range of rocks, that rose over the convent, and
formzd a part of the domain, the prospects were infinitely finer. They extended on the south to the isle of Caprasa, where the guif expands into the sea; in the west, appeared
the Island of lschia, distinguished by the white pinnacles of the lofty mountain Epomeo; and near it Prosida, with its many-coloured cliffs. rose out of the waves. Overlooking
marny points towards Puzzuoh, the eye caught beyond other promontories, and others further still to the north. a gimpse of the sea, that bathes the now desclate shores of
Baia; with Capua, and all the towns and vilizs, that speckle the garden-plairs between Caserta and Naples.

in the nearer scene were the rocky heights of Pausilippo, and Maples itseff, with all its crowded suburbs attending amang the hils, and mingling with vineyards and overtopping
cypress; the castie of San Eimo, conspicuous on its rock, overhanging the magnificent monastery of the Charrews; while in the scene belowappeared the Castel Nuovo, with
its clustered towers, the long-extended Corso, the mole, with its tall pharos, and the harbour gay with painted shipping, and full to the brim with the blue waters of the bay.
Beyond the hills of Maples, the whole horizon to the north and east was bounded by the mountains of the Appening, an amphitheatre proportioned to the grandeur of the plain,
which the gulf spread out below.

These terraces, shaded with acacias and plane-trees, were the favourite haunt of Ellena. Betweenthe opening branches, she looked down upon Villa Altien, which brought to
her remembrance the affectionate Bianchi, with all the sportive vears of her childhood; and where some of her happiest hours had been passed in the society of Vivaldi. Along
the windings of the coasl, too, she could distinguish many places rendered sacred by affection, to which she had made excursions with her lamented relative, and Vivaldi; and,
though sadness, mingled with the recollections a view of them restored, they were precious o her heart Here, alone and unobserved, she frequently vielded fo the melancholy
which she endeavoured to suppress in society, and at other times tried fo deceive, with books and the pencil, the lingering moments of uncertainty concerming the state of
Vivaldi; for day after day still elapsed without bringing any intelligence from Schedoni, Whenever the late scenes connected with the discovery of her family recurred fo Ellena,
she was struck with almost as much amazement as if she was gazing upon a vision, instead of recalling realities. Contrasted with the sober truth of her present life, the past
appeared like romance; and there were moments when she shrunk from the refationship of Schedoni with unconguerable affright. The first emotions his appearance had
excited were so opposite to those of filial tenderness, that she perceived it was now nearly impossible to love and revere him as her father, and she endeavoured, by dwelling
upon all the obligations, which she believed he had lalely conferred upon her, to repay him in gratitude, what was withheld in affection.

In such melancholy considerations, she often lingered under the shade of the acacias, ill the sun had surk behind the far distant promentory of Miseno, and the fast bell of
vespers summoned her o the convent below.

Amang the nuns, Ellena had many favourites, but not one that she admired and loved equally with Olivia of San Stefano, the remembrance of whom was always accompanied
with a fear lest she shoud have suffered from her generous compassion, and a wish that she had taken up her abode with the happy society of the Daughters of Pity, instead of
being subjected to the tyranny of the abbess of San Stefano. To Ellena, the magnificent scenes of the Santa della Pieta seemed 1o open a secwre, and, perhaps, a lastasylum;
for, in her present circumstances, she could not avoid perceiving how menacing and vadous were the objections to her marrage with Vivaldi, even should Schedoni prove
propitious to it The character ofthe Marchesa di Vivaldi, such as it stood unfolded by the late occurrences, struck her with dismay, for ber designs appeared sufficiently
atrocious, whether they had extended to the utmost limit of Ellena’s suspicions, or had stopped where the affected charity of Schedoni had peinted out. In gither case, the



pertinacity of her aversion, and the vindictive vielence of her nature, were obvious,

In this view of her character, however, it was not the inconvenience threatened to those who might become connecled with her, that principally affected Ellena, but the
circumstance of such a worman being the mother of Vivaldi; and, to alleviate so affiicting a consideration. she endeavoured to believe all the paliiating suggestions of Schedoni,
respecting the Marchesa's late intentions. But if Ellena was gneved on discovering crime in the character of Vivaldi's parent, what would have been her suffering, had she
suspected the nature of Schedoni?—what, if she had been fold that he was the adviser of the Marchesa's plans?—if she had known that he had been the pariner of her
intentional guit? From such suffering she was vet spared, as well as from that, which a knowledge of Vivaldi's present situation, and of the result of Schedoni's efforts to
procure a release from the perils, among which he had precipitated him, would have inflicted. Had she known this, it s probable that in the first despondency of her mind, she
would have relinquished what Is called the world, and sought a lasting asyium with the society of the holy sisters: Even as it was, she sometimes endeavoured 1o look with
resignation upon the events which might render such a step desirable; but it was an effort that seldom soothed her even with a temporary self-delusion. Should the veil,
however, prove her final refuge, (twould be by her own choice; for the fady abbess of the Santa della Pieta employed na art fo win a recluse, nor suffered the nuns to seduce
votaries to the order,



CHAPTER V.

*Sullen and sad to fancy's fighted eye

Did shapes of dun and murky hue advance,
In train umuituous, all of gesture strange,
And passing horible.”

Caractacus.

While the fate events had been passing in the Garganus, and at Naples, Vivaldi and his servant Paulo remained imprisoned in distinct chambers of the Inquisition. They were
again separately interrogated. From the servant no information could be obtained; he asserted only his master's innocence, without once remembering to mention his own
clamoured, with more justress than prudence, against the persons who had occasioned his arrest; senously endeavouring to convince the inquisitors, that he himself had no
other motive in having demanded to be brought to these prisons than that he might comfort his master, he gravely remonsirated on the injustice of separating them, adding, that
he was sure when they knew the rights of the matter, they would arder him to be caried to the prison of Signor Vivaldi.

“Ido-assure your Serenissimo Bustrissimo,” continued Paulo, addressing the chief inquisitor with profound grawity, “that this is the last place | should have thought of coming to,
on any other account; and if you will only condescend to ask your officials, who took my master up, they will tell you as good. They knew well enough all along, what | came here
for, and if they had known it would be all in vain, it would have been but civil of them to have tokd me as much, and not have brought me; for this is the last place in the world |
would have come 1o, otherwise of my own accord.”

Paulo was pemitted to harangue in his own way, because his examiners hoped that his prolintxrw;-uld be a means of betraying circumstances connected with his master. By
this view, however, they were misied, for Paulo, with all his simplicity of heart, was both vigilant and shrewd in Vivaldi's interest But, when he perceived them really comvinced,
that his sole motive for visiting the Inquisition was that he might console his master, yet still persisting in the resolution of separately confining him, his indignation knew no
bounds, He despised alike their reprehension, their thundering menaces. and their mare artful exhibitions; told them of all they had to expect both here and hereafier, for their
cruelty to his dear master, and said they might do what they would with him; he defied them to make him more miserable than he was.

It was not without difficulty that he was removed from the chamber, where he left his examiners in a state of astonishment at his rashness, and Indignation of his honesty, such
as they had, probably, never eaq)erienoed before.

When Vivaldi was again called up to the table of the Holy Office, he undeénwent a longer examination than on a former occasfon. Several inguisitors attended, and every ar was
employed to induce him to confess crimes, of which he was suspected, and to draw from him a discovery of others. which might have eluded even suspicion. Still the
examiners caubiously avoided informing him of the subject of the accusation on which he had been amested, and itwas, therefore, only on the former assurances of the
Benedictine, and the officials in the chapel of San Sebastian, that Vivaldi understood he was accused of having carried off 2 nun. His answers on the present occasion were
concise and firm, and his whole deportment undaunted. He felt less apprehension for himself, than indignation of the general ifjustice and cruglty, which the tribunalwas
permitted 1o exercise upon others; and this virtuous indignation gave a loftiness, a calm heroic grandeur to his mind, which never, for @ moment, forsook him, except when he
conjectured what might be the sufferings of Ellena. Then, his fortitude and magnanimity failed, and his tortured spirit rose aimost to frenzy.

On this, his second examination, he was wged by the same dark guestions, and replied to them with the same open sincerity, as during the first. Yet the simplicity and energy
of truth I'aiheg:l to impress comviction on mirkds, 1M'li¢h._ no longer possessing the virtue themsehes, were not compelent to understand the symploms of it in others. Vivaldi was.
again threatenad with the toriure, and again dismissed to his prison

On the way to this dreadful abode, a person passad him in one of the avenues, of whose air and figure he thought he had some recoliection; and, as the stranger stalked away,
he suddenty knew him to be the prophetic monk, who had haunted him amang the ruins of Paluzz. In the first moment of surprize, Vivaidi lost his presence of mind so far, that
he made no attempt to irterrupt him, Inthe nextinstant, however, he paused and looked back, with an intention of speaking, but this mysterious person was already atthe
extremity of the avenue. Vivaldi called, and besought him to stop. Without either speaking, or tuming his head, however, he immediately disappeared beyond a door that
opened at his approach. Vivaldi; on attempting to take the way of the mork, was withheld by his quards, and, when he inquired who was the stranger he had seen, the officials
asked, in their wrn, what stranger he alluded to,

"He who has just passed us,” replied Vivaldi.

The officials seemed surpnzed. “Your spirits are disordered, Signor” observed one of them, ‘| saw no person pass!”

“He passed so closely,” said Vivaldi, “that it was hardly possible you could avoid seeing him!™

“|did noteven hear a footstep!” added the man,

“Ido not recoflect that | did,” answered Vivaldi, "but | saw his figure as plainly as | now see yours, his black garments almost touched me! Was he aninguisitor?”

The official appeared astonished; and, whether his surprize was real, or affected for the purpose of concealing his knowledge of the person alluded fo, his embarrassment and
awe seemed natural. Vivaldi observed, with almost equal curiosity and surprize, the fear which his face expressed, but perceived atso, that it would avail nothing to repeat his
questions,

As they proceeded along the avenue, a kind of half-stified groan was sometimes audible from a distance. “Whence come those sounds?” said Vivaldi, “they strike to my heari!”
“They should do 50, replied the guard.

“Whence come they?” repeated Vivaldi, more impatiently, and shuddering.

“From the place of torture,” said the official.

‘0 God! O God!” exclaimed Vivaldi with a deep groan.

He passed with hasty steps the door of that temible chamber, and the guard did not atlempt to stop him. The officials had brought him, in obedience 1o the customary orders
they had received, within hearing of those doleful sounds, for the purpose of impressing upon his mind the horrors of the punishment, with which he was threatened, and of
inducing him to confess without incurring them.

Orthis same evening, Vivaldi was visited, in his prison, by & man whom he had never consciously seen before. He appeared to be between forty and fifty, was of a grave and
observant physiognomy, and of manners, which, though somewhat austere, were not alarming. The-account he gave of himself, and of his motive for this visit was curious. He
said that he also was a prisoner in the Inquisifion, but, as the ground of accusation against him was light, he had been favowred so far as to be allowed some degree of liberty
within certain bounds; that, having heard of Vivaldi's siluation, he had asked and obtained leave fo converse with him, which he had done in compassion, and with a desire of
assuaging his sufferings, so far as an expression ofsympathy and commiseration might refieve them

While he spoke, Vivaldi regarded him with deep attention, and the improbability that these pretensions should be true, did not escape him; but the suspicion which they
occasioned he prudently concealed. The stranger conversed on various subjects. Vivaldi's answers were cautious and concise; but not even long pauses of silence wearied
the compassionate patience of his visitor. Among other topics he, atlength, infroduced that of religion.

“Ihave, myself, beenaccused of heresy,” sald he. “and know how o pity others in the same situation.”
“Itis of heresy, then, that | am accused!” interrupted Vivaldi, “of heresy”
“I availed me nofthing that | asserted my innocence.” continued the stranger, without noticing Vivaldi's exclamation, *| was condemned to the torture. My sufferings were too



temible to be endured! | confessed my offence——"

“‘Pardon me," interrupted Vivaldi, "but allow me to observe, that since your sufferings were 50 severe, yours, against whom the ground of accusation was light, what may be the
punishment of those, whase offences are more serious?”

The stranger was somewhat embamrassed. "My offence was slight,” he continued, without giving a full answer,

“Is it possible,” said Vivaldi, again interrupting him, “that heresy can be considered as a slight offence before the tribunai of the Inquisition?”
‘B was only of a slight degree of heresy,” replied the visitor, reddening with displeasure, “that | was suspected, and—

“Does then the Inguisition allow of degrees in heresy?” said Vivaldi.

“lconfessed my offence,” added the stranger with a louder emphasis, “and the consequence of this confession was a remission of punishment. After a trifling penance |shall be
dismissed, and probably, in a few days, leave the prison, Before | lefl it Iwas desirous of administenng some degree of consolation to a fellow sufferer: if you have any friends
whaom you wish to inform of your situation, do not fear to confide thair names and your message to me.”

The latter pari of the speech was delivered ina low voice, as if the stranger feared to be overheard. Vivaldi remained silent, while he examined, with closer attention, the
courtenance of his visitor. It was of the utmost importance to him, that his family should be made acquainted with his situation; yet he knew not exactly how to interpret, or to
confide in this offer. Vivaldi had heard that informers sometimes visited the prisoners and, under the affectation of kindness and sympathy, drew from them a confession of
apinions, which were afterwards urged against them; and obtained discoveries refative to their connections and friends, who were, by these Insidious means, frequently
involved in their destruction. Vivaldi, conscious of his owninnocence, had, on his first examination, acguainted the inguisitor with the names and residence of his family; he had,
therefore, nothing new to apprehend from reveating them to this stranger; but he perceived that if it should be known he had attempted to conveya message, however concise
and harmigss, the discovery would imitate the jealous inquisitors against him, and might be urged as a new presumption of his guilt. These considerations, together with the
distrustwhich the inconsistency of his visitor's assertions, and the occasional embarrassment of his manner, had awakened, determined Vivaldi to resist the temptation now
offered to him; and the stranger, having received his thanks, reluctantly withdrew, obsenving, however, that should any unforeseen circumstance delain him in the Inguisition
longer than he had reason to expect, he should beg leave to pay him another visit. In reply to this, Vivaldi enly bowed, but he remarked that the slranger's countenance
changed, and that some dark brooding appeared to cloud his mind, as he quitted the chamber

Several days elapsed, during which Vivaldi heard no more.of his new acquaintance. He was then summoned to another examination, from which he was dismissed as before;
and some weeks of solitude and of heavy uncertainty succeeded, after which he was a fourth ime called up fo the table ofthe Holy Office. It was then surrounded by inquisitors,
and a more than usual sclemnity appeared in the proceedings.

As proofs of Vivaldi's innocénce had not been abtained, the suspicions of his examiners, of course, were not removed, and, as he persisted in denying the truth of the charge
which he understood would be exhibited against him, and refused to make any confession of crimes, it was ordered that he should, within three hours, be put to the question.
Tillthen, Vivaidi was once more dismissed to his prison chamber. His resolution remained unshaken, but be could not look, unmoved, upan the horrors which might be
preparing for him. The interval of expectation between the sentence and the accomplishment of this preliminary punishment, was, indeed, dreadful. The seeming ignominy of
his situation, and his ignorance as to the degree of torture to be applied, overcame the calmness he had before exhibited, and as he paced his cell, cold damps, which hung
upon his forehead, betrayed the agony of his mind. it was not long, however, that he suffered from a sense of ignominy; his better judgment shewed him, thatinnocence cannot
suffer disgrace from ary situation or circumstance, and he once more resumed the courage and the firmness which belong to virtue.

It was about midnight, that Vivaldi heard steps approaching, and a murmur of voicas at the door of his cell, He undersiood these io be the persons come e summon him to the
toriure. The door was unbarred, and two men, habited inblack. appeared atit. Without speaking, they advanced, and throwing over him a singular kind of mantie, led him from
the chamber,

Along the galleries, and other avenues through which they passed, not any person was seen, and, by the profound stillness that reigned, it seemed az ifdeath had already
anticipated his work in these regions of horror, and had condemned alike the toriured and the torfurer.

They descended to the farge hall where Vivaldi had waited on the night of his entrance, and thence through an averue, and down a long fiight of steps, that led to subterranean
chambers, His conductors did not utter a syllable during the whole progress, Vivaldi knew oo well that questions would only subject him to greater severity, and he asked none.

The doors, theough which they passed, regularly opened at the touch of an iren rod, camried by one of the officials, and without the appearance of any person. The other man
bare a torch, and the passages were so dimly ighted, that the way could scancely have been found without one, They crossed what seemed to be a burial vault, but the extent
and obscurity of the place did not allow itto be ascertained: and, having reached an iron door, they stopped. One of the officials struck uponit three times with the rod, but it did
not open as the others had done. While they waited, Vivaidi thought he heard, from within, low intermiting sounds; as of parsons in their last extremity, but, though within, they
appeared to come from a distance. His whole heart was chifled, not with fear, for at that moment he did not remember himself, but with horror,

Having waited a considerable time, during which the official did not repeat the signal, the door was partly opened by a person whom Vivaidi could not distinguish in the gloom
beyond, and with whom one of his conductors communicated by signs; after which the door was closed.

Several minutes had elapsed, when tones of deep voices aroused the attention of Vivaldi, They were loud and hearse, and spoke ina language unknown to him. At the sounds,
the official immedatefy extinguished his torch, The woices drew nearer, and, the doar again unfolding, two figures stood before Vivaldi, which, shewn by a gimmenng light
within, struck him with astonishment and dismay. They were cloathed, like his conductors; in biack, but in a different fashion, for their habits were made close to the shape.
Their faces were enfirely concealed beneath a very peculiar kind of cowl, which descended from the head to the feet and their eyes anly were visible through small openings
contrived for the sight ¥ occumed to Vivaldi that these men were terturers; their appearance was worthy of demons. Probably they were thus habited, that the persons whom
they affiicted might not know them; or, perhaps, it was only for the purpose of striking terror upon the minds of the accused, and thus compeliing them to confess without further
difficulty. Whatever motive might have occasioned their hormfic appearance, and whatever was their office, Vivaldi was delivered into their hands, and in the same moment
heard the iron door shut, which enclosed him with them in a narrow passage, gloomily lighted by a lamp suspended from the arched roof. They walked in silence on eachside
of their prisoner, and came to a second door, which-admitted them instantly into another passage. A third door, at a short distance. admitted them to a third avenue, at the end
of which one.of his mystenous guides struck upon a gate, and they stopped. The uncertain sounds that Vivaldi had fancied he heand, were now more audible, and he
distinguished, with inexpressible horor, that they were uttered by persons suffering.

The gate was, at length, openid by a figure habited fike his conductors, and twa other doors of fron, placed very near each other, being also unlocked, Vivaldi found himselfin
a spacious chamber, the walls of which were hung with black, duskily lighted by lamps that gleamed in the lofty vault. Immediately on his entrance, a sfrange saund ran along the
walls, and echoed among other vauls, that appeared. by the progress of the sound, o extend far beyond this.

It was not immediately that Vivaldi could sufficiently recollect himself 1o observe any object before him; and, even when he did so, the gloom of the place prevented his
asceraining many appearances. Shadowy countenances and uncertain forms seemed to fiit through the dusk, and many instruments, the application of which he did not
comprehend, struck him with horrible suspicions. Stil he heard, at intervals, half-suppressed groans, and was looking round to discover the wretched people from whom they
were extorted, when a voice from a remote part ofthe chamber, called on him to advance,

The distance, and the obscurity of the spot whence the voice issued, had prevented Vivaldi from noficing any person there, and he was now slowly obeying. when, ona secoend
summons, his conductors seized his arms, and hurried him forward.

Ina remote part of this exiensive chamber, he perceived three persons seated under a black canopy, on chairs raised several steps from the floor, and who appeared o
preside there in the office of either judges or examiners, or directors of the punishments. Below, ata table, sat a secretary, over whom was suspended the only lamp that could
enable him to commit to paper what should oceur duning the examination. Vivaldi now understood that the three persons who composed the tribunal were the vicar-general, or
grand inquisitor, the advocate of the exchequer, and an ordinary inquisitor, who was seated between the other two, and who appeared more eagerly to engage in the duties of
his cruel office. A portentous obscunty enveloped alike their persons and their proceedings.

At some distance from the fribunal stood a large iron frame, which Vivaldi coriectured to be the rack, and near it another, resembling. in shape, a coffin, but, happily, he could
not distinguish through the remote obscurity, any person undergoing actual suffering. In the vaults beyond, however, the diabolical decrees of the inguisitors seemed to be
fuffiling; for, whenever a distant door opened for a moment, sounds of lamentation issued forth, and men, wham he judged to be famﬁam habited like those who stood beside
him, were-seen passing to and fro within.



Vivaldi almost believed himself in the infemal regions; the dismal aspect of this place, the horible preparation for punishment, and, above all, the dispesition and appearance
of the persons that were ready to inflict it, confirmed the resemblance. Thal any human being should wilingly affiict a felfow being who had never injured, or even offended him;
that, unswayed by passion, he shouid deliberately become the mearns of torturing him, appeared to Vivaldi nearly incredible! But when he looked atthe three persons who
composed the tribunal, and considered that they had not only voluntarily undertaken the cruel office they fulfilied, but had probably long regarded It as the summit of their
ambition, his astonishment and indignation were unbounded.

The grand inguisitor, having again called on Vivaldi by name, admonished him to confess the truth, and avoid the suffering that awaited him.

As Vivaldi had on former examinations spoken the truth, which was not believed, he had no chance of escaping present suffering, but by asseding falshood: in doing so, lo
avold such monstrous injustice and cruelty, he might, perhaps, have been justified, had it been certain that such assertion could affect imself alone; but since he knew that the
consequence must extend to others, and, above all, believed that Ellena di Rosalba must be involved init, he did not hesitate for aninstantto dare whatever torture his firmness

might provoke. But even if morality could have fergiven falshood in such extraordinary circumstances as these, policy, after ail, would have forbidden it, since a discovery of the
arfifice would probably have led 1o the final destruction of the accused person

Of Ellena’s situation he would now have asked, however desperate the question; would again have asserted her innocence. and supplicated for compassion, even o
inguisitors, had he not perceived that, in doing 50, he should only furnish them with 2 more exquisite means of torfunng him than any other they could apply; for if, when alithe
temors of his soul conceming her were understood, they should threaten to increase her sufferings, as the punishment of what was termed his obstinacy, they would, indeed,
become the masters of his integrity, as well as of his person.

The tibunal again, and repeatedly, urged Vivaldi to confess himself guitty. and the inquisitor, at length, concluded with saying. that the judges were innogent of whatever
consequence might ensue from his obsfinacy; so that, if he expired beneath his sufferings, himself only, not they, would have occasioned his death,

“lam innocent of the charges which | understand are urged against me,” said Vivaldi, with solemnity, *| repeat, that | am innocent! K, to escape the horrors of these moments, |
could be weak enough to declare myself guiity. not all your racks could alter ruth, and make me so, exceptin that assertion. The consequence of your tortures, therefore, be
upon your own heads!”

While Vivaldi spoke, the vicar-general listened with attertion, and, when he had ceased lo speak, appeared to meditate; but the inguisitor was irrtated bythe boldness of his
speech, instead of being convinced by the justness of his representation; and made a signal for the officers to prepare for the question. While they were obeying, Vivaldi
observed, notwithstanding the agitation he suffered, a person cross the chamber, whom he immediately knew to-be the same that had passed him in an avenue of the
inquisition on & former night, and whom he had then fancied to be the mysterious stranger of Paluzal. Vivaldi now fixed his eyes upon him, but his own peculiar situation

prevented his feeling the interest he had formerly suffered conceming him.

The figure, air, and stalk, of this person: were so striking, and so strongly resembled those of the monk of Paluzzi, that Vivaldi had no longer a doubt as to their identity. He
pointed him out to one ofthe officials. and inguired who he was. While he spoke, the stranger was passing forward, and, before any reply was given, a door leading to the
farthar vaults shut him from view. Vivaldi, however, repeated the inquiry, which the official appeared unable o answer, and a reproof from the tnbunal reminded himthat he must
not ask questions there. Vivaldi observed that it was the grand inguisitor who spoke, and that the manner of the official immediately changed.

The familiars, who were the same that had conducted Vivakdi into the chamber, having made ready the instrument of torture, approached him; and, after taking off his cloak and
vest. bound him with sirong cords. They thraw over his head the customary black garment, wivich entirely enveloped his figure, and prevented his obsening what was farther
preparing. In this state of expectation, he was again intemogated by the inguisitor.

“Was you ever in the church of the Spirito Santo, at Naples?” said he.

“Yes," replied Vivaldi.

“Dnd you ever express there a contempt for the Catholic faith?”

“Never,” said Vivaldi.

“Neither by word or action?” continued the inquisitor.

“Mever, by either!”

‘Recoliect yourself” added the inquisitor. "Did you never insult there a minister of our most holy ¢hurch?”

Vivaldi was silent he began to perceive the real nature of the charge which was to be urged against him, and that it was too plausible to pemnit his escape from the
punishment, which is adjudged for heresy. Quastions so- directand minute had never been putto him here on his former examinations; they had been reserved for a moment
when it was believed he could not evade them; and the real change had been concealed fom him, that he might not be prepared 1o elude it

‘Answer” repeated the inquisitor—"Did you ever insult a minister of the Catholic faith, in the church of the Spirito Santo, at Naples®”

“Did you notinsult him while he was pedoming an act of holy penance?” said another voice.,

Vivaldi started, for he instantly recoliected the well-known fones of the monk of Paizz. “Who asks the question?” demanded Vivaldi.

“Ris you who are to answer here," resumed the inquisitor. "Answer to what | have required.”

‘I have offended a minister of the church,” replied Vivaldi, "but never could intenficnally insult our holy religion, You are not acquainted, fathers, with the injuries that provoked

“Enough!” interrupted the inquisitor; “speak to the question Did you not, by insult and menace, force a pious brother to leave unperformed the act of penance in which he had
engaged himself? Did you not compel him to quit the church, and fiy for refuge to his convent?”

“No,” replied Vivaldi. * "Tis true, he leftthe church, and that in consequence of my conduct there, but the consequence was not necessary, if he had only replied to my inguiry, or
promised to restore her of whom he had treacherously robbed me, he might have remained quielly in the-church il this moment, had that depended upon my forbearance.”

“What!" said the vicar-general, “would you have compelled him to speak, when he was engaged in silent penance? “You confess, that you occasioned him to leave the church.
That is enough”

"Where did you first see Ellena di Rosalba?" said the woice, which had spoken once before.

“Idemand again, who gives the question” answered Vivaldi.

“Recoliect yourself " said the inquisitor, “a cnminal cannot make a demand.”

“ldo not perceive the connection between your admonition and your asserfion” obsenved Vivaldi.

“You appear 1o be rather too much at your ease,” said the inquisitor, “Answer to the question which was last put to you, or the familiars shall do their duty.”
‘Let the same person ask it replied Vivaldi,

The question, was répeated in the former voice.

“In the church of San Lorerzo, at Maples,” said Vivaldi, with a heavy sigh, *Ifirst beheld Efiena di Rosalba,”



“Was she then professed?” asked the vicar-general,
“She never accepted the veil,” replied Vivaldi, ‘nor everintended to do so.”
“Where did she reside at that peried?”

“She lived with a relative at Villa Altien, and would yet reside there, had not the machinations of a monk occasioned her to be torn from her home, and confined in a convent,
from which | had just assisted to release her, when she was again seized, and upon a charge most false and cruel — O reverend fathers! | conjure. | supplicate—" Vivaldi
restrained himself, for he was going to have betrayed, to the mercy of inquisitors, all the feelings of his heart.

“The name of the monk?” said the stranger, earnestly.

“If 1 mistake not.” replied Vivaldi. 'you are already acquainted with it The monk is calied father Schedoni. He is of the Dominican convent of the Spirito Santo, in Naples; and the
same who accuses me of having insulted him in the church of that name.”

“How did you know him for your accuser?” asked the same voice.

“Because he is my only enemy,” replied Vivaldi.

“Your enemy!” observed the inquisitor; *a former deposifion says, youwere unconscious of having onel You are inconsistentin your repies.”

“You were warned not to visit Villa Altieri,” said the unknown person. “Why did you not profit by the waming?”

“lwas wamed by yourself" answered \ivaldi, “Mow | know you well "

“By mel” said the stranger, ina solemn tore.

“By youl" repeated Vivaidi: “you who also foretold the death of Signora Bianchi; and you are that enemy—that father Schedoni, by whom | am accused.”
“Whence come these questions?” demanded the vicar-general. "Who has been authorised thus {o interrogate the prisoner?”

Mo reply was made_ A busy hum of voices from the tnbunal succeeded the silence. At length, the mumuring subsided, and the monk's voice was heard again.
“| will declare thus much,” it said, addressing Vivaldi, *| am not father Schedoni.”

The peculiar tone and emphasis, with which this was delivered, more than the asserbon itself, persuaded Vivaldi that the stranger spoke trith and, though he still recognized
the voice of the monk of Paluzzi, he did not know it to be that of Schedonl. Vivaldi was astonished! He would have tom the veil from his eyes, and once more viewed this
mysterious stranger, had his hands been at ibery, As it was, he could oniy conjure him to reveal his name, and the motives forhis formerconduct

“Who is come amongst us?” said the vicar-general, in the voice of a person, who means fo inspire in others the awe he himself suffers.

“Who Is-come amongst us?” he repeated, ina louder tone. Still no answer was returned; but again a confused mumur sounded from the tibunal, and a general consternation
seemed lo prevail No person spoke with sufficient pre-emingnce to be understood by Vivaldl, something extraordinary appeared fo be passing, and he awaited the issue with
all the patience he could command. Soon after he heard doors opened, and the noise of persons quiting the chamber. A deep silence followed; but he was certain that the
familiars were still beside him, waiting to begin their work of torture:

After a considerable time had elapsed, Vivaldi heard footsteps advancing, and a person give orders for his release, that he might be camied back to his cell.

When the veil was removed from his eyes, he perceived that the tibunal was dissoived, and thatthe sfiranger was gone. The lamps were dying away, and the chamber
appeared more gloomily terrific than before.

The familiars conducted him to the spot at which they had received him; whence the officers who had led him thither, guarded him fo his prison. There, strefched upon his bed
of straw, in sclitude and in-darkness, he had leisure enough to reflect uponwhat had passed,-and to recollect with minute exactness every former circumstance connected with
the stranger. By comparning those with the present, he endeavoured to draw a more cenain conclusion as to the identity of this person, and his motives for the very extraordinary
conduct he had pursued. The first appearance of this stranger, amang the ruins of Paluzz, when he had said that Vivaldi's steps were waiched, and had caufioned him against
returming to Villa Altieri, was recalled to his mind. Vivaldi re-considered, also, his second appearance on the same spot, and his second warning, the circumstances, which had
attended his own adventures within the fortress;—the morik's prediction of Bianchi's death, and his evil tidings respecting Efiena, at the very hour when she had been seized
and carried from her home. The longer he considered these several instances, as theywere now connected in his mind. with the certainty of Schedoni's evil disposition
towards him, the more he was inclined to believe, notwithstanding the voice of seeming truth which had just affirmed the confrary, that the unknown person was Schedani
himself, and that he had been employed by the Marchesa, to prevent Vivaldi's visits to Villa Altieri. Being thus an agent in the events of which he had warned Vivaldi, he was
too well enabled to predict them. Vivaldi paused upen the remembrance of Signer Bianchi's death, he considered the extraordinary and dublous circumstances that had
attended it. and shuddered as a new conjecture crossed his mind —— The thought was oo dreadful to be permitted, and he dismissed itinstantly

Of the conversation, however, which he had afterwards held with the Confessor inthe Marchesa's cabinel, he recollected many partculars that served o renew his doubts as to

the identity of the stranger, the behaviour of Schedoni when he was obliquely challenged for the monk of Paluzzi, still appeared that of a man unconscious of disguise;and

Ia_lhove all, Vivaldi was struck with the seeming candour of his having pointed out a circumstance, which removed the probability that the stranger was a brother of the Santa del
ianto.

Some particuiars. also, of the stranger's conduct did not agree with what might have been expected from Schedaoni, even though the Confessor had really been Vivaldi's
enermy; a circumsiance which the latter was no longer permitted to doubt Nor did those particular circumstances accord, as he was inclined to believe, with the manner of a
being of this.worid; and, when Vivaldi considered the suddenness and mystery, with which the stranger had always appeared and retired, he felt disposed to adopt again one
of his earliest conjectures, which undoubtedty the homors of his present abode disposed his imagination to admit, as those of his former situation in the vaults of Paluzz,
together with a youthful glow of curiosity conceming the marvellous, had befare contributed to impress them upon his mind,

He concluded his present reflections as he had began them—in doubt and perplexity; but at length found a respite from thoughtand from suffering in sleep.

Midnight had been passed in the vaulls of the Inquisition; but it was probably not yet two o'clock, when he was imperfectly awakened by a sound, which he fancied proceeded
from within his chamber. He raised himself to discover what had occasioned the noise; It was, however, impossible 1o discem any object, for all was dark, but he listened for a
return of the sound, The wind only, was heard moaning among the inner buildings of the prison, and Vivakli concluded, that his dream had miocked him with a mimic voice.

Salisfied with this conclusion, he again laid his head on his piliow of straw, and soon sunk into a slumber. The subject of his waking thoughts still haunted his imagination, and
the stranger, whose voice he had this night recognized as that of the monk of Paluzz, appeared before him, Vivaldi, on perceiving the figure of this unknown, felt, perhaps,
neary the same degrees of awe, curiosity, and impatience that he would have suffered, had he beheld the substance of this shadow. The monk, whose face was stll shrowded,
he thought advanced, till, having come wathin a few paces of Vivaldi, he paused, and, liffing the awful cowl that had hitherto concealed him, disclosed—not the countenance of
Schedoni, but one which Vivaldi did not recollect ever having seen before! kwas not less interesting to curiosity, than stiking to the feelings. Vivaldi at the first glance shrunk
back—something of that strange and indescribable air, which we altach to the idea of a supematural being, prevailed over the fealures; and the intense and fiery eyes
resembled those of an evil spint, rather than of a human character. He drewa poriard from beneath a fold of his garment, and. as he displayed it, pointed with a stern frown to
the spots which discolowred the blade: Vivaldi perceived they were of blood! He tumed away his eyes in horror, and, when he again looked round in his dream, the figure was
gone

A groan awakened him, but what were his feelings. when, on looking up, he perceived the same figure standing before him! It was not, however, immediately that he couid
convince himself the appearance was more than the phantom of his dream; strongly impressed upon an alarmed fancy. The voice ofthe monk, for his face was as usual
concealed, recalled Vivaldi from his error; but his emotion cannet easily be conceived, when the stranger, slowly lifting that mysterious cow, discovered fo himthe same awful
countenance, which had charactenized the vision in his slumber. Unable to inquire the occasion of this appearance, Vivaldi gazed in astonishment and terror, and did not
immediately observe, that instead of a dagger, the monk held a lamp, which gleamed over every deep furow of his features, yet left their shadowy markings to hint the



passions and the history of an extraordinary life.

“You are spared for this night,” said the siranger, “but for to-momow’——he paused.

“In the name of all that is most sacred,” said Vivaldi, endeavouring to recollect his thoughis, “who are you, and what is your erand?”
“Ask no questions,” replied the monk, solemnly—"but arswer me."

Vivaldi was struck by the tone, with which he said this, and dared not 1o urge the inquiry atthe present moment,

*How lang have you known father Schedoni?” continued the stranger, “Where did you first meet?”

;:‘haue known him about a year, as my mother's confessor,” replied Vivaldi, “| first saw him in a corridor of the Vivaldi palace; it was evening, and he was refuming from the
archesa's closet”

“Are you certain as to this?” said the monk, with pacuiar emphasis. “itis of consequence that you should be so.”
“lam centain,” repeated Vivaldi.

‘i is strange " observed the monk, after a pause, “that a circumstance, which must have appeared tnivial to you at the moment. should have left so strong a mark on your
memoary! In twe years we have ime to forget many things!” He sighed as he spoke.

“Iremember the circumstance,” sald Vivaldi, *because lwas struck with his appearance; the evening was far advanced—itwas dusk, and he came upon me suddenly. His
voice startled me: as he passed he said to himself—'t is for vespers.' At the same time | heard the bell of the Spinto Santo.”

“Dio you know who he 1577 said the stranger, solemnly.

“I| know only what he appears to be,” replied Vivaldi.

“Did you never hear any report of his past ife?"

“Never,” answered Vivaldi.

“Never any thing extracrdinary conceming him," added the monk.

Vivaldi paused a moment, for he now recolizcted the obscure and imperfect story. which Paulo had related while they were confined, in the dungeon of Paluza, respecting a
confession made in the church the Black Penitents; but he could not presume to affirm, that it concerned Schedaoni. He remembered also the mork's garments, stained with
blood, which he had discovered in the vaulis of that fort. The conduct of the mysterious being, who now stood before him, with many other particulars of his own adveniures
there, passed like a vision over his memory. His mind resembied the giass of a magician, on which the appantions of long-buried events arise, and as they fleet away, point
portentously to shapes half-hid in the duskiness of futurity, An unusual dread seized upon him; and a superstifion; such as he had never before admitted in-an equal degree,
usurped his judgment He looked up to the shadow countenance of the stranger; and almost believed he beheld an inhabitart of the world of spirits.

The monk spoke-again, repeating in a severer tone, “Did you never hear any thing extraordinary conceming father Schedoni?”

“ks it reasonable,” said Vivaldi, recollecting his courage. “that [ should answer the questions, the minute questions, of a person who refuses to teil me even his name?”

“My name is passed away—il is no more remembered,” replied the stranger, turning from Vivaldi —1 leave you to yourfate."

"What fate?" asked Vivaldi, "and what is the purpose of this visit? | conjure you, in the tremendous name of the inquisition, to say!”

“Youwill know full soon; have mercy on yourselfl”

“What fale?" repeated Vivaldi.

“Unge me no further,” said the stranger; “"but answer to what | shall demand. Schedon——

“Ihave told all that | certainfy know concermning him," interrupted Vivaldi, “the rest is only conjecture.”

“What s that conjecture? Does it relate to a confession made in the church the Black Penitents of the Santa Maria del Pianto?”
‘R does!” replied Vivaldi with surprise.

“What was that confession?”

*Iknow not.” answered Vivaldl,

‘Declare the truth,” said the stranger, stemly.

“A confession,” replied Vivaldi, “is sacred, and forever buried in the bosom of the priestto whom it is made, How, then, is it to be supposed that | can be acquainted with the
subject of this?”

“Did you never hear, that father Schedoni had been guilty of some great crimes, which he endeavours to erase from his conscience by the severity of penance?”
“Never!” said Vivaldi.

“Did you never hear that he had a wife—a brother?”

"Mever!®

“Nor the means he used—no hint of—murder, of—"

The siranger paused, as if he wished Vivaldi to fill up his meaning; Vivaldi was silent and aghast.

“You know nething then, of Schedonl,” resumed the monk after a deep pause—nothing of his past ife?”

“Nothing, except what | have mentioned,” replied Vivaldi.

“Then listen fo what | shall unfold!” continued the monk, with solemnity. “To-momow night you will be again carried fo the place of torture; you will be taken to a chamber beyond
that in which you were this night You will there witness many extraordinary things, of which you have not now any suspicion. Be not dismayed; | shall be there, though, perhaps.
not visible,”

“Notvisible!” exclaimed Vivaldi,

“Interrupt me not, butlisten—— When you are asked of father Schedeni, say—that he has fived for fifieen years in the disguise of a monk, 2 member of the Dominicans of the
Spirito Santo, at Naples. When you are asked who he is, reply—Ferando Countdi Bruno. Youwill be asked the mative, for such disguise. In reply to this, refer them to the Black
Penitents of the Santa Maria del Pianto, near that city, bid the inguisitors summon before their tribunal one father Ansaldoe di Rovalli, the grand penitentiary of the society, and
command himto divuige the crimes confessed to him inthe year 1752, on the evening of the twenty-fourth of April, which was then the vigil of Santo Marco, in a confessional of



the Santa del Pianto.”

‘It is probable he may have forgotien such confession, at this distance of time.” observed Vivaldi.
“Fear not but he will remember,” replied the stranger.

“But will his conscience suffer him to betray the secrets ofa confession?” said Vivaldi.

“The tribunal command, and fis conscience is absolved,” answered the monk, “He may not refuse to obey You are further to direct your examiners to summon father Schedoni,
to answer for the crimes which Ansaldo shall reveal”

The monk paused, and seemed waiting the reply of Vivaldi, who, after a momentary consideration, said,

“How can | do all this, and upon the instigation of a stranger! Neither conscience nor prudence will suffer me to assert what | cannot prove. it is true that | have reasonto believe
Schedoni is my bittar enemy, but | will not be unjust even to m, | have no proof that he is the Count di Brune, nor thal he is the perpetrator of the crimes you allude to, whatever
those may be; and | will not be made an instrument to summon any man before a tribunal, where innocence is no protection from ignominy, and where suspicion alone may
inflictdeath”

“You doubt, then, the truth of what | assen?” said the monk, ina haughty tone.

“Can | believe that of which | have no proof?” replied Vivaldi

“Yes, there are cases which do not admit of proof, under your peculiar circumstances, this is one of them, you can act only upon assertion. | attest” continued the monk, raising
his hollow voice, to a fone of singuiar solemnity, ‘1 allest the powers which are beyond this earth, to witness to the truth of what | have defivered!”

As the stranger uttered this adjuration, Vivaldi observed, with emotion, the extraordinary expression of his eyes; Vivaldi's presence of mind, however, did not forsake him, and,
in the next moment. he said, "But who is he that thus attests? It is upon the assertion of a stranger that lam to rely. In defectof proof! It is a stranger who calis upon me to bring
solemn charges against a man, of whose guitt| know nothing!”

“You are not required to bnng charges, you are only to summen him who will.”

“Ishoud still assistin bringing forward accusations, which may be founded inemor” replied Vivaldi. f youare convinced of their truth, why do not you summon Angaldo
yoursedl®

“Ishall do more_” said the mank:

“But why not sumemon also?" urged Vivaldl.

“Ishallappear,” said the stranger, with emphasis.

Vivaldi, though somewhat awed by the manner, which accompanied thase words, still urged his inguiries, *As a wilness?" said he.
“Aye, as a dreadful witness!” replied the monk.

“But may nota witness summon others before the tribunal of the inguisition?” continued Vivaldi, faulteringly.

“He may,” said the stranger.

"Whythen,” observed Vivaldt, "am |, a stranger to you, called upon to do that which you could perform yourself?”

“Ask no further,” said the monk. “but answer, whether you will deliver the summons?”

“The charges, which must follow,” replied Vivaldi, “appear to be of a nalure too sclemn to justify my promoting them. | resign the task to you"
“When | summon,” said the stranger, “you shall obeyl”

Vivaldi, again awed by his manner, again justified his refusal, and concluded with repeating his surprize, that he should be required to assistin this mysterious affair, *Since |
neither know you, father,” he added, “nor the Penitentiary Ansaldo, whom you bid me admonish to appear.”

“You shall know me hereafter,” said the siranger, frowningly; and he drew from beneath his gament a dagger!

Vivaldi remembered his dream,

“Mark those spots,” said the monk,

Vivaldi looked, and beheld blood!

“This blood,” added the stranger, pointing to the blade, “would have saved yours! Here is some pant of truth! To-mormow night you will meet me in the chambers of death!”

As he spoke, he furned away, and, before Vivaidi had recovered from his constemation; the light disappeared, Vivaldi knew that the stranger had quitted thi prison, only by the
silence which prevailed there.

He remained sunk in thought. till, at the dawn of day, the man, on watch, unfastened the door of his cell, and brought, as usual, a jug of water, and some bread. Vivaldi inquired
the name-of the stranger who had visited him inthe night. The centinel looked surprized, and Vivaldi repeated the question before he could obtain an answer.

‘I have been on guard since the first hour,” said the man, “and no person, in that ime, has passed through this door”

Vivaldi regarded the centinel with attention, while he made this assertion and did not perceive in his manner any consciousness of falshood; yet he knew not how to believe
what he had affirmed. “Did you hear no noise, either?” said Vivaldi “Has all been silent during the night?”

*Ihave heard only the bell of San Dominico strike upon the hour,” replied the man, “and the watch word of the centinels.”
“This is incomprehensiblel” exclaimed Vivaldl, “Whatl no footsteps, no voice?”

The man smiled contemptuously.

“None, but of the cenbinels.” he replied.

“How can you be certain you heard only the centinel's, friend?” added Vivaldi.

“They speak only to pass the watch word, and the clash of their arms is heard at the same time.”

“But their footsteps!—how are they distinguished from those of other persons?”

“By the heaviness of their tread; our sandals are braced with iron. But why these questions, Signor?”

“You have kept guard at the door of this chamber?” said Vivaldi.



“Yes, Signor.”

*And you have not once heard. during the whole night. a voice from within it?”

*None, Signor”

“Fear nothing from discovery, friend; confess that you have slumbered.”

*Ihad a comrade " replied the centinel, angrily. “has he, too, slumbered! and ifhe had, how could admittance be obtained without our keys?”
"And those might easily have been procured, friend, If you were overcome with sleep. You may rely upon my promise of secrecy.”

“What!" said the man, “have | kept guard for three years in the Inquisition, to be suspected, bya herelic, of neglecting my duty?”

“If you were suspected by an heretic,” replied Vivaldi, “you ought to console yowrseif by recollecting that his opinions are considerad to be emoneous.”
“We were walchful every minute of the night” said the centinel, going.

“This is incomprehensible!” said Vivaldi, "By what means could the stranger have enterad my prison?”

“Signor, you still dream!” replied the centinel, pausing, Mo person has been here”

“Siill dream!” repeated Vivaldi, “how do you know that | have dreamtat all?” His mind deeply affected by the extracrdinary circumstances of the dream, and the yet more
extracrdinary incident that had followed, Vivaldi gave a meaning to the words of the centinel, which did not belong to them.

“When people sleep; they are apt to dream,” replied the man, dryly. I supposed you had slept, Signor”

"A person, habited like a monk, came o me inthe night,” resumed Vivaldi, and he described the appearance of the stranger. The centine!, while he listened, became grave
and thoughtful. )

“Dio you know any person resembling the one [have mentionad,” said Vivaldi.

‘Mol replied the guard,

“Though you have not seen him enter my prison,” continued Vivaldi, “you may, perhaps, recoliect such a person, as an inhabitant of the Inguisition.”
“San Dominico forbid!”

Vivaidi. surpnized at this exclamation, inquired the reason for it

“Iknow him not." replied the centinel, changing countenance, and he abruptly left the prison. Whatever consideration might occasion this sudden departure, his assertion that he
had been for three years a guard of the Inguisition could scarcely be credited, since he had held so long a dialogue with a prisoner, and was, apparently, insensible of the
danger he incurred by 50 doing.



CHAPTER VL

——"Is it not dead midnight?

Cold fearful drops stand on my frembling flesh,
What do I fear?”

Shakespeare,

At about the same hour, as on the preceding night. Vivaidi heard persons approaching his prison, and, the door unfolding. his former conductors appeared. They threw over
him the same mantle as before, and, in-addition, a black veil, that completely muffled his eyes; afler which, they led him from the chamber. Vivaldi heard the door shut, on his
departure, and the centinels followed his steps, as if their duty was finished. and he was to refurn thither no more. At this moment, he remembered the words of the stranger
when he had displayed the poniard, and Vivaldi apprehended the worst from having thwarted the designs of a person apparently o malignant. but he exulted in the rectitude,
which had preserved him from debasement, and, with the magnanimous enthusiasm of virlue, he almaost welcomed sufferings, which would prove the firmness of his justice,
towards an enemy, for he determined to brave every thing, rather than impuie to Schedoni circumstances, the truth of which he possessed no means of ascertaining.

While Vivaldi was conducted, as an the preceding night. through many passages, he endeavoured to discover, by their length, and the abruptness of their tumings, whether they
were the same he had traversed before. Suddenly, one of his conduciors cried, “Steps!” I was the first word Vivaldi had ever heard him utter. He immediately perceived that
the: ground sunk, and he began to descend: as he did which, he tried o count the number of the steps, that he might form seme judgment whether this was the fight he had

pazsed before. When he had reached the bottom, he inciined to believe that it was not s0; and the care which had been observed in blinding him, seemed io indicate that he
was going lo some new place.

He passed through several avenues, and then ascended; soon after which, he again descended a very long staircase. such as he had notany remembrance of, and they
passed over a considerable extent of level ground. By the hollow sounds which his sieps retured, he judged that he was walking over vaults, The footsteps of the centinels who
had followed from the cell were no longer heard, and he seemed to be left with his conductors only. A second flight appeared to lead him into subterraneous vaulis, for he
perceived the air change, and f&ll a damp vapour wrap round him. The menace of the monk, that he should meet him in the chambers of death, frequently occurred to Vivaldi.

His conductors stopped in this vault, and seemed to hold a consultation, but they spoke in such low accents, that their words were not distinguishable. excepta few
uncennected ones, that hinted of meore than Vivaldi could comprehend. He was, at length, again led forward; and soon after, he heard the heavy grating of hinges, and
perceived that he was passing through several doors, by the situation of which Vivaldi judged they were the same he had entered the night before, and concluded, that he was
going fo the hall ofthe tribunal,

His conductors stopped again, and Vivaldi heard the iron rod strike three times upon a door; immediately a strange voice spoke from within, and the door was unclosed.
Vivaldi passed on, and imagined that he was admitted into a spacious vault, for the air was freer, and his steps sounded to a distance.

Presently, a voice, a5 on the precading night, summoned him to come forward, and Vivald| understood that he was again before the tribunal. |'was the voice of the inquisitor
who had been his chief examiner

“You, Vincentio di Vivaldi" it said, "answer to your name, and to the questions which shall be put 1o you, without equivocation, on pain of the torture.”

As the monk had predicted, Vivaldi was asked what he knew of father Schedoni, and, when he replied. as he had formerly done to his mysterious visitor, he was {old that he
knew more than he acknowledged.

‘I know no more,” replied Vivaldi.
“You equivocate " said the inquisitor. “Declare what you have heard, and remember that you formeny took an cath to that purpose.”
Vivaldi was silent, tll a remendous voice from the tibunal commanded him to respect his oath

“ldo respectil” said Vivaldi; "and | conjure you to believe that lalso respict truth, when | declare, that what | am going to-relate. is a report to-which [ give no confidence, and
concermning even the probability of which | cannot produce the smafest proof”

“Respect truth!l” said anather voice from the tribunal, and Vivaldi fancied he distinguished the tones of the monk. He paused a moment, and the exhonation was repeated.
Vivakii then related what the stranger had said conceming the family of Schedoni, and the disguise which the father had assumed in the convent of the Spirito Santo; but

forbore even to name the penitentiary Ansaldo, and any circumstance connected with she extraordinary confession. Vivaldi concluded, with again declaning, that he had naot
sufficient authonty to justify a beliefin those repons.

“On what authority do you repeat them?® said the vicar-general

Vivaldi was silent.

*0On what authonity?” inguired the ingusitor, sternly.

Vivaldi, aftera momentary hesitation, said, “What 1 am about to dectare, holy fathers, is so extraordinary——"

“Tremble!” said a voice close to his ear, which he instantly knew to be the menk’s, and the suddenness of which electrified him. He was unable to conclude the senfence,
“What is your authority for the reports?” demanded the inquisitor.

“Itis urknown, even to mysell” answered Vivaldi.

‘Do not equivocate!” sald the vicar-general.

“Isolemnly protest,” rejeined Vivaldi, “that | know not either thve name or the condition of my informant, and that Fnever even beheid his face, till the period when he spoke of
father Schedoni.”

“Tremblel” repeated the same low, but emphatic voice in his ear. Vivaldi started, and wrned involuntarily towards the sound, though his eyes colld notassist his curiosity,

“You did well to say. that you had something extraordinary to add,” observed the inguisitor. *'Tis evident. also, that you expected something extraordinary from your judges,
since you supposed they would credit these assertions.”

Vivaidi was 100 proud to attempt the justifying himseif against 50 gross an accusation, or to make any reply.
“Whiy do you notsummon father Ansaldo?” said the voice. “Remember my wardsl®

Vivaldi, again awed by the voice, hesitated, for an Instant, how to act, and in that instant his courage retumed.
“My informer stands beside mel” said Vivaldi, boldly; “Iknow his voice! Detain him; itis of consequence.”
“Whose voice?” demanded the inquisitor. “No person spoke but myselii”

“Whose voica?" said the vicar-general.



“The voice was close beside me,” replied Vivaidi. "t spoke low, but | knew it well”

“This is either the cunning, or the frenzy of despair?” observed the vicar-general,

“Notany personis now beside you, except the familiars,” said the inguisitor, “and they wait to do their office, if you shall refuse to answer the questions put to you.”

“Ipersistin my asserfion” replied Vivaldi; “and | supplicate that my eyes may be unbound, that | may know my enemy,”

The tibunal, after a long private consultation; granied the request; the veil was withdrawn, and Vivakdi perceived beside him—only the familiars! Their faces, as is usual, were
concealed. & appeared that one of these torturers must be the mysterious enemy, who pursued him, if indeed, that enemy was an inhabitant of the earth! and Vivaldi requested

that they might be ordered to uncover their features. He was sternly rebuked for so presumpluous a requisition, and reminded of the inviolable law and faith, which the tribunal
had pledged, that persons appointed 1o their awful office should never be exposed to the revenge of the criminal, whom it might be their duty to punish.

“Their dutyl” exclaimed Vivaidi, thrown from his guard by strong indignation, “And is faith held sacred with demons!”

Without awaiting the order of the fribunal, the familiars immediately covered Vivaldi's face with the veil, and he felt himself in their grasp. He endeavoured, however, to
disentangle his hands, and, at length, shook these men from their hold, and again unveiled his eyes; but the familiars were instantly ordered to replace the veil.

The inquisiter bade Vivakdi to recollect in whose presence he then was, and 1o dread the purishment which his resistance had incurred, and which would be inflicted without
delay, unless he could give some instance, that might tend to prove the truth of his fate asserions.

“ff you expect that | should say more,” replied Vivaldi, “| claim, at least, protection from the unbidden violence of the men who guard me. I they are suffered, at their pleasure, fo
sport with the misery of their prisoner, | will be inflexibly silent and, since | mustsuffer, it shall be according to the laws of the tribunal,”

The vicar-general. or as he s called, the-grand inquisitor, promised Vivaldi the degree of protection he claimed, and demanded, at the same time, what were the words he had
justheard.

Vivaldi considered, that, though justice bade him avoid accusing an enemy of suspicious circumstances, concerning which he had no proof, yet, that neither justica nor
comman sense required he should make a sacrifice of himself to the dilemma in which he was placed; he, therefore, without further scruple, acknowiedged, that the voice had
bidden him require of the tribunal ta summon one father Ansakdo, the grand penitentiary of the Santa del Pianto, near Naples, and also father Schedoni, who was lo answer 1o
extraordinary charges, which would be brought against him by Ansaldo. Vivaldi anxously and repeatedly declared, that he knew not the nature of the charges, ner that any just
grounds for them existed.

These assertions seemed to throw the tribunal into new pemplexity. Vivaldi heard their busy voices in low debate, which continued for a considerable time. In this interval, he had
leisure to perceive the many improbabilifies that either of the familiars shouid be the stranger who so mysteriously haunted him; and among these was the circumstance of his
hiaving resided so jong at Naples.

The tribunal, after some time had elapsed in consultation, proceeded on the examination; and Vivaldi was asked what he knew of father Ansaido. He immediately replied, that
Ansaldo was an utter siranger to him, and that he was not even acquainted with a single person residing inthe Santa del Pianto or who had any knowledge of the penitentiary.

“How!" said the grand inquisitor, “You forget that the person, who bade you require of this tribunal o summen Ansaldo, has knowledge of him."

“Pardon me, | do not forget,” replied Vivaldi; “and | request it may be remembered that | am not acquainted with that person. I, therafore, he had given me any account of
Ansaldo, | could not have relied upon its authenficity.” Vivaidi again required of the tribunal, to understand that he did not summon Ansaldo, or any other person, before them,
but had merely obeyed their command, to repeat what the stranger had said,

The tribunal acknowledged the justness of this Injunction, and excupated him from any hamm that should be the consequence ofthe summons. But this assurance of safety for
himself was not sufficient to appease Vivaidi, who was afarmed lest he should be the means of bringing an innocent person under suspicion, The grand inquisitor again
addressed him, after a general silence had been commanded in the court )

“The account you have given of your irformer,” said he; “is so extraordinary, that it would not deserve credit, but that you have discovered the utmost reluctance to reveal the
charges he gave you, fromwhich, it appears, that, on your part, at least the summans is not malicious. But are you certain that you have not deluded yourself, and that the voice
beside you was not an imaginary one, conjured up by your agitated spirits?”

“lam certain,” replied Vivaldi, with irmness.

“Ris true " resumed the grand inguisitor, “that several persons were near you, when you exclaimed, that you heard the voice of your informer, yet no person heard it besides
yourseffl”

“Where are those persons now?” demanded Vivaldi.

“They are dispersed, alarmed at your accusation”

“i you willsummon them,” said Vivaldi, "and order that my eyes may be uncovered, | will point out to you, without hesitation, the person of my informer, should he remain among
them.”

The tibunal commanded that they should appear, but new difficuities arose. i was not remembered of whom the crowd consisted; a few individuals only were recofiected, and
these ware summoned.

Vivaldi, in solemn expectation, heard steps and the hum of voices gathering round him, and impatiently awaited for the words that would restore him 16 sight, and, perhaps,
release him from uncertainty. Ina few maments, he heard the command given; the veil was once more removed from his eyes, and he was ordered to pointout the accuser.
Vivaldi threw an hasty glance upon the surrounding strangers

“The lights burn dimly " said he, ‘| cannot distinguish these faces.”

It was ordered that a lamp should be lowered from the roof, and that the strangers should arrange themselves on either side of Vivaldi. When this was done, and he glanced his
eyes again upon the crowd, “He is not here!” sald Vivaldi; ‘not ene of these countenances resembles the monk of Paluzzi. Yet, stay, who is he that stands in the shade behind
those persons on the left? Bid him lift his cowll”

The crowd fell back, and the person, to whom Vivaldi had pointed, was left alone within the circle.

“He is an officer of the Inquisition,” said a man near Vivaldi, “and he may not be compeiled to-discover his face_ unless by an express command from the tribunat”

*I call upon the tibunal to command it!” said Vivaldi,

“Who calis!” exclaimed a voice, and Vivaldi recognized the tones of the monk, but he knew not exactly whence they came.

“I, Vincentio di Vivaldi " replied the prisoner. ‘I claim the privilege that has been awarded me. and bid you unveil your countenance.”

There was a pause of silence in the court, exceptthat a dull murmur ran through the tribunal. Meanwhile, the figure within the circle stood motionless and remained veiled.

“Spare him,” said the man, who had before addressed Vivaldi; “he has reasons for wishing fo remain unknown. which you cannot conjecture. He is an officer of the Inquisition,
and not the person you apprehend.”

‘Perhaps | can conjecture his reasons.” replied Vivaldi, who, raising his voice, added, "l appeal to thes tribunal, and command you, who stand alone within the circle, you in
black garments, to unveil your features!”



immediately a loud voice issued from the tribunal, and said,
“We command you, in the name of the most holy inguisition, to reveal yourself”

The stranger trembled, but, without presuming te hesilate, uplifted his cow, Vivaldi's eyes were eagerly fixed upon him; but the action disclosed. not the countenance of the
mank! but of an official whom he recoliected to have seen once belore, though exactly on what occasion he did not now remember.

“This is not my informerl” said Vivaldi, turning from him with deep disappointment, while the stranger dropped his cowl, and the crowd closed upon him. At the assertion of
Vivaldi, the members of the tnbunal looked upon each other doubtingly, and were silent, till the grand inquisitor, waving his hand, as if to command attention, addressed Vivaldl.

‘R appears, then, that you have formerty seen the face of your informer!”

‘I have already declared so,” replied Vivaldi.

The grand inquisitor demanded when, and where, he had seenit.

“Lastnight, and inmy prison,” answered Vivaidi.

“In your prison?” said the ordinary inquisitor, contemptuously, who had befare examined him, “and in your dreams, too, no doubtl”

“In your prison!” exclaimed several members of the lower tribunal.

“He dreams stilll” observed an inquisitor. "Holy fathers! he abuses your patience; and the frenzy of terror has deiuded his creduiity. We neglect the moments.”
“VWe must inquire further into this," said another inguisitor. "Here is some deception. if you, Vincentio di Vivaidi, have asserted a falshood—tremble!”

Whether Vivaldi's memory still vibrated with the voice of the monk, or that the tone in which this same word was now pronounced did resemble it, he almost started, when the
inquisitor had said tremble! and he demanded who spoke then,

“Ris ourself,” answered the inguisitor.

After a shart conversation among the members of the tnbunal, the grand inguisitor gave orders that the centinels, who had watched on the preceding night atthe prison door of
Vivaldi, should be brought into the hall of justice. The persons, who had been lately summoned into the chamber, were now bidden to withdraw, and all further examination was
suspended till the arival of the centingls; Vivaldi heard only the low voices of the inquisitors, as they conversed privately together, and he remained silent, thoughtful, and
amazed.

When the centinels appeared, and were asked who had-entered the prison of Vivaldi during the last night, they declared, without hesitation or corfusion, that not any person
had passed through the door after “fE haur when the prisoner had refumed from examination, till the following moming, when the guard had camied in the usual allowance of
bread and water. in this assertion, they persisted, without the least equivocation, notwithstanding which they were ordered inlo confinerment, till the affair should be cleared up

The doubls, however, which were admitted, as to the integrity of these men, did not contribute to dissipate those, which had prevailed over the oppasite side of the question
Onthe cantrary, the suspicions of the tribunal, augmenting with their perplexity, seemed to fiuctuate equally over every point of the subject before them, till, instead of throwing
any light upon the truth, they only served fo involve the whole in deeper obscurity. More doubiful than befare of the honesty of Vivaldi's extracrdinary assertions, the grand
inguisitor informed him, that if, after further inguiry into this affair, it should appear he had been trifing with the credulity of his judges, he would be severely punished for his
audacity; but that, on the other hand, should there be reason o believe that the centinels had falled in their duty. and that some person had entered his prison dusing the night,
the tribunal would proceed ina different manner.

Vivaldi, perceiving that, to be believed, itwas necessary he should be more circumstantial, described, with exactness, the person and appearance of the monk, without,
however, mentioning the poniard which had been exhibited. A profound silence reigned in the chamber, while he spoke; it seemed a silence not merely of attention, but of
astonishment. Vivaidi himself was awed, and, when he had concluded, almost expected to hear the voice of the monk uitering defiance, or threatening vengeance; but all
remained hushed, till the inguisitor, who had first examined him, said, in a solemn tone,

“We have listened with attention to what you have delivered, and will give the case a full Inquiry. Some points onwhich you have touched excite our amazement and call for
particular regand. Retire whence you came. and sleep this night without fear, you will soon know more.”

Vivaldi was immediately led from the chamber, and, still biindfolded, re-conducted to the prison to which he had supposed it was designed he should return no maore: When the
veil was withdrawn, he perceived that his guard was changed,

Again leftto the silenceof his-cell, he reviewed all that had passed in the chamber of justice: the questions which had been put to him; the different manners of the inquisitors;
the occumence of the monk’s woice; and the similanty which he had fancied he perceived between it and that of an inguisitor, when the latter pronounced the word tremble; but
the consideration of all these circumstances did not in any degree relieve him from his pemlexity, Sometimes he was inclined to think that the monk was an inquisitor, and the
voice had mare than once appeared fo proceed from the tribunal, but he remembered also that, more than once, it had spoken close fo his ear, and he knew that a member of
this tribunal might not leave his station during the examination of a prisoner; and that, even if he had dared to do so. his singular dress would have pointed him outto notice,
and consequently fo suspicion, at the moment when Vivaldi had exclaimed that he heard the woice of his informer.

Vivaldi, however, couid not avold meditating, with surprise, on the last words which the inquisitor who had been his chief examiner had addressed to him, when he was
dismissed from before the tribunal, T_hese were the more sumrnzing, becauss they were tha first from him that had in any deqree indicated a wish to console or quiet the alarm
of the prisoner; and Vivaldi evenfancied that they betrayed some fare-knowledge that he would not be disturbed this night by the presence of his awful visitor. He would entirely
have ceased to apprehend, though not to expect, had he been aliowed a light, and any weapon of defence, if, intruth, the stranger was of a nature to feara weapon; but fo be
thus exposed to the designs of a mysterious and powerful being, whom he was conscious-of having offended, to sustain such a situation, without suffering anxiety, required
somewhat more than courage, or less than reason.



CHAPTER VII.

"It came o'er my soul as doth the thunder,
While distant yet, with an unexpected burst,
It threats the trembling ear. Now to the trial”
Caractacis

In consequence of what had transpired al the fast examination of Vivaldi, the grand penitentiary Ansaldo, together with the father Schedoni, were cited to appear before the
table of the holy office.

Schedorii was arrested on his way to Rome, whither he was going privately to make further efforts for the liberation of Vivaldi, whose refease he had found it more difficiét to
effect, than his imprisonment; the person upon whose assistance the Confessor relied in the first instance, having boasted of more influerce than he possessed, or perhaps
thought it prudent to exert Schedoni had been the more amxious fo prociee an immediate release for Vivaldi, lest a report of his situation should reach his family,
notwithstanding the precautions, which are usually employed to throw an impenetrable shrowd over the prisoners of this dreadful tibunal, and bury them for ever from the
knowledge oftheir friends. Such premaiure discovery of Vivaldi's circumstances, Schedoni apprehended might include also a discovery of the persecutor, and draw down
upon himself the abhomence and the vengeance of a family, whom it was now, more thanever his wish and his interestto conciliate. it was still s intenfion, that the nuptials of
Vivakii and Ellena should be privately solemnized immediately on the release of the prisoner, who, even if he had reason to suspect Schedoni for his fate persecutor, would
then be interested in concealing his-suspicions for ever, and from whom therefore, no evil was to be apprehended.

How littie- did Vivaidi foresee, that in repealing 1o the fribunal the stranger's summons of father Schedoni, he was defering, or, parhaps, wholly preventing his own mamage with
Ellena di Rosalba! How little, also, did he apprehend what would be the further consequences of a disclosure, which the pecufiar circumstances of his situation had hardly
permitted him to withhold, though, could he have understood the probable event of it, he would have braved all the terrors of the tribunal, and death itself, rather than incur the
remorse of having promoted it

The motive for his arrestation was concealed from Schedoni, who had not the remotest suspicion of its nature, but atiributed the arrest, to a discovery which the tribunal had
made of his being the accuser of Vivaldl. This disclosure he attributed to his own imprudence, in having stated, as an instance of Vivaldi's contempt for the Catholic faith, that
he had insuited a pnest while doing penance In the church of the Spinto Santo. But by what art the tribunal had discovered that he was the priest alluded to, and the author of
the accusation, Schedoni could by ne means conjecture. He was willing to believe that thiz arrest was only for the purpose of obtaining proofof Vivaldi's guilt and the
Confessor knew that he cotld 5o conduct himselfin evidence, a3 in all probability to exculpate the prisoner, from wham, when he should explain himself, no resentment on
account of his former conduct was to be apprehended. Yet Schedoni was not perfectly at ease; for it was possible that a knowledge of Vivaldi's situation. and of the author ofit,
had reached his family, and had produced his own arest. On this head, however, his fears were not powerlul; since, the longer he dwelt upon the subject, the more improbabie
itappeared that such a disclosure, at least so for as it related to himself, could have been affected,

Vivaldi, from the night of his late examination, was not called upon, till Schedoni and father Ansaldo appeared together in the hall of the tibunal, The bwo latter had already been
separately examined, and Ansaldo had privately stated the particuars of the confession he had received on the vigil of the Santo Marco, in the year 1732, for which disclosure
he had received formal absolution. What had passed at that examination does not appear, but on thes his-second interrogation, he was required to repeat the subject and the
circumstances of the confession. This was probably with a view of obsening its effect upon Schedoni and on Vivaldi, which would direct the opinion of the tribunal as to the guilt
of the Confessor, and the veracity of the young prisoner.

On this night a very exact inquiry was made, conceming every person, who had obtained admission into the hall of justice; such officials as were notimmediately necessary to
assistinthe ceremonies of the tribunal were exciuded, together withevery other person befonging to the Inguisition not matenal to the evidence, or to the judges. When this
scruting was over, the prisoners were brought in, and their conductors ordered to withdraw. A silence of some moments prevailed in the hall, and, however different might be
the reflections of the several prisoners, the degree of anxdous expectation was ineach, probably, nearly the same.

The grand-vicar having spokin a few words in private to a person on his left hand, aninquisitor rose.
“if amy person in this court,” said he, “is known by the name of father Schedoni, belonging to the Dominican society of the Spinfo Santo at Naples, let him appear!”
Schedoni answered to the summons. He came forward with a firm step, and, having crossed himself, and bowed fo the fribunal awaited in silence its commands.

The penitentiary Ansaldo was nex called upon. Vivaldi observed that he faultered as he advanced; and that his obeisance to the tribunal was more profound than Schedoni's
had been. Vivaldi himselfwas then summoned, his air was calm and dignified, and his countenance expressed the solemn energy of his feelings, but nothing of dejection.

Schedoni and Ansaldo were now, for the first time, confronted. Whatever might be the feefings of Schedoni on beholding the penitentiary of the Santa del Pianto, he effectually
concaaled them.

The grand-vicar himself opened the examination. “You, father Schedoni, of the Spirito Santo,” he said, “answer and say, whether the person who now stands before you,
bearing the fitle of grand penitentiary of the order of the Black Penitents, and presiding over the convent of the Santa Maria del Pianto at Naples, Is known to you.”

To this requisition Schedoni replied with firmness in the negative,

“You have never, to your knowledge, seen him before this how?”

"Wever!" said Schedonl.

“Let the oath be administered,” added the grand-vicar. Schedoni having accepted it, the same questions were put to Ansaido concerning the Confessor, when, to the
astonishment of Vivaldi and of the greater part of the court, the penitentiary denied all Knowtedge of Schedoni. His negative was QI'M'EF'I however, in a less decisive manner than
that of the Confessor, and when the usual oath was offered, Ansalde declined to accept it

Vivaldi was next called upon to identify Schedoni: he declared, that the person who was then pointed out to him, he had never known by any other denomination than that of
father Schedoni; and that he had always understood him to be a monk of the Spinto Santo; but Vivaldi was at the same time careful to repeat, that he knew nothing further
relative to his life.

Schedani was somewhat surprized at this apparent candour of Vivaldi lowards himself, but accustomed to impute an evil motive 1o all conduct, which he could nat clearly
comprehend, he did not scruple to believe, that some latent mischiefwas directed against him in this seemingly honest declaration,

After some further preliminary forms had passed, Ansaldo was ordered to relate the particulars of the confession, which had been made to him on the eve of the Santo Marco.
It must be remembered, that this was still what is called inthe Inquisition, a private examination.

After he had taken the customary oaths to relate neither more nor less than the truth of what had passed before him, Ansaldo’s depositions were written down nearly in the
foliowing words: to which Vivaidi listened with almost trémbiing attention, for, besides the curiosity which some previous circumstances had excited respecting them, he
befieved that his own fate in a great measure depended upon a discovery of the fact to which they led. What, if ne had sumised how much! and that the person, whom he had
been insome degree instrumental in citing before this fremendous tnbunal, was the father.of his Ellena di Rosalbal

Ansaido, having again answered to his name and titles, gave his deposition as follows:

“it was on the evie of the twenty-fifth of April, and in the year 1752, that as | sat according to my custom, in the confessional of San Marco, | was alarmed by deep groans, which
came from the box on my left hand.”

Vivaldi observed, that the date now mentioned agreed with that recorded by the stranger, and he was thus prepared to believe what might follow, and to give his confidence to



this extraordinary and unseen personage.

Ansaldo confinued, *| was the more alarmed by these sounds, because [had not been prepared for them; | knew not that any person was in the confessional, nor had even
obsenied any one pass along the aisle—but the duskiness of the hour may account for my having fajled fo do so; it was after sun-set and the tapers at the shrine of San
Antonio as yet burmed feebly in the twilight”

“Be brief, holy father,” said the inguisitor who had formery been most active in examining Vivaldi, "speak closely to the point”

“The groans would sometimes cease,” resumed Ansaldo, “and long pauses of silence follow; they were those of a soulin agony., struggling with the consciousness of guilt, yet
wanting resolution to confess it. [ tried to encourage the penitent. and held forth every hope of mercy and forgiveness which my duty would allow, but for a considerable ime
without effect the enommity of the sin seemed too big for utlerance, yet the penitent appeared equally unable to endure the cancealment of it. His heart was bursting with the
secret; and required the comfort of absolution, even at the price of the severest penance.”

“Facts!” said the inquisitor, “these are only surmises.”

“Facts will come full soon!” replied Ansakdo, and bowed his head, the mention of them will petrify you, holy fathers! as thiey did me, though not for the same reasons. While |
endeavoured to encourage the penitent and assured him, that absclution should follow the acknowledgment of his crimes, however heinous those crimes might be, if
accompanied by sincere repentance, he more than once biegan his confession, and abruptly droptit. Once, indeed. he quitted the confessional; his-agitated spint required
liberty, and it was then, as he walked with pertubed steps along the aisie, that | first cbserved his figure. He was in the habit of a white friar, and, as nearly as | can recollect,
was about the stature of him, 1he father Schedoni, who now stands before me.” )

As Ansaldo delivered these words, the altention of the whole tribunal was tumed upon Schedoni, who stood unmoved, and with his eyes bert towards the ground.

“His face,” continued the penitentiary, °| did not see; he was, with good reasan, careful to conceal it, other resemblance, therafore, than the stature, | cannot point out between
them, The voice, Indeed, the voice of the penitent, | think | shall never forget: | should know it again at any distance oftime.”

“Has it not struck your ear, since you came within these walls?” said a member of the tribunal
"Cf that hereafter,” observed the inguisitor, "you wander from the point, father.”

The vicar-general remarked, that the circumstances just related were important, and cught not to-be passed over as irretevant. The inguisitor submitted o this opinion, but
objected that they were nof periinent fo the moment and Ansaldo was again bidden to repeat what he had heard at confession.

“When the stranger returned to the steps ofthe confessional, he had acquired sufficient resolution to go through with the task he had imposed upon himself, and a thrilling voice
spoke through the grate the facts | am about to relate "

Father Ansaldo paused, and was somewhat agitated; he seemed endeavouring to recollect cotirage to-go through with what he had begun, During this pause, the silence of
expectation rapt the court, and the eyes of the fribunal were directed aliernately to Ansaldo and Schedoni, who certainly required something more than human firmness fo
support unmoved the severe scrutiny, and the yet severer suspicions, to which he stood exposed. Whether, however, it was the fortitude of conscious innocence, or the
hardihood of atrocious vice, that protected the Confessor; he cerainly did not betray any emotion. Vivaldi, who had unceasingly obsensed him frem the commencement of the
depositions, felt inclined to believe that he was not the penitent descrbed. Ansaldo, having, at length, recollected himself, procesded as follows:

“ 'l have been through life. said the penitent, 'the stave of my passions, and they have led me into horrible excesses. |had once a brother!' —— He stopped, and deep groans
again told the agony of his soul, at length, he added—'That brother had a wifel—Now listen, father, and say, whether guilt ike mine may hope for absolution! She was beautiful
—lloved her; she was vinuous, and | despaired. You, father,' he continued in a frightful tone, "never knew the fury of despairl I overcame or communicated its own force to
every ether passion of mysoul, and | sought to release mysell from its tortures by any means. My brother died!'—The penitent paused again,” continued Ansaido, °| trembled
while | istened; my lips were sealed. At length, | bade him proceed, and he spoke as follows — My brother died at a distance from home.'—Again the penitent paused, and the
silence continued 50 long, that | thought it proper to inquire of what disorder the brother had expired. 'Father, |was his murderer!’ said the penitentin a voice which Inever can
forget; it sunk into my heart.”

Ansaldo appearad affected by the remembrance, and was for amoment silent. At the last words Vivaidi had particulany noticed Schedoni, that he might judge by their effect
upon him, whether he was guilty; but he remained in his former attitude_ and his eyes were still fixed upon the ground,

“Proceed, fatherl” said the inquisitor, “what was your reply to this confession?”

‘| was silent” said Ansaldo; “but at length | bade the penitent go on. 'l conirived said he, that my brother should die at a distance from home, and | so conducted the affair, that
his widow never suspected the cause of his death. twas nottill long after the usual time of mouming had expired, that | ventured to solicit her hand: but she had not yet forgotten
my brother, and she rejected me. My passion would no longer be tnfied with. | caused her to be carned from her house, and she was afterwards willing to refrieve her honour by
the mariage vow. | had sacrificed my conscience, without having found happiness;—she did not even condescend to conceal her disdain. Montified, exasperated by her
conduct, | begun to suspect that some other emotion than resentment occasloned this disdain; and last of all jealousy—jealousy came to crown my misery—to light up all my
passions into madness!’

“The penitent” added Arsaldo, "appeared by the manner in which he Whtered this, to be nearly frantic at the moment, and convilsive sobs soon stifled his words. When he
resumed his confession, he said, "I soon found an object for my jealousy. Among the few persons, who visited us in the retirement of our country residence, was a gentieman,
whe, | fancied, loved my wife; | fancied too, that, whenever he appeared, an air of particular safisfaction was visible on her countenance. She seemed to have pleasire in
conversing with, and shewing him distinction. | even sometimes. thought, she had pride in displaying to me the preference she entertained for him, and that an air of triumph,
and even of scom, was addressed to me, whenever she mentioned his name, Perhaps, | mistook resentment for love, and she only wished to punish me, by exciting my
jealousy. Fatal eror! she punished herself alsol”

“Be less circumstantial, father,” said the inquisitor

Ansaido bowed his head, and continued. * 'One evening,’ continued the penitent, ‘that | returnad home unexpectedly, | was told that a visitor was with my wife! As | approached
the apartment where they sat, | heard the voice of Sacchi; it seemed mournful and supplicating. |stopped to listen, and dislinguished enough te fire me with vengeance. |
restrained myself, however, so faras fo step softly o a faltice that opened from the passage, and overicoked the apariment The fraitor was on his knee before her. Whether
she had heard my step, or observed my face, through the highlattice -or that she resented his conduct, | know not, but she rose immediately from her chair. | did not pause fo
question her motive; but, seizing my stiletio, | rushed into the room, with intent to strike it to the villain's heart. The supposed assassin of my honour escaped into the garden,
and was heard of no more.” But your wife? said |, 'Her bosom received the poniard!’ replied the penitent.”

Ansaldo's voice faultered, as he repeated this part of the confession, and he was uttery unable to proceed. The tribunal, observing his condition, allowed him a chair, and, after
a struggle of some moments, he added, “Think, holy fathers, O think! what must have been my feelings al that instant! |was myself the lover of the woman, whom he confessed
himself to have murdered.”

“Was she innacent?” said a voice; and Vivaldi, whose attention had latterly been fixed upon ﬁnsak:rn. naw, on bdkirg at Schedoni, percelved that it was he who had spoken. At
the sound of his voice, the pepitentiary urned instantly towards him. There was a pause of general silence, during which Ansaldo’s eyes were earnestly fixed upon the atcused,
At length, he spoke, “She was innocentl” He replied, with solemn emphasis, “She was most virtuous!”

Schedoni had shrunk back within himself, he asked no further, A mummur ran through the tribunal, which rose by degrees. till it broke forth into audible conversation; atlength,
the secretary was directed to note the question of Schedoni,

“Was that the voice of the penitent, which you have just heard?” demanded the inquisitor of Ansaldo. “Remember, you have said that you should know itagainl”
“Ithink it was,” replied Ansaldo, “but | cannot swear to that”

“What infirmity of judgment is this!” zaid the same inquisitor, who Wimself was seldom troubled with the modesty of doubt, upon any subject, Ansaldo was bidden to resume fhe
narrative.



“On this discovery of the murderer " said the penitentiary, “| quitted the confessional, and my senses forsook me before | could deliver orders for the detection of the assassin.
When Irecovered, it was too fale; he had escaped! From that hour to the present, | have never seen him, nor dare | affirm that the person now before me is he.”

The inquisiter was about to speak, but the grand-vicar waved his hand, as a signal for attention, and, addressing Ansaldo, said, "Although you may be unacquainied with
Schedoni, the monk of the Spirito Santo, reverend father, can you not recoliect the person of the Count di Bruno, your former friend?”

Ansaldo again looked at Schedoni, with-a scrulinizing eye; he fixed itlong; but the countenance of Schedoni suffered no change.

“Nol” said the penitentiary. at length, “l dare not take upon me to assert that this is the Count di Bruno. fitis he, years have wrought deeply on his features. That the penitent
was the Count di Bruno | have proof; he mentioned my name as his visitor, and particuar circumstances known only to the Count and myself. but that father Schedoni was the
penitert, | repaatit, | dare not affim.”

“But that dare " said another voice; and Vivaldi, tuming towards it, beheld the mysterious siranger advancing, his cowl now thrown back, and an air of menace overspreading
every ternfic fealure. Schedoni, in the instant that he perceived him, seemed agitated; his countenance, for the first time, suffered some change.

The tribunal was profoundly silent, but surprize, and a kind of restless expectation, marked every brow. Vivaldi was about to exclaim, “That is my informer!” when the voice of
the stranger checked him.

“‘Dost thou know me?” said he, stemiy, to Schedoni, and his attitude became fixed.
Schedoni gave no reply.

“Dostthou know me?” repeated his accuser, ina steady sclemn voice.

“Know thee!” uttered Schedoni, fintly.

“Dost thou know this?" cried the stranger, raising his woice, as he dréw from his garment what appeared to be a dagger. “Dost thou know these indefible stains?” said he, lifing
the' peniard, and, with an outstretched arm, pointing it towards Schedoni.

The Confessor umed away his face; itseemed as if his heart sickened.
“With this dagger was thy brother slain!” said the terrible stranger, “Shall | declare myself?”
Schedoni's courage forsook him, and he sunk against a pillar ofthe hall for support

The censtemation was now general; the extraordinary appearance and conduct of the stranger seemed fo stnke the greater part of the fribunal; a fribunal of the inguisition itseif
with dismay. Several of the members rose from their seats; others called aloud for the officials, who kept quard atthe doors of the hall, and inquired who had admitted the
stranger, while the vicar-general and a few inquisitors conversed privately together, during which they frequantly looked at the stranger and at Schedoni, as ifthey were the
subjects ofthe discourse. Meanwhile the monk remained with the daggerin his grasp, and his eyes fixad on the Confessor, whose face was still averted, and who yet
supported himseff against the pillar.

At length the vicar-general called upon the members who had anisen to retum to their seatls, and ondered that the efficials shoud withdraw totheir posts.

“Holy brethrenl” said the vicar, “we recommend 1o you, at this important hour, silence and deliberation, Let the examination of the accused proceed; and hereafter let us inguire
as to the admittance of the accuser. For the present, suffer him aiso to have hearing, and the father Schedaoni to reply.”

"We suffer him!" answered the tribunal, and bowed their heads,

Vivaldi, who, during the tumult, had ineffectually endeavouwred to make himself heard, now profited by the pause which followead the assent of the inguisitors, to claim attention:
but the instant he spoke several members impatiently bade that the examination shouid proceed, and the grand-vicar was again obliged to command silence, before the
request of Vivaldi could be understoed. Permission lo speak being granted him, “That person,” said he, pointing to the stranger, "is the same who visited me inmy prison; and
the dagger the same he now displays! It was he, who commanded me to summaon the penitentiary Ansaldo, and the father Schedoni, | have acquitted myself, and have nothing
further to do inthis struggle”

The tnbunal was again agitated, and the murmurs of private conversation again prevailed. Meanwhile Schedoni appeared to have recovered some degree of self-command;
he raised himself, and, bowing to the tribunal, seemed preparing to speak; but waited till the confusion of sound that filled the hall should subside. At length he coud be heard,
and, addressing the tribunal, he said,

*Holy fathers! the stranger who is now before you is an impostor! | will prove that my accuser was once my friend,—you may perceive how much the discovery of his perfidy
affects me. The charge he brings is most false and malicious!” '

“Onee thy fiend!” replied the strangér, with peculiar emphasis, “and what has made me thy enermy! View these spots,” he continued, pointing to the blade of the poniard, “are
they also false and malicious? are they not, on the contrary, refiected on thy conscience?”

“Ikriow them not,” replied Schedoni, “my conscience is unstained.”
“A brother's blood has stained {!" said the stranger, in a hollow voice.

Vivaidi, whose attention was now fixed upon Schedoni, observed a livid hue averspread his complexion, and that his eyes were averied from this extraardinary person with
harror; the spectre of his deceased brother could scarcely have called forth a stronger expression. it was not immediately that he could command his veice; when he could, he
again appealed to the tribunal.

“Holy fathers!” said he, "suffer me to defend myself”

“Holy fathers!” said the accuser, with solemnity; “hear! hear what | shall unfoid!”

Schedani, who seemed to speak by a strong effort only, again addressed the inguisitors; “Iwill prove,” said he, “that this evidence is not of a nature fo be fnsted ™
“Iwill bring such proof to the contrany!” said the monk. “And here " pointing to Ansaldo, “is sufficient testimony that the Gount di Bruno did confess himself guitty of murder.”
The court commanded silence, and upon the appeal of the stranger to Ansaido, the penitentiary was asked whether he knew fim. He replied, that he did not,
*Recoliect yourself ™ said the grand inguisitor, it is of the Limost consequence that you should be correct on this point”

The penitertiary observed the stranger with deep aftenfion, and then repeated his asserion,

“Have you never seen him before?” said an inguisitor.

“Never, to my knowledgel” replisd Ansaldo.

The inguisitors looked upon each other in silence.

“He speaks the truth,” said the stranger,

This extraordinary fact did not fail to sirike the tibunal, and to astonish Vivaldi. Since the accuser confirmed it Vivaldi was at a Joss fo understand the means by which ha cousd
have become acquainted with the guilt of Schedoni, who, it was not to be supposed, would have acknowledged crimes of such magnitude as those contained inthe



accusafion, o any person, except, indeed, to his confessor. and this confessor, it appeared, was so far from having betrayed his frust io the accuser, thathe did not even know
him. Vivaldi was no less perplexed as to what would be the nature ofthe testimony with which the accuser designed o support his charges: but the pause of general
amazement, which had permitted Vivaldi these considerations, was now atan end; the tribunal resumed the examination, and the grand inquisitor called aloud,

“You, Vincentio di Vivaldi, answer with exactness to the questions that shall be put to you.”

He was then asked some questions relative {o the person, who had visited him in prison. In his answers, Vivaldi was clear and concise, constanily affirming, that the siranger
was the same, who now-accused Schedoni.

When the accuser was Internogated, he acknowledged, without hesitation, that Vivaidi had spoken the tnuth. He was then asked his motive for that extraordinary visit.
“R was,” rephied the monk, “that a murderer might be brought to justice.”

“This,” obsenved the grand inguisitor. ‘might have been accomplished by fair and open accusation: If you had known the charge o be just. it is probable that you would have
appealed directly to this tibunal, instead of endeavouring insidiously to-obtain aninfiuence over the mind of a prisoner, and Urging him to become the instrument of bringing the
accused to punishment.”

“Yet | have not shrunk from discovery,” observed the stranger, caimly, ‘I have voluntarily appeared.”

At these words, Schedoni seemed again much agitated, and even drew his hood over his eyes,

“Thatis just” said the grand inguisitor, addressing the stranger. “but you have neither declared your name, or whence you comel!”

To this remark the monk made no reply; but Schedoni, with reviving spint, urged the circumstance, inevidence of the malignity and faishood of the acciser.
“Wilt thou compe! me to reveal my proof?” said the stranger: "Darest thou to do 507"

“Why should | fear thee?" answered Schedoni.

“Ask thy consclence!” said the stranger, with a terrible frown.

The tribunal again suspended the examination, and consuited in private together.

To the last exhortation of the monk, Schedoni was silent. Vivaldi obsenved, that during this short dialogue, the Confessor had never once tumed his eyes towards the stranger,
but apparently avoided him, as an objecttoo affecting o be looked upon He judged, from this circumstance, and from some other appearances in his conduct, that Schedoni
was guilty, yetthe consciousness of guilt alone did not perfectly account, he thought, for the strong-emetion, with which he avoided the sight of his accuser—unless, indeed, he
knew that accuser lo have been, not only an accomplice in his crime, but the actual assassin Inthis case, it appeared natural even for the stern and subtie Schedoni to betray
his horror, on beholding the person of the murderer, with the veryinstrument of crime in fis grasp. On the other hand, Vivaldi could not but perceive it to be highly improbable,
that the very man who had really committed the deed should come voluntanly into a court of justice, for the purpose of accusing his employer; that he should dare publicly to
accuse him, whose guilt, however enarmous, was not more so than his own.

The extraordinary manner, also, in which the accuser had proceeded in the commencement of the affair, engaged Vivaldi's consideration; his apparent reluctance to be seen
in this process, and the arful and mystenous plan by which he had caused Schedoni o be summoned before the tribunal, and had endeavoured that he should be there
accised by Ansaldo, indicated, at least to Vivaldi's apprehension, the fearfulness of guitt, and, stili more, that malice, and a thirst of vengeance, had instigated his conduct in
the prosecution. If the stranger had been actuated only by a love of justice, itappeared that he would not have proceeded toward it ina way thus dark and circuitous, but have
sought it by the usual process, and have produced the proofs, which he even now asserted he possessed, of Schedoni's crimes. In addition to the circumstances, which
seemed to sirengihen a supposition of the guiliessness of Schedoni, was that of the accuser's avoiding to acknowledge who he was, and whence he came, But Vivaldi
paused again upon this point; it appeared fo be inexplicable, and he could notimagine why the accuser had adopted a style of secrecy, which, If he persisted init, must
probably defeat the very purpose of the accusation; for Vivaldi did not believe that the tribunal would condemn a prisoner upon the testimony of a person who, when called
upon, shotdd publicly refuse fo reveal himself, even to them. Yetthe accuser must certainly have considered this circumstance before he ventred into court, notwithstanding
which, he had appeared!

These reflections led Vivaldi to various conjectures relative o the visit he had himself received from the monk, the dream that had preceded it, the extraordinary means by
which he had obtained admittance to the prison, the declaration of the centinels, that not any person had passed the door, and many other unaccountable particulars; and, while
Vivaldi now looked upon the wild physiognomy of the stranger, he almost fancied, as he had formerly done, that he beheld something not of this earth.

“Inave heard of the spirit of the murdered,” said he, to himself—"restless for justice, becoming visible in our world—" But Vivaldi checked the imperfect thought, and though
his imagination inclined him to the manvelious, and to admitideas which, filing and expanding all the faculties of the soul, produce feelings that partake of the sublime, he now
resisted the propensity, and dismissed, as abswurd, a supposition which had begun to thill his every nerve with homror. He awaited, however, the resuit of the examination, and
what might be the further conduct of the stranger, with intense expectation.

When the tnbunal had, atlength, finally determined on the methad of their proceedings. Schedoni was first called upon, and examined as o his knowledge of the accuser. it
was the same inquisitor who had formerly interrogated Vivaldi, thal now spoke. "You, father Schedoni, a monk of the Spinto Santo convent, at Naples, otherwise Feranda
Count di Bruno, answer to the guestions which shail be put to you. Do you know the name of this man who now appears as your acclser?”

“lanswer not o the title of Count di Brune,” replied the Confessor, "but I will declare that | know this man. His name is Nicola di Zampari.”
“Whatis his condition?”

“He is'a monk ofthe Dominican convent of the Spinto Santo,” replied Schedoni. “Of his family Hknow litlle.”

“Where have you seenhim?”

“In the city of Naples, where he has resided, during somie years, beneath the same roof with me, when | was of the convent of San Angicle, and since that time, in the Spirito
Sanio”

“You have been a resident atthe San Angiolo?” said the inquisitor.

“Ihave,” replied Schedoni; “and itwas there that we first lived together in the confidence of friendship.”

“You now percelve how ill placed was that confidence,” said the inquisitor, “and repent, no doubt, of your imprudence?”

The wary Schedoni was not entrapped by this observation.

‘I must iament a discovery of ingratitude " he replied, calmily, *but the subjects of my confidence were too pure 1o give-occasion for repentance ”
“This Nicola di Zampari was ungratefud, then? You had rendered him senices?” said the inguisitor.

“The cause of his enmity | can well explain,” observed Schedoni, evading, for the present, the question

“Explain’ said the siranger, solemniy.

Schedoni hesitated; some-sudden consideration seemed to occasion him perplexity.

"l call upon you, inthe name of your deceased brother,” said the accuser, "io reveal the cause of my enmity”



Vivaldi, struck by the tone inwhich the stranger spoke this, tumed his eyes upon him, but Knew not how fo interpret the emotion visible on his countenance,
The inguisitor commanded Schedoni to explain himself the latter could not immediately reply, but, when he recovered a self-command, he added,

“I promised this accuser, this Micola di Zampari, to assist his preferment with what little interest | possessed; it was but litthe. Some succeeding circumstances encouraged me
to believe that | could more than fulfil my promise. His hopes were elevated, and, Inthe fuliness of expectation—he was disappointed, for [ was myself deceived, by the person
in whom I had trusted. To the disappointment of a choleric man, |am to atiribute this unjust accusation”

Schedoni paused, and an air of dissatisfaction and anxiety appeared upon his features. His accuser remained silent, but a malicious smile announced his friumph,
“You must declare, also, the services,” said the inquisitor, “which merited the reward you promised.”

“Those senices were inestimable to me,” resumed Schedoni, after a momentary hesitation; “though they cost di Zampar little: they were the consolations of sympathy, the
inteligence of fiendship, which he administered, and which gratitude fold me never could be repaid.”

“Of sympathy! of friendship!” said the grand-vicar. “Are we o believe that a man, who brings false accusation of so dreadful a nature as the one now before us, is capable of
bestowing the consolations of sympathy, and of friendship? You must either acknowledge, that services of a less disinterested nature won your promises of reward: or we must
conclude that your accuser's charge is just Your assertions are inconsistent, and your explanation too frivial, to deceive fora moment”

“Ihave declared the truth,” said Schedoni, haughtily.
“Inwhich instance?” asked the inquisitor; “for your asserions confradict each other!”
Schedoni was silent. Vivaldi could not judge whether the pride which eccasioned his silence was that of innocence. or of remorse.

“ appears, from your own testimony,” said the inquisitor, ‘that the ingratitude was yours, not your accuser's, since he cansoled you with kindness, which you have never
refurned him!—— Have you any thing further to say?”

Schedoni was still silent.

“This, then is your only explanation?” added the inguisitor

Schedoni bowed his head. The inquisitor then, addressing the accuser, demanded what he had to reply.

“I have nothing to reply,” said the stranger, with malicious friumph; “the accused has replied for me!”

“We are to conclude. then, that he had spoken truth, when he asserted you to be-a monk of the Spinto Santo, at Naples?” said the inquisitor.
“You, holy father,” said the stranger, gravely, appealing fo the inquisitor, *can answer for me, whether | am.”

Vivaldi listenad with emotion.

The inquisitor rose from his chair, and with solemnity replied, “1 answer, then, that you are not a monk of Naples.”

‘Bythat reply,” said the vicar-general, in a low voice, to the inquisitor, *l perceive you think father Schedani is gully.”

The rejoinder of the inguisitor was delivered in so low a tone, that Vivaldi could not understand it. He was perplexed o interpret the answer given to the appeal of the stranger.

He thought that the inguisiter would not have ventured an assertion thus positive, if his opinion had been drawn from inference only; and that he shoud know the accuser, while
he was conducting himself towards him as a stranger, amazed Vivaldi, no less than if he had understood the character of aningusitor to be as arless as his own. On the other
hand, he had so frequently seen the stranger at Paluzzi, and in the habit of a monk, that he could hardly question the assertion of Schedoni, as to his identity.

The inquisitor, addressing Schedoni, said, *Your evidence we know fo be in par erroneous; your accuser is not a monk of Napies, but a servant of the most holy Inguisition
Judging, from this part of your evidence, we must suspect the whole.”

“Aservant of the Inguisition!” exclaimed Schedoni, with unaffected surprize. “Reverend father yolr assertion astonishes mel You are deceived, however sirange It may appear,
trust me, you are deceived! You doubt the credit of my word; |, therefore, wilt assert no more. Butinguire of Signor Vivaldi; ask him, whether he has not often, and lately, seen
my accuser at Naples, and in the habit of a monk.”

‘I have seen him at the ruins of Palez, near Naples, and in the ecclesiastical dress,” replied Vivaldi, without waiting for the regular question, “and under circumstances no less
extracrdinary than those which have altended him here. But in return for this frank acknowledgment, | require of you, father Schedoni, o answer some questions which | shall
ventre to suggest to the Inbunal—— By what means were you informed that | have often seen the stranger at Paluzzi—and was you interested or not in his mystenous conduct
towards me thera?”

To these questions, though formally delivered from the tribunal, Schedoni did not deign to reply.
“t appears, then” said the vicar-general, “that the accuser and the accused were once accomplices.”

The inquisitor objected, that this did not certainly appear, and thal, on the contrary, Schedoni seemed to have given his last questions in despair; an observation which Vivaldi
thought extraordinary from an inguisitor,

“‘Be itaccomplices; ifit so please you," said Schedoni, bowing to the grand-vicar, without noticing the inquisitor: “you may call us accomplices, but | say, that we were friends.
Since it is necessary to my own peace, that | should more fully explain some circumstances attending our intimacy, | will own that any accuser was occasionally my agent and
assisted in presening the dignity of an illustrious family at Napies, the family of the Vivaidi. And there, holy father,” added Schedoni, pointing to Vincentio, “is the son of that
ancient house, for whom | have attempted:so much!”

Vivaldi was almost overwheimed by this confession of Schedoni, though he had already suspected a part of the truth: In the stranger he believed he saw the slanderer of Eliena,
the base instrument of the Marchesa's policy, and of Schedeni’s ambition; and the whole of his conduct at Paluzz, at least seemed now intefigible. In Schedoni he beheld his
secret accuser, and the inexorable enemy whom he believed to have occasioned the imprisonment of Ellena. At this latter consideration, all circumspection, all prudence
forsook him: he declared, with energy, that from what Schedoni had just acknowledged to be his conduct, he knew him for his secret accuser, and the accuser, also. of Ellena
di Rosalba; and he called upon the tnbunal to examine into the Confessor's molives for the accusation, and aflerwards to give heanng to what he would himself unfold

To this, the grand-vicar replied, that Vivaldi's appeal would be taken into consideration; and he then erdered that the present business should proceed.

The inquisitor, addressing Schedoni, said, “The disinferested nature of your friendship is now sufficiently explained, and the degree of credit, which is due to your late
assertions understood, Of you we ask no mare, but furn fo father Nicola di Zampan, and demand what he has to sayin support of his accusation. What are your proofs, Micola
di Zampan, that he who calis himself father Schedoni is Ferando Count di Bruno, and that he has been guilty of murder, the murder of his brother, and of his wife? Answer to
our chargel”

“To your first question,” said the monk, “l reply that he has himself acknowledged to me, on an occasion, which it is not necessary to mention, that he was the Count di Bruno; to
the last, | produce the poniard which | received, with the dying confession of the assassinwhom he employed.”

“8iill, these are not proofs, but asserfions.” observed the vicar-general, “and the first forbids our confidence in the second. —— If, as you declare, Schedoni himself
acknowiedged to you that he was Count di Bruno, you must have beento him the intimate friend he has deslared you were, or he wouid not have confided to you a secret so
dangerous to himself. And, if you were that friend, what confidence ought we to give o your assertions respecting the dagger? since, whether your accusations be true or false,
you prove yourself guilty of treachery in bringing them forward atall.”



Vivaldi was surprized o hear such candour from an inquisitor.

“Here is my proof,” said the stranger, who now produced a paper, containing what he asserted to be the dying confession of the assassin. [t was signed by a priest of Rome, as
well as by himself, and appeared from the date to have been given only a very few weeks before. The priest he said, was living, and might be summoned. The tribunal issued
an order for the apprehension of this priest, and that he should be brought to give evidence on the foliowing evening; after which, the business of this night proceeded, without
further interruption, towards its conclusion.

The vicar-general spoke again, “Nicola di Zampari, | call upon you to say, why, if your proof of Schedeni's guiltis so clear, as the confession of the assassin himself must make
it—why you thought it necessary to summan father Ansaldo to attest the criminality of the Count di Bruno? The dying confession of the assassin is certainly of more weight than
any other evidence.”

‘I summoned the father Ansaldo,” replied the sfranger, “as a means of proving that Schedoni is the Count di Bruno. The confession of the assassin sufficiently proves the Count
to have been the instigator of the murder, but not that Schedoni is the Count”

“But that is mare than | will engage to prove,” replied Ansaldo, “/ know it was the Count di Bruno who confessed to me, but | do not know that the father Schedoni, who is now
before me, was the person who so confessed.”

“Conscientiously observed!” said the vicar-general, interrupting the stranger, who was about to reply, “but you, Nicola di Zampari, have noton this head been sufficiently explicet.
—— How do you know that Schedoni is the penilent who confessed to Ansaldo on the vigil of San Marco?”

“Reverend father, that is the point | was about to explain,” replied the monk. “I myself accompanied Schedoni, on the eve of San Marco, to the church of the Santa Maria del
Pianto, at the very hour when the confession is said to have been made. Schedoni 10ld me he was going to corfession; and, when | observed to him his unusual agitation, his
behaviour implied a consciousness of extraordinary quilt; he even betrayed it by some words, which he dropt in the confusion of his mind. | parted with him at the gates ofthe
church. He was then of an order of white friars, and habited as father Ansaldo has descrbed. Within a few weeks after this confession, he left his convent, for what reason |
never could learn, though | have often surmised it, and came to reside at the Spirito Santo, whither laise had removed,”

“Here is no proof” said the vicar-general, “other friars of that order might confess at the same hour, in the same church.”
“But here is strong presumplion for proof,” observed the inquisitor. “Holy father, we must judge from probabilities, as well as from proof”

“But probabilities themseives,” replied the vicar-general, “are strongly against the evidence of a man, who would betray another by means of words dropped in the unguarded
moments of powerful emotion.”

“Are these the sentiments of an inquisitor!” said Vivaidi to-himself, “can such glorious candour appear amidst the tribunal of an Inquisition?” Tears fell fast on Vivaldi's cheek
while he gazed upon this just judge, whose candour, had it been exerted in his cause. could not have excited more powerful sensations of esteem and admiration. “An
inquisitor” he repeated to himself, “an inguisitor!”

The inferior inguisitor, however, was so far from possessing any congeniality of character with his supenor, that he was evidently disappointed by the appearance of iberality,
which the vicar-general discovered, and immediately said, "Has the accuser any thing further to urge inevidence, that the father Schedoni is the penitent, who confessed to the
penitentiary Ansalda?”

“Ihave " replied the monk, with aspernty. “When | had left Schedoni in the church, | ingered without the wialls for his return, according to appointment. But he appeared
considerably sooner than | expected, and in a state of disorder, stch as | had never witnessed in him before. Inan instant he passed me, nor could my voice arrest his
progress. Confusion seemed to reign within the church and the convent, and, when lwould have entered, for the purpose of inquiring the occasion of it, the gates were suddenly
closed, and all enfrance forbidden. It has since appeared, that the monks were then searching for the penitent. A rumour afterwards reached me. that a confession had caused
this distubance; that the father-confessor, who happened at that ime to be the grand penitentiary Ansaldo, had left the chair in horror of what had been divulged from the grate,
and had judged it necessary that a search should be made for the penitent, who was a white friar, This repon, reverend fathers, excited general attention, with me it did more—
for [though! | knew the penitent. When on the following day, | questioned Schedoni as to his sudden departure from the church of the Black Penitents, his-answers were dark,
but emphafic, and he extorted from me a promise, thoughtiess that | was! never to disclose his visit of the preceding evening to the Santa del Fianio. | then cerfainly discovered
wha was the penitent”

“Did he, then. confess to you also?” said the vicar-general

“No father, lunderstood him to be the penitent to whom the report alluded, but | had no suspicion of the nature of his.crimes. il the assassin began his-confession. the
conclusion of which cleam; explained the subject of Schedoni's, it explainad also his motive for BMEHVGU’l'ng ever after to attach me to his interest”

“You have now,” said the vicar-gensral, “you have now, confessed yourself a member of the comvent of the Spirito Santo al Maples, and an intimate ofthe father Schedoni; one
whom for many years he has endeavoured to attach to him. Mot an hour has passed since you denied all this; the negative to the latter circumstance was given, itis true, by
implication only, but to the firsta direct and absolute denial was pronounced!”

“Idenied that | ama monk of Naples," replied the accuser, “and | appealed to the Inquisitor for the truth of my denial. He has said, that | am now a servant of the most holy
Inquisition.”

The vicar-general, with some surprise, fooked at the inquisitor for explanation; other members of the Iribunal did the same; the rest appeared to understand more than they had
thought it necessary to avow. The inguisitor, who had been called upon, rose, and replied,

"Micola di Zampari has spoken the trith. R is'not many weeks since he entered the holy office. A ceificate from his convent at Naples bears testimeny to the truth of what |
advance, and procured him admittance here.”

“Ris extraordinary that you should not have disclesed your knowledge of this person beforel” said the vicar-general.
“Holyfather, |had reasons " replied the inquisitor, “you will recollect that the accused was present, and you will understand them.”

"l comprehend you,” said the vicar-general, “but | do neither approve of, ner percelve any necessity for your countenancing the sublerfuge of this Nicola di Zampan, retative lo
his identity. But more of this in private.”

“Iwill explain all there,” answered the inquisitor.

“k appears then” resumed the vicar-general, speaking aloud, “that this Nicola di Zampan was formerly the friend and confidant of father Schedoni, whom he now accuses. The
accisation is evidently malicious; whether it be also false. remains to be decided. A matenal guestion naturally anises out of the subject—— Why was not the accusation
brought forward before this period?”

The mank's visage brightened with the satisfaction of anticipated riumph, and he immediately replied,

“Most holy father! as soonas | ascertained the cime, | prepared o prosecute the perpetrator of it A short period only has elapsed since the assassin gave his confession. In
this interval | discovered, in these prisons, Signor Vivaldi, and immediately comprehended by whose means he was confined. | knew enough both of the accuser and accused,
to understand whichrof these was innocent and had then a double motive for causing Schedoni to be summoned,—Iwished equally to deliver the innocent and punish the
criminal. The question as to the motive for my becoming the enemy of him, who was once my friend, is already answered —it was a sense of justice. nota suggestion of
malice.”

The grand-vicar smiled, but asked no further; and this long examination concluded with committing Schedoni againinto close custody, Bl full evidence shoud be obtained of his
guilt, or his innocence should appear, Respecting the manner of his wife's death, there was yet no other evidence than that which was asserted to be his own confession,
which, though perhaps sufficient to condemn a criminal before the tribunal of the Inquisiion, was not encugh to satisfy the present vicar-general, who gave direction thal means
might be employed towards obtaining proof of each aricle of the accusations in order that, should Schedoni be acquitted ofthe charge of having murdered his brother,
documents might appear for prosecuting him respecting the death of his wife.



Schedoni, when he withdrew from the hall, bowed respectfully to the tibunal, and whether, notwithstanding late appearances, he were innocant, or that subtiety enabled him to
reassume his usual address, itis cerain his manner no longer betrayed anysymplom of conscious guilt. His countenance was firm and even tranguil, and his air dignified.
Vivaidi, who, during the greater part of this examination, had been comvinced of his criminality, now only doubted his innocence, Vivaldi was himself re-conducted to his prison,
and the sitting of the fribunal was dissolved.



CHAPTER VIl

“The time shall come when Gio'ster’s hear shall bleed
Inlife's fast hours with homors of the deed:

When dreary visions shall at last present

Thy vengeful image"—

Collins.

When the night of Schedoni's trial arrived, Vivaldi was again summaned to the hall of the tribunal. Every circumstance was now arranged according to the full ceremonies of the
place; the members of the tribunal were more numerous than formerly al the examinations; the chiefinquisitors wore habits of a faghion different from those, which before
distinguished them, and their turbang of a singular form and larger size, seemed to give an air of stemer ferocity to their features. The hall, as usual, was hung with black, and
every person who appeared there, whether inquisitor; official, witness or prisoner, was habited inthe same dismal hue, which, together with the kind of light diffused through the
chamber from lamps hung high in the vaulted roof, and from torches held by parties of officials who kept watch at the several doors, and in different parts of this immense hall,
gave a character af gloomy solemnity to the assembly, which was almos! horrific.

Vivaldi was situated in a place, whence he beheld the whole ofthe tribunal, and coud distinguish whatever was passing inthe hall. The countenance of every member was now
fully displayed to him by the torchmen, who, arranged at the steps of the platform.on which the three chief inguisitors were elevated, extended ina semicircle on efther hand of
the place oocupied by the inferior members. The red glare. which the torches threw upon the latter, certainly did not soften the expression of faces, for the most part sculptured
by passions of dark malignity, or fiercer cruelty; and Vivaldi could not bear even to examing them long.

Before the bar of the tribunal, he distinguished Schedoni, and little did he suspect that in him, a criminal brought thither to answer for the guilt of murder—the murder ofa
brother, and of a wife, he beheld the parent of Eliena di Rosalbal

Mear Schedoni was sealed the penitentiary Ansaldo; the Roman priest, who was to be a principal wilness, and father Nicola di Zampari, upon whom Vivaldi could not even
now look without expeniencing somewhat of the awe, which had prevailed over hig mind when he was inclined to consider the stranger, rather as the vision of anather world,
than as a being of this. The same wild and indescribable character still distinguished his air, his every look and movement, and Vivaldi could not but belleve that something in
the highest degree exiraordinary would yet be discovered concerning him.

The witnesses being called over, Vivaldi understood thal he was placed among them, thaugh he had only repeated the words which father Nicola had spoken, and which, since
Micola himself was present as a witness against Schedoni, he did not perceive could be in the least material on the trial.

When Vivaldi had, in his tum, answered fo his name, a voice, bursting forth from a distant part of the hall, exclaimed, “itis my master! my dear master!” and on directing his
eyes whence it came, he perce:usd the faithiul Paulo struggling with his guard. Vivaldi called to him to bE patient, and to forbear resistance an e:d‘mrtaljnn however, which
served onfy to increase the efforts ofthe servant for iberty, and in the next instant he broke from the grasp of the officials, and danting towards Vivaldi, fell at his feet, sobbing,
and clasping his knees, and exclaiming, "0 my master! my master! have | found you at last?”

Vivaldi, as much affected by this meeting as Paulo. could not immediately speak. He would, however, have raised and embraced his affectionate servants but Paulo, still
clinging to his knees and sobbing, was 50 much agitated that he scarcely understood any thing said fo him, and to the kind asswrances and gentie remonsirances of Vivaldi,
constantly replied as if to the officers, whom he fancied to be forcing him away.

"Remember your situation, Paulo,” said Vivaldi, "consider mine also, and be governed by prudence.”
“You shall not force me hencel” cried Paula, “you can take my life only once; if Imust die, it shall be here”
“Recoliect yourself, Paula, and be composed. Your life, 1trust, is in no danger”

Paulo looked up, and again bursting into a passion of tears, repeated, “0! my master! my master! where have you béen all this while? are you indeed alive? [thought | never
shoufd see you again | have dreamt an hundred times that you were dead and buried! and wished to be dead and buried with you. | thought you was gone out of this world Into
the next. | feared you was gone o heaven, and so believed we should never meet again, But now. | see you once more, and know that you live! O! my mastert my masterd”

The officers who had followed Paule, now endeavouring fo withdraw him, he became more oulrageous.

‘Do your worst at once,” said he; “but you shall find tough work of it, if you try lo force me from hence, so you had better be conlented with kiling me here”

The incensed officials were laying viokent hands upon him, when Vivaldi interposed. “f enfreat, [ supplicate you,” said he, “that you will suffer him to remain near me.”
‘It is impossible,” replied anofficer, “we dame not.”

“lwill promise that he shall not even speak to me, if you will only allow him to be near,” added Vivaldi.

“Mot speak to you, master” exclaimed Faulo, "but | will stay by you, and speak to you as long as | Eke, tll my fast gasp. Let them do their worst atonce; | defy them all, and all
the devils of inquisitors at their heels too, to force me away. | can die but once, and they cught to be satisfied with that —so what is there 1o be afraid of? Not speak!”

“He knows not what he says,” said Vivaldi to the officials, while he endeavoured to silence Pauo with his hand, *l am certain that he will submit to whatever | shall require of him,
and will be entirely silent; or, if he does speak now and then, it shall be only in a whisper.”

"A whisper!” said an officer sneeringly. “do you suppose-Signor, that any personis suffered fo speak in a whisper hera?”

“A whisper!” shouted Paulo, "I scom to speak in a whisper. | will speak so loud, thatevery werd | sayshall ring in the ears of all those old black devils on the benches yonder;
aye, and those on that mountebank stage too, that sit there looking so grim and angry as If they longed fo tear us in pieces. They'—

“Silence," said Vivaldl with emphasis, "Paulo, | command you to be silent”

“They shall know a bit of my mind,” continued Paulo, withaut noticing Vivaldi, 1 will tell them what they have to expect for ali their cruel usage of my poor master. Where do they
expect lo go when they die, | wender? Though for that matter, they cannot go to a worse place than they are in already, and | suppose it is, knowing that, which makes them not
afraid of being ever so wicked. They shall hear a litfle plain fruth, for once in their fives, however, they shall hear'—

During the whole of this harangue, Vivaldi, alammed for the consequence of such imprudent, though honest indignation, had been using all possible effort to silence him, and
was the more alamed; since the officials made no further attempt to interrupt Paulo, a forbearance, which Vivaldi attributed to malignity, and to a wish that Paulo might be
entrapped by his own act. At length he made himself heand.

“lentreat,” said Vivaldi,
Paulo stopped for a moment.
“Pauio!” rejoined Vivaldi eamestly; "do you love your master?”

“Love my master!” said Paulo resentfully, without allowing Vivaldi to finish his sentence, *Have | not gone through fire'and water for im? or, what is as good, have | not put
myselfinto the Inquisition, and ali on his accowni? and now to be asked, 'Do |ove my master!” i you belisve, Signor, that any thing efse made me come here, into these dismal
hales, you are quite entirely out. and when they have made an'end of me, as | suppose they will do, before allis over, you will, perhaps, think befter of me than to suspect that |



came here for my own pleasure.”

“Allthat may be as you say, Paulo,” replied Vivaldi coldly, while he with difficulty commanded his-tears, “but your immediate submission is the onfy conduct that can convince
me of the sincerity of your professions. | enfreat you to be silent.”

“Entreat me!" said Paulo, “O my master what have | done that it should come o this? Entreat me!” he repealed, sobbing.

“You will then give me this proof of your attachment?” asked Vivaldi.

“Do not use such a heart-breakiag word again. master,” replied Paulo, while he dashed the tears from his cheek, “such a heart-breaking word. and [ \will do any thing.”
“You subrmit to'what | require then, Pauko?”

“Aye. Signor, it—if it is even fo kneel at the feet of that dewil of an inquisitor, yonder*

“Ishall only require you to be silent” replied Vivaldi, “and you may then be permitted to remain near me.”

“Well, Sigror, well | will do as you bid me. then, and only just say"™——

Mot a syflable! Paulo,” interrupted Vivaldi.

“Cnly just say, master'—

“Nota word | entreat youl” added Vivaldi, “or you will be removed immediately.”

“His removal does not depend on that” said one of the officials, breaking from his watchful silence, “he must go, and that without more defay.”
“What! after | have promised not to open my lips!” said Paulo, “do you pretend to break your agreement?”

“There is no pretence, and there was no-agreement,” replied the man sharply, “so obey directly, or it will be the worse for you”

The officials were provoked, and Paule became sfill more enraged and clamaorous. till atlength the uproar reached the tnbunal at the other end of the hall, and silence having
beencommanded, an inquiry was made into the cause of the confusion. The consequence of this was, anorder that Paulo should withdraw from Vivaldi; but as at this moment
he feared no greater evil, he gave his refusal to the tribunal with as littee ceremony as he had done before to the officials.

At lenglh after much difficulty, 3 sort of compromise was made, and Paulo being socthed by his master into some degree of compliance, was suffered to remain within a short
distance of him

The business of the tnal soon after commenced. Ansaldo the penitertiary, and father Nicola, appeared as witnesses; as did, also, the Roman priest, who had assisted in
taking the depositions of the dying assassin. He had been privately interrogated, and had given clear and satisfactory evidence as io the fruth of the paper produced by Micola,
Other witnesses, also. had been subpeenaed, whom Schedoni had no expectation of meeting.

The deportment of the Confessor, on first entering the hall, was collected and firm:, it remained unchanged when the Roman priest was brought forward: but, on the appearance
of another wilness, his courage seemed to faulter. Before this evidence was, however, calied for, the depositions of the assassin were pubiicly read. They staied, with the
closest conciseness, the chieffacts, of which the following is a somewhat more dilated narrative.

It appeared, that about the year 1742, the late Count di Bruno had passed over into Greece, a journey which his brother, the present Confessor, having long expected, had
meditated o take advantage of Though a lawless passion had first suggested to the dark mind of Schedoni the atrocious act, which should destrey a brother, many
circumstances and considerations had conspired to urge him towards its accomplishment. Among these was the conduct of the late Count towards himself, which, however
reasonable, as it had contradicted his own selfish gratifications, and added strong reproof to opposition, had excited his mostinvelerale hatred. Schedoni, who, as a younger
brother of his family, bore, at that time, the titie of Count di Marinefia, had dissipated his small patrimony at a very early age; but, though suffering might then have taught him
prudence. it had only encouraged him in duplicity, and rendered him more eager to seek a temporary refuge in the same habits of extravagance which had led to it. The Count
di Bruno, though his fortune was very imited, had afforded frequent supplies to his brother, till, finding that he was incorigible, and that the sums which he himself spared with
difficulty from his family were lavished, without remorse, by Maringlta. irstead of being applied, with ecanomy. to his suppont. he réfused further aid than was sufficient for his
absolute necessities,

It would be difficult for a candid mind to befieve how a conduct so reasonable could possibly excite hatred inany breast, or that the power of selfishness could so far warp any
understanding, as to induce Marinella, whom we will, in future, again call Schedoni, to look upon-his brother with detestation, because he had refused to ruin imself that his
kinsman might revell Yet it is cerain that Schedoni, terming the necessary prudence of di Bruno to be meanness and cold insensibility to the comfort of others suffered full as
much resentment towards him from system, a5 he did from passion, though the meanness and the insensibility he imagined in his brother's character were not only real traits in
his own, but were displaying themselves in the very arguments he urged against them.

The rancour thus excited was cherished by innumerable circumstances, and ripenad by envy, that meanest and most maligrant of the human passions; by envy of di Bruno's
blessings, of an unencumbered esiate, and of a beautiful wife, he was tempted to pepelrate the deed, which might transfer those blessings to himself. Spatatro, whom he
employed to this purpose, was well known to him, and he did not fear to confide the conduct of the crime 1o this man, who was to purchase a little habitation on the remote
shore of the Adriatic, and, with a certain stipend, to reside there. The ruinous dweliing, to which Ellena had been camied, as its solifary situation suited Schedoni's views, was
taken forhim,

Schedoni, who had good infelligence of all di Bruno's movements, acquainted Spalafro. from time to time, with his exact situaion; and it was after di Bruno, on his return, had
crossed the Adriatic, from Ragusi to Manfredenia, and was entering upon the woods of the Garganus, that Spalatro, with his comrade, overtook him. They fired at the Count
and his attendants, who were only a valet, and a guide of the country, and, concealed among the thickets, they securely repeated the attack. The shot did not immediately
succeed, and the Count, looking round to discover his enemy, prepared to defend himself, butthe firing was so rapidly sustained, that. at length, both di Bruno and his servant
fell, covered with wounds. The guide fled,

The unforfunate travellars were buried by their assassing on the spot; but, whether the suspicion which attends upon the consciousness of guilt, prompted Spalatro fo guard
against every possibility of being betrayed by the accomplice of his crime, or whatever was the molive, he relurned fo the forest alone; and, shrouded by night, removed the
bodies to a pit, which he had prepared under the fiooring of the house where he lived; thus displacing all proof, should his acoomplice hereafter point out to justice the spotin
which he had assisted o deposit the mangled remains of di Bruno.

Schedoni contrived a plausible history of the shipwreck of his brother upon the Adriatic, and of the loss of the whole crew; and, as no persons bul the assassins were
acquainted with the real cause of his death. the guide, who had fled, and the people at the only town he had passed through, since he landed, being ignorant even of the. name
of di Bruno, there was not any circumstance to contradict the falshood. it was universally credited, and even the widow of the Count had, perhaps, never doubted its truth; or if,
after her compelied marriage with Schedoni, his conduct did awaken a suspicion, it was too vague fo produce any serious conseguence.

Curing the reading of Spalatro’s confession, and particularly atthe conclusion of it, the surprize and dismay of Schedoni were too powerful for concealment and it was not the
least considerable part of his wonder, that Spalatro should have come to Rome for the pupose of making these depositions; but further consideration gave him a conjecturs of
the truth.

The account, which Spalatro had given of his motive for this joumey to the priest, was, that, having lately understood Schedoni to be resident at Rome, he had foliowed him
thither, with an intertion of relieving his conscience by an acknowledgment of his own crimes, and a disclosure of Schedoni's. This, however, was not exactly the fact. The
design of Spalatro was to extort meney from the guilty Confessor; a design, from which the latter believed he had protected himself, as well as from every other evil
consequence, when he misled his late accomplice, respecting his place of residence; little foreseeing, thatthe very artifice, which should send this man in search of him fo
Rome, instead of Naples, woud be the means of bringing his crimes before the public.

Spalatro had followed the steps of Schedoni as far as the fown at which he slept, on the first night of his journey; and, having there passed him, had reached the villa di



Cambrusca, when, perceiving the Confessor approaching, he had taken shelter from obsenvation, within the ruin. The motive, which before made him shrink from notice, had
contrbuted, and still did so, to a suspicion that he aimed at the life of Schedoni, who, inwounding him, believed he had saved himself from an assassin, The wounds, however,

of Spalatro did not so mush disable him, but that he proceeded towards Rome from the town whence the paring road had conducted his master towards Naples.

The fatigue of a long journey, performed chiefly on foot, in Spalatro’s wounded condition, occasioned a fever, that terminated together his journey and his life; and in his last
hours he had unburdened his conscience by a full confession of his guilt. The priest, who, on this occasion, had been sent for, alarmed by the importance of the confession,
since it implicated a living person. called in a friend as witness to the depositions. This witness was father Nicola, the former intimate of Schedoni, and who was of a character
to rejoice inany discovery, which might punish a man from whose repeated promises he had received only severe disappointments.

Schedoni now perceived that all his designs against Spalatro had failed, and he had meditated more than have yet been fully disclosed. it may be remembered, thaton parting
with the peasant, his conductor, the Confessor, gave him a stiletto fo defend him, as he said, from the attack of Spalatro, in case of encountering him on the road. The point of
this instrument was tipped with poison; so that a scratch from it was sufficient to inflict death, Schedoni had for many years secretly carried about him such an envenomed
instrument, for reasons known only to himself. He had hoped, that, shouid the peasant meet Spalatro, and be provoked to defend himself, this stiletto would terminate the life of
his accomplice, and relieve him from all probability of discovery, since the other assassin, whom he employed, had been dead several years. The expedient failed in every
respect; the peasant did not even see Spalatro; and, before he reached his home, he luckily lostthe fatal stifefto, which, as he had discovered himselfto be acquainted with
some circumstances connected with the crimes of Schedoni, the Confessor would have wished him to keep, from the chance, that he might some time injure himseffinusing it
The poniard, as he had no proper means of fastening itto his dress, had fallen, and was camied away by the torrent he was crossing at that moment.

But if Schedon had been shocked by the confession of the assassin, his dismay was considerably greater, when a new witness was brought forward, and he perceived an
ancient domestic of his house, This man identified Schedoni for Ferando Count di Bruno, with whom he had lived as a servant after the death of the Count his brother. And not
only did he bear testimony 1o the person of Schedoni. but to the death of the Counless, his wife, Giovanni declared himself to be one of the domeslics who had assisted in
conveying her to her aparment, after she had been struck by the poniard of Schedoni, and who had afterwards atended her funeral in the chureh of the Santa del Miracoli, a
convent near the late residence of di Bruno. He further afirmed, that the physicians had reported her death to be in consequence of the wound she had received, and he bore
witness to the fiight of his master, previous to the death of the Countess, and immediately upon the assassination, and that he had never publicly appeared upon his estate
since that period.

Aninguisitor asked, whether any measures had been taken by the relations of the deceased lady, toward a prosecution of the Count.

The witness replied, thata long search had been made for the Count, for such a purpese, but that he had wholly eluded discovery, and that, of course, no further step had been
taken in the affair. This reply appeared to occasion dissatisfaction; the tribunal was silent, and seemed 1o hesitate; the vicar-general then addressed the witness

“How can you be certain that the person now before you, calling himself father Schedoni, is the Count di Bruno, your former master, if you have never seen him during the long
interval of years you mention®

Giovanni, without hesitation, answered, thal, though years had worn the features of the Count, he recollected them the moment he beheld him: and not the Court only, but the
person of the penitentiary Ansaldo, whom he had seen a frequent visitor at the house of di Bruno, though his appearance, also. was considerably changed bytime, and by the
ecclesiastical habit which he now wore,

The vicar-general seemed still o doubt the evidence of this man, till Ansaldo himself, on being called upon, remembered him to have been a servant of the Count, though he
could not identify the Count himself.

The grand inquisitor remarked, that it was extraordinary he should recollect the face of the servant, yet forget that of the master. with wham he had lived in habits of inmacy. To
this Ansaldo replied, that the stronger passions of Schedoni, tegether with his particular habits. of life, might reasonably be supposed fo have wrought a greater change upon
the features of the Count than the character and circumstances of Giovanni's could have effected on his.

Schedoni, notwithout reason, was appalled, on the appearance of this servant, whose further testimony gave such clearness and force to some other parts of the evidence,
that the tribunal pronounced sentence upon Schedoni, as the murderer of the Count his brother; and as this, the first charge, was sufficient for his condemnation to death, they
did not proceed upon the second, that which related to his wife.

The emotion betrayed by Schedoni, on the appearance of the last witness, and during the delivery of the evidence, disappeared when his fate became certain; and when the
dreadful sentence ofthe law was pronounced, it made no visible impression an his mind. From that moment, his firmness or his hardihood never forsook him.

Vivaldi, who witnessed this condemnation, appeared infinitely more affected by it than himself, and, though in revealing the circumstance of father Nicola's summons, which
had eventually fed to the discovery of Schedoni’s crimes, he had not been left a choice in his conduct, he felt, al this moment, as miserable as if he had actually bome witness
against the life of a fellow being: what, then, would have been his feelings. had he been told that this Schedoni, thus condemned, was the father of Ellena di Rosalbal BLg,
whafever these might be, he was soon condemned to experience them. One of the most powerful of Schedoni's passions appeared evenin this fast scene: and as, in quitting
the tribunal, he passed near Vivaldi, he uttered these few words—In me you have murdered the father of Ellena di Rosalbal®

Mot with any hope that the intercession of Vivaldi, imself also a prisoner, could in the least mitigate a sentence pronounced by the Inquisition, did he say this, but for the
purpose of revenging himself for the evil, which Vivaldi's evidence had confributed to produce, and inficting the exquisite misery such information must give, The attempt
succeeded too well

At first, indeed, Vivaldi judged this to be only the desperate assertion of a man, who believed his last chance of escaping the rigour of the law to rest with him: and, at the
mention of Eliena, forgetting every precaution, he loudly demanded to know her situation. Schedoni, throwing upon him anhorrible smile of tiumph and dension, was passing
forward without rephying, but Vivaldi, unable to support this state of uncertainty, asked permission of the tnbunal to corverse, for a few moments, with the prisoner, a request
which was granted with extreme reluctance, and only on condifion that the conversation should be public

To Vivaldi's guestions, as to the situation of Ellena, Schedoni only replied, that she was his daughter and the solemnity, which accompanied these repeated assertions, though
itfailed to convince Vivaldi of this truth, occasioned him agenizing doubt and apprehension but when the Confesser, perceiving the policy of disclosing her place of residence
to Vivaldi, softenad from his desire.of vengeance {o secure the interest of his family, and named the Santa della Pieta as her present asylum, the joy of such intelligence
overcame, for a ime, every other consideration.

To this dialogue, however, the officials put a speedy conclusion; Schedaoni was led back to his cell, and Vivaldi was soon after ardered to his former close confinement.

But Paulo became again owrageous, when he was about to be separated from his master, till the latter, having petitioned the tribunal, that his servant might accompany him to
his prison, and received an absolute refusal, endeavoured to caim the violence of his despair. He fell at his master's feet, and shed tears, but he uttered o further complaints.
When he rose, he fumned his-eyes in silence upon Vivaldi, and they seemed {o say, “Dear master! | shall never see you more!” and with this sad expression, he continued to
gaze on him till he had left the hall.

Vivaldi, notwithstanding the various subjects of his distress; could not bear to meet the piteous looks of this poor man, and he withdrew his eyes; yet. at every other step he
took, they constantly returned to his faithful senvant, till the doors folded him from sight

When he had quitted the hall, Vivaldi pleaded, however hopelessly, o the officials. in favour of Paulo,-entreating that they would speak fo the persons, who kept guard over him,
and prevail with them to shew him every aliowable indulgence.

“No indulgence can be allowed him,” replied one of the men, "except bread and water, and the liberty of waking in his cell.”
“No other!” said Vivaldi,

‘None," repeated the official. “This prisoner has been near gefting one of his quards inlo a scrape already, for, somehow or other, he so talked him over, and won upan him, {for
he is but a young one here) that the man tet him have a light, and a penand ink; but, luckily, it was found out, before any harm was dene.”

“And what became of this honest fellow?” inguired Vivaldi.



“Honest! he was none 50 honest, either, Signar, if he could not mind his duty.”

“Was he punished, then?”

“No. Signor,” replied the man, pausing, and looking back upon the long avenue they were passing, 1o inguire whether he was observed to hold this conversation with 2 prisoner.
“no, Signor, he was a younker, so they let him off for once, and sent him to guard a man, who was not so full of his coaxing ways.”

“Paulo made him merry, perhaps?” asked Vivaldi. “What were the coaxing ways you spoke of?”

“Merry, Signor! no! he made him cry, and that was as bad.”

“indeed!” said Vivaldi. “The man must have been here, 1h_en, a very short time.”

“Notmaore than a month, or so, Signor.™

“But the coaning ways you talked of " repeated Vivaldi, “‘what were they?—a ducat, or s0?”

“A ducat!” exclaimed the man, ‘nol nota paoclol”

“Are yousure of that?” cried Vivaldi, shrewdly.

“Aye, sure enough, Signor. This feliow is not worth a ducat in the world!"

“But his master is, friend,” observed Vivaldi, in a very low voice, while he putsome money into his hand.
The officer made no answer, but concealed the money, and nothing further was said.

Vivaldi had given this as a bribe, to procure some kindness for his servant, not from-any consideration of imseff, for his own critical situation had ceased at thistime to be a
subject of aniety with him. His mind was at present strangely agitated betweean emotions the most opposite in their nature, the joy which a discovery of Ellena’s safely inspired,
and the horrible suspicions that Schedoni's assurances of relationship occasioned. That his Ellena was the daughter of a murderer, that the father of Eflena should be brought
to igneminious death, and that he himself, however unintentionally, should have assisted to this event, were consideralions aimost too homible o be sustained! Vivaldi sought
refuge from them in various conjectures as to the molive, which might have induced Schedoni to assert a falsehood in this instance; but that of revenge alone appeared
plausible; and even this surmise was weakened, when he considered that the Confessor had assured him of Ellena’s safety, an assurance which, as Vivaldi did not detect the
selfish policy connected withit, he believed Schedoni wolld not have given, had his generalintent towards him been malicious. Bul it was possible, that this very information,
on which all his comfort reposed, might be false, and had been given only for the purpose of inflicting the anguish a discovery of the truth must lead to! With an anxiefy so
intense,-as almost to overceme his faculty of judging. he examined every minute probability relative to this point. and concluded with believing that Schedoni had, in this last
instance_at least, spoken honesty.

Whether he had done so in his first asserion was a guestion, which had raised in Vivaldi's mind a tempest of conjectire and of homor; for, while the subject of it was too
astonishing to be fully believed, it was, also, too dreadful, not to be apprehended even as a possibility.



CHAPTER IX.

Orholy nunl why bend the mournful head?

Why fall those tears from lids upliftin pray'r?
Whiy o'er thy pale cheek steals the feeble blush,
Thenfades, and lzaves it wan as the lily
COnwhich a meon-beam falis?

While these events were passing in the prisons of the Inquisition at Rome, Ellena, in the sanctuary of Our Lady of Pity, remainad ignorant of Schedoni's arrest, and of Vivaldi's
situation. She undersicod that the Confessor was preparing fo acknowiedge her for his daughter, and believed hat she comprehended alse the molive for his absence; but,
though he had forbidden her to expect a visit from him till his arrangement shouid be completed, he had promised fo write inthe mean ime, and inform her of all the present
circumstances of Vivaldi; his unexpected silence had excited, therefore, apprehensions as vanous, though not so temible, as those which Vivaldi had suffered for her; nor did
the silence of Vivaldi himself appear less exiracrdinary.

“His-confinement must be severe indeed,” said the afficted Ellena, “since he cannot relieve my andety by a single line of inteligence. Or, perhaps, harassed by unceasing
opposition, he has submitted to the command of his family, and has consented to forget me. Ahl why did | leave the opportunity for that command to his family; why did | not
enforce it myselfl”

Yet, while she uttered this self-reproach, the tears she shed coniradicted the pride which had suggested it: and a conviclion lurking in her heart that Vivaldi could not so resign
her, soon dissipated those tears. But olher corjectures recalled them; it was possible that he was il<that he was dead!

in such vague and gloomy surmise her days passed away, employment couid no longer withdraw her from herself, nor music, even for a moment, charm away the sense of
sorrow; yet she regulary partook of the various occupations of the nuns; and was so far from permitting herseifto induige in any useless expression of anxety, that she had
never once disclosed the sacred subject of it; so that, though she could not assume an air of cheerfulness. she never appeared othenwise than franquil. Her most soothing, yet
perhaps most melancholy hour, was when about sun-setshe could withdraw unnoticed, to the terrace ameng the rocks, that overlooked the convent, and formed a part of its
domain. There. along and relieved from all the ceremonial restrainis of the society, her very thoughts seemed more atliberty. As, from beneath the light foliage of the acacias,
or the more majestic shade of the plane-irees that waved their branches over the many-coioured cliffs of this temace, Elliena lnoked down upon the magnificent scenery of the
bay, it brought back to memory, insad yet pleasing detail, the many happy days she had passed on those blue waters, or on the shares, inthe soclety of Vivaldi and her
departed relative Bianchi; and every point of the prospect marked by such remembrance, which the veiling distance stole, was rescued by imagination, and pictured by
affection in ints more animated than those of brightest nature.

One evening Elizena had lingered on the termace later than usual. She had watched the rays relinng from the highest points of the horizon, and the fading imagery of the lower
scene, fill, the sun having sunk into the waves, all colouring was withdrawn, exceptan empurpling and reposing hue, which overspread the waters and the heavens, and blended
insoft confusion every feature of the landscape. The roofs and slender spires of the Santa della Pieta, with a single tower of the church rising loflily over every other part of the
buildings that composed the convent, were fading fast from the eye; but the solemn tint that invested them accorded so well with their style, that Ellena was unwilling to
relinguish this interesting object. Suddenly she perceived through the dubious ight an unusual number of moving figures in the court of the great cloister, and listening, she
fancied she could distinguish the murmuring of many voices, The white drapery of the nuns rendered them conspicuous a3 they moved, but it was impossible to ascertain who
were the individuals engaged inthis bustie. Presently the assemblage dispersed; and Eliena. curious to understand the occasion of what she had observed, prepared to
descend to the convent.

She had left the temace, and was about to enter 2 long avenue of chesinuts that extended to a part of the convent communicating immediately with the great court, when she
heard approaching steps, and, onturning into the walk, perceived several persons advancing in the shady distance. Amoeng the voices, as they drew nearer, she distinguished
one whose interesting tone engaged all her attention, and began also to awaken memory. She fistened, wondered, doubted, hoped, and feared! t spoke again! Ellena thought
she could not be deceived inthose tender accents, so full of intelligence, so expressive of sensibiity and refinement. She proceeded with quicker steps, yet faltered as she
drew near the group, and paused to discemn whether among them was any figure that might accord with the voice and justify her hopes.

The voice spoke again; it pronounced her name; pronounced it with the tremblings of tendemess and impatience. and Ellena scarcely dared to trist her senses, when she
beheld Qlivia, the nun of San Stefano, in the cloisters of the Delia Pietal

Ellena could find no words to express her joy and surprise on beholding her preserver in safely, and in these quiet groves, but Olivia repaid all the affectionate caresses of her
young friiend, and, while she promised to explain the circumstance that had led to her present appearance here, she, in her turn, made numerous inquiries relative to Ellena’s:
adventures after she had quitted San Stefano. They were now, however, surrounded by too many auditers fo aliow of unreserved conversation; Eliena, therefore, led the nun to
her apartment, and Ofivia then explained her reasons for having lefi the convent of San Stefano, which were indeed sufficient to justify, even with the mast nigid devotee, her
conduct as o the change. This unfortunate recluse, itappeared, persecuted by the suspicions of the abbess. who understood thal she had assisted in the liberation of Ellena,
had petitioned the bishop of her diocese for leave to remove to the Santa della Pieta. The abbess had not proofto proceed formally against her, as an accomplice in the
escape of a novice, for though Jeronimo could have supplied the requisite evidence. he was too deeply implicated in this adventure to do so without betraying his own conduct
From his having withheld such proof, it appears, however, that accident rather than design had occasioned his failure on the evening of Ellena’s depariure from the monastery.
But, though the abbess had not testimony enough forlegal purishment, she was acquainted with circumstances sufficient to justify suspicion, and had both the inclination and
the power to render Clivia very miserable.

In her choice of the Santa della Pieta, the nun was Influenced by many considerations, some of which were the consequence of conversations she had held with Ellena
respecting the state of that society. Her design she had been unable to disclose to herfriend, lest, by a discovery of such comespondence, the abbess of San Stefano should
obiain grounds on which o proceed against her. Evenin her appeal to the bishop the utmost caution and secrecy had been necessary. till the order for her removal, procured
not without considerable delay and difficulty, armved, and when it came, the jealous anger of the supenor rendered an immediate departure necessary.

Olivia, during many years, had been unhappyin her local circumstances, but it is probable she would have concluded her days within the walls of San Stefano, had not the
aggravated oppression of the abbess aroused her cowage and-achivity, and dissipated the despondency, with which severe misfortune had obscured her views.

Ellena was particuiar in her inguiries whether any person of the monastery had suffered for the assistance they had given her, but learned that not one, except Olivia, had been
suspected of befriending her; and then understood, that the venerable friar, who had dared to unfasten the gate which restored her with Vivaldi to liberty, had not been involved
by his kindness:

“It is an embarrassing and rather an unusus! circumstance,” concluded Clivia, "o change one's convent; but you perceive the strong reasons which determined me upona
removal. | was, however, perhaps, the more impatient of severe treatment, since you, my sister, had described to me the society of Qur Lady of Pity, and since | believed it
possible that you might form a part of it. When, on my amival here, | leamned thal my wishes had not deceived me on this point, | was impabent to see you once more, and as
soon as the ceremonies attending an introduction to the superior were over, | requested to be conducted to you, and was in search of you when we met in the avenue_ it is
unnecessary for me to insist upon the satisfaction, which this meeting gives me; but you may not, perhaps, understand how much the manners of our lady abbess, and of the
sisternood in general, as far as a firstinteniew will allow me to judge of them, have re-animated me. The gioom, which has long hung over my prospects, seems now to open,
and a distant gleam promises to light up the evening of my stormy day.”

Olivia paused and appeared to recollect herself, this was the first time she had made so direct a reference to her own misfortunes, and, while Ellena silently remarked it, and
ohserved the dejection, which was already stealing upan the expressive counfenance of the nun, she wished. yet feared 1o lead her back towards the subject of them.

Endeavounng to dismiss some painful remembrance, and assuming a smile of languid gaiety, Olivia said, "Now that | have refated the history of my removal, and sufficiently
indulged my egotism. will you let me hear what adventures hiave befallen you, my young friend, since the melancholy adieu you gave me in the gardens of San Stefano.”

This was a task, to which Ellena’s spirits, though revived by the presence of Ofivia, were still unequal. Over the scenes of her past distress Time had not et drawn his
shadowing veil; the colours were all too fresh and gansh for the meek dejection of her eye, and the subject was oo intimately connected with that of her present anwiety, to be



reviewed without very painful feelings. She therefore requested Ofivia to spare her from a detail of parficulars, which she could not recollect but with extireme reluctance; and,
scrupulously obsening the injunction of Schedoni, she merely mentioned her separation from Vivaldi upon the banks of the Celano, and that a vanety of distressing
circumstances had intervened before she could regain the sanctuary of the della Pista.

Clivia understood too well the Kind of feelings, from which Ellena was desirous of escaping. wilingly to subject her to a renewal of them: and felt too much generous
compassion for her sufferings not to endeavour to soothe the sense of them by an exartion of those delicate and nameless arts which, while they mock detection, fascinate the
weary spint as by a charm of magic!

The friends continued in conversation, till a chime from a chapel of the convent summoned them to the last vespers; and, when the senice had concluded, they separated for
the night.

With the scciety of the Santa della Pieta, Olivia had thus found an asylum such as fill lately she had never dared to hope for; but, though she frequentty expressed her sense of
this blessing, it was seldom without tears; and Ellena observed, with some surprise and more disappointment, within a very few days after her arrival, a cloud of melancholy
spreading again over her mind.

Buta nearer interest soon withdrew Eflena’s attention from Olivia to fix it upon Vivaldi, and, when she saw her infirm old senvant, Beatrice, enter a chamber of the comvent, she
anticipated that the knowledge of some extraordinary, and probably unhappy, eventhad brought her, She knew too well the circumspection of Schedoni fo believe that Beatrice
came commissioned from him; and as the uncertain situation of Vivaldi was so constantly the subject of her anxiely, she-immediately concluded that her servant came to
announce some evil refative fo him — His indisposition, perhaps his actual confinement in the Inquisition, which fatefy she had sometimes been inclined to think might not
have beena mere menace to Vivaldi, though it had proved to be no more to herseff—or possibly she came folell of his death—his death in those prisons! This lastwas a
possibility that aimost incapacitated her forinquiring what was the erand of Beatrice.

The old servant, trembling and wan, either from the fatigue of her walk, or from a consciousness of disastrous infefligence, seated herself without speaking, and some moments
elapsed before she could be prevailed with to answer the repeated inguines of Ellena.

*0 Signora!” said she, at length, “you do not know what it is fo walk up hill such afong way, atmy age! Welll heaven protect you, | hope you never willl”
“| perceive you bring il news,” said Ellena; *l am prepared for it, and you need not fear to tefi me all you know."

“Holy San Marco!” exclaimed Beatrice, ‘if death be ill news, you have guessed right, Signora, for | do bring news of that. it is certain. How came you, Lady, to know my errand?
They have been beforehand with me, | see, though | have notwalked so fast up hill this many a day, as | have now, to tell you what has happened”

She stopped onobsening the changing countenance of Ellena, who tremulously called upon her to explain what had happened—who was dead; and enfreated her to relate the
particulars as speedily as possible.

“You said you was prepared, Signora,” said Beatrice, "but your looks tell another tale.”—

“Whatis the event youwould disclose?" said Ellena, almost breathless, “When did it happen?—be brief”

‘|l eannot tell exactly when it happened. Signora, butit was an own servant of the Marchese's that | had it from.”

“The Marchese’s?" interrupted Ellena in a faftering voice.

“Aye, Lady; youwill say that is pretty good authority.”

“Deathl and in the Marchese’s familyl” exclaimed Ellena.

“Yes, Signora, | had it from his own sesvant. He was passing by the garden-gate just as | happened to be speaking to the maccaroni-man—— Butyeuare ill, Ladyl—
“lam very well, if you will but proceed,” replied Ellena, faintly, while her eyes were fixed upon Beatrice, as if they only had power to-enforce her meaning.

“*Well, dame,” he says to me, '| have not seen you of a long time." 'No,' says |, 'that is a great grievance truly! for old women now-a-days are not much thought of, out of sight out
of mind with them, now-a-days!' "—

‘I beseech you to the purpose.” interrupted Ellena. "Whose death did he announce?” She had not courage to pronounce Vivaldi's name.

“You shall hear Signora, | saw he looked in a sort of a bustle, 5o | asked him how all did atthe Palazzo, 5o he arswers, 'Bad enough, Signora Beatrice, have not you heard?
‘Heard,' says [ ‘what should L have heard?” "Why.' says he, ‘of what has just happened in our family." "

“0 heavens!® exclaimed Ellena, *he is dead! Vivaldi is dead!”

“You shall hear, Signora,” continued Beatrice,

“Be briefi” said Ellena, “answer me simply yes orno.”

“lcannot, till | come to the right place, Signora; if you will but have a litfle patience, you shall hear all. But if you fluster me so, you will put me quite out.”
*Grant me patience!™said Ellena, endeavouring fo calm her spints.

“With that. Signora, |asked him to walk in and rest himself, and tell me all about it. He answered, he was ina greathumy, and could not stay a moment, and a great deal of that
sort; but |, knowing that whatever happened in that family, Signora, was something 1o you, would not et him go off so easily; and so, when [ asked him to refresh himseff with a
glass of lemon-ice, he forgot all his business ina minute; and we had a long chat”

And Beatrice might now have continued her circumiocuion, perhaps as long as she had pleased, for Ellena had lost all power to urge inquiry, and was scarcely sensible of
what was said. She neither spoke, nor shed a tear; the one image that possessed her fancy, the image of Vivaldi dead seemed to hold all her faculies, as by aspell

“Sowhen | asked him," added Bealnice, "again what had happened, he was ready enough to tell all about it. 'ltis neara month ago,” said he, 'since she was first taken; the
Marchesa had been "——

“The Marchesa!l” repeated Ellena; with whom that one word had dissolved the spell of terror—the Marchesal®

“Yes Signora, to be sure, Who else did | say it was!t”

“Go on, Beatrice, the Marchesa?—

“What makes you look sa-glad all of a sudden, Signora? |thought just now you was very sorry about it. What! | wamrant you was thinking about my young lord, Vivaldi ®
‘Proceed,.” said Efiena.

“Well" added Beafrice, ‘It was about 2 month ago that the Marchesa was first taken. contirued the varlet 'She had seemed poorly a long time, but it was from a conversazione
at the di Vioglio palazzo, that she came home so ill. ttis supposed she had been long ina bad state of health, but nobody thought her so near her end, till the doctors were
called together, and then matters looked very bad indeed. They found out that she had been dying, or as good, for many years, though nobody else had suspected it and the
Marchesa's own physician was blamed for not finding it out before. But he," added the rogue, “had a regard for my lady. He was very abstinate, too, forhe kept saying almost to
the last, there was no danger, when every body else saw how it was going. The other doctors soon made their wards good, and my lady died."”

“And herson"—said Ellena, “was he with the Marchesa when she expired?”



“What, Signor Vivaldi, lady? No, the Signor was not there.”

“Thatis very extraordinan” observed Eliena with emotion. *Did the servant mention him?”

“Yes, Signora; he said what a sad thing it was that he should be out ofthe way at thattime, and nobodyknow where!”
"Are his family then ignorant where he is?" asked Ellena, with increased emotion,

“To be sure they are, lady, and have been for these many weeks. They have heard nothing at 2l of the Signor, or one Pauls Mendrico, his servant, though the Marchesa's
people have been riding post after them from one end of the kingdom ta the other all the ime!”

Shocked with the conviction of a circumstance, which, till lately she scarcely believed was possible, the imprisonment of Vivaldi in the Inguisition, Ellena lost for a while all
power of further inguiny; but Beatrice proceeded.

“The Lady Marchesa seemed to lay something much to heart, as the man told me, and often inguired for Signor Vincentio.”

“The Marchesa you-are sure then was ignorant where he was?” said Ellena, with new astonishment and perplexity as {o the person who, after betraying him into the Inguisition,
could yet have suffered her, though arrested at the same time, fo escape,

“Yes, Signora, for she wanted sadly to see him, And when she was dying, she sent for her Confessor, one father Schedoni, | think they call him. and™—
“What of him?" said Eliena incautiously.

“Mothing, Signora, for he could not be found.”

“Not be found!” repeated Ellena.

“No, Signora, not just then; he was Confessor, | warrant, to other people beside the Marchesa, and I dare saythey had sins enough to confess, so he could notget awayina
hurry.”

Ellena recoliected herself sufficiently to ask no further of Schedoni; and, when she considered the probable cause of Vivaldi's arest, she was again consoled by a belief that he
had not fallen into the power of real officials, since the comrades of the men whe had armested him, had proved themselves othenwise; and she thought it highly probable, that,
while undiscovered by his family, he had been, and was still engaged insearching for the place of her confinement.

“But lwas saying.” proceeded Eealrice, "what a bustle there was when my lady, the Marchesa was dying. As this father Schedoni was not to be found, another Confessor was
sent for, and shut up with her for a long while indeed! And then my Lord Marchese was called in, and there seemed to be a deal going forward, for my Lord was heard every
now and then by the attendants in the anti-chamber, talking loud, and sometimes my Lady Marchesa's voice was heard too, though she was so |l Atlast all was silent, and
after some time my Lord came out of the room, and he seemed very much flustered, they say. that is, very angry and yet very sorowful. But the Confessor remained with my
Lady for a long while after, and, when he departed, my Lady appeared more unhappy than ever. She fived all that night and part of the nextday, and something seemed to lie
very heavy at her hear, for she sometimes wept, but oftener groaned, and would look so, that it was piteous o see her, She frequently asked for the Marchese, and when he
came, the atlendants were sent away, and they held long conferences by themselves. The Confessor also was sent for again, just atthe last, and they were all shut up together.
After this, my Lady appeared more easy in her mind, and not long after she died.”

Ellena, who had aftended closely to this little narative, was prevented for the present from asking the few questions which it had suggested, by the entrance of Olivia, who. on
perceiving a stranger, was retiring, but Eliena, not considering these inguiries as important, prevailed with the nun 1o take a chair at the embroidery frame she had fately quitted,

After conversing for a few moments with Clivia, she returned to a consideration of her own interests, The absence of Schedoni still appeared to her as something more than
accidental; and, though she could not urge any inquiry with Beatrice, concerning the monk of the Spirito Santo, she veniured to ask whether she had lately seen the stranger,
who had restored her to Altier, for Beatrice knew him only in the character of Ellena’s deliverer

“Mo, Signora,” replied Beatrice rather sharply, | have never seen his face since he attended you to the villa, though for that matter, | did not see much of it there; and then how
he confrived to et himself out of the house that night without my seeing him, | cannot divine, though | have thought of it often enough since. lam sure he need not fo have been
ashamed to have shewn his face o me. for | should only have blessed him for bringing you safe home againl®

Ellena was somewhat surprized to find that Beatrice had noticed a circumstance apparently so tnvial, and replied, thatshe had herself openad the door for her protector.

While Beatrice spoke, Olivia raising her eyes from the embroidery, had fixed them uponthe old servant, who respectfully withdrew hers, but, when the nun was again engaged
on herwork, she resumed her observation. Elfiena fancied she perceived something extraordinary in this mutual examination, afthough the curiosity of strangers towards each
ather might have accounted for it

Beatrice then received directions from Eflena as to some drawings. whichshe wished to have sent to the convent: and when the senvant spoke in reply. Olivia again raised her
eyes, and fixed them on her face withintense curiosity.

“l certainly ought to know that voice.” said the nun with great emobion, “though | dare not judge from your features. Is it—can it be possiblel—is it Beatrice Qlca, to whom |
speak? So many years have passed —

Beatrice with equal surprize answered, "It is, Signora; you are rightin my name. But, lady, who are you that know me?”

While she eamestly regarded Olivia, there was an expression of dismay in her look, which increased Ellena’s perpiesdty. The nun's complexion varied every instant, and her
words failed when she attempted to speak, Beatrice meanwhile exclaimed, “My eyes deceive mel yetthere is a strange likeness. Santa defia Pietal how it has fluttered me! my
heartbeats stil—you are so fike her, lady. yet you are very different too."

Olivia, whose regards were now enfirely fixed upon EBiena, said in a voice that was scarcely articuiate, while her whole rame seemed sinking beneath some irresistible feeling,
“Tell me, Beatrice, |conjure you, guickly say, who is this?" She pointed to Eliena, and the sentence died on her lips.

Beatrice, wholly oocupied by interests of her own, gave no reply, but exclaimed, “ is in truth the Lady Olivia! R is herselfl In the name of all that is sacred, how came you here?
Ol how glad you must have been to find one another oull” She looked, stili gasping with astonishment, at Olivia, while Eliena, unheand, repeatedly ingured the meaning of her
words, and in the next moment found herself pressed to the bosom of the nun, who seemed better o have understood them, and who weeping, trembling, and almost fainting,
held her there in silence.

Ellena. after some moments had thus passed, requested an explanation of what she witnessed, and Beatrice at the same time demanded the cause of all this emotion. “For
can it be that you did not know one another?” she added.

“What new discovery is this?" said Ellena, fearfully, to the nun. “it is but [ately that | have found my father! O tell me by whattender name tam to call you?”

“Your father!” exclaimed Ofivia.

“Your father, lady!" echeed Bealrice.

Eliena, betrayed by strong emaotion into this premature mention of Schedoni, was embarrassed and remained silent.

“No, my child!” said Olivia, softening from amazement into tones of ineffable sormow, while she again pressed Ellena to her heart—"Nol—thy father is in the gravel”

Ellena no fonger returned her caresses; surpnze and doubt suspended every tender emation; she gazed upon Clivia with an intenseness that partook of wildness: At length she
said slowly—"1 is my mother, then, wham | see! When will these discoveries end!”



“ is your mother!” replied Olivia solemnly, “a mother's blessing rests with you!”

The nun endeaveurad fo soothe the agifated spints of Ellena, though she was herself nearly overwhelmed by the vanous and acuie feelings this disclosure cccasioned. Fora
considerable time they were unable to speak but in short sentences of affectionate exclamation, but joy was evidently a more predominant feeling with the parent than with the
child. When, however, Ellena could weep, she became more tranquil and by degrees was sensible of a degree ofhappiness, suchasshe had perhaps never experienced.

Meanwhile Beatrice seemed lost in amazement mingled with fear. She expressed no pleasurs, notwithstanding the joy she witnessed, butwas uniformly grave and observant.

Qlivia, when she recovered some degree of composure, inquired for her sister Bianchi. The silence and sudden dejection of Ellena indicated the truth, On this mention of her
late mistress, Bealrice recovered the use of speech.

“Atas! lady.” said the oid servart, “she is now where | belleved you were! and | should as soon have expected to see my dear mistress here as yourselfi”

Qlivia, though affected by this inteligence, did noi feel it wilh the acuteness she would have dane probably at any ofher moment. Afier she had indulged her tears, she added,
that from the unusual silence of Bianchi, she had suspected the truth, and paricularly since not any answer had been retumed to the letter she had sent to Altieri upon her arrival
at the Santa defia Piela.

“Alas!” said Beatrice, *| wonder much my lady abbess failed lo tell you the sad news, for she knew it too weilll— My dear mistress is buried in the church herel as for the letter,
| have brought it with me for Signora Eliena to open.”

“The lady abbess is not informed of our relationship," replied Clivia, “and | have particular reasons for wishing that at present she should remain ignorant of it, Even you, my
Ellena, must appear only as my friend, till some inquiries have been made, which are essential to my peace.”

Olivia required an explanation of Eliena’s late exraordinary assertion respecting her father, but this was a request made with emotions very different from those which hope or
joy inspire_ Ellena, believing that the same circumstances which had deceived herself during so many years, as to his death. had also misled Olivia, was not surprized at the
increduity her mother had shewn, but she was considerablyembamassed how to answer her inquiries. It was now too late to observe the promise of secrecy extorted from her
by Schedoni; the first moments of surprize had betrayed her; yet, while she trembled further to transgress his injunction, she perceived that a full explanation was now
unavoidable. And. since Ellena considered, that as Schedoni could not have foreseen her present peculiar situation, his command had no reference to her mother, her scruples
onthis head disappeared. When, therefore, Beatrice had withdrawn, Eflena repeated her assertion, that her father still Rved, which, though it increased the amazement of
Clivia, did not h‘aﬁn’sh her incredulity. Olivia's tears flowed fast, while in contradiction to this assurance, she mentioned the year in which the Count di Bruno died, with some
circumstances relative 1o his death. which, however, as Eliena understoed that her mother had not witnessed it she still believed had not happened. To confirm her late
assertion, Eliena then related a few parficulars of her second inteniew with Schedoni, and as some confirmation that he lived, offered to produce the podrait, which he had
claimed as his own Clivia, in great agitation requested to-see the miniature; and Ellena left the apatment in search of iL

Every moment of her absence was to Olivia's expectation lengthened to an hour; she paced the room; listened for a footstep; endeavoured to tranguiliize her spints. and shill
Ellena did not retum. Some strange mystery seemed to lurk in the narrative she had just heard, which she wished, yet dreaded to develope; and when, at length, Ellena
appeared with the miniature, she took it in trembling eagemess. and having gazed upon it for an instant, her complexon faded and she fainted.

Ellena had now no doubt respecting the truth of Schedoni's declaration, and blamed herself for not having more gradually prepared her mother for the knowledge of a
circumstance, which she believed had overwheimed her with joy. The uwsual applications, however, soon restored Olivia, whe, when she was again alone with her daughter,
desired {o behold once more the porirait, Eigna. atiributing the strong emotion, with which she still regarded it fo surprize, and fear lest she was admitiing a fallacious hope,
endeavoured to comfort her by renewed assurances, that not only the Count di Bruno yet existed, butthat he fived at this very time in Naples, and further, that he would probabily
be in her presence within the hour, “When | quitted the room for the miniature,” added Eflena, *| dispatched a person with a note, requesting to see my father immediately, being
impatient fo realize the joy, which such a meeting betwesn my long lost parents must occasion.”

In this instance Ellena had certainty suffered her generous sympathy to overcome her discretion, for, though the contents of the note to Schedoni could not positively have
betrayed him, had he even been in Naples at this time, her sending it to the Spirito Santo, instead of the place which he had appeinted for his letters, might have ledto a
prematire inquiry respecting herself

\While Ellena had acquainted Ofivia that Schedoni would probably be with them soon, she watched eagerfy for the joyful surprize she expected would appear on her
countenance; how severe then was her disappointment when only ferror and dismay were expressed there! and, when, inthe next moment her mother ulttéred exclamations of
distress and even of despairl

"I he sees me,” said Olivia, "l am irrecoverably lost! O! unhappy Ellenal your precipitancy has destroyed me. The original of this portrait is not the Count di Bruno, my dear lord,
nor your parent, but his brother, the cruel husband”

Clivia left the sentence unfinished, as if she was betraying more than was at present discreet but Ellena, whom astonishment had keptsilent, now entreated that she would
explain her words, and the cause of her distress.

‘| know rot,” said Olivia, “bywhat means that portrait has been conveyed to you but it is the resemblance of the Count Ferando di Bruno, the brather of my lord, and my'—
second husband she shoud have said, but her lips refused fo honour him with the title,

She paused and was much affected, but presently added——

“Icannot at present explain the subject more fully, for it is to me a very distressing one. Let me rather consider the means of avoiding aninteniew with di Bruno, and even of
concealing, if possible, that | exist™

Clivia was, however, soothed when she understood that Ellena had not named her in the note, but had merely desired lo see the Confessor upon avery particular occasion,

While they were consulfing upon the ekcuse it would be necessary to form for this imprudent summons, the messenger refumed with the ndte unopened, and with information,
that father Schedoni was abroad on a pilgnmage, which was the explanation the brothers ofthe Spinto Santo chose to give of his absence; judging it prudent, for the honour of
their comvent, to conceal his real situation.

Ohwvia, thus released from her fears, consented to explain some points of the subject so interesting to Ellena; butitwas not till several days after this discovery, that she could
sufiiciently command her spirits to relate the whole of her namative. The first part of itagreed perfectly with the account delivered in the confession to the penitentiary Ansaldo;
that which follows was known only to herself, her sister Bianchi, a physician, and one faithiul servant, who had been considerably entrusted with the conduct of the plan

It may be recollected that Schedoni [eft his house immediately after the act, which was designed to be fatal to the Countess hig wife, and that she was carried senseless fo her
chamber, The wound, as appears, was not mortal, But the atrocity of the intent determined her to seize the opportunity thus offered by the absence of Schedoni, and her own
peculiar circumsiances, to release herseif from his fyranny without having recourse to a court of justice, which would have covered with infamy the brother of her first husband.
She withdrew, therefore, fram his howse for ever, and with the assistance of the three persons before-mentioned, retired to a remote part of faly. and sought refuge in the
convent of San Stefano, while at home the report of her death was confirmed by a public funeral. Bianchi remained for some time after the departure of Olivia, in her own
residence near the Villa di Bruno, having taken under her immediate care the daughter of the Countess and of the first Count di Bruno, as well as an infant daughler of the
second.

After some time had elapsed, Bianchi withdrew with her young charge, but notto the neighbourhood of San Stefano. The indulgence of a mother’s tendemess was denied to
Clivia, for Bianchi could not reside near the convent without subjecting her to the hazard of a discovery, since Schedoni, though he now belisved the report of her death, might
be led to doubt it, by the conduct of Bianchi, whose steps would probably be chserved by him. She chose a residence. therefore, at a distance from Qlivia, though not yet at
Altier. At this period, Ellena was nottwo years old; the daughter of Schedoni was scarcely as many months, and she died before the year concluded. It was this his child, for
whom the Confessor, who had too well concealed himself to permit Bianchi to acquaint him with her death, had mistaken Efiena, and to which mistake his own portrait, afirmed
by Efiena to be that of her father, had contributed. This miniature she had found in the cabinet of Bianchi after her aunt's decease, and, obsenving it inscribed with the title of
Count di Bruno, she had wom it with a filial fondness ever since that peried.

Bianchi, when she had acquainted Ellena with the secret of her birth, was withheld, both by prudence and humanity, from intrusting her with a knowledge that her mother lived;



but this, no doubt, was the circumsiance she appeared so anvious fo disclose on her death-bed, when the suddenness of her disorder had deprived her of the power. The
abruptness of that event had thus-confributed 1o keep the mother and daughter unknown o each other, even when they afterwards accidentally metl, to which concealment the
name of Rosalba, given to Ellena from her infancy by Bianchi, for the purpose of protecting her from discovery by her uncle, had assisted. Beatnce, who was not the domestic
entrusted with the escape of Ofivia, had believed the report of her death, and thus, though she knew Ellena to be the daughter of the Countess di Bruno, she could never have
beena means of discovering them to each other, had it not happened that Olivia recognized this ancient servant of Bianchi, while Ellena was present

When Bianchi came to reside in the neighbournood of Naples, she was unsuspicious that Schedoni, who had never been heard of since the night of the assassination,
inhabited there; and she so seldom left her house, thatitis not surprizing she should never happen to meet him, at least consciously, for her veil, and the monk’s cowl, might
easily have concealed them from each other if they had met

It appears to have been the intention of Bianchi to disclose to Vivaldi the family of Eliena, before their nuptials were solemnized, since, on the evening oftheir last conversation,
she had declared, when her spirits were exhausted by the exertion she had made_ that much remained for her to say, which weakness obliged her to defer till another
opportunity. Her unexpected death prevented any future meeting. That she had not sooner infended to make a communication, which might have removed, ina considerable
degree, the objection of the Vivaldi to a connection with Ellena, appears extraordinary, till other circumstances of her family, than that of its nobility. are considered. Her present
indigence, and yet more, the guilt atfached to an individual of the di Bruno, itwas reasonable to suppose would operate as a full antidote to the allurement of rank, howewver
jealous of birth the Vivaldi had proved themsalves.

Ferando di Bruno had confrived. even in the short interval between the death of his brother and the supposed decease of his wife, againto embarrass his affairs, and soon
after his flight, the income arising from what remained of his landed property had beenseized upon by his creditors, whether lawfully or not, he was then in a situation which did
not pemit him to-contest, and Elflena was thus left wholly dependent upon her aunt. The small fortune of Bianchi had been diminished by the assistance she afforded Olivia, for
whose admittance into the convent of San Stefano ithad been necessary to advance a considerable sum; and her original income was afterwards reduced by the purchase of
thevilla Altieri. This expendifure, howewver, was nat an imprudent one, since she preferred the comforts and independence of a pleasant home, with industry, to the indulgence
of anindolence which must have confined her to an inferior residence; and was acguainted with the means of making this industry profitable without being dishonowrable. She
excefled in many elegant and ingenious arls, and the productions of her pencil and needle were privately disposed of to the nuns of the Santa della Pieta. When Ellena was of
anage to assist her, she resigned much of the employment and the profitto her niece, whose genius having unfolded itself, the beauty of her designs and the elegance of her
execution, both in drawings and embroidery, were so highly valued by the purchasers at the grate of the convent, that Bianchi commitied to Ellena altogether the exercise of her
art

Clivia meanwhile had dedicated her life to devolion in the monastery of San Stefano, a choice which was wilingly made while her mind was yet softened by grief for the death
of her first lord, and wearied by the cruelty she had afterwards experienced. The first years of her relirement were passed in ranquillity, except when the remembrance of her
child, whom she.did not dare 1o see at the convent, awakened a parental pang. With Bianchi she, however, corresponded as regulary as opportunity would aliow, and had at
least the consolation of knowing, that the object most dear to her lived. fill, within a short period of Ellena’s armval at the very asyfum chosen by her mother, her apprehensions
were insome degree excited by the unusual silence of Bianchi.

When Olivia had first seen Ellena in the chapel of San Stefano, she was struck with a slight resemblance she bore to the fate Count di Bruno, and had fraquently afterwards
examined her features with a most painful curiesity, but, circumstanced as she was, Clivia could not reascnably suspect the stranger to be her daughter. Once, however,a
sense of this possibility so far overcame her judgment, as to prompt an i nquiry for the sumame of Ellena; but the mention of Rosalba had checked all further conjecture. What
would have been the feelings of the nun, had she been told when her generous compassion was assisting a stranger to escape from oppression that she was presenving her
own child! kmay be worthy of observation, that the virtues of Clivia, exerted in a general cause, had thus led her unconsciousiy to the happiness of saving her daughter; while
the vices of Schedoni had as unconsciously urged him nearly fo destroy his niece, and had atways been preventing, by the means they prompted himto employ, the success of
his constant aim,



CHAPTER X.

“Those hours, which lately smil'd, where are they now?
Pallid to thought and ghastiyl”

Young.

The Marchesa di Vivaldi ofwhose death Beatrice had given an imperfect account, struck with remorse of the erime she had meditated against Eliena, and with terror of the
punishment due-fo it, had sent, when on her death-bed, for a Confessor, fo whom she unbwthened her conscience, and from whom she hoped to receive, in retumn, an
alleviation of her despair. This Confessor was a man of good sense and humanity, and, when he fully understood the story of Vivaldi and Elena di Rosalba, he declared, that
heronly hope of forgiveness, both for the crime she had meditated, and the undeserved sufferings she had occasioned, rested upon her willingness to make those now happy,
whom she had formerly rendered miserable, Her conscience had aiready given her the same lesson; and, now that she was sinking to that grave which levels all distinctions,
and had her just fear of retribution no longer opposed by her pride, she became as anxous lo promote the marmage of Vivaldi with Eliena as she had ever been to prevent it
She sent. therefore, for the Marchese; and, having made an avowal of the ads she had practised against the peace and reputation of Ellena, without, however, confessing the
full extent of her intended crimes, she made it her last requesl. that he would consent to the happiness of his son.

The Marchese, however, shocked as he was atthis discovery of the duplicity and cruelty of his wife, had neither her temmor of the fulire, or remorse for the past, to overcome his
objection to the rank of Ellena; and he resisted all her importunity, till the anguish of her last hours overcame every consideration but thatof affording her refief, he thengave a
solemn promise, inthe presence of the Confessor, that he would no longer oppose the mamiage of Vivaldi and Ellena, should the former persist in his alachment o her. This
promise was sufficient for the Marchesa, and she died with some degree of resignation. It did not, however, appear probable, that the Marchese would soon be called uponto
fuffil the engagements. into which he had so unwillingly entered, every inquiry after \ivaldi having been hitherto ineffectual.

Ouring the progress of this fruitless search for his sen, and while the Marchese was almost lamenting him as dead, the inhabitants of the Vivaldi palace were, one night,
aroused from sleep by a viokent knocking at the great gate of the court. The noise was 50 loud and incessant, that, before the porter could obey the summans, the Mamchase,
whose apartment iooked upon the cour, was alarmed, and sent an attendant from his anli-room, to inguire the occasion of it

Presently a voice was heard from the first anti-chamber, exclaiming, | must see my Lord Marchese directly, he will not be angry to be waked, when he knows all about it and,
before the Marchese could order that no person, on whatever pretence, should be admitted, Paulo, haggard, ragged. and covered with dir, was in the chamber. His wan and
affrighted countenance, his disordered dress, and his very attitude, as'on entering he half tumed to look back upon the anfi-rooms, ike one;, who, just escaped from bondage,
listens to the fancied sounds of pursuit, were altogether so striking and temific, that the Marchese, anticipating some dreadful news of Vivaldi, had scarcely power to inguire for
him. Paulo. however, tendered questions unnecessary, for, without any circumiocution, er preface, he immediately informed the Marchese, that the Signor, his dear master, was
in the prisons of the Inquisition. at Rome, If, indeed, they had not put an end to him before that time.

*Yes. my Lord,” said Paulo, 71 am just got out mysef, for they would not let me be with the Signor, so it was of no use fo stay there any longer, Yet it was & hard matter with me fo
go away, and leave my dear master within those dismalwalls, and nothing should have persuaded me (o do so, but that | hoped, when your Lordship knew where the Signor
was, you might be abie to get him out! But there is nol a minute to be lost, my Lord, for when once a gentleman has got within the claws of those inquisitors, there is no knowing
how soon they may take it in their heads lo tear him in pieces. Shall | erder horses for Rome, my Lord? | am ready to sef out again directy.”

The:suddenness of such intefigence, concerning an only son, might have agitated stronger nerves than those of the Marchese. and so much was he shocked by it, that he could
not immediately determine how to proceed, or give any answer 1o Pauo's repeated questions. When, however, he became sufficiently recoliected to make further inquiry into
the situation of Vivaldi, he perceived the necessity of an immediate journey; but first it would be prudent to consult with some friends, whose connections at Rome might be a
means of greatly facifitating the important purpose, which led him thither. and this could not be done till the following morning. Yet he gave orders, that preparation shouid be
made for his setting out at a moment's notice; and, having listenad to as full an account as Paulo could give of the past and present circumstancas of Vivaldi, he dismissed him
to repose for the remainder of the night.

Palo, however, though much in want of rest. was in too great an agitation of spirits either to seek or to find it; and.the fear he had indicated, on entering the Marchese's
apartment, proceeded from the hurry of his mind, rather than from any positive apprehension of new evil, For his fiberty he was indebted to the young centinel, who hadona
former occasion been removed from the door of his prison, but who, by means of the guard, to whom Vivaldi had given money, as he returned one night from the tibunal, had
since been able to communicate with him. This man, of a nature too humane for his sitiation, was become wretched in it and he determined to escape from his office before
the expiration ofthe time, for which he had been engaged. He thought that fo be a guard over prisoners was nearly as miserable as being a prisoner himself. “| see no
difference between them,” said he, “excepl that the prisoner watches on one side of the door, and the centinel on the other.”

With the resolution 1o release himself, he conferred with Pauo, whose good nature and feeling heart, ameng so many people of a contrary character, had won his confidence
and affection, and he laid his plan of escape so well, that it was on the point of succeeding, when Paulo's obstinacy in attempting an impossibility had nearly counteracted the
whole. It went to his heart, he said, to leave his master in prison, while he himselfwas to march offin safety, and he would run the risk of his neck, rather than have such a deed
upon his head, He proposed, therefore, as Vivaldi's quards were of oo ferocious a nature to be tampered with, to scale a wall of the courtinto which a grate of Vivaldi's
dungeon looked, Eut had this lofty wall been practicable, the grate was not, and the attempt had nearly cost Paulo not only his liberty, but his life.

When, at length, he had made his way through the perilous avenues of the prison, and was fairly beyond the walis, he could hardly be prevailed upon by his companion to leave
them. For near an hour, he wandered under their shade, weeping and exclaiming. and caliing upon his dear master, atthe evident hazard of being retaken; and probably would
have remained there much longer, had not the dawn of morning rendered his companion desperate. Just, however, as the man was forcing him away, Paulo fancied he
distinguished, by the strengthening light the roof of that particular building, in whose dungeon his master was confined, and the appearance of Vivaldi himseif could scarcely
have occasioned a more sudden burst of joy; succeeded by one of grief. *it s the roof, itis the very roofl” exclaimed Paulo, vaulting from the ground, and clapping his hands; it
is the roof, the roofl O, my master, my master! the roof, the roofl” He continued aliemately to exclaim, My master the roofl my master! the roofl” till his companion began to
fear he was frantic, WME tears streamed down his cheeks, and every look and gesture expressed the most extravagant and whimsical union of joy and sorrow. At length, the
absolute terar of discovery compelled his companion to force him from the spot; when, having lost sight of the building which enclosed Vivaldi, he sef off for Maples with a
speed that defied all interruption, and amived there in the condition, which has been mentioned, having taken no sleep, and scarcely any sustenance, since he lefithe
Inguisifion Yet though in this exhausted state, the spirit of his affection remained unbroken. and when, on the following moming, the Marchese guitted Maples, neither his
weariness, nor the imminent danger, to which this journey must expose him, could prevent his attending him fo Rome.

The rank of the Marchese, and the infiuence he was known to possess at the court of Naples, were circumstances that promised to have WE|QI'I[ with the Holy Cffice, and to
procure Vivaldi a speedy release; but yet mare than these, were the high connections which the Count di Maro, the friend of the Marchese, had in the church of Rome.

The applications, howeaver, which were made o the inquisitors, were not 50 soon replied to as the wishes of the Marchese had expected, and he had been above a fortnightin
that city, before he was even pemiitied to visit his son. In this interview, affection predominated on both sides over all remembrance of the past. The condition of Vivaldi, his
faded appearance. to which the wounds he had received at Celano, and from which he was scarcely recovered, had confributed; and his situation in a melancholy and terrible
prison, were circumstances that awakened all the tenderness of the father; his errors were forgiven, and the Marchese felt disposed to consent to all that might restore him to
happiness, could he but be restored to liberty.

Vivaldi, when informed of his mather's death, shed bitter tears of sorrow and remorse, for having occasioned her so much uneasingss. The urreasonableness of her claims
was forgotten, and her faults were extenuated; happily, indeed, for his peace, the extent of her criminal designs he had never understood; and when he leamed that her dying
request had been intended to promaote his happiness, the cruel conscicusness of having interrupted hers, occasioned him severe anguish, and he was obliged to recollect her
former conduct towards Ellena at San Stefano, before he could become reconciled to imself.



CHAPTER XL

“Yours in the rarks of death”
Shakespeare.

Mear three weeks had efapsed since the Marchese's amival at Rome, and not any decisive answer was returnad by the Inquisition 15 his application, when he and Vivaldi
received at the same time a summons to altend father Schedoni in Ws dungeon: To meet the man who had occasioned so much suffering to his family, was extremely painful to
the Marchese, but he was not allowed to refuse the interview, and at the hour appointed he called at the chamber of Vivaldi; and, followed by two officials, they passed on
together to that of Schedoni,

While they waited at the door of the prison-room, till the numerous bars and locks were unfastened, the agitation, which Vivaldi had suffered, on receiving the summons,
returned with redoubled force, now that he was about to behold, ance more, that wretched man, who had announced himself to be the parent of Ellena di Rosalba. The
Marchese suffered emotions of a different nature, and with his reluctance to see Schedoni, was mingied a degree of cunosity as 1o the event, which had occasioned this
SUMMOns.

The dogr being thrown open, the officials entered first, and the Marchese and Vivaidi. on following, discovered the Confessor lying ona matiress. He did not nse to receive
them, but, as he lifted his head, and bowed it in abeisance, his countenance, upon which the ittle Rght admitted through the triple grate of hiz dungeon gleamed, seemed more
than usuaily ghastly, his eyes were holiow, and his shrunk featuwres appeared as if death had aiready touched them. Vivaldi, on perceiving him, greansd, and averied his face;
but, soon recovering a command of imself, he approached the matiress.

The Marchese, suppressing every expression of resentment towards an enemy, who was reduced fo this deplorable condition, inquired what he had o communicate.

“Where is father Nicola?” said Schedoni to an official, without attending o the question: *| do not see him here. ks he gone so soon, and without having heard the purport of my
summons? Let him be called.”

The official spoke to a cenfinel, who immediately left the chamber.

"“Whe are these that surround me?” said Schedoni. "Wha is he that stands at the foot of the bad?” While he spoke, he bent his eyes on Vivaldi, who rested in deep dejection
there, and was lost in thought, till, aroused by Schedoni's wice, he replied,

“k is |, Vincentio di Vivaldi; | obey your requisition, and inquire the purpose of it?”

The Marchese repeated the demand. Schedoni appeared to meditate; sometimes he fixed his eyes upon Vivaldi, for an instant, and when he withdrew them, he seemed to
sink into deeper thoughtfulness. As he raised them once again, they assumed a singular expression of wildness, and then setting, as if on vacancy, a sudden glare shot from
them, while he said—"Who is he, that glides there in the dusk?”

His eyes were directed beyond Vivaldi, who, onturning, perceived the mank, father Nicola, passing behind him
“lam here,” said Nicola: “what do you reguire of me?”
“That you will bear testimony to the truth of what | shall declare.” replied Schedoni.

Nicola, and an inquisitor who had accompanied him, immediately arranged themselves on one side of the bed, while the Marchese stationed himself on the other. Vivaldi
remained atits foot

Schedoni, after a pause, began: “That which | have to make known relates to the cabal formerty camied on by him, the father Micola, and myself, against the peace of an
innocent young woman, whom, atmy instigation, he has basely traduced”

At these words, Micola attempted to interrupt the Confessor, but Vivaldi restrained him,

“Eflena di Rosalba is known fo you?” continued Schedoni, addressing the Marchese,

Vivaldi's countenance changed at this abrupt mention of Ellena, but he remained silent

“| have heard of her," replied the Marchese, caldly.

“And you have heard falsely of her " rejoined Schedoni. “Lift your eyes, my lord Marchese, and say, do you not recollect that face?” pointing to Nicola.
The Marchese regarded the monk attentively, "It is' a face not easily to be forgotten,” he replied; "l remember to have seen itmore than once.”

“Where have you seen him, my Lord?"

“iInmy own palace, at Naples; and you yourself introducad him to me there,”

“Idid,” replied Schedoni.

“Why, then, do you now accuse him of falshood,” observed the Marchese, “since you acknowledge yourselfto have been the instigator of his conduct?”
“Oheavens!” said Vivaldi, “this monk, then, this father Nicola, is, as | suspected, the slanderer of Ellena di Rosalbal”

“Maost true,” rejoined Schedoni; "and it is for the purpose of vindicating—"

*And you acknowledge yourself fo be the author of those infamous slanders!” passionately intermupted Vivaldi—"you, who but lately declared yourself o be her father!”

Inthe instant, that Vivaldi had utered this, he became sensible of his indiscretion, for till now he had aveided informing the Marchese, that Ellena had been declared the
daughter of Schedoni. This abrupt disciosure, and at such a moment. he immediately perceived might be fatal to his hopes, and that the Marchese would not consider the
promise he had given to his dying wife, however solemn, as binding, under circumstances so peculiar and unforeseen as the preseni. The astonishment of the Marchese, upon
this discovery, cannot easily be imagined; he looked at his son for an explanation of what he had heard, and then with increased delestation at the Confessor, but Vivaldi was
nat in a state of mind to give any explanation at this moment, and he requested his father fo suspend evenhis conjectures till he could converse with him alone.

The Marchese desisted for the present from further inquiry, but it was obvious that his opinion and his resolution, respecting the marriage of Vivaldi, was already formed.
“You, then, are the auther ofthose slanders!” repeated Vivaldi.

“Hear mel” cried Schedoni, in a voice which the strength of his spirit contending with the feebleness of his condition, rendered hollow and terible — “Hear me!”

He stopped, unabie o recover immediately from the effect of the exertion he had made. At length, he resumed,

“Ihave declared, and | confinue o declare, that Ellena di Rosalba, as she has been named for the purpose, | conjecture_ of concealing her from an unworthy father, is my
daughter!”

Vivaldi groaned in the excess of his despair, but made no further attempt to interrupt Schedoni. The Marchese was not equally passive. “And was itto listen to a vindication of
your daughter,” said he, "that | have been summoned hither? But letthis Signora Rosalba, be who she may, of what importance can it be to me whether she is innocent or
otherwisel”



Vivaldi, with the utmost difficulty, forbore to-express the feelings; which this sentence excised. f appeared to recall all the spirt of Schedoni. "She isthe daughter of a noble
house," said the Confessor, haughfily, while he half raised himself from his matiress. “In me you behaold the last of he Counds di Bruno.”

The Marchese smiled contempluously,

Schedoni proceeded. "l call upon you, Nicola di Zampari, who have declared yourself, on a late occasion, 50 strenuous for justice, | call upon you now to do justice inthis
instance, and to acknowledge, before these witnesses, that Ellena Rosalba is innocent of every circumstance of misconduct, which you have formerfy related to the Marchese
di Vivaidi!”

“Vikain! do you hesitate,” said Vivaldi to Nicola, “to retract the cruel slanders which you have thrown upon her name, and which have been the means of destroying her peace,
perhaps for ever? Do you persist—"

The Marchese interrupted his son—— "Let me put an end to the difficuity, by concluding the interview, | perceive that my presence has been required for a purpose that does
not concem me.”

Before the Confessor could reply, the Marchese had turned from him to quitthe chamber; but the vehemence of Vivaldi's distress prevailed with him to pause, and thus allowed
him ta understand from Schedoni, that the justification of the innocent Ellena, though it had been mentioned first, as being the object nearest to his heart, was not the only one
that had urged him to require this meeting.

“if you consent,” added Schedoni, “to listen to the vindication of my child, you shall afterwards perceive, Signor, that | fallen though | am, have stili been desirous of
counteracting, as far as remains for me, the evil | have occasioned. You shall acknowledge, that what [then make known is of the utmost consequence to the repose of the
Marchese di Vivaldi, high ininfiuence, and haughty in prosperity as he now appears.”

The latter part of this asswrance threatened to overcome the effect of the first. the pride of the Marchese swelled high; he took some steps towards the door, but then stopped,
and, conjecturing that the subject, to which Schedonl alluded, concerned the liberation of his sen, he consented to attend to what Nicola should disclose.

This monk, mearwhile, had been balancing the necessity for acknowledging himself a standerer, against the possibiiity of aveiding it and it was the resolute manner of Vivaldi,
who appeared lo have no doubt as te his guilt in this instance, that made him apprehend the consequence of persisting in falshood, not either remorse of canscience, or the
appeal of Schedoni. He acknowledged then. after considerable circumiocution, in which he contrived to defend himself, by throwing all the odium of the original design upon the
Confessor, that he had been prevailed upon by his arts toimpose on the credulity of the Marchese, respecting the conduct of Eliena di Rosalba, This avowal was made upon
oath, and Schedoni, by the questions he put to him, was careful it should be so full and circumstantial that even the most prejudiced hearer must have been convinced of its
truth; while the most unfeeling must have yielded for once to indignation against the asperser, and pity of the aspersed. s effect upon the present auditors was varous. The
Marchese had listened to the whole explanation with an unmoved countenance, but with profound attention, Vivaldi had remained in a fixed attitude, with eyes bent on father
Micela, In sucheager and stern regard, as seemed to search into his very sou, and, when the monk concluded, a smile of tiumphant joy lighted up his features, as he looked
uponthe Marchese, and claimed an acknowledgment of his conviction, that Efena had been calumniated. The cold glance, which the Marchese returmed, siruck the
impassionad and generous Vivaldi to the heart, who perceived that he was not only totally indifferant as to the injustice, which:an innocent and helpless young woman had
suffered, but fancied that he was unwilling to admit the truth, which his judgment would no longer allow him fo reject.

Schedoni, meanwhile, appeared almost to wiithe under the agony, which his mind inficted Upon him, and it was only by strong effort, that he sustained his spirit so far as to go
through with the intemogations he had judged it necessaryto putto Nicola. When the subject was finished, he sunk back on his piliow, and, closing his eyes, a hue so pallid,
succeeded by one so livid, overspread his features, that Vivaldi for an instart believed he was dying; and in this supposition he was not singular, for even an official was
touched with the Confessor's condition, and had advanced fo assist him, when he unclosed his eyes, and seemed fo revive,

The Marchese, without making any comment upon the avowal of father Nicola, demanded, on its conclusion, the disclesure, which Schedoni had asserted to be intmately
connected with his peace; and the latter now inquired of a person near him, whether a secretary of the Inguisition was in the chamber, who he had requested might attend, to
take a formal deposition of what he should declare. He was answered. that suchan one was already in waiting. He then asked, what other persons were in the room, adding.
that he should require inguisitorial witnesses to his deposition; and was answered, thatan Inquisitor, and two officials were present, and that their evidence was more than
sufficient for his purpose.

A lamp was then called for by the secretary; but, as that could not immediately be procured, the torch of one of the centinels, who watched in the dark avenue without, was
brought in its stead, and this discovered to Schedoni the vanous figures assembled in his dusky chamber; and to them the emaciated form and ghastly visage of the
Confessor. As Vivaldi now beheld him by the sfronger light of the torch, he again fancied that death was in his aspect

Every person was now ready for the declaration of Schedoni; but he himself seemed not fully prepared. He remained for some moments reclining on his pillow in silence, with
his eyes shut, while the changes in his fealures indicated the strong emotion of his mind, Then, as il by a violent effort, he half raised himself, and made an ample confession of
the arts he had practised against Vivaidi, He declared himself to be the anonymoaus accuser, who had caused him o be arrested by the Hely Office, and that the charge of
heresy which he had brought against him was false and malicious

At the moment when Vivaldi received this confirmation of his accuser, he discoverad more fully that the change was not what had been stated to him al the chapelof San
Sebaslian, in which Ellena was implicated; and he demanded an explanation of this circumstance. Schedoni acknowledged that the persons who had there amested him were
not officers of the Inguisition; and that the instrument of arrest, containing the charge of elopement with a nun was forged by himself for the purpose of empowering the ruffians
to camy off Eliena without opposition from the inhabitanis of the convent, in which she was then lodged.

To Vivaldi's Inquiry, why it had been thought necessary to employ stratagem in the removal of Ellena, since, if Schedonl had only claimed her for his daughter, ha might have
removed her without any, the confessor replied, that he was then ignorant of the refationship which existed between them. But fo the further inquiries, with what design, and
whither Ellena had been removed, and the means by which he had discovered her fo be his daughter, Schedeni was silent; and he sank back, overwhelmed by the
recolliections they awakened.

The depositions of Schedoni, having been taken down by the secretary, were formally signed by the inquisitor and the officials present: and Vivaldi thus saw his innocence
vindicated by the very man who had thrown him-among the penls of the Inquisition. But the near prospect of release now before him failed to affect him with joy, while he
understood that Ellena was the daughter of Schedoni, the child of a murderer, whom he himself had been in some degree instrumental in bringing to a dreadful and
ignominious death. Still, however, willing to hope that Schedoni had not spoken the truth concerning his relaionship to Ellena. he claimed, in consideration of the afflection he
had so long chershed for her, a full explanation of the circumstances connected with the discovery of her family,

At this public avowalof his attachment, a haughty impatience appeared onihe countenance of the Marchese, who forbade him to make further inguiry on the subject and was
immadiately retiring from the chamber.

"My presence is no longer necessary,” he added; “the prisoner has concluded the onty detail which | could be interested to hear from him; and, in consideration of the
confession he has made as to the innocence of my son, | pardon him the suffering which his false charge has occasioned to me and my family. The paper containing his
depositions Is given to your responsibility, holy father,” addressing the inquisitor; “and you are reqguired to lay it upon the table of the Holy Office, that the innocence of Vingentio
di Vivaidi may appear, and that he may be released from these prisons without further delay. But, first, | demand a copy of those declarations, and that the copy also shall be
signed by the presert witnesses”

The secretary was now biddenio copy them, and, while the Marchese waited to receive the paper (for he would not leave the chamber till he had secwred it), Vivaldi was urging
his claim for an explanation respecting the family of Ellena, with unconguerable perseverance. Schedoni, no longer pemmitted o evade the inguiry, could nol, however, give a
circumstantial explanation without partly disclosing also the fatal designs which had been meditated by him and the fate Marchesa di Vivaldi, of whose death he was ignorant;
he related, therefore, litle more respeciing Ellena than that a portrait. which she wore as being her father's, had first led to the discovery of her family,

While the Confessor had been giving this brief explanation, hicola, wha was somewhat withdrawn from the circle, stood gazing at him with the malignity of a demon. His
glowing eyes just appeared under the edge of his cowl, while, rolled up in his dark drapery, the lower features of his face were muffied, butthe intermediate part of his
countenance, receiving the full glare of the torch, displayed all its speaking and temific ines, Vivaidi, as his eye glanced upon him, saw again the very monk of Paluzzi, and he
thought he beheld also a man capable of the very crimes of which he had accused Schedoni. At this instant, he remembered the dreadful garment that had been discovered in
a dungeon of the fortress; and, yet more, he rememberad the exiraordinary circumstances attending the death of Bianchi, together with the immediate knowledge which the



monk had displayed of that event. Vivaldi's suspicions respecting the cause of her death being thus revived, he determined 1o obtain if possible, gither a relieffrom, or a
confirmation of them; and, he solemnly called upon Schedoni, who, ready condemned o die, had no longer any thing fo fear from a disciosure of the truth, whatever itmight be,
to declare all that he knew on the subject. As he did s0, he looked at Nicola, to observe the effect of this demand, whose countenance was, however, so much shrouded, that
ittie ofits expression could be seen; but Vivaldi remarked that, while he had spoken, the monk drew his garment closer over the lower part of his face, and thiat he had
immediately tumed his eyes from him upon the Confessor.

With most solemn protestations, Schedoni declared himself to be both innocent and ignerant of the cause of Bianchi's death.

Vivaldi then demanded by what means his agent, Nicola, had obtained such immediate information, as the warning he had delivered at Paluzz proved him to have. of an event,
inwhich it appeared that he could be so little interested; and why that wamning had been given.

Nicola-did not attempt to anticipate the reply of Schedoni, who, after a momentary stience, said, “That warning, young man, was given o deter you from visiting Altien_as will
every circumstance of adwvice or intelligence_ which you received beneath the arch of Paluzzi.”

“Father,” replied Vivaldi, “you have never loved, or you would have spared yourself the practice of artificer so ineffectual to mislead or lo conquer a lover. Did you believe thatan
anonymous adviser could have more influgnce with me than my affection, or that | could be terified by such stratagems into a renunciation of its object?”

“Ibefieved,” rejoined the Confessar, “that the disinferested advice of a stranger might have some weight with you, but | frusted more to the impression of awe, which the conduct
and seeming fore-knowledge ofthat stranger were adapled to inspire ina mind like yours; and | thus endeavoured fo avail myself of your prevailing weakness”

“And what do you term, my prevailing weakness," said Vivaldl, blushing.

“A susceptibility which renders you especially liable to superstiton,” replied Schedoni,

“What! does a monk call superstiion a weakness!” rejoined Vivaldi. “But grant he does; onwhat occasion have | betrayed such weakness?”
“Have you forgotten a conversation which | once held with you on invisible spirits?” said Schedoni.

As he asked this, Vivaldi was struck with the tone.of his voice; he thought it was different from what he had remembered ever to have heard from him; and he looked at
Schedoni more interitly, that he might be certain it was he who had spoken. The Confessor's eyes were fixed upon him, and he repeated slowly in the same tone, *Have you
forgotten?”

“I have not forgoften the corversation to which you allude,” replied Vivaldl, “and | do not recollect that | then disclosed any opinion that may justify your assertion.”

“The opinions youavowed were rafional,” said Schedoni, "bul the ardour of your imaginalion was apparent, and what ardentimagination ever was contented to trust to plain
reasoning, or to the evidence of the senses? it may not willingly confine itself to the dull truths of this earth, but, eager to expand its faculties, to fill its capacity, And to
expenence its own peculiar delights, soars after new wonders into a world of its ownl”

Vivaidi blushed at this reproof, now conscious of its justness; and was surprised that Schedoni should so well have understood the nature of his mind, while he himself, with
whom conjecture had never assumed the stability of opinlon, on the subject to which the Confessor alluded, had been ignorant even of its propensities.

“lacknowledge the truth of your remark,” sald Vivaldi, "as far as it concems myself. | have, however, inquiries 1o make on a point less abstracted, and towards explaining which
nﬂfaepﬁm q;smy senses themselves have dane litle. To whom belonged the bloody garments | found in the dungeon of Paluzz, and what became of the person to whom they
Consternation appeared for an instant on the fealures of Schedoni. “What garments?" said he.

“They appeared to be those of a person who had died by violence,” replied Vivaldi, "and they were discovered in a place frequented by your avowed agent Nicola, the monk.”
As he concluded the sentence, Vivaldi looked at Nicola, upon whom the attention of every person present was now directed.

“They were my own " said this monk.

“Your own! and |n that condition!” exclaimed Vivaldi. “They were covered with gorel”

“They were my own," repeated Nicola. “For their condition, | have fo thank you—the wound your pistolgave me cccasioned it”

Vivaldi was astonished by this apparent subterfuge. “ had no pistol.” he rejoined, “my sword was my only weaponl®

‘Pause a moment” said the mork.

“Irepeat that | rad no fire-amms." replied Vivaidi.

“lappeal to father Schedoni,” rejoined Nicola, “whether | was not wounded by a pistol shot.”

“To me you have no longer any night of appeal” sald Schedoni. “Why should | save you from suspicions, that may bring you to a state like this, to which you have reduced me!”

“Your crimes have reduced you to it” replied Micola, | have only dene my duty, and that which-another persen could have effected without my aid—the priest to whom Epalatro
made his last confession”

“Ris, however, a duty of such a kind,” observed Vivaldi, "as | would not wilingly have upon my conscience. You have betrayed the life of your former friend, and have compelied
me to assist in the destruction of a fellow being.”

“Youl, like me, have assisted to destroy a destroyer” replied the monk.

“He has taken life, and deserves, therefore, to lose it. If, however, it will afford you consolation to know that you have not materially assisted in his destruction, | will hereafter give
you proof for this assurance. There were other means of shewing that Schedonl was the Count di Bruno, than the testimony of Ansaldo, though | was ignorant of them when |
bade you summon the penitentiary.”

“if you had sconer avowed this,” said Vivaldi, “the asseriion would have been more plausible. Now, [ can only understand thal it is designed to win my silence, and prevent my
retorting upon you your own maxim—that he who has taken the life of another, deserves to lose his own—— To whom did those bloody gaments belong?”

“To myself, | repeat” replied Nicola, "Schedoni can bear testimony that | received at Paliza a pistol wound.”
“Impossible.” said Vivaldi, *| was armed only with my sword!”
“You had a companion,” observed the monk, “had not he fire-arms?”

Vivaldi, after a momentary consideration, recollected that Pauko had pistols, and that he had fired one beneath the arch of Paluzz, on the first alarm occasioned by the
siranger s voice. He immediately acknowledged the recoliection. *But heard no groan, no symptoem of distress!” he added. "Besides, the gamends were at a considerable
distance from the spot where the pistol was fired! How could a person, so severely wounded as those garments indicated, have silently withdrawn to a remote dungeon, or,
having done 0, is It probable he would have thrown aside his dress!”

“Allthat is neveriheless true " replied Nicola, "My resolution enabled me o stifie the expression of my anguish; | withdrew fo the interior of the ruin, to escape from you, but you
pursued me even to the dungean, where | threw off my discoloured vestments, in which | dared not retum to my convent and departed by a way which all your ingenuity failed to
discover, The people who were already in the fort, for the purpose of assisting lo confine you and your servant duning the night on which Signora Rosalba was taken from Altied,



procured me another habit, and relief for my wound, But, though | was unseen by you during the night, | wax not entirely unheand, for my groans reached you more than once
from an adjoining chamber, and my companions were enterained with the alamn which your servant testified —— Are you now comvinced?

Thee groans were clearly remembered by Vivaldi, and many other circumstances of Micola's narration accorded so well with others, which he recollected fo have occurred on
the right alluded o, that he had no longer a doubt of its veracity. The suddenness of Blanchi's death, however, still sccasioned him suspicious as to its cawse, yet Schedoni
had declared not only that he was innocent, but ignorant of this cause, which it appeared from his unwillingness to give testimony infavour of his agent, he would not have
affirmed, had he been conscious that the monk was in any degree guilty in this instance. That Nicola could have no inducement for attempting the life of Bianchi other thana
reward offered him by Schedors, was clear, and Vivaldi, after more fully considering these circumstances, became comvinced that her death was in consequence of some
incident of natural decay.

While this conversation was passing, the Marchese impatient to put a conclusion to it and to leave the chamber, repeatedly urged the secretary to dispatch: and, while he now
earnastly renawed his request, another voice answered for the secretary, that he had nearly concluded. Vivaidi thought that he had heard the voice on some former occasion,
and on tuning his eye upen the person who had spoken, discovered the stranger to be the same who had first visited him in prison. Perceiving by his dress, that he was an
officer of the Inguisition, Vivaldi now understood too well the purport of his former visit, and that he had come with a design to betray him by affected sympathy into a confession
of some heretical opinions, Similar instances of treachery Vivaidi had heard were frequently practised upon accused persons, bit he had never fully believed such cruelty
possible till now, that it had been attempted towards himself.

The visit of this person bringing to his recollection the subsequent one he had received from Nicola, Vivaldl inquired whether the centinels had really admitted him to his cell, or
he had entered it by other means, a question to which the monk was silent, but the smile on his fealures, if so sfrange an expression deserved to be called a smile, seemed to
reply; "Do you believe that | a servant of the Inguisition, will befray its secrets?”

Vivaldi, however, urged the inguiry, for he wished to know whether the guard, who appeared to be faithful to their office, had escaped the punishment that was threatened.
“They were honest " replied Nicola, “seek no further.”

“Are the tibunal corvinced oftheir integity?”

Micola smiled againin dension, and replied, “They never doubted it”

“How!" said Vivaldi, “Why were these men put under arrest, if their faithfulness was not even suspected?”

“Be satisfied with the knowledge, which experience has given you of the secrets of the Inquisition” replied Nicola solemnly, “seek to know no morel”

“it has temible secrets!” said Schedoni, who had been fong silent “Know, young man, that aimost every cell of every prisoner has a concealed entrance, by which the ministers
of death may pass unnoticed to their victims. This Micota is now one of those dreadful summeoners. and is acquainted with-all the secret avenues, thatlead to murder.”

Vivaldi shrank from Nicota in homor, and Schedoni paused; but while he had spoken, Vivaldi had again noticed the extraordinary change in his voice, and shuddered atits
sound no less than at the information it had given. Nicola was silent but his terrible eyes were fised in vengeance on Schedoni.

“His-office has been short” resumed the Confessor, uming his heavy eyes upon Nicola, “and his task is almost done!” As he pronounced the last words his voice faltered, but
they were heard by the monk, who drawing nearer fo the bed, demanded an explanation of them. A ghastly smile riumphed in the features of Schedoni; "Fear not but thatan
explanation will come full soon.” said he.

Wicola fixed himself before the Confessor, and bent his brows upon him as if he would have searched into his very soul. When Vivaldi again looked at Schedoni, he was
shocked on obsendng the sudden alteration in his countenance, yet still a faint smile of tiumph fingered there. But, while Vivaidi gazed, the features suddenly became agitated;
inthe next instant his whole frame was comvuised, and heavy groans laboured from his breast, Schedoni was now evidently dying.

The harror of Vivaldi, and of the Marchese, who endeavoured fo leave the chamber, was equalled only by the general confusion that reigned there; every person present
seemed (o feel at least a momentary compassion, except Nicola, who-stood unmoved beside Schedoni, and looked stedfasty upon his pangs, while a smile of derision
marked his counterance. As Vivaldi observed, with detestation, this expréssion, a slight spasm darted over Nicola's face, and his muscles also seemed to labow with sudden
contraction; but the affection was transient, and vanished as abruptly as it had appeared. The monk, however, tumed from the miserable spectacie before him, and as he
turned he caught involuntarily at the arm of a persan near him, and leaned on his shoulder for support. His manner appeared to betray that he had not been permitted to tiumph
in the sufferings of his enemy, without participating atleast in their horror,

Schedoni's struggles now began to abate, and in a short time he lay motioniess. When he unclosed his eyes, death was inthem. He was yet nearly insensible; buf presently a
faint gleam of recolection shot from them, and gradually lighting them up, the character of his soul appeared there; the expression was indeed feeble, but it was true. He moved:
his lips as if he would have spoken, and looked languidly round the chamber, seemingly in search of some person. Atlength, be uttered a sound. but he had not vet sufficient
command of his muscles, to modulate that sound into a word, till by repeated efforts the name of Nicola became intelligible. At the call, the monk raised his head from the
shoulder of the person.on whom he had reclined, and tuming round, Schedoni, as was evident from the sudden change of expression in his countenance, discovered him; his
eyes, as they settied on Nicola seemed to recollect all their wonted fire, and the malignant triumph, lately so prevaient in his physiognomy, again appeared as in the next
mament, he pointed ta him. His glance seemed suddenly impowered with the destructive fascination attributed to that of the basilisk, for while it now met Micola's, that monk
seemed as if ransfixed to the spol. and unable to withdraw his eyes from the glare of Schedoni's; in their expression he read the dreadful sentence ofhis fate, the triumph of
revenge and cunning. Struck with this temible conviction a pallid hue overspread his face; at the same time an imaluntary motion convuised his fealures, cold frembling seized
upon his frame, and, uttering a deep groan, he fell back, and was caught in the arms of the people near him. Al the instant of his fall, Schedoni uttered a sound 5o strange and
harrible, so convulsed yel 50 Joud, s0 exuiting, yet 5o unlike any human voice, that every parson in the chamber, except those who were assisting Nicola, struck with irresistible
terror, endeavoured to make their way out of it. This, however, was impracticable, for the door was fastened, until a physician, who had been sent for, should arrive, and some
investigation could be made into this mysterious affair. The consternation of the Marchese and of Vivaidi, compelted to wilness this scene of horror, cannot easily be imagined.

Schedoni, having uttered that demoniacal sound of exultation, was not permitted to repeat it for the pangs he had lately suffered retumed upon him, and he was again in strong
convulsions, when the physician entered the chamber. The moment he behsld Schedoni, he declared him to be poisoned; and he pronounced a similar opinion on father

Micola; affirming, also, thatthe dnug, as appeared from the violencea of the effect, was of too subtie and inveterate a nature to allow of antidote. He was, however, willing to
administer the medicing usual in such cases.

While he was giving orders to anattendant, with respect to this, the viclence of Schedoni's convulsions once more relaxed; but Micola appeared in the last extremity. His
sufferings were incessant, his senses never for a moment retumed, and he expired, before the medicine, which had been sent for, could be brought, When it came, however, it
was administered with some success to Schedoni, who recovered not only his recollection, but his voice, and the first word he uttered was, as formerly, the name of Nicola,

“Does he live?” added the Confessor with the utmast difficulty. and after a Inhg pause, The persons around him were silent, but the truth, which this silence indicated, seemed
to revive him,

The inquisitor, who had attended, perceiving that Schedoni had recovered the use of his inteliects, now judged it prudent to ask some questions relative to his present
condition, and to the cause of Nicola's death,

“Poison,” replied Schedoni readily.
“By whom administered?” said the inquisiter, “consider that, while you answer, you are on your death-bed.”

“Inave no wish to conceal the truth,” rejoined Schedoni, “nor the salisfaction”—he was obliged to pause, but presently added, “I have destroyed him, who would have destroyed
me, and—and | have escaped an ignominious death.”

He paused again; it was with difficLity that he had sald thus much, and he was now overcome by the exertion he had made. The secretary, who had not been permitted to leave
the chamber, was ordered to note Schedoni's words.

“You avow then,” continued the inquisitor, “that the poison was administered, both in the case of father Nicola and in your own, by yourself?”



Schedoni could not immediately reply, but when he did, he said, *lavow it”

He was asked by what means he had conlrived to procure the poison, and was bidden to rame his accomplice.
“Ihad no accomplice,” replied Schedoni,

“How did you procure the poison, then?”

Schedoni, slowly and with difficulty, replied, “t was concealed in my vest”

“Consider that you are dying,” said the inquisitor, “and confess the truth, We cannot beheve what you have last assered, 1t is improbable that you should have had an
opportunity of providing yourself with poison after your arrest, and equally imprabable that you should have thought such provision necessary before that period. Confess who is
your accomplice.”

This accusation of falshood recalied the spirit of Schedoni, which, contending with, and conguering, for a mament, corporeal suffering, he said in a firmer tone, It was the
poison, inwhich | dip my poniard, the better to defend me.”

The inquisitor smiled In contempt of this explanation, and Schedoni, observing him, desired a particuiar part of his vest might be examined, where would be found some
remains of the drug concealed as he had affirmed. He was indulged in his request, and the poison was discovered within a broad hem of his gament.

Still it was inconceivable how he had contrived to administer it to Nicola, whe, though, he had been for some ime alone with him on this day, would scarcely have so far
confided in an enamy, as to have accepted any seeming sustenance that might have been offered by him. The inquéisitor, still anxous to discover an accomplice, asked
Schedoni who had assisted to administer the drug o Nicola, bit the Confessor was no longer in a condition to reply. Life was now sinking apace; the gleam of spint and of
character that had retumed to his eyes, was deparied, and lefi them haggard and fixed; and presently a livid corse was all that remained of the ance termble Schedoni!

While this awful event had been accomplishing, the Marchese, suffering under the utmost perturbation, had withdrawn to the distant grate of the dungeon, where he conversed
with an official as to what might be the probable consequence of his present situation to himself; but Vivaldi, inanagony of horror, had been calling incessantly for the
medicine, which might possibly afford some-relics to the anguish he witnessed; and when it was brought, he had assisted to support the sufferers.

At length, now that the worst was over, and when the several withesses had signed to the last avowal of Schadoni, every person in the chamber was suffered to depart; and
Vivaldi was re-conducted to his prison, accompanied by the Marchese, where he was:to remain fill the decision of the holy office respecting his innacence, as asserted by the
deposition of Schedoni; should be Known. He was too much affected by the late scene to give the Marchese any explanation at present, respecting the family of Efiena di
Rosalba. and the Marchese, having remained for some fime with his son, withdrew fo the residence of his friend.



CHAPTER XII.

"Masler, go on, and | will foliow thee
To the last gasp, with truth and Joyalty.”
Shakespeare.

In consequence ofthe dying confession of Schedoni, an order was sent from the haly office for the release of Vivaldi, within a few days after the death ofthe Confessor, and the
Marchese conducted his son from the prisons of the Inguisition to the mansion of his friend the Count di Maro, with whom he had resided since his amival at Rome.

VWhile they were receiving the ceremonious congratulations of the Count, and of some nobles assembled to welcome the emancipated prisoner, a loud voice was heard from
the arti-chamber exclaiming, "Let me pass! I is my master, let me pass! May all those who attempt to stop me. be sent to the Inquisition themsehves!’

In the next instant Paulo burst into the satoon, followed by a group of lacqueys, who, however, paused at the door, fearful of the displeasure of their lord, yet scarcely able to
sfifle-a laugh; while Paule, spninging forward. had nearly overset some of the company, who happened at that moment to be bowing with profound joy to Vivaldi.

“Ris my mastert it is my dear masterl” cnied Pauo, and, sending off a nobleman with'each elbow, as he made his way between them, he hugged Vivaldi in his ams, repeabing,
0. my master! my master!” till a passion of joy and affection overcame his voice, and he fell at his master's feet and wept.

This was a moment of finer joy to Vivaldl, than he had known since his meeting with his father, and he was too much interested by fes faithful servant, to have igisure o
apologize to the astonished company for his rudeness. While the lacqueys were repaining the mischief Paulo had occasioned, were picking up the rolling snuff-boxes he had
jerked away in his passage, and wiping the snuff from the soiled clothes, Vivaldi was participating in ail the delight, and returning ali the. affection of his servant, and was so
wholly occupied by these pleasurable feelings as scarcely 1o be sensible that any persons besides themselves were in the room. The Marchese, meamwhile was making a
thousand apologies for the disasters Paulo had occasioned; was attemately calling upon him to recollect in whose presence he was, and to quit the apariment immediately,
explaining to the company that he had not seen Vivaldi since they were together in the Inguisition, and remarking profoundly, that he was much attached to his master. But
Paulo, insensible to the repeated commands of the Marchese, and fo the endeavours of Vivaldi to raise him, was still pouning forih his whole heart at his master's feet “Ah! my
Signor,” said he, if you could but know how miserable | was when | got out of the Inguisition!"—

“He raves!” observed the Count to the Marchese, “you perceive that joy has rendéred him delirioust”

“How |wandered about the walls half the night. and what it cost me to leave them! Butwhen [ lost sight of them, Signor, ©! San Dominico! | thought my heart would have broke. |
had a great mind to have gone back again and given mysetfup; and, perhaps, | should too. if it had not been for my friend, the centinel, who escaped with me, and Iwould not
do him an injury, poor fellow! for he meant nothing but kindness when he let me ow. And swre enough, as i has proved, itwas all for the best for now lam here, foo, Signor, as
well as you and can tell you all | felt when | believed | shoud never see youagain.”

The contrast of his present joy to his remembered grief again brought tears into Paulo's eves; he smiled and wept, and sobbed and laughed with such rapid transition, that
Vivaldi began to be-alarmed for him; when, suddenty becoming caim, he looked up in his master's face and said gravely, but with eagerness, “Pray Signor, was not the roof of
your littie prison peaked, and was there not a littie turret stuck up at one corner of it? and was there not a battiement round the turret? and was there not — Vivaidi, after
regarding him for a moment, replied smilingly, “Why truly, my good Paule, my dungeon was so far from the roof, that | never had an opportunity of observing it

“Thatis very true, Signor,” replied Paulo, “very true indeed; but | did not happen to think of that, Iam certain, though, it was as | say, and | was sure of it at the time. O Signor! |
thought that roof would have broke my heart, O how | did look at itf and now to think that | am here, with my dear master once againl”

As Pauo concluded, his tears and sobs returned with more violence than before; and Vivaldi, who could not perceive any necessary connection between this mention of the
roof of his late prison, and the joy his servant expressed on seeing him again, began to fear that his senses were bewildered, and desired an explanation of his words. Paulo's
account, rude and simple as it was, scon discovered to him the refation of these apparently heterogeneous circumstances to each other; when Vivaidi, overcome by this new
instance of the power of Paulg's affection, embraced him with his whole heart, and, compeling him to rise, présented him to the assembly as his faithful friend, and chief
deiiverer.

The Marchese, affected by the scene he had witnessed, and with the truth of Vivaldi's words, condescended to give Paulo a hearty shake by the hand, and to thank him warmiy
for the bravery and fidefity he had dispiayed in his master's interest. *| never can fully reward your altachment” added the Marchese, “but what remains for me to do, shalibe
done. From this moment |make you independent, and promise. in the presence of this noble company, to give you a thousand sequins, as some acknowledgemaent of your
services.” '

Paulo did not express all the grafitude for this gift which the Marchese expected. He stammered, and bowed and blushed, and at length burst into tears; and when Vivaldi
inquired what distressed him, he replied, "Why, Signor, of what use are the thousand sequins to me, if fam to be independent! what use if | am not to stay with you?”

Vivaldi cordially assured Paulo, that he should abways remain with him, and that he should consider it as his duty to render his future life happy. “You shall henceforth." added
Vivaldi, ‘be placed atthe head of my household; the management of my servants, and the whote conduct of my domestic concerns shall be committed to you, as a proof of my
entire confidence in your integrity and attachment; and because this is a situation which will aliow you to be always near me.”

“Thank you, my Signor,” replied Paulo, in a voice rendered almost inarticulate by his gratitude, “Thank you with my whole heart! if| stay with you, that is enough for me, |ask no
more. But | hope my Lord Marchese will not think me ungrateful for refusing to accept of the thousand sequins he was so kind as to offer me, if Iwould but be independent, for |
thank hiny 25 much as ifl had received them, and a great deal more too.”

The Marchese, smiling at Paulo's mistake, rejoined, *As | do not perceive, my good friend, how your remaining with your master can be a circumstance to disqualify you from
accepting a thousand sequins, | command you, on pain of my displeasure, to receive them; and whenever you mary, | shall expect that you will shew your cbedience to me
again. by accepfing another thousand from me with your wife, as her dower”

“This is too much, Signor,” said Pauio sobbing—"too much to be bome!” and ran out of the saloon. But amidst the murmur of applause which his conduct drew from the noble
spectators, for Paulo's warm heart had subdued even the coldness of their pride, a convulsive sound from the anti-chamber betrayed the excess of emotion, which he had thus
abruptly withdrawn himself to conceal

Ina few hours, the Marchese and Vivaldi look leave of their fiends, and set out for Naples, where they arrived, without any interruption, on the fourth-day. But, it was a
melancholy journey to Vivaldi, notwithstanding the joy of his late escape; for the Marchese, having introduced the mention of his attachment to Ellena di Rosalba, informed him,
that, under the present unforeseen circumstances, he could not consider his fate engagement to the Marchesa on that subject, as binding, and that Vivaldi must refinquish
Ellena. ifit shoud appear that she really was the daughter of the late Schedoni.

Immediately on his arrival at Naples, however, Vivaidi, with a degree of impatience, to which his utmost speed was inadequate, and with a revived joy so powerful as to
overcome every fear, and-every melancholy consideration, which the tate conversation with his father had occasioned, hastened 1o the Santa delia Pieta.

Ellena heard his voice from the grate, inquiring for her of a nun, who Was in the partour, and in the next instant they beheld each other yetonce again.

In such a meeting, after the fong uncertainty and terror, which each had suffered for the fate of the other, and the dangers and hardships they had really incurred, joy was exalted
almost to agony. EBena wept, and some minutes passed before she coud answer to Vivaldi's few words of tender exclamation: it was long ere she was tranquil enough to
observe the alteration, which severe confinement had given to his appearance. The animated expression of his countenance was unchanged; yet. when the first glow of joy had
faded from it, and Ellena had leisure to cbserve its wanness, she understood, too certainly, that he had been a prisoner in the Inquisition,

During this interview, he related, at Ellena’s request, the particulars of his adventures, since he had been separated from her in the chapel of San Sebasfian; but, when he
came to that part of the narration where it was necessary to mention Schedoni, he paused in unconguerable embamrassment and a distress notunmingled with horror. Vivaldi
could scafcery endure even to hint to Eliena any parnt ofthe urjus! conduct which the Confessor had practised fowards him, vet itwas impossime to conclude his account,
without expressing much more than hints; nor could he bear to affict herwith a knowledge of the death of him who he believed to be her parent, however the dreadful



circumstances of that event might be concealed. His embarrassment became obvious, and was stili increased by Ellena's inguinies,

Atlength, as an introduction to the information it was necessary lo give, and to the fuller explanation he wished to receive upon a subject, which, though it was the one that
pressed most anxiously upon his mind, e had not yet dared to mention, Vivaldi ventured to declare his knowledge of her having discovered her parerit fo be fiving. The
satisfaction immediately apparent upon Eflena’s counlenance heightened his distress. and his reluctance to proceed: believing, as he did, that the event he had to
communicate must change her gladness to grief.

Ellena, however, upon this mention of a topic so interesfing to them both, proceeded fo express the happiness she had received from the discovery of a parent, whoso virlues
had even won her affection long before she understood her own interest in them. It was with some difficulty, that Vivaldi could conceal his swrprize at such an avowal of
prepossession; the manners of Schedoni, of whom he believed herto speak, having certainly never been adapied to inspire tenderness. But his surpnze scon changed ifs
ohjects when Ofivia, who had heard that a stranger was at the grate, entered the parour, and was announced as the mother of Ellena di Rosalba.

Before Vivaldi left the convent a full explanalion, as to family, was given on both sides, when he had the infinite joy of leaming, that Ellena was not the daughter of Schedoni;
and Clivia had the satisfaction to know that she had no future evil to apprehend from him who had hitherto been her worst enemy, The manner of his death, however, with sl the
circumstances of his character. as unfolded by his late tral, Vivaldi was careful to conceal.

When Ellena had withdrawn from the room, Vivaldi made a full acknowiedgment to Olivia of his long attachment to her daughter, and supplicated for her consent to their
mariage. To this apphcation, however, Olivia replied, that. though she had long been no stranger to their mulual affection, orto the several circumstances which had both
proved its durability, and tied their foritude, she never could consent that her daughier should become a member of any family, whose pnncipal was either insensible of her
value, or unwilling 1o acknowledge it and thatin this instance it would be necessary to Vivaldi's success, not only that he, but that his father should be a suitor; on which
condition oniy, she aliowed him to hope for her acquiescence.

Such a stipulation scarcely chilled the hopes of Vivaldi, now that Ellena was proved to be the daughier not of the murderer Schedoni, but of a Count di Brune, who had beenno
less respectable in character than inrank; and he had fitfe doubt that his father would consent to fulfil the promise he had given o the dying Marchesa.

Inthis befief he was not mistaken The Marchese, having attended to Vivaldi's account of Eflena's family, promised, that if it shouid appear there was no second mistake on the
subject, he woubd not longer oppose the wishes of his son

The Marchese immediately caused a private inquiry to be made as to the identity of Oiivia, the present Countess di Bruno; and, though this was not pursued without difficulty,
the physician, who had assisted in the plan of her escape from the cruetty of Ferando di Bruno, and who was living, as well as Bealrice, who clearly remembered the sister of
her late mistress, at length rendered Olivia's identity unquestionable. Mow, therefore, that the Marchese's every doubt was removed, he paid-a visit to the Santa della Pieta,
and solicited, in due form, Olivia's consent to the nuptials of Vivakdi with Ellena; which she granted him with an entire satisfaction, In this interview, the Marchese was so much
fascinated by the manners of the Countess, and pleased with the delicacy and sweetness, which appeared in those of Ellena, that his consent was no longer a constrained
ong, and he willingly relinquished the views of superior rank and fortune, which he had formenly looked to for his son, for these of vifue and permanent happiness that were now
unfolded to him.

Cn the twentieth of May, the day on which Ellena completed her eighteenth year, her nuptials with Vivaldi were sclemnized inthe church of the Santa Maria della Pieta. inthe
presence of the Marchese and ofthe Countess di Bruno. As Ellena advanced through the church, she recollected, when on a former occasion she had met Vivaﬂi at the altar,
and, the scenes of San Sebastian rising to her memory, the happy character of those, which her present situation opposed to them, drew tears of tender joy and gratitude to
her eyes. Then, irresolute, desolate. sumounded by strangers, and ensnared by enemies, she had believed she saw Vivaldi for the last time; now, supported by the presence of
a beloved parent. and by the willing approbation of the person. who had hithero so strenuously opposed her. they were met to part no more; and, as a recollection of the
moment when she had been carmed fram the chapel glanced upon her mind, that moment when she had called upon him for succowr, supplicated even to hear his voice once
mare, and when a blank silence, which, as she believed, was that of death, had succeeded; as the anguish of that moment was now remembered, Ellena became more than
ever sensible of the happiness of the present

Olivia, in thus refinquishing her daughter so soon after she had found her, suffered some pain, but she was consoled by the fair prospect of happiness, that opened to Ellena,
and cheered, by considering, that, though she relinquished, she should not lose her, since the vicinity of Vivaldi's residence to La Pieta, would permit a frequent intercourse
with the convent.

As-atestimony of singular esteem, Paulo was permitted to be present at the marriage of his master, when, as perched in a high galery of the church, he looked down upon the
ceremony, and withessed the delight in \Vivaldi's countenance, the satisfaction in that of my "old Lord Marchese,” the pensive happiness inthe Countess di Bruno's, and the
tender complacency of Ellena’s. which her vell, partly undrawn, aflowed him to observe, he could scarcely réfrain from expressing the joy he felt, and shouting aloud, "O! giarno
felice! O giomo felice! 11l

[110 happy dayt © happy dayf



CHAPTER XIll.

“Aht where shall | so sweet a dwelling find!
For all around. without, and all within,
Nothing save what delightful was and kind,
Of goodness favouring and a tender mind,
E'errose to view.”

Thomson.

The féte which, some time after the nuptials, was given by the Marchese, in celebration of them, was held ata delightful villa, belonging to Vivaldi. a few miles distant from
Maples, upon the border of the guif, and on the oppasite shore to that which had been the frequent abode of the Marchesa. The beauty of its situation and ifs interior elegance
induced Vivaldi and Ellena to sefectit as their chief residence. It was, intruth, a scene of fainy-land. The pleasure-grounds extended over a valley, which opened to the bay, and
the house stood at the entrance of this valley, upon a gentle slope that margined the water, and commanded the whole extent of its lwariant shores, from the lofty cape of
Miseno to the bold mountains of the south, which, stretching across the distance, appeared fo nse out of the sea. and divided the gulf of Naples from that of Salerno.

The marble porticoes and arcades of the villa were shadowed by groves of the beautiful magnofia, flowering ash, cedrall, camefias, and majestic paims; and the cooiand airy
halls; opening on two opposite sides to a colonnade, admitted beyond the rich foliage all the seas and shores of Maples, from the west: and to the east, views of the valley of
the domain, withdrawing among winding hills wooded to their summits, except where ciiffs of various-coloured granites, yellow, green, and purple, ited their tall heads, and
threw gay gleams of light amidst the umbrageous tandscape.

The style of the gardens, where lawns and groves, and woeds varied the undulating surface, was that of England, and of the present day, rather than of ftaly;, except “Where a
long alley peeping on the main,” exhibited such gigantic loftiness of shade, and grandeur of perspective, as charactenze the ftalian taste.

On this jubilee, every avenue and grove, and pavilion was richly iluminated. The willa itself, where each airy hall and arcade was resplendent withlights. and lavishly decorated
with flowers and the most beautiful stvubs, whoso buds seemied to pour all Arabia’s perfumes upon the air, this villa resembled a fabric called up by enchantment, rather than a
structure of human ar.

The dresses of the higher rank of visitors were as splendid as the scenery, of which Ellena was, inevery respect, the queen. But this entertainment was not given to persons of
distinction only, for both Vivaldi and Ellena had wished that all the tenants of the domain should partake of it, and share the abundant happiness which themselves possessed;
so that the grounds, which were extensive enough to accommodate each rank, were relinquished to a general gaiety. Pauo was, on this occasion, a sort of master of the
revels; and. surrounded by a party of his own particular associates, danced once more, as he had so often wished, upon the moonlight shore of Maples.

As Vivaldi and Ellena were passing the spot, which Paulo had chosen for the scene of his festivity, they paused to observe his strange capers and extravagant gesticulation, as
he mingled inthe dance, while every now-and-then he shouted forth, though half breathless with the heartiness of the exercise, "0l giomo felice! O! giomo felice!”

On perceiving Vivaldi, and the smiles with which he and Ellena regarded him, he quitted his sports, and advancing, *Ah! my dear master,” said he, “do you remember the nights
when we were traveliing on the banks of the Celano, before that diabolical accident happened in the chapel of 3an Sebastian; don't you remember how those people, who
were tripping it away joyously, by moonlight, reminded me of Maples and the many merry dances | had footed on the beach here?”

‘I remember it well " replied Vivaldi.

“Ahl Signor mio, you said at the time. that you hoped we should soon be here, and that then | shouid frisk it away with as glad a heart as the bestof them. The first part of your
hope, my dear master, youwas outin, for, as it happensd, we had to go through purgatory before we could reach paradise; butthe second part is come at last—for here lam,
sure enoughl-dancing by moonlight, in my own dear bay of Maples, with my own dear master and mistress, in safety, and as happy almost as myself. and with that old mountain
}'Ul'déf, Vesuvius, which | forscothl H‘Iﬂugl"l | was never to see again, spouﬁng up fire, ]‘LEI&S itused to do before we got aurselves put into the Inquisition! Ol wha could have
foreseen all this! O giomo fefica! O! giomeo felice!”

‘I rejoice in your happiness, mygood Paulo,” said Vivaldi, "almost as much as in my own; though | do not entirely agree with you as to the comparative proportion of each”

“Pauto!” said Ellena, “|am indebled to you beyond any ability to repay; for to your intrepid affection your master owes his present safety. |will not attempt to thank you for your
attachment to him; my care of your welfare shall prove how well | know it but Iwish to give to all your friends this acknowledgment of your worth, and of my sense of it”

Paulo bowed, and stammered, and writhed, and blushed, and was unable to reply; till. at length, giving a sudden and lofty spring from the ground, the emotion which had nearly
stified him burst forthin wards, and "0! giorno felice! O! giomne felice!” fiew from his ips with the force of an electric shock. They communicated his enthusiasm to the whole
company, the words passed like lightning from one individual to another, till Vivaidi and Ellena withdrew amidst a choral shout, and ali the woods and strands of Naples re-
echoed with—"0! giormo felice! Of giomao felicet”

“You see,” said Pauio, whenthey had departed, and he came to himself again, “you see how people get through their misfortunes, if they have but a heart to bear up against
them, and do nothing thatcan lie on their conscience afterwards; and how suddenly one comes to be happy, just when one is beginning to think one never is to be happy again!
Who would have guessed that my dear master and |, when we were clapped up inthat diabolical place, the Inguisition, should ever come out again into this word! Who would
have guessed when we were taken before those old dewils of Inguisitors; sitting there all of a row in a place under ground, hung with black, and nothing but torches all around.
and faces grinning at us, that looked as black as the gentry aforesaid; and when | was not so much as suffered to open my mouth, not theywould not let me open my mouth to
my masted—who, | say, would have guessed we should ever be letloose again! who would have thought we should ever know what itis to be happy! et here we are all
abroad once morel All at libertyl And may run, if we will, straight forward, from one end of the earth to the other, and back again without being stopped! May fiy in the sea, or
swim in the sky, or tumble over head and heels into the moon! For remember, my guod friends, we have no lead in our consciences 1o keep s dQ'M'ﬂ'

“You mean swim in the sea, and fiy in the sky, | suppose,” observed a grave personage near him, “but as for tumbling over head and heels into the moon [ don't know what you
mean by that!”

“Pshaw!” replied Paulo, ‘who can stop, at such a time as this, to think about what he means! | wish that all those, who on this night are not merry enough to speak before they
think, may ever after be grave enough to think before lhe:,rspeakl But you, none of you, no! not one of you! |warrant, ever saw the roof of a prison, when your master happened
to be below in the dungeon, nor know what itis to be forced to run away, and leave him behind to die by himsell. Poor sauls! But no matter for that, you can be tolerably happy,
perhaps, notwithstanding; but as for guessing how happy | am, or knowing any thing about the matter—— O! it's quite beyond what you can understand. O! giomo felice! O!
giomo felice!” repeated Paulo, as he bounded forward to mingie in the dance, and “O! giomo felicel” was again shouted in chorus by his joyful companions.

THE END
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